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The Camera Fiend

CHAPTER I

A O>nscientiou8 Ass

pOCKET UPTON had come down htt andX panong, in ipite of his daily exemption from
fim tchool, and the post card on his plate had
uken away his remaining modicum of breath.
He could have wept over it in open haU, and
would probably have done so in the subsequent
seclusion of his o*ti study, had not an obvious
way out of his difficulty been bothering him by
Aat time almost as much as the difficulty itself.
For It was not a very honest way, and the un-
fortunate Pocket had been called "a conscien-
tious ass" by some of the nicest fellows in his
house. Perhaps he deserved the epithet for g«>.
ing even as straight as he did to his housemaster,
who was discovered correcting proses with a blue
penal and a brier pipe.

3
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6 "• Its all nonsense your stavincy fl,« • l
whenever you go up to see th.lT^^^ 7 "'«''*

" Hp „„1
'^ ™^' """or of yours "He makes a great point of it. sir H. ru

tO' some fresh stuff on me and th.„
1^^' '"

of night I have."
'^^ '^''" «»"

;;You could go up again to-morrow"

with^'dSe rJh'
'""

'r-'
^"^'^^ ^p-.

consciendous norTuch'/na': TSr
""""'^

sidered him.
*"* *'"'"^* ™n-

SpZm:r'^'''^°"P-P-?"'nquiredMr.

would put mfup if
/"''ge^^'' °' Miss Harbottle

"U7k .
P " minute, sir."

^WhoaretheKnaggses.?"
ihe boys were with me 't Mr P. i .

'

--, they go to Westminster now One
77'''

stayed with u<! U.* u ij "^ °^ '^em

Joh'n-s W*d Pa!r '''^- '"'^y "- - St.

4



A Conscientious Ass
"And the lady you mentioned ?'

"Miss Harbottle. sir. an old friend of mvmothers; .t was through her I went to Mr

ST^W n"'
''"/"" "'^^'^ *-• She'sm^Ae Welhngton Road. sir. quite close to

Mr. Spearman smiled at the gratuitous explana-
tion of an eagerness that other lads might havetaken more trouble to conceal. But ther! was nogu.Ie .n any Upton; in that one respect i:i^,
len nf K ^T T"'''^'^ *«= 8'^« ^n breth-ren of whom he had been prematurely voted apocket edifon; on his arrival in the school. Hhad few of their other merits, though he took amorbid mterest m the games they played by light

beneath h.s brothers and the average boy. Youcannot s.t up half your nights with afAmfand bean average boy. This was obvious even to MrSpearman, who was an average man. He hadnever disguised his own disappointment in Z
youngest Upton buthadoften'm'aderm the btof outspoken and disastrous comparisons. Yet inh.s softer moments he had some sympathy ^2
?„!

j"'"*"^ ''^ ^" °*''^-i- worth/ fLily; thisfine June morning he seemed even to understandAe joy of a jaunt to London for a boy who was
5



The Camera Fiend
getting ve,y Jitde out of his school life He m,H.a note of the two names and addres^.

""'''

^^Jou «. quite sure they'll put^ou up. are

"Absolutely certain, sir."

A„l k L •
*'* moment the beU beMn

ft a 1 ""•^ '^^'"''"'' ^''-g^'^ »>» Wacfde"»or a green one with red spots, in which h. t I

ag^n^hVis^n;irrs of
r

'
''"^

Welbeck Street in a hansom
" ''" "^^ ''^

to Ie%'2
J""™^^,"« =« i°y- It was such sport

daisies ,n a train again, so refreshing to feel as
6



A Conscientious Ass

i
good as anybody else in the third smoker; for even

I
the grown men in the corner seats did not dream
of calling the youth an "old ars," much less a
young one, to his face. His friends and contem-

j
poranes at school were in the habit of employing

I

the ameliorating adjective, but there were still a
[

few fellows in Pocket's house who made an in-
sulting point of the other. All, however, seemed
agreed as to the noun; and it was pleasant to cast
off fnend and foe for a change, to sit comfortably
unknown and unsuspected of one's foibles in the
train. It made Pocket feel a bit of a man; but

i,^jj. i*""^
'*^'' "'""*" seventeen, and in the

Middle Fifth, and allowed to smoke asthma cig-
arettes in bed. He took one out of a card-board
box m his bag, and thought it might do him good
to smoke It now. But an adult tobacco smoker
looked so curiously at the little thin cross between
cigar and cigarette, that it was transferred to a
pocket unlit, and the coward hid himself behind
his paper, in which there were several items of im-
mediate interest to him. Would the match hold
out at Lord's? If not, which was the best of
the Wednesday matinees? Pocket had received a
pound from home for his expenses, so that these
questions took an adventitious precedence over
even such attractive topics as an execution and a

7



The Camera Fiend

murder that bade fair to lead to one. But the
horrors had their turn, and having supped on
the newspaper supply, he continued the feast in
Henry Dunbar, the novel he had brought with him
in his bag. There was something like a murder!
It was so exciting as to detach Pocket Upton from
the flymg buttercups and daisies, from the reek of
the smoking-carriage, the real crimes in the paper,
and all thoughts of London until he found himself
there too soon.

The asthma specialist was one of those enter-
pnsirjg practitioners whose professional standing
IS never quite on a par with their material success.
The injurious discrepancy may have spoilt his
temper, or it may be that his temper was at the
root of the prejudice against him. He was never
very amiable with Pocket Upton, a casual patient
in every sense; but this morning Dr. Bompas had
son^-i call to complain.

• /ou mean to tell me," he expostulated, "that
you've gone back to the cigarettes in spite of what
I said last time ? If you weren't a stupid school-
boy I should throw up your case!"
Pocket did not wish to have his case thrown up;

It would mean no more days and nights in town.
So he accepted his rebuke without visible resent-
ment.
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A Conscientious Ass
"It's the only way I can stop an attock," he

mumbled.

"Nonsense!" snapped the specialist. "You can
make^yourself coflFee in the night, as you've done

^^|I can't at school. They draw the line at

"Then a public school is no place for you.
Ive said so from the first. Your people should
have hstened to me, and sent you on a long sea
voyage under the man I recommended, in the
ship I told them about. She sails the day after to-
morrow, and you should have sailed in her

"
The patient made no remark; but he felt as

sore as his physician on the subject of that long sea
voyage. It would have meant a premature end
to h.s undistinguished school-days, and good-
by to all thought of following in his brodTs'

ST u^ff '"='"^'-''°y
S'«'X- But he

might have had adventures beyond the pale of
that circumscribed arena, he might have been
shipwrecked on a desert island, and lived to tella tale beyond the dreams of envious athletes.
If his people had but taken kindly to the scheme.
But they had been so very far from taking to it
at al. with the single exception of his only sister,
that the boy had not the heart to discuss it now.

9
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"If only there were some medicine one could
take to stop an attack!" he sighed. "But there
doesn't seem to be any."

"There are plenty of preventives," returned the
doctor. "That's what we want. Smoking and
inhaling all sorts of rubbish is merely a palliativt.

that does more harm than good in the long
run."

"But it does you good when the preventives
fail. If I could get a good night without smok-
ing I should be thankful."

"If I promise you a good night will you give
me your cigarettes to keep until to-morrow ?"

"If you like."

The doctor wrote a prescription while the boy
produced the card-board box from his bag.
"Thank you," said Bompas, as they made an

exchange. " I don't want you even to be tempted
to smoke to-night, because I know what the temp-
tation must be when you can't get your breath.
You will get this prescription made up in two
bottles; take the first before you go to bed to-
night, and the second if you wake with an attack
before five in the morning. You say you are stay-
ing the night with friends; better give me the name
and let me see if they're on the telephone before
you go. I want you to go to bed early, tell them

10



A Conscientious Ass
not to cal! you in the morning, and come back tome the moment you've had your breakfast "

They parted amicably after all. and Pocket
went off only wondering whether he ought to
have said positively that he was staying with
fnends when he might be going back to school.
But Dr. Bompas had been so short with him at
hrst as to discourage unnecessa^^ explanations;
besides, there could be no question of his going

uuu'uf' .^"'^ the difficulty of the morning!
wh.ch he had quite forgotten in the train, was not
allowed to mar a moment of his day in town.
The dme-table of that boy's day must speak for

use f. It was already one o'clock, and he was nat-
urally hungry, especially after the way his breakfast
had be.n spoilt by Coverley's card. At i ic hewas munching a sausage roll and sipping chocolate
at a pastry-cook's in Oxford Street. The sausage
roll, like the cup of chocolate, was soon followed by

of"°whY n ' p ^
^'* ''"" '^^"'P'"^'' => ''-bauch

dL;X° "
"^^^ ^""'^ ""'^""^^^'''^ '^-^

At 145, from the top of an Atlas omnibus in

of M^ir'"'..
'"P'''' " P'='"^'' ^''^ "Collapse

of Middlesex" m appalling capitals. And at ihe
station he got down to learn the worst before
going on to Lord's for nothing.

II



The Camera Fiend

wiSr^'ir' "" ^°^^""^y »""^ *« Pocketwished h-mself nearer the theatres, and then it washat the terra-cotta pile of Madame Tussaud'sthru„ .,elf seductively upon his vision. He hjnot been there for years. He had often wanted

Ukenr^ ^° t"" "' remembered beingtaken by his sister when a little boy at Coverley's
but she had refused to go into the Chamb^^'of
Horrors, and he had been relieved at the time bu

of those days had ..een everything and seemed none

hings he had always wanted not so much to do al

Horrors had frozen his mfant blood when he first

On the bnnk of seventeen there was something of

hlLlf k"!
*^"™"°'°g"' -bout Pocket Upin

Wed has staple reading in the train ? And yetthe boy had other sensibilities which made h^^hesuate outside the building, and en er "en ualT
W.J quue a fluter under the waistcoat.

^
A band in fantastic live^^ was playing awav.n the marble hall; but Pocket had no ea S

band "n ?°"^.'' "^ "^^ '°^' enough of aband. And though histo^^ was one of Ws few
12



A Conscientious Ass
strong points at school, the ghttering g,Uxy
of k,„gs and queens appealed to him no mo«
than the great writers at their little desks and
the great cnclceters in their unconvincing flannels.
Ihey were waxworks one and all. But when

turnsole, and he had passed down a duneeon
sta,r into Ae dim vaults below, his imagination
was at work upon the dreadful faces in the docks
before H. had brought his catalogue to bear on
one of them.

Here were wretches whose vile deeds had lone
been famihar to the schoo'-boy through a work on
his father s shelves called Annals of Our Time.He recalled bad n.ghts when certain of those annals
had kept h.m awake long after his attack; and here
were the actual monsters, not scowUng and fero-
C.0U8 as he had always pictured them, but far more
hombly demure and plump. He,e were immonal
malefactors hke the Mannings; here were Rush
and Greenacie cheek by jowl, looking as though
thty had stepped out of Dickens in their obsolete
raiment, looking anything but what they had been.
Some wore the veiy clothes their quick bodies had
hlled; here and there were authentic tools of death,
rusty pistols, phials of poison with the seals still
bnght, and a smug face smirking over all in self-

's
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«>n,aoa, infamy. There w« „ot enough of the

iwked hideously human and alive. One, a littleo d man. sat not in the dock but on the dliS

under h.s nose were the old ruffian's revolver andthe strap that strapped it to his wrist.S t^e

The hobbledehoy was almost as timorously e„

trials he had read for himself in later d:.v. j
yet wondering with it ail whethV^woS^' e^jget these things out of his mind again Thev
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A Conscientious Ass

the catalogue a consdentious orphan with a mo-
notonous voice and a genius for mispronunciation.
Pocket had soon ceased to see or hear him or any
other being not made of wax. And it was only
when he was trying to place a nice-looking mur-
derer in a straw hat, who suddenly moved into a
real sight-seer like himself, that the unwholesome
spell was broken.

Pocket was not sorry to be back in the adulter-
ated sunshine and the comparatively fresh air of
the Marylebone Road. He was ashamed to find
that It was after four o'clock. Guy and Vivian
Knaggs would be home from Westminster in
another hour. Still it was no use getting there
before them, and he might as well walk as not;
It was pleasant to rub shoulders with flesh and
blood once more, and to look in faces not made
of wax in the devil's image. His way, which
he knew of old, would naturally have led him
past Miss Harbottle's door; but, as she was only
to be his second string for the night, he preferred
not to be seen by that old lady yet. Such was
the any spring of an important action; it led the
wanderer into Circus Road and a quite unfore-
seen temptation.

In the Circus Road there happens o be a
highly respectable pawnbroker's shop; in the

15
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tarions. One was an oW rJ T * '''"P"

and cartridges comolefe J!l "^°^''"



A G)n8cientious Ass

a ichool rule, but he wai prepared to uke the
consequence* if found out; it need not involve
his notion of dishonor. Still, it must be recorded
that the young or old ass was conscientious enough
to hesitate before making his fatal plunge into
the pawnbroker's shop. i

»7
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CHAPTER II

A Boy About Town
'T'HE young Westminsters had not come in

widt:i'turttf ^^^"^^"^^•J°''"'^rarK. Cut their mother was at hom..and she gave the boy a cup of tepid tea Lt oTa'silver teapot in the drawing-room Mrs KrZ
ireedom at all events to the young. She re

hTd T '7 u
"'^'' ^P*°" (- she'addfessed him)"

as to whether any improvement was implied

»-'xrord Street, much less of the wav h^ K,j
a summer's afternoon, indeed, she ra'ther tndTed

plot wh"f ^"r'
="°"^ •" ^-'^- -

"

rocket, who could sometimes shine in convpr-on ,, , ,; ^,,^^^^ ^^ ^^^^ remi ded M
"

Knaggs ,hat her own Westminster boys were

o.naggs said that was a very different
i8



A Boy About Town
thing, and that she thought Pocket's pubhc
school must be very different from Westminster.
Pocket bridled, but behaved himself; he knew
where he wanted to stay the night, and got as
far toward inviting himself as to enlarge upon
Mr. Coverley's misfortune and his own disap-
pointment. Mrs. Knaggs in her turn did ask
him where he meant to stay, and even the con-
scientious Pocket caught himself declaring he
had no idea. Then the boys were heard re-
turning, and Mrs. Knaggs said of course he
would stop to school-room supper, and Pocket
thanked her as properly as though it were the
mvitation he made sure must follow. After all,

Vivian Knaggs had stayed at Pocket's three weeks
one Christmas, and Guy a fortnight at Easter; the
boys themrelves would think of that; it was not
a matter to broach to them, or one to worry
about, prematurely.

Vivian and Guy were respectively rather older
and rather younger than Pocket, and they came
in looking very spruce, the one in his Eton jacket,
the other in tails, but both in shining toppers that
excited an unworthy prejudice in the wearer of
the gret , tie with red spots. They seemed very
glad to see h.m, however, and the stiffness was
wearing off even before Pocket produced his

19
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The Camera Fiend
revolver in the basement room where the two
Westminsters prepared their lessons and had theirevening meal.

The revolver melted the last particle of ice.though V.v.an Knaggs pronounced it an old pS
firer. and Guy said he would not fire it for a
rfiousand pounds. This only made Pocket themore eager to show what he and his revolverwere made of then and there in the garden, andthe more confident that it never would be heard
in tne house.

wei7' r"'f "
'"'""''' ^•"''"'' "'"''' ^''^ '^^

well. No. .f you want to have a shot let's stick

ru':tb"I»''""'^*'^^"''''-'-''«-f-'n

The window was a French one leading into
U.e back garden; but. unhappily, Mrs. Knaggs's
bedroom was only two floors higher, and it^so
ooked out on the back; and Mr. Knaggs her-
self was m her room and near her window whenAe report startled her, and not less because shemle dreamt what u was until she looked out intime to see a cloud of smoke escaping from the
school-room window, and Pocket examining the
target, weapon in hand.

^

,hJi"*
''"'

l?.'""
'"""" '''°"* "• Mrs. Knaggs

shnekea a proh.b.uon "c^m aloft, and having pad-
20
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fied an incoherent cook upon the stairs, descended
to extract a solemn promise which might well
have ended the matter. Pocket was veiy contrite
indeed, drew his weapon's teeth with a prompti-
tude that might have been his death, and offered
it and them to be placed under lock and key un-
til he left. But Mrs. Knaggs contented herself
with promoting a solemn promise into a Sacred
Word of Honor—which rather hurt poor Pocket—
and with sending him a very straight message by
Vivian after supper.

"The mater's awfully soriy," said Vivian, re-
turning from a mission which Pocket had been
obliged to instigate after all. "There's not a
spare bed in the house."

Guy incontinently declared there was. A fra-
ternal frown alone prevented him from going into
particulars.

"A sofa would do me all right," suggested
Pocket, who had long ago lost his last train, and
would have preferred a bare plank where there
were boys to fussy old Miss Harbottle's best bed.
But Vivian Knaggs shook his head.

"The mater says she couldn't sleep with fire-

arms in the house."

"I'll bury them in the garden if she likes."

"Then you smoke in the night, and at Coverley's
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you once walked in your sleep." pursued Vivianwho certainly seemed to have be.n urgi„rthe'mteropers cause "And the mater's afLd ^um^ght walJc out of a window or set the house on

PockV wvlf"''
^" '!*" '""'g''^'" P«>tested

smote aL T^lf
""' '''' "°' «"' -y*'"g ««smoke, and I have got something to keep me

And with further information on both points

return^in qu.cker .me with a more embarrassed

"bufst
'"^""^

"Z"^'"
^' "•'^ ""convincingly,

but she can't undertake the responsibility ofputting you up with your asthma."
^

Oddly enough, for he was only too sensitiveon some pomts. Pocket was not really hur byh s treatment at the hands of these people he

he had b
"^'^ "''" ^ ™-'^^' •'- -ttha

atelle w,th Guy Knaggs first. It will be seen
22
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that w,th all his sensibilities the youngest Uptonwas a most casual and sanguine youth. He
took a great deal for granted, prepared only for
the best, and although inclined to worry over
the irrevocable took no thought for the morrow
unt.l he was obhged. He was sor^. he had been
so posmve with Spearman on the subject of hisfnen s. hosp.tahty. He was sor^^ he had askedand been refused, rather sor^, he had not caught
hat last tra,„ back from St. Pancras. Yet he

left poor M,ss Harbottle the best part of another
hour to go to bed in; and that was neither the
firstnor the last of his erratic proceedings.

What about your luggage.?" asked the elder

Po"cS'
"' ^" °" ^'" *"" '° ^'"^ ^°""«1 '^ith

stiij^etj^'"
''-' *" -'"^^ -"«^'"S

"Haven't you got any ?"

"I left it at Madame Tussaud's!"
'Left your luggage there ?"

open
?
"'" only a hand bag. How long are they

Young Knaggs looked in Whitaker and said4ey closed at ten. There was still time to re-cover the bag with a taxicab, but in that case I-as not much u^ his going too. So thersaiS
23
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good-by at the Swiss Cottaec and ft,» ,J
of Pockpt TTn,o« k .^' ""* we adventures

J^^. ., P °" '''8^" " earnest.
Old Miss Harbottle, his mother's great friend

.1/ to Baker Street tr. make sure Thegarden gate was one that only opened by a catchand a cable manipulated indoors. The dov^.ta^s hghts were out. The gate opened atZa l.ght shone through the front d^oor, and t^edoor opened a fe. inches on the chain Pocfceconfronted a crevice of quilted dressing-gownand gray curls; but his mother's friend's mSwas makmg night so hideous within, andTrWn!o hard to get at his mother's son/that i wafsome .me before he could exchan^ an i"te"lg.ble word w.th the brute's mistress.^ It wis n"a satisfactory interchange ther., for Miss HXtde

^ ^i:^i?rs^:;rsr3:^^::s
'« *."»«. and the cook h.d j„„ l.f, „,"

in„„.-.Lo;;7;JX"r.Vr;s
to his palpitating taxicab.
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His position was now quite serious. He had

net many shillings in his purse. The only thing
to do was to put up at Shaw's Hotel, Trafalgar
Square; that was where his people always stayed,
where every servant was supposed to know them
all. He pushed on at once through the cool
June night, and paid away three of his last shill-
ings for the drive. Alas! not a bed to be had atShaw s; u was the worst time of the year, they
told h,m, and he supposed they meant the best.He also supposed there had been changes in the
staff, for nobody seemed to know his name as well
as he had been led to expect at home
They were quite nice about it. They pointed

out the b,g hotels opposite, and recommended
more than one of the little ones in Craven Street
But the big hotels were all full to overflowing;
and at the only little one he tried the boy lost his
temper like a man on being requested to deposit
SIX shilhngs before proceeding to his room,
l-ocket had not got it to deposit, and the galling
reflection caused him to construe the demand as
a deliberate reflection upon his outward respect-
abihty-as if he could not have borrowed themoney from Dr. Bompas in the morning!

and he caught up his bag in a passion.
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All nght, httle man! I shouldn't be rudeabout ,t, sa.d the dapper cashier. "If I couldn'tpay my shot I should sleep in the Park, on a nicefine night like this."

"
"I shall!" shouted Pocket through his teethas though that would prevent the' brute Tf acashier from sleeping soundly in his bed. AndU was his own idle and childish threat that sethim presently wondering what else he was to

seen' H*^ f^ T'-°^
''^''"*"^'>' '^^ ^« h='veseen. He had the timorous, or let us say the

imaginative temperament, which lends to ad-venture its ver^ salt. He wished to have done

them^ He hao so little to boast about; his brothers,and so many other fellows of his own age. had

day, how he had come up from school to see adoctor-and slept in the Park!
Meanwhile he had only a vague idea of his

except St. John s Wood and his present landmark of the Nelson column and L uJZt
time Vun^ u^T

^'""^ ''^^'"e "''^'ed some^me (under another doctor) as a child at Shaw's
Hotel. But, I say! What would Bompas say to

26
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his sleeping out, and what sort of night could he
expect in the open air ?

He had an overcoat. It had been in his way
all day; it would come in more than handy for
the mght. And it suddenly struck Pocket, with
all the force of a forgotten novelty, that he had
a revolver and cartridges as well.

That decided him. Not that he seriously
thought himself the kind of person to use a
revolver with resolution or effect; but it made
him feel doughty and even truculent to find the
means of heroic defence all ready to his hand.
He began to plume himself on his providential
purchase. He would sell his young life dearly
If he fell among London thieves; in his death h
would not be unhonored at school or at home,
pbuuao, phrases of a laudatory type sprang
hke tears to a mind still healthy enough to dash
them away again, as though they had been real
tears; but it was with all the nervous exaltation
of the unsuspected desperado that he inquired hisway of a colossal constable at the corner of Pall
Mall and the Haymarket.
The man wanted to know if he meant Hyde

Park Corner. "Yes," said Pocket, hastilv, be-
cause his heart was in his mouth and the police-
man looked as though he had seen it there
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And he overshot the mark in the motor omni-bus through being ashamed to ask again, onlyal'ghnng at Albert Gate; but here Lr^ ^s
without further tremors into the indubitable Park

Kotten Row, gaming confidence as he went In

turned oun^ard by all there was to uc; andnow h.sch.e fear was lest some one.
r

'otherof the several passers should stand in his pathand ask what he was doing there. He wassun afra.d of speaking or being spoken to. butno longer unreasonably so. Detection as an es-caped school-boy was his one great dread; he

be e!;;;;:!''''"^^"'""'''"^
for which he might

But nobody took any notice of him; this grad-
ually encouraged him to take more notic^ ofother people, when he found, not altogether to
h.s surpnse. that the majorit>> of those passingthrough the Park at that late hour were'Iarily
of h,s own class So much the more infinites-
•mal were the chances of his being recognizedor even suspected for what he was. There wereyoung „en m straw hats, there were red-coated
soldaers, and there were girls. They all filled
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the school-boy with their fascinating possibilities.

They were Life. The boy's heart beat at what
he heard and saw. The couples were hilarious
and unrefined. One wench, almost under his
nose, gave her soldier a slap with such a remark
as Pocket had never heard from a woman's lips
before. He turned away, tingling, and leant
upon the parapet of a bridge he had been in
the act of crossing, and thought of school and
home and Mr. Coverley.

It was not really a bridge at all. It was only
the eastern extremity of the Serpentine; but as
the boy leant over the stone balustrade, and
gazed upon the artificial flood, broadening out
indefinitely in the darkness, it might have been
the noblest river in the world. Its banks were
muffled in a feather boa of trees, bedizened by
a chain of many lights; the lights of a real bridge
made a diadem in the distance; and between
these sped the lamps of invisible vehicles, like
fretful fireflies. And the still water gave back
every glimmer with its own brilliance, unchal-
lenged and undimmed by moon or star, for not a
trace of either was in the sky; and yet it was the
most wonderful sky the boy had ever seen—

a

black sky tinged with sullen rose, or a red sky
seen through smoked glasses, he hardly knew

29
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ihe booming strokes of eleven «r,li j u-
to a sense of time and hi! ! '^

'"'"

His M-ar ,^
""' '""nediate needs,ills great adventure was unll k r •

ape., as a sign-board made qu^"ctf He h 'l!come right across the Park- hJt . ^'''

keeping rather more to the nvJ?.°T 'i'
«""'

ofjose trees, .as the^t^tr:*^
''''^'^"''"

-pT-^^aJT-^htS-t^^
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matic, already beginning to feel asthmarical.
Pocket Upton, however, belonged to the large
class of peop... weak and strong alike, who are
more than loth to abandon a course of action
once taken. It would have required a very
severe attack to balk him of his night out and
Its subsequent description to electrified ears.
But when had steering had brought him up at
the band stand, the deserted chairs seemed an
ordamed compromise between prudence and au-
dacity, and he had climbed into the fenced en-
closure when another enormous policeman rose
up horribly in its midst.

"What are you doing here ?" inquired this police-
man, striding upon Pjcket with inexorable tread.
"No harm, I hope," replied our hero humbly,

but with unusual readiness.

"Nor no good either, I'll be bound 1" said the
policeman, standing over him.
"I was only going to sit down," protested

Pocket, having satisfied his conscience that in
the first place that was all he really had been
going to do.

"There are plenty of places to sit down,"
rejoined the policeman. "You're not allowed in
here. And unless you look sharp about it you
won't have time to sit dovm at all."
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Pm

"Why not?"

"The Park closes at twelve."
"Closes?"

jAt twelve o'clock, and it's half-past eleven

The boy's heart sank into his wet boots. Herewas an end of all his dashing plans H.

dormuory of the houseless; that J s L Z
I his ,d,ot of a policeman must be wrong. Buthe seemed quite clear about it

.

"Did you think we were open all night?" heinquired with a grin.
-" nigntr he

^eihereX^T^'-''^'-^--^-
The policeman chuckled aloud

man significantly, and Pocket asked „„
questions; he scaled the forbidden fee Tnd-de o'F with the alacrity of one who rantt
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go out before he was put out. Such was his

then sincere and sound intention. But where next
to turn, to what seat on the Embankment, or
what arch in the slums, in his ignorance of Lon-
don he had no idea.

Meanwhile, to increase the irony of his dilemma,
now that he was bent on quitting the Park, he
found himself striking deeper and deeper into

its heart. He skirted a building, left it behind
and out of sight, and drifted before the wind of
destiny between an upright iron fence on one
hand and a restricted open space upon the other.

He could no longer see a single light; but the

ground rose abruptly across the fence, and was
thick with shrubs. Men might have been lying

behind those shrubs, and Pocket could not possi-

bly have seen them from the path. Did the

policeman mean to tell him that he or his com-
rades were going to climb every fence and look

behind every bush in Hyde Park ?

Pocket came to anchor with a new flutter at

his heart. This upright fence was not meant
for scaling; it was like a lot of area palings, as

obvious and intentional an obstacle. And the

whole place closed at twelve, did it .? The flutter

became a serious agitation as Pocket saw him-
self breaking the laws of the land as well as those

33
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of school, saw himself not only exnelleH K» pnsoni Well, so much the betTfor u ''"
so long as those penalties we.. not^.^cul.

'""^

sfS=f?Jr^iS^t;:;i^r^';

k^k of A. ,S, .^ '"^'' "' '* " 1»

;;^^«.».^, iT.:;rrisf sol"

thrust on Pocter Tr„/ l .^ "**• *" ''^en

Which he ha^L^SL ^.rrr °^"
-ent wthout him from St. Sn'af Th T.not prevent him from kneelin. !l lT ^^ ''"'
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up underneath it; neither did his prayers pre-
vent him from thinking—even on his knees—of
his revolver, nor yet—by the force of untimely
association—of the other revolvers in the Chamber
of Horrors. He saw those waxen wretches hud-
dled together in ghastly groups, but the thought
of them haunted him less dian it might have
done in a feather bed; he had his own perils and
adventures to consider now. One thing, how-
ever, did come of the remembrance; he detached
the leather strap he wore as a watch-guard, and
used it to :trap a pin-fire revolver, loaded in every
chamber, to his wrist instead.

That was the last but one of the silly boy's

proceedings under the bush; the last of all was
to drain the number-one draught prescribed by
Bompas in the morning, and to fling away the

phial. The stuff was sweet and sticky in the

mouth, and Pocket felt a singular and most grate-

ful warmth at his extremities as he curled up in
his overcoat. It was precisely then that he heard
a measured tread approaching, and held his breath

until it had passed without a pause. Yet the

danger was still audible when the boy dropped
off, thinking no more about it, but of Mr. Cover-
ley and Charles Peace and his own people down
in Leicestershire.
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CHAPTER III

His People

JT so happened that his people in Leicester-

talkLnr^K*'"''"^
°' ''''"• They had eendiking about h.m at the very time of the boy's

two ot them were at it still

fui°vn.r 7n''
"""''''' ^'^*^'^ ^"'1°^* » power.ful young fellow, .n a butterfly collar and a Jorded

mokmg-jacket. was walking up and dow^Sa tall g.rl not unhke him in the face; b^ Teh^

pared"*: d
' " '' ^^^" '" ^"-P- -Xpassed the drawing-room windows, and at notess regular intervals when a red light in the s"yAe source of which was concealed by the glrdtfohage, became positively brilliant. The afwis

roraTd* f '-'''' "' ""-^-^-^'e -Vmu! !

of he onen
/"''"' "''^^'' ^^^"^'J - ""'J outof the open wmdows. But for the lurid lighting

iTn7:ndtfi!:r'''"""^'"*^''-«°^E"g-
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"It's no use our talking about Tony," the tall

girl said. "I think you're frightfully down on
him; we shall never agree."

"Not as long as you make a fool of the fellow,"

said the blunt young man.

"Tony's no fool," remarked Lettice Upton,
irrelevantly enough.

"You know what I mean," snapped her brother
Horace. " He's being absolutely spoilt, and you're
at the bottom of it."

"I didn't give him asthr !"

"Don't be childish, Lcr

"But that's what's spoiling his life."

" I wasn't talking about his life. I don't believe

it, either."

"You think he enjoys his bad nights?"

"I think he scores by them. He'd tell you
himself that he never even thinks of getting up
to first school now."

"Would you if you'd been sitting up half the

. night with asthma ?"

" Perhaps not; but I don't believe that happens
so often as you think."

" It happens often enough to justify him in mak-
ing one good night pay for two or three bad ones."

"I don't call that playing the game. I call

it shamming."
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"Well, if it is. he makes up for it. Thev

7oZr^^^"r,^'''^ Geography i„ hisform at early school last term. Tony tackled
It m h.s spare time, and got most marks in theexam.

"T"J?'T'?r"r!
?°''" *'"°* ^'' ^I''" brother.

I m glad he didn't buck to me about that."

, 1
don t thmk there's much danger of his buck-

Sfe?r"' l^^
^"^"' '•"•""e in the red light.She did not add as her obvious reason that Horace.

Ike many another athletic young man, was quite
^capable of sympathizing with the non-athletic
type. But he guessed that she meant something
of the ,or^ and having sensibilities of his ownTand a good heart somewhere in his mesh of mus-
cles, he felt hurt.

••I looked after him all right," said Horace.Ae one term we were there together. So did
Fred for the next year. But it's rather rough onFied and myself, who were both something in
the school at his age, to hear and see for ourselves
that Tony s nobody even in the house!"

of!;:rrd:Sth^^;'''^"^-^"*^«^-'>-p^
"But don't you see. old boy. that it makes it

all the worse for Tony that you and Fred werewhat you were at school ? They measure him by
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the standard you two set up; it's natural enough,
but it isn't fair."

"He needn't be a flyer at games," said Horace,
duly softened by a little flattery. "But he might
be a tryerl"

"Wait till we get a little more breath into his
body."

"A bag of oxygen wouldn't make him a crick-
eter."

"Yet he's so keen on cricket!"

"I wish he wasn't so keen; he thinks and talks
more about it than Fred or I did when we were in the
eleven, yet he never looked like making a player."
"I should say he thinks and talks more about

most things; it's his nature, just as it's Fred's
and yours to be men of action."

"Well, I'm glad he's not allowed to cumber
the crease this season," said Horace, bowling his
cigarette-end into the darkness with a distinct
swerve in the air. "To have him called our
'pocket-edition,' on the cricket-field of all places,
is a bit too thick."

Lettice withdrew her sympathetic hand.
"He's as good a sportsman as either of you,

at heart," she said warmly. "And I hope he
may make you see it before this doctor's done
with himl"
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"This doctor!" jeered Horace, quick to echo
her change of tone as well. "You mean the ool
who wanted to send that kid round the world
on his own?"
"He's no fool, Horace, and you know nothing

whatever about him."

"No; but I know something about our Tony!
If he took the least care of himself at home, there
might be something to be said for letting him go;
but he's the most casual young hound I ever
struck."

"I know he's casual."

Lettice made the admission with reluctance;
next moment she was sony her sense of fairness
had so misled her.

"Besides," said Horace, "he wouldn't be cured
if he could. Think what he'd miss!"
"Oh, if you're coming back to that, there's no

more to be said."

And the girl halted at the lighted windows.
" But I do come back to it. Isn't he up in town at

this very moment under this veiy doctor ofyours ?"
"He's not my doctor."

"But you first heard about him; you're the
innovator of the family, Letty, so it's no use try-
mg to score oflF me. Isn't Tony up m London
to-night?"
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"I believe he is."

"TTien I'll tell you what he's doing at this mo-
ment," cried Horace, with egregious confidence,
as he held his watch to the windows. "It's
after eleven; he's in the act of struggling out of
some theatre, where the atmosphere's so good
for asthma I"

Lettice left the gibe unanswered. It was
founded on recent fact which she had been the
first to deplore when Tony made no secret of it

in the holidays; indeed, she was by no means blind
to his many and obvious failings; but they inter-
ested her more than the equally obvious virtues of
her other brothers, whose unmeasured objurga-
tions drove her to the opposite extreme in special
pleading. She tried to believe that there was more
in her younger brother than in any of them, and
would often speak up for him as though she had
succeeded. It may have been merely a woman's
weakness for the weak, but Lettice had taught
herself to believe in Tony. And perhaps of all

his people she was the only one who could have
followed his vagaries of that night without think-
ing the worse of him.

But she had no more to say to Horace about
the matter, and would have gone in-doors with-
out another word if Mr. Upton had not come out
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hastily at that moment. He had been looking
for her everywhere, he declared with some asperity.
Her mother could not sleep, and wished to see
her; otherwise it was time they were all in bed,
and what there was to talk about till all hours
was more than he could fathom. So he saw the
pair before him through the lighted rooms, a heavy
man with a flaming neck and a smouldering eye.
Horace would be heavy, too, when his bowling
days were over. The girl was on finer lines; but
she looked like a woman at her worst; tited, ex-
asperated, and clearly older than her brother, but
of other clay.

That young man smoked a last cigarette in his
father's library, and unhesitatingly admitted the
subject of dissension and dissent upon the terrace.

"I said he wasn't doing much good there," he
added, "and I don't think he is. Letty stood up
for him, as she always does."

"Do you mean that he's doing any harm?"
asked Mr. Upton plainly.

"Not for a moment. I never said there was
any harm in Tony. I—I sometimes wish there
was more!"

"More manhood, I suppose you'd call it?"
Mr. Upton spoke with a disconcerting grim-

ness.
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"More go about him," said Horace. He could

not say as much to his father as he had to Letty.

That was evident. But he was not the boy to

bolt from his guns.

"Yet you know how much he has to uke all

that out of him ?" continued Mr. Upton, with

severity.

"I know," said Horace hastily, "and of course

that's really why he's doing no good; but I must
say that doctor of his doesn't seem to be doing

him any either."

Mr. Upton got excitedly to his feet, and Horace
made up his mind to the downright snub that

he deserved. But by a lucky accident Horace
had turned the wrath that had been gathering

against himself into quite another quarter.

"I agree with you there!" cried his father vehe-

mently. "I don't believe in the man myself; but

he was recommended by the surgeon who has
done so much for your poor mother, so what could

one do but give him a trial? The lad wasn't

having a fair chance at school. This looked like

one. But I dislike his going up to town so often,

and I dislike the letters the man writes me about
him. He'd have me take him away from school

altogether, and pack him oflf to Australia in a

sailing ship. But what's to be done with a boy
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like thai when we get him back aeain? H.'J

for the Univerwty: no u« at the works, and odvanother woriy to us all
" ^

kHidness, but yet with that unimaginative wa«
idI7:^'

which is often the inftincdve Tt^tude of the sound toward the unsound. He hated

We had talten ill the year before, had unde":^ne a grave operation in the winter, and wa,

«nd a far more serious matter; he had patience

rflT'""*^
«°"Kh with his wife. The ca^

muh bodily and mental vigor. Mr. Upton ex-pected h,s own qualities of his own childj. he

ri^tr ^ "^ ' '""'^""8' Was he sucha weakhng as was made out? Mr. Upton iTs

forlrif t;"H; t """"^ *'" '^ ''^^'^ -•>or nimseU If the boy was not down to breatfast m the holidays, he was supposed to Tave had"a bad mght; yet later in the day he would be ,,
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bright „ anybody, at times indeed the brightest
of the party. That, however, wa« usuaFly when
Utuce drew him out in the absence of the two
athletes; he was another creature then, excitable,
hilarious, and more capable of taking the busyman out of himself than any of his other children.
Hut Lettice overdid matters; she made far too
much of the boy and his complaint, and was in-
chned to encourage him in random remedies.
Cigarettes at h.s age, even if said to be cigarettes
•or asthma, suggested a juvenile pose to theman who had never studied that disorder The
specialist in London seemed another mistake
on the part of that managing Lettice. who had
quite assumed the family lead of late And
altogether Mr. Upton, though he saw the mat-
ter from a different point of view, was not far
from agreeing with his eldest son about his
youngest.

And what chance was there for a boy whoseown father thought he posed, whose brothers con-
sidered h.m a bit of a malingerer and his school-
fellows a conscientious ass," while his sister spoilt
him for u„ enfant incomprisf You may say it
would have taken a miracle to make an ordinary
decent fellow of him. Well, it was a night of
strange happenings to the boy and his people;
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I the
' miracle

e authentic tyi
u.i.1 capped all in the morning.
The father had gone to bed at midnight, afteran extra allowance of whisky-and-water

t<^ takeAe extra worry oflF his mind; it did so for a fewhours, only to stretch him tragically awake in Zarly moni.ng. The birds were singing do,^

t

^1 % L^,*"
"""' ^* ^^ '^'^'^'^^ ^on in»wn Suddenly a shrill c^. came from the ad-jommg room.

In a trice the wakeful man was at his sick wife's
s.de. suppor^ng her in bed as she sat up wild^
stanng, trembling in his arms.

^
''Tony!" she gasped. "My Tonyl"

';i saw him," she quavered. "I saw himplamer Aan I see you now. And I'mI^
positive I heard—a shot!"
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CHAPTER IV

A Grim Samaritan

'T^HOUGH he afterward rcmeitibeted a shoutX as well, it actually was the sound of a shot
Aat brought the boy to his senses in Hyde Park.
He opened his eyes on a dazzle of broad daylight
and sparkling grass. The air was strangely keen
for die amount of sunshine, the sunshine curiously
rarefied, and the grass swept gray where it did
not sparkle.

Pocket's first sensation was an empty stomach,
and his next a heavy head into which the puzzle
of his position entered by laborious steps. He
was not in bed. He was not at school. He was
not even under the shrub he now remembered in
a mental flash which lit up all his adventures over-
night. He was wandering ankle deep in the dew,
toward a belt of poplars like birch-tods on the
sky-line, and a row of spiked palings right in front
of his nose. He had walked in his sleep for the
first time for years, and some one had fired a shot
to wake him.
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was st.ll nnging .„ h.s ears when he who must

5>e paits "ra'f°".'\'"'° ^^"« --
UP fverVh. r"" "' '" =• "''^- And he lookedup over the sp.kes into a gnarled face tinged withfear and fury, and working spasmodically at^-
suppression of some incomprehensible emodo" '

m,„^°/^" t"""^
''''" J'"" ^'^^" Ae man de-manded .n the end. The question seemed anodd one but a very slight foreign accentrnot t^be reproduced phonerically. corresponded tiTtht

^;^.etoneemp;:ed/lr;taX7n7c^^^
^nd tremulous wath passion. And the man stlU^l and dommant. with a silver stubble on^n>n jaw and a weird cloak and hat that he"pejo mvest h.m with the goblin dignity of a S^h
::;?rLr^-^^^^—'^^^ecoijs
"I must have been walking in mv sleen » u^^

Pocket^shakil, further inait^re^r

i-ocket felt h.s pnme quality impugned.
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Well? I can't help it! I've done it beforeto^ay; you needn't believe me if you don't like!
Doyou.„.„dlettinggoofn,yhandf"

With that in it!"

The scornful tone made the boy look downand there was the pistol he had strapped toTs'wr.t not only firm in nis unconscious dasp. bu
his finger actually on the trigger

poZrholsid'"''"' "
"^ ' '"

"
^'^" -'^

"Feel the barrel."

The tall man had done so first. Pocket touched
« ;^th h.s left hand. The bar.l was still wa™

It was m my sleep." protested Pocket, in awheezy murmur.
"I'm glad to hear ,'t."

"I tell you it was."

shPtu'""
""" "^"'^ •"' "P* impulsively, butshut Aem on a second impulse. The daggers

.n h.s eyes probed deeper into those of thet,y

soul. No master's eye had ever delved so deep

hm at school was known in an instant to this
dreadful stranger in the wilds of London. Hewnthed under the ordeal of that protracted scruti-
ny. He tugged to free his imprisoned wrist. His
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paiings. It was that of a dilaoidatMl ™. JT^iying prone, a battered hat biSde him Topen grass beyond the oath tT .. '
*" **

"doubled his'scrudn^oft fIi^:'^^o?^'^

- sTn^ thT^t2ot'*'"*« -«- ••-

sleeping itselfK R
'^' ""*' 'P"***' ** ^'Y

« aHni^fuW siTth'" Tr *« ««
«» the rules m„ t ^ ** "«''* '««* """"ty
withy^r ^'""*y*'"'»»*»-h«'s the matter

'vlfd::';::jr''^'^^^-«'»«-*^p»'-
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A Grim Samaritan

"I had nowhere else to go."
"Have you come up from the country?"

1 o see a doctor about it! " cri,>A p^^l /l • •

and to,d the whole truth aLTht^^^f.'S
of stertorous exclamations. It scarcely lesreJ

and through; but the hard mouth did relax a

2

*wed"ldT '""'r
"^^ "-^P'^ slashedJ't'

^eZr"•c;LTfe:/r:;^^^*^^•"'-"^

was pitiful now. The strand,
'»«athmg

on the other side.
^' »«omp«,ied him

"If I lift one over, and lend you a hand A.^
think you can manage it.?"

hand, d. you

"I did last night."

"Here, then. Wait a bit! Can you tril m.where you slept?" ^ "* *"*

Behmd that bush."
"Have you left nothing there ?"
Yes; my bag and hat!"
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came cu.pngCk ^l^ u^°''^"« "'«" »>«

bottle yours ? Twtil?^ ^^^
.
'" *" '"«''-''«'

" It was " "'"^''ching the sun."

"Bring it."

its empty."

"Bring itf"

b.s.e..i.tJ:-.-:^-u

c^n'Tu iiriH^" "^'^^ ^^- i^^"
upon a seat. ThevtaH

"^^ ^"'"^ ''" '''^='*

-O' ''lowly and pXt,rr ""'J'"'^
'''«-«

fn>m so muscular ,n
''"'^'"' ''"'^'' *"??««

humniau^grsX-:;;™ - - 'end color to'V.

H^gnm companion spoke first,
well, I m soriy for you. But I feel fn,''octor too. I am one myself."

^°' ^°"'"

^Pocket ignored d.e somewhat pointed state-
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"J!"
"^" '•"ff^« Ae brutel" he panted

in th'^i;:;,^'
«««'•«'•'''-'' 'out sleep

an7gL'""' '""^ ** ''"'^ ^'"« *« 'Joes n,e

"What's that?"

"Cigarettes d'Auvergne."
"I never heard of them"

the box. He Mt ft>,
• / .

'*' "ot back into

size of a dearettHn^J .'"'*' 'y'""'" *«I a agarette and the color of a awr Tl,.boy had to bite off both eiirl«. »I,
^ '''

v^th the match. Pocket dl:?^'"'" ?" '"''^

down like water Z t^ l
*'' ""'''= '""o'^e

coughed'^trarat IT^nd'^^"^
'-""'

atively cured. ^ ' '^ "^^ compar-

w.>r#> ^^iL
'"/seir. His voice and lookwere dehberate even for him. "My namet

53



The Camera Fiend
Baumganner." he added, and made a p.u.e "Idon t suppose you know it }"

"^

ing''i"bLr ^
a""'"-"

'*""'*' p*"''"' «-«»-

«ndJ:;v;arnr=,;r^t"^--^"

s/^cr^dVT^-^^^^
make your inquiries later " ''"* ""*"

mumble ouThl?!, u l " ''" P"^«'«'<J «>

exactly whomt t ^at'Sr^^^^^^^
accompany now. Dr.bXTLT "X."!':" he had come across that name? An/ Tand where harf an„k j ^° ^^en

a inspirator by lime-hght ?
•"" "'^

ortitptst::?t:''r:elur'r"
»nd he learnt it no^ unknown t^ h'mJf 't^gaunt gray man stood up in his absurHlfdru?;
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•naster'8 cap and gown rT.u
""^=''"« of a

at Pocket's schooTrhn ^"J
'^"^ '^^ "o master

have disobeyed thin r K K?"" "^' ''«"'"

the iron-bo/nd
J t ,„d'the ' "'''"«'' "''^

'-as no eye on the stiff tht T.""^
'""''' ""«

quail as he had qua I 'd ,1

' ''" '"''''^ '"'"

penetrating eyes of ste, B
"""""« ^'°'^ »''«^

the first few yards b!.
''" """"' '>«<='' '"

^^y -re ciirts o'nl?:r;n7p*r T"'
"P. panting, at his side

^' '"'' ^°'^^«
^«P'

In the cab Baumgartner said "T • •

|;our head hetween^'your
rnt.-'^rSrt"'';" hke a lamb. Thev had »„ . ' '"^'^

-an or so hur.y.ng\';:'^\"7"'^^^^ ^°""«
round the neck bu. n„ n ^ "^^ towels

who never iSedlrr' "•" '"'^ "^'''"''^

alluntilthehTntlha'Sralf
' T ="'''"'

"g the drive, which seemrd .Xril^-
°"-

We, his extraordinary atrin.J.
'ntermma-

seeing anything butll^rTn^th^r 'Td.mly owng to the apron beiT;C{t ^y
Pressmg uncomfortably against h

and mdeed
when Dr R,.. ' "gainst his head. YpfDr. Baumgartner inquired whether that did IftlJ
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not make h.m easier, he .aid i, did. It wa. not
all .rnaginanon e.the. ; the posture did relieve him;

^rough London by an utter stranger, and not to

Pocket had not e..n heard the cabman's instruc-
«ons where to dnve; they had been given afterhe got m. H.S ear was more alert now. Henoted the change from wood-paving to rough

WK T^;'" r™ ^"o^' '"d »n indubitableommbus blundering by; then mote metal, in bet-

nulkmans queer co'; and finally. "Next to thenght and the fifth house on your left." in the
^c-ce w.th the almost imperceptibly fo^ign Z
The fifd, house on the left was exactly like thefourth and the sixth from the little Pocket saw ofany of them. He was hurried up a died pathnone too clean, between swarthy and lack-lustre

Uurels; tne steps had not been "done"; the door

vZfl """^'^r
^n'Plexion of prehistoric

pa.nt debased by the caprices of the London di-mate. One touch of color the lad saw before this

he had already passed through a rank of Pollard
trees, sprouting emeralds in the morning sun. that
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eemed common to thii ..M- e l
«ff«tu,|Jy hid the other

'^^ "«''• »"«»

Within the doctnw u u
••oth trod gendrrl ' "' ' '"«•' '"'' '^'V

*e left, into an unex^l'^"," f l^'""*''
''""^ on

"^m bey,„d it "S^H ^
''"«'" "-'d 'arge

*e doorWLnd ;t""' "'' "'« '"«' «''-

Pocket took observations from ,1. j
«*«"• The room was fuj If ?' "*'«' ''^ *"*

th« looked aggressivelv nK f ""''"" '"^'»''«"

*« filled it a^ Seda ""
'/?

"''' '""^Wne
*« '>ack of the h^j' "of""

'"'«« «-'<len at

pulled up a blind and on. J
^""""ganner had

«ood looking out in ,r u"*
' '""'''"^' »nd he

""t chairs were dreadfully UDUot^^**-
''^ ^''-

tapestiy; but a de-n ^ "Pholstered in faded

feature was the semi ,^J '* "deeming
^i^o. too. and r„ ^ff

P'*""- There wcrf

-n<'owa*glas:Lfil--'>ythebow-
*oiy « minute as Pockll ! ^'"'^ " '°"''*""«-

fij'ed with geranium^ On hi w ^, ",
^'=''-'' -d

of battle engraving „„
^""^ ''"''« =» series

advance ovef rE fiJdrP'"^"r8
a bloody

''ged fields m murderously dose

I
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Baumgartner met his visitor's eyes with the faint
cold smile that scarcely softened the hoanr harsh-
ness of his visage.

•7^*" ^'T"'' " '"""^ *''"**"'« engagements."
said he. They were not worse than disarm-

S ' ™"" '''"' ""^ ^'"" ''"''' ** revolver in his

He flung his cloak upon one of the walnut chairs,
and Pocket heard the pistol inside it rattle against
the back; but his attention was distracted before
he had time to resent the forgotten fact of its
forcole confiscation. Under his cloak the doctor
had been carrying all this time, slung by a strap
which the boy had noticed across his chest, a
stereoscopic camera without a case. Pocket ex-
claimed upon it with the instructed interest of a
keen photographer.

"Do you take photographs?" asked Baumgart-

"^'/o' f'^'^P''^''' n°« in his unemotional voice.
Ratherl ' cried the school-boy. with consider-

able enthusiasm. "It's the only thing I have todo instead of playing games. But I haven't got
an^instantaneous camera like that. I only wL
And he looked with longing eyes at the sub-
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stanrial oblong of wood and blaclc „„,
duplicate lenses like a n! r

"""*"=«». and

the doctor haTset blT 1.
'^"'"^'"' ''^^'^

fussy «tdei:ir,t,r"*''"°"°"''«^^«'
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CHAPTER V

The Glass Eye

irjR. BAUMGARTNER produced a seasonedX^ meerschaum, carved in the likeness of amost ferocous face, and put a pi„ch of dark
tobacco through the turban into the bowl. "You

i can t do vnthout .t either, though what is yourm^fortune .s my own fault. So you are also aphotographer!" he added, as the fumes of a mixt!u« oontammg Latakia spiced the morning a"am only a beginner." responded Pocket,but a very keen one."
"You don't merely press the button and letthem do the ..st?" suggested the doctor, smiling

less coldly under the influence of his pipe.
^

Rather not! I develop, print, tone, and allthe rest of it; that's half the fun
"

"Plates or film. ?" inquired Baumgartner. withan approvmg nod.

"Only plates I'm afraid; you see, the apparatus
IS an old one of my father's."
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and far .ore foreign than d::Zr
''°''""'

Its none the worse for that," said he '•«;

I .houM ,m,g,„, „,.. „ij p

7:: ot^»"--^y- friend, perhaps..'

"In the body, I presume?"
docket looked nonplussed.
You only take them in the flesh?"
'-'t course."

""* nis bewilderment was of hriVf«r j

terest m h.s hobby, and read the photograpiL
61
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schXr" '"'• ^'•"'"«'»«""' fo' Ae public-school boy, one regrets to report, had pronounced

added T ^'^""^ ""* ^'^-'=''-''- The do«oradded. w,th n,ore disdain: "And you don't beiSi

"I didn't say so."

"But you looked and sounded it!"

er"^aTI "^''f
"P '" =• ^^'"'^ «' ""believ.

er, said the boy, always at his ease on a subjectthat attracted him. "But I do say I donVbeheve
jn Ae sort of thing I read somewhere last hoUdar

raphy. The chap seemed to have said you could

^.?
«eg»t.ve of a spirit without exposing Ae

th,T TK " "°*'"e '^^^ '^''Ppened likeAat! There^3y be ghosts, you may'Tee themand so may the camera, but not without focuTsr^

tha?h
^""^ '"''.^"* ^""''^^ '"'<' flown higherthan he meant, under the stimulus ofan encourfg^-
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pipe; his grayl«tarerir;'' "^ "''

lances ripped with fire
^' *"•" "^*^ ^^^"^

^^l^*"" u''''''
"^ >'°""g 'e"°'^!" cried he "Iag«

eveo^ syllable you have sXn"

asJced as by an equal.

"Certainly, sir."

vJbktn
''"''^'' '" *^ ''^«"^'«' °f -nan.? As

we'
«:""""" *" *^— can see the. if

-att:VedTe' " "'^ ^^ "'^ ''^ ^^ ^--g

He felt five years olderT^wt^ir^"^^^-
63
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not see then, but mli^ ' ^
"''>'•

^ """y

n-uchthatZsevrth^ 7 """y' 'r'""^ how

throw upon ours tS r
?""« '""** '"^'J 'o

exe but "the r;tf the?"i T'^^
'''

vases, fill one with one addandt .
"^"''

another; one comes out Jke water ,,

"^*
the other, though not less hlL

'
'"" "** "'

ink. The eye see" thr' , l ? u'"
°" "'e"^'' ''^e

The eye sees emnl ^ ."' •"•' "°' ^« 'ens.

-a that add at the Llt^'Z^^Jr/'^
''"^

and no oowpr nn .,-.l
'nemist s, no money

i" *. Part, h ,„ „!" "* " '"'"' '""»'

".ko.,
, d^b" E^'r ",

*;•,"''' "»-<•
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were not wholly unfamiliar xi, •

was wanting to his 1,7 " ^" ""« °' ""^^^^

Suddenly he exclaimed, "I Uew T tname!" ' ""^^ ^ «iew your

"Vou do know it, do you?"

«t entailed. ^ ""= wterruption

-nW '"

TeWhad"'''
^^^ ^-^-^ ^^'^ ^

where." ^ '""' ^°"«= across it some-

the'rIweJr *' ^"^^^P^^'J^nce that followed

Some of it."

;;% letter among others .?

"

"TL;one«,iir'^-°'''«^'-ow.''
necessity of a m^i- ^ '"''' "" '° '^^ ^"eged

^piritXiaphT^""'"^ ^°"p"-- - thL

boast.
'°™'''''"' '««°>ely. despite his

I -ntred*:hfl"i''°'"' ""' "^y ™"--n'
*at a man's soul mayTe'cTuV;

"'''^''
' '°^'

-t off from his body by no otW V' "'^ ''^

good sound lens in .IK !
™^''""" '^=«n =«

' '" ^ j'ght-aght camera. You
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cam,ot have forgotten them if you read my

JOne." said the boy. "was the moment of

re«e?hir'""R
"'"

.^"""'r'-'" '^e doctor cor-

^r, ,1? u
' *"' '" ^ ^" commoner mo-ment than that, one that occurs constantly to u"all, whereas dissolution comes but once "

Pocket believed he remembered the other in-stance too. but was not sure about it, Ae flctb«ng that the whole momentous letter had struck

That h r"*^
^"^ ""'""^ consideration

"The other moment," the doctor said at last
r-th a pitymg smile, "is when the soul returns to

creams. You know that theory of the dream ?"
Baumgartner asked abruptly. The answer w" anod as hasty, but the doctor seemed unconvi^Sd
i^rhewentondfdacticany:"Youvisitfarcruntrie;
n your dreams; your soul is the traveller. y2
again, and we dismiss the miracle as a dream > ffix the moment as that of the soul's re:urn beTause
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spark."
^^ " *^* ''^"h of an electric

what he did TwaX'J tH '"''«''*'"*''' ''"'^

-ntricac.uai::^*^!^'''';,^^^^^
httle scared by the man's h^li fa" Z'l "7 '

.
eyes; but there was a f,c.- • ? "^ """'^en

not be lost uponTn ill "T.

''"" *« «^°"'d

besides that CZ'ZT^'''^ temperament,

dominated the vouL ^ . """ ^^ich had

begantowistri^^rJr d^'T- "«=
to talk about it as th.T J^

""^~'*' ^ »We

-aordina.; adlt"^:^;:^^^^,^. °/-
- « short at this point T/ht.rj'

"" ''''''

tbefinrflXTsorrrif-^-^''"'''"
-ore predo'us ^0^1"" tot

"
'"'T'^

*«>

is one to be in a nncV" '^
'''^'^- ^"t ^ow

beloved spin-rpr:r:oXtf;^] .?-
crayon; and public opinion has s^';oIf ''""

"P to psychical vivisLion! h 've ^1^"->n vam to initiate such .^,
^^"^'^ ^"ed

for perfectly pr vate.H
"''°"- ^ ^''"^ ^'PPl'ed

y private admission to hospital death-
°7

I ,

If I
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beds, even to the execution-shed in prisons. My
applications have been peremptorily refused."

Pocket's thoughts went off at a grewsome tan-
gent. "You could see a man hanged!" he shud-
dered, and himself saw the little old effigy on the
model drop in Marylebone Road.
"Why not?" asked the other in wide wonder.

"But as I am not allowed," he continued in
lighter key, "I have to do the best I can. If I

cannot be in at the death, I may still by luck be
m at a dream or two! And now you may guess
why I wander with my camera where men come
in to sleep in broad daylight. I prowl among
them; a word awakens them; and then I take my
chance."

"They're not all like that man this morning,
then," remarked Pocket, looking back on the in-
animate clod reclining in the dew.
The doctor deliberated with half-shut eyes that

seemed to bum the brighter for their partial eclipse.

"This morning," he rejoined, "was like no
other. I owe you some confidence in the matter.
I had the chance of a lifetime this morning-
thanks to you!"

"Thanks to me?" repeated Pocket. A flash

enlightened him. "Do you mean to say I—you
took me—walking ?"
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"You shall see my meaning," replied Bauni-
gartner, rising. "Wait one minute."
He was not gone longer. Pocket heard him

on the other side of double doors in an alcove;
but he had gone out into the passage to get there.
Running water and the chink of porcelain were
specially audible in his absence, but the boy was
thinking of another sound. The doctor before
leaving had discarded a black alpaca jacket, light
as a pocket-handkerchief, which had fallen so
softly as to recall by contrast the noise made by the
revolver in the pocket of the cloak. The lad was
promptly seized with a strong desire to recover
his property; he was within an ace of doing so,

the cloak containing it being actually in his hands
and only dropped as Baumgartner returned to
announce that all was ready.

Sharp to the left, at the end of the passage, was
a door which would simply have been a second
way into the drawing-room had the double doors
within been in use; these being shut, the space
behind made a separate chamber which again
reminded the school-boy of his study, that smallest
of small rooms. This one was as narrow, only
twice the length. One end was monopolized by
the door that admitted them, the other by a win-
dow from floor to ceiling. And this window was
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in two great sheets of ruby glass, so that Pocket
looked down red-hot iron steps into a crimson
garden, and therefrom to his companion dyed from
head to foot uke Mephistopheles.

"This is something like a dark-room!" ex-
claimed the lad as the door was shut and locked
behmd him. The folding doors were permanently
barred by shelves and lockers; opposite was a long
porcelain trough, pink as the doctor's shirt-sleeves
in the strong red light; racks ofnegatives and stop-
pered bottles glimmered over brass taps stained
to an angry copper.

Everything was perfection from a photographer's
stand-point; the boy felt instantaneously spoilt for
his darkened study and his jugs of water. All he
had ever sighed for in the prosecution of his hobby
was here in this little paradise of order and equip-
ment. The actual work, he felt, would be a
secondary consideration in such a workshop; the
mere manipulation of such stoppered bottles as
his host was handling now, the choice ofgraduated
phials, the wealth of trays and dishes, would have
been joy enough for him. He watched the favored
operator with a watering mouth. A crimson blind
had bee.: lowered to reduce the light; the doctor
had turned up his shirt-cuffs; his wrists were
muscular and furry, as it now seemed with a fiery
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fur, yet they trembled with excitement as he pro-
duced h,s plate. And Pocket remembered how
extravagant an image was expected on that plainpmk surface.

*^

He did not know whether to expect it or not
himself. It was difficult to believe in that sort
oJ thmg, difficult to disbelieve in this sort of man
who entertained no shadow ofdoubt himself, whose'
excitement and suspense were as infectious as
even^thing else about him. Pocket had come into
the dark-room wheezing almost as much as ever-
he was not to be heard breathing as the plate was
rocked to and fro as in raspberry juice, and grad-
ually the sky showed sharp and black. But the
sky It was that puzzled Pocket first. It was bro-
ken by perpendicular objects like white torpedoes.
He was photographer enough to know what these
were almost at once; they were those poplars in
the Park But how could Baumgartner have pho-
tographed Pocket with those poplars behind him
when they had been behind Baumgartner all the
time f

Pocket said to himself, "Where am I, by the
way.? and bent lower to see. His ear touched
the doctors; u heard the doctor breathing as
though he were the asthmatic; and now a human
shape was visible, but not walking in its sleep,
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lying in it like the man in the wet grass. "When
diJ you get me?" asked Pocket aloud. But the
tense cnmson face paid no attention; in the ruby

bfid"
'^'" ^''''^-^'''g « though with beads of

"There! there! there!" croaked a voice, husky
and yet staccato. Pocket could scarcely believe
.t wa, the vo.ce of his host-the one gende thing
about h.m "You saw the figure.? Surely yousaw somethmg else, hovering over it? I did
I swear I did! But now we shall have to'
wait.

The plate had blackened all over, as though
the uncanny thing had choked out its life Itwas meticulously held under a tap, between fin-
gers that most distinctly trembled now. Then he
|.
unged .t in the hyposulphite and pulled up the

blmd. The sun shone again through the tall win-
dows, blood-red as before; grass and sky were as
richly mcamadmed. Baumgartner babbled while
he waited for the fixing bath to clear the plate,
rhe chance ofhis life, he still pronounced it. "And
1 owe It to you, my young fellow! " This he saidagam and again, aloud but chiefly to himself. He
picked up the plate at last and held it to the flam-ng
window. He cried out in German to himself, t
cry the school-boy never forgot.
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"It opens

'''ought hi. caretsSfZT"K ''°'^'"

too full; it was held ud1 '

^ ' ^'^ '"P °"

-. and then dashfdl7CZV' '''''''

^he porcelain trough.
fragments in

Pocket knew better than » i

He fCWed his leaderteknfth: r"'°"'room and watched him pick 2 I,

"^^'
"»ght have been a minuteTeL^theS

""• ''

again; the doctor's were calm !T ./
*^''' ""

as in the earher mil- t
'^ ''°''' '*"'' «="tical

he said, a^dttS; :f;e'' b:: r"^^
'^•'"-'

-pViciantSrr;^?'^^*-^^^ M

'
(

' !l
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CHAPTER VI

A.n Awakening

A simple habits but no little distinction of ad-

tast-table The gobl.n inquisitor of Hyde Parkhad vanished with his hat and cloak. The exSeSempiric of the dark-room was a creature"fTat
?n/ '?ru'°"l

^'- «--g-tner wa shaved_4nd clad like other men, the iron-gray hair ca^fuly brushed back from a lofty forefead. a , traceJof strong aad removed from his well-kept hSThere was a third person, and only a third a;able .n the immature shape of a young lady whom

and addressed as Phillida.
'

Pocket thought he had never heard ofnnKi
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was of the age and L " """^- B"' he
will co.e of^onTalXr" "'" ^''°"«''-

opposue sex. He LS Tk ^ '"r'^ °^ '''«

time to time, but aHfour .'
'""''""^ ^^""^

*ey met; si,; seele" s Z":! °^'''' ''^'"'^^

'"-elf- her conversation w'sl7"'r''""S "

-gue 4at Ct'^X'T T''"'''
'"•^

he assured the doctor wh„ u Tl'
"""= ^<'

smiled. '
'^''° "''""'^ his head and

"Honestly, sir, and snob-crictef K.« l-1 *-g! I'm no good « ea, lat^^^^^^^
*«

^^
restatement was too true, bu^oTtheprer-

"That must be awkwar,1 fi^,

public school." was Irj 7°"' " '•" E"8''"sh

Pocket hea;ed7n •
"'°'' '^'"""'««-

^"i. HebiardrEzr'^r ^'^^^'•--
would permit. H^ was IV " ''

"'"'^^'"J'

breakfast-table talk vTtnerf '"""S'' '" '''^

apt to involve h Idf "n
T"

r^°''"'"'' ^"'J"mself m lengthy
explanations.
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He had two types of listener—the dry and the
demure—to all he said.

"And they let you come up to London alone I"
remarked Dr. Baumgartner when he got a chance.
"But it wasn't their fault that I

"

Pocket stopped at a glance from his host, and
plunged into profuse particulars exonerating his
house-master, but was cut short again. Evi-
dently the niece was not to know where he had
spent the night.

'I suppose there are a number of young men
at your-establishment?" said the doctor, ex'
changing a glance with Miss Platts.

"There are over four hundred boys," replied
Pocket, a little puzzled.

"And how many keepers do they require?"
A grin apologized for the word.
"There must be over thirty masters," returned

Pocket, more pointedly than before. He was not
going to stand chaflF about his public school from
a mad German doctor.

' "And they arm you for the battle of life with
Latin and Greek, eh?"
"Not necessarily; there's a Modern Side. You

can learn German if you like!" said Pocket, not
without contempt

"Do you?"
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;;i don't like." said the boy gratuitously.

Englh
" '

""' ""' *° ^°- excellentVng's

Pocket turned a trifle sulky. He felt he h,Anot scored in this little passage ThLZ « .

"'"ground, he never knew when it wm.M

uie orute, hot coffee a ways did- hut »),. w

Is there really nothing you can take?" askedDr. Baumgartner. standing over hin, in the daw-

iiry^ihS."^
'-'-' - ^-^^^ "P '" *e

some of those c gareices. And Dr. Bompas wouldkick up an awful row!

"

^ '^

sei? He"', "u
"'"• ^'" e° ^"'J get them „,y.

"He I,
^''r'''.r«"'''e for such an emergency^'He has, 'said Pocket. "I've got som'e smff

//
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in my bag; but it', no ust taking it „ow. It',

^ntto«ke.nbedwbenyo„LhaveA

tha1,"Dr''B''" ^t5 'T •""" ''''~"'« detail,

cut nim short once more.
"But why not now? You can sleep to yourheart, content in that chair; nobody ^H come

Pocket shook his head.
•Tm due in Weibeck Street at twelve."

taxi r^S ""1. r" " *1""" "' "«' J-'ve atax. ready at the door. That will give you agood two hours." * '

Pocket hesitated, remembering d,e blessed in-stantaneous effect of the first bottle under Z
"Would you promise to wake me, sir ? You'renotgomgout?" *

"I shall be in again."
"Then it is a promise?"
Pocket would have liked it in black and white,

your r;;?' "^ ^°""« ''="-' ^-he stuff in

It was. and the boy took it with much the same

Tc rthaT'^'^ '' 'r' ^--- -* -dquicker, that was the only difference. The skin
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An Awakening
wemed to tighten on hi, face. Hi, finger, tingled« he end,. It wa, not at all an unplTasant Tn"t.on. especially a, the labor in hi, breast c";

dirn.-l r
^'"'"8"'"" sounded undulyd'stant ,n h„ last words from the open door Itwas scarcely shut before the morning'stouble

ceased del.c.ously in the co«,y chair
Yet they ,eemed to begin again directly and

• Vr o '"r"''
"°P' O*" ^°""e he wa, ba^k

P».nt in h,s absence, or else the earth was redhot and the sky reflected it. No! the gra, wa,"«o wet for that. It might have been wetv^Jblood. Everything wa, a, red a, beet-root !,wet and red and one's body welterinr „Tlikethe slam I Reddest of all wa, the old phllapherwho turned mto Mr. Spearman in cap and Z^who turned mto various members of the £2
and th. fl 1 '

'"?'""« ^^^^y °" photography

the mad
^^ ''°"^' '"'^ '''^*^" *'" forkingdie mad race up to such a pace and pitch tha!Pocket woke with a dreadful start to^nd Dr

I ve had a beast of a dream!" said Pocket.
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waking thoroughly. "I'm in a cold perspiration,and I thought u was cold bloodi What time is

.

"A quarter to six." said the doctor, who had.nyued the question by taking out his ;atchA quarter to twelve, you mean!"
No-six."

And the boy was shown the dial, but would notbeheve u unt,l he had gaped at his own watchwhich had Slipped at half-past three. Then hebounded to his feet in a puerile passion, and Aerelay the httle garden, a lake of sunhgh as hfr !

o"Xw' ^'""^^'^ "•' -'-'y '» *^ ^>'»««-

"You promised to wake me!" gasped PocketaWt speechless. "Wve brokfn ^our ^o,d!

calm?y"'^
'" ^°" *"^ '"'"''"'"

'*=P''^«J A* other

"I believe you were waiting for me to wake-to catch my soul, or some rot!" cried the bovwith bm« rudeness; but he looked in vain for dSstereoscopic or any other sort of camera, and DrBaun, ^^„ „„,y ^^^^^^^ ^.^
^opened an evening paper.

"I apologize for saying that." the boy resumed,with a dignity that sounded near to tears "I
80
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know you meant it for the best-to make up formy bad night-youVe been very kind to me, Iknow But I was due in Welbeck Street at twelve
o clock, and now I shall have to bolt to catch the
six-thirty from St. Pancras."
"You won't catch the six-thirty from St. Pan-

eras, replied Baumgartner, scarcely looking up
from his paper.

"I will unless I'm in some outlandish part of
London!" cried Pocket, reflecting for the first
tome that he had no idea in what part ofLondon
he was. 'I must catch it. It's the last train
back to school. I'll get into an awful row if I
don t!

"You'll get into a worse one ifyou do," rejoined
the doctor, looking over his paper, and not unfeeJ-
mgly, at the boy.

"What about?"

Pocket held his breath instinctively as their eyes
met. Baumgartner answered with increased com-
passion and restraint, a gray look on his gray face:

bomethmg that happened this morning. I
fear you will be wanted here in town about it."

Do tell me what, sir!"

"Can you face things, my young fellow?"
Is It about my people-my mother?" the boy

cried vnldly, at her funeral in a flash.

8i
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"No—yourself."
"Then I can!"
The doctor overcame his final hesitation,

on °:i::jr^'"''''
»-"- 'eft behind „s

iu«^^^;tr"'°^^^^---^^'^''

he'lS^StS^'^rfV—ngethat
"I .k L L ^ '" "e wet grass ?"
I thought he was drunk."

"He was dead!"

another adventure of hi. .r^ '"^ '"* '" ^"'^^""^^ 01 mat adventurous night M«

Yes.

JZ^T T'^"'f ^""^ '•^ •''"' "« been toldat the t.n,e, but asked another question first
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What did he die off

"A bullet!"

"Suicide?"

'No."

Not murder?"
"Thi

"Doei

paper says so."

!sit say who did it?'-

'It cannot."

"Can
"Yes!

"Tell

you

me.'

}'•

The doctor threw out both hands in a despair
8 eesfure.

ucspairmg gesfure,

Have I to tell

that you did It r".°.':!r«''''">'y°""g fellow.
outri,

yourself?

ipf

^!f-

'i li
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CHAPTER VII

Blood-Guilty

TTIS overwhelming horror was not alleviated

I u u T"""""''"
'•»"''' He marvelled rather

that he had i.ever guessed what he had done.The walkmg m his sleep, the shot that woke him,
the first words of Dr. Baumgartner. his first swift
action and the warm pistol in his own uncon-
scious hand: these burning memories spoke more
eloquently than any words. They would have told
their own tale at once, if only he had known theman was dead. Why had he been deceived ? Itwas cruel, it was infamous, to have kept the truth
from him for a single instant. Thus wildly did
the stricken youth turn and rend his benefactor
for the very benefaction of a day's rest in igno-
rance of his deed.

^

The doctor defended himself firr ly, frankly
with much patience and some cynicism. Pocket
was remmded of the state he himself had been in
at the time. He also might have been a dying
.nan, he was assured, and could well believ
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'ection. To have f„M I T ^" °'^ ^*='°'-

tHe doctor wen oV^^s 7^'" *\"'°™'"«'

--d/ately u„derst::rc;uTd hav^ Zd'
"'^ T'ng- He acknnn,l»j j

undone noth-

rightly or ;tn;t£;p^rrt^ ^'-^

dead.
^ P"* ** ''^'"g before the

How had he known the man was dead? R
gartner smiled at the question H

"*""

». r^.^rj^i-.-^i^iTttfor-.-

moment he might let it off The ^ '"^
6 'CI It Off. 1 he moment came

^5
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M

w^th a wretched reeling man who joined Baum-

The poor man had raised a drunken shout andbeen shot po.nt-blank through the heart. Thedoctor Jescnbed him as leaping backward ftomAe levelled barrel then into the air and down inthe dew upon his face.

. V}''
boy buried his face and wept; but even.n h.s anguish he now recalled the shout beforethe shot. The enforced description had been so

:Ja:aTai™r ^- -^ ^---'-

his^e'arr-m'^'^."^ "? '"'*
'^ ^''•"'^" ^"^ «"hstears. What about that negative you sn;ashed ?It was the poor dead man all the time'"

It was," replied Baumgartner; "but it was

fired. What I did was done instinctively, butwth ame to think I should have done ju« thesame. You had given me the chance of a litdme, though nothing has come of it so far. And

we'rrrm"t" '^'Z'"'
"^'"^ ^«"' '" « y-

TnoL; act.*^
"""^''"^ '^°"^^''"^"- °^ -
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'•or ''ownrightU';1„T„rr'S, '•'"""'•''"

was torn with grief a„d pity for rf,e J Tu^ '""'

already haunted by the n S '"^'' ''* ^"
consequences of hi tlZJlT '"" ""P'"
he could din,Iy apprec It 71 7^.' ""^ y^'

of one who had attem" V ' ""''"* declaration

to instantaneous :"!' tlS" ''" '"^^'^^

was the mistaken i,- j
"^"ceivable account. It

'You mean the delay?"

Po^rnd 2tZtfT'f^'^'^<>^^on pur-

Baun,ga«nerS " """' ''^"^^ "'••'•"•

with'thtur" "f,;r 'r ''! ^^''^ -- »-
added as though it wasTn '^'I

'''"^^^ "'^'" ^e
I. ° was a new idea tn ln'm
It was a terrifying o„e to Pocket •

claJ^J:;""'' *^^^" - his Broken e.

^^^^:ca:r?Ut:^:^irf^'^^'°-
you shot a man, but I I't ™ ^ "" ''""^

"> your sleep!"
'^^^ J'"" "hot him

8;
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"You said you saw I did!"

"So I did, my young fellow," replied the doctor,
with a kinder smile; "at least I can swear that
you were walking with your eyes shut, and I
thought you were walking in your sleep. It's
not quite the same thing. It is near it. But we
are talking about my evidence on oath in a court
of justice."

"Shall I be tried?" asked the school-boy in a
hoarse whisper.

"Perhaps only by the magistrate," replied the
other soothingly; "let us hope it will stop at that."

^

"But it must, it must!" cried Pocket wildly.
"I'tn absolutely innocent! You said so yourself
a minute ago; you've only to swear it as a doctor!
They can't do anything to me—they can't
possibly!"

The doctor stood looking into the sunless garden
with a troubled face.

"Dr. Baumgartner!"

"Yes, my young fellow?"

"They can't do anythinf to me, can they?"
Baumgartner returned to the fireside with his

foreign shrug.

^^

"It depends what you call anything," said he.
"They cannot hang you; after what I should
certainly have to say I doubt if they could even
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detain you in custody. But you would only be
released on bail; the case would be sent for trial-
it would get into every paper in England; your
family could not stop it, your school-fellows would
devour it, you would find it difficult to live down
both at home and at school. In years to come it
wHI mean at best a certain smile at your expense!
Ihat IS what they can do to you," concluded the
doctor apologetically. "You asked me to tell you
It IS better to be candid. I hoped you would bear
It like a man."

Pocket w« not even bearing it like a manly
boy; he had flung himself back into the big chair
and broken down for the first time utterly. One'
name became articulate through his sobs. "My
ntotherl" he moaned. "It'll kill her! I know
It will! Oh, that I should live to kill my mother
too!

'

"Mothers have more lives than that; they have
more than most people," remarked Baumgartner
sardonically.

"You don't understand! She has had a fright-
ful illness; bad news of any kind has to be kept
from her, and can you imagine worse news than
this .? She mustn't hear it!" cried the boy, leap-
ing to his feet with streaming eyes. "For God's
sake, sir, help me to hush it up!"
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"It's in the papers already," replied Baum-
gartner, with a forbearing shrug.
"But my part in it I"

''You said it had got to come out."
"I didn't realize all it meant—to her!"

of'il?"""^'''

you meant to make a clean breast

"So I did; but now I don't!" cried Pocket
vehemently. "Now I would give my own life,
cheerfully, rather than let her know what I've
done—than drag them all through that!"
"Do you mean what you say ?"

Baumgartner appeared to be forming some
conditional intention.

"Every syllable!" said Pocket.
"Because, you know," explained the doctor, "it

^
a case ofnow or never so far as going to Scotland

Yard is concerned."

"Then it's never!"

•'I must put it plainly to you. It's not too late
to do whatever you decide, but you must decide
now. I would still go with you to Scotland Yard,
and the chances are that they would still accept
the true story of to-day. I have told you what I
beheve to be the worst that can happen to you;
It may be that rather more may happen to me
for harboring you all day as I have done. I
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hope not. but I took the law into my own hand,and I am prepared to abide by the law if you /odecide this minute." ' *°

"I have decided."

"Mind you. it would mean putting yourself

present, "id Baumgartner impressively. "Bettercome to Scotland Yard this minute than go brckto school and blab about the whole thingIre"
1 shouldn't do that."

yours If onJi " ^°" ''"^''" """ y°" '^no''

nke tJu r "™' """ ^"^ =* P^^*°" '" an hourhke this than m a whole humdrum lifetime Ibeheveyou would find it ve^ difficult notttel!

Pocket admitted it with a natural outburst ofhis leadmg quality. In truth no previous act orword of Baumgartner's had inspired Zl confi

'oTe bVy ';Tn ^^•^? "''"''S"'- ^' --'Ito the boy a perfect m.racle of discernment. Hewas not old enough to know that what he wouldhave done, in his weakness, most grown up men^and^women of h.s temperament woSdhave^r

have the whole of to-day to account for; it's not as
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though you wouldn't have «,me vtry awkward

sEr- *
*° '"*^" **" "*""'"• ^*'" ^''^ ''»'='' »

.

And again the lad marvelled at thi, intuition
into public-school conditions on the part of onewho could have no first-hand knowledge of those
insular institutions. But this fresh display of
undersunding only confirmed him in his re-
solve.

"I trust you, sir," said he; "haven't you done
enough for me to make me ? I put myself, as you
say. absolutely in your hands; and I'm grateful to
you for all you've done and whatever you mean

in 2X1""^' ' """'" " '''''•"« -* - »-
"No matter what it comes to," cried Pocket.

"They may think you dead."
He thought of saying that he wished he was;

but It would not: have been true; even then it
would have been a lie, and Pocket was not theboy to tell one it he knew it.

"That would be betfer than knowing what Ihave done was what he said; and in his exalta-
ation he believed no less.

9*
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"You quite ee that you are taking a itep which
muit be final?"

'^

"It i« final-abwlutely-so far as I am con-
cerned."

And it was meant to be in all good faith; the
very fulness and fairness of the doctor's warnings
•erved but to strengthen thai resolve. But Baum-
gartner, as if to let well or ill alone, dropped the
matter with a clinching shrug; and presently he
left his visitor, less wisely, to brood it alone.

Pocket was a dab at brooding! That is the
worst of your conscientious ass; he takes his
deasion like a man; he means to stick to it
hke a sportsman; but he cannot help wondering
vhether he has decided for the best, and what
would have happened if he had decided othe--
wise, and what his world will say about him as
It is.

This one went much further in the unique stress
of his extraordinary position. He pictured his
peop' dressing for dinner at home; he pictured
his form sitting down to private-work in his form-
master's hall; there was no end to his mental
pictures, for they included one of himself on the
scaffold in the broad-arrows of the little old wax-
work at Madame Tussaud's! He could not help
himself; his mind was crumbling with his dread-
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his own jc:'! iz :'a
"""' "°" '-

freely for himself. He ha/'h
"°'' ""' ^'''

the whole matter- he h.S ,1" "" '"""""^ '"

and rather sport^^g L, 2 "" '" '""°««
«ves was ended by hJ hanH "°TT °^ '^'''

would be daricened^JLe';!;,"' ^" ^^ ^^

bulvxtr^rraHt^'^r^"'''^^-''--
scarcely stirring „ thT °"!^""' ^'"e''''
'eaning back in it ,t ^J"'^'

'^''''' ^^ "^ver

^Ho"gh^nce:o;:E,„j;-^^-H^^

Arrets %^'V-- ^str^efo::
changedlrbtk :: s r't*r''"">'

''-•^

*^'ea- as his broncWal tube
' ' '''"'" ^''^ «"

ing undimmed b; a iilXT"^ '"^ ''"'^"-

Between seven a^L^S S^f
P^'^'^"?"'"".

house came in with SlfanTa^Sftttea on a tray; she also brought a box ofd'A
^^^'

«garettes and the latest - • ^"^"^ne
her uncle thought that M^n"'"^

^'^'' "''''=''

see. That was bnf^ I :
.^P'°" ''°"''^ ^^^ ^

-^thest;rai'i;::^:/lt:nr\'°^^
seem, something of a man Zk- '^"'' '"

in -hat direction was sTdTv' „ f
'"'''"' "'^°«

was sadly perfunctory: he almost
9+
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^ected little Miss Plans in his eagerness to shutthe door on her and see the news

bv the no- "\**^f''
'"'» ''ad been identifiedby the pohce, who knew him of old, and were

SiSnti: '?:'"V'
"''"•'"•"^

^ ^'- ^hroTgh

like ah.^- u u"^'"^
^"^ *^ P°'»' *« «u?k^ke a burr m the boyish brain; his idea of a clewwas one lead.ng straight to himself; it took 57Baumgartner to explain the true value of the iden-

tity clause, and bid the boy eat his meal.
Trust the police!" said he. "They're on a

It turns their hair gray!"
Pocket disliked this tone; he had begun to think

almost as reverendally of his victim a^of a d L
earl" ho

'"
u""-

^""^y- ^' ^'PP-e*' thusearly, however, that in life the defunct had beenby no means worthy of respect. Rowton Houses

ttnguished offences got him into jail; the surrep-
tit^ous practices of the professional mendicant, Wssole means of livelihood. So much was to be ead

orTe1att^^''^''""^^'"*-'°P-P--'-^^ot the latest evening paper. Again it required
Baumgartner to extract comfort Lm such iten^.At all events, said he, "you cannot reproach
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yourself ^-th the destruction of a valuable IT ,^ne man was <.«;j«„»i i

"aiuawe life J

that he look" YoutaLt """"^ ""^-
aliens, but here in eIJ, ^ "' ^°" ""'^^^"We
'•^'es enough ^Znt't'jZlV """'Tsemce to reduce their „umbr°»

^'' ' ^"''"'^

ihis pitch of nauseous cynidsm h,Areached at a bound; the docto hal L ""'
J''"

-hanicall^urdlTdlte-Jf^^^
had accompanied him up two na rJnf

." •

^°"
«ng candles, and his meersTaum

' "'"' '"'^-

blast. Pocket felt aT u ,?
^'P^ '" aromatic

hut he was not rtvoLr I'"
''""^h his veins,

first. This exJlo^fn
""

" ^""''^ ^'^^ ''^«" a

J^n^oreextTSa^^drs-tr^ ''^

for them to .tmd „, feii
°

u "" ""
".methinj ,b<,„7; ^lt?U" "'' *'"™
«<le»ti>l „„j„ 7h!"°°'

°" """"y. » con.
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declared itself in a series of incoherent expostu-
lations to which Baumgartner himself ^ .veartic-
ulate^shape in order to demolish them in the next

"You say his life was as much to him as yours
to you? Is that it, my young fellow?"
Pocket acknowledged the interpretation, and

douds
'''' '''"' '"''"**'' '" '°°^ •»'"«

•"JTJ^-^^'n"'
"""" '=°'"P="'^ ^*"ed weedw«h budding flower!" cried the poetic doctor.

You have an honorable life before you; he had
a disreputable one behind him. You were bred
and nurtured in the lap of luxury; he finds it for
the hrst time m his

"

But here even Baumgartner broke olF abruptly
The boy was writhing in his bed; the man satdown on the end of it.

/•You do such poor devils a service," said he
in sending them to a world that cannot use them

worse than this one. They are better under the
ground than lying on it drenched and drunk I"

It was a human life," groaned the boy, shutting
his eyes in pain. *

"Human life!" cried Baumgartner, leaping to
f««. h« huge shadow guying him on the ceil-

ing. What IS this human life, and who are you
97
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Peop'e and the youngwho ^ui
"\°"'^ *^ ««'«

J-unjan life. The aS r"
""^ ^'"'"' '"'«>«

^«W;„gs as on an aJta h^r''"
^^"'"ficed his

*- days who would p;stre !%""' °' "^ •"
for modern decadence X "\ ''P'"" ^"'^'^

*es.sl Napoleon thought nol'f
"'/'°"'' P"^-

J,f«- Von Moltke, Bismlrct ^/^°"'"""^n
Germany thought as h-rrt "^ ^'"'^ '»
E-P-e of m/coSi;tn " ",^^P°'-"; the
proper

appredation oT^e in^
^'""^'^ "^ ^

human life, and your w1''"^5''"»' -=«'«e of
Jhrough exaggeratingi^ ''"' '"" ''^ '"«
Iron were orwatchJord7t,T'=^- B'°od and
«very Fleet Street venr^ ^'^ °" ^^e tip of
'
'T- I've he r7S,r; :i'

J"'
I
'^'^^ "^ -"at

«g. 'ite the wind, and lie St ^R, "?'°"' ^^^-
from a hot springf T r! f ^'""'^ ''^^ "Pr-y

PuWic-school'bo^'you
prot K."

'^""'''"^^ '"^ «
"a-e before this mSe' IfV"" ''^"'' ^^-
^"-<J- I saw youZkinJ^"t "? *^ ''™-'^"
«^'rs. I was in that chal

'""'""' ''°^-
ndges. Over two thou aTf'"°/!

*"''*' ''^"•sh
an hour, but we gSt, '

'^'^ '^^^'^ '" half
7"s were lci„ed Zt^^"''': !^-e Ger-
afternoon-than

English
:!' '^^''^""g August"ghsh .„ your whole South



'^^,

Blood-Guilty

African War that took you years! The flower ofGermany f,„ ,, ^ravelotte; that was human life

«.mrades ashes. And tha.'s all i s /or, this hu-man hfe of yours: for the master-builders to layout m their wisdom on the upward road."
1 he school-boy was carried away. In the sud-den eloquence of this strange outburst, with its

th.r ty nobihty. the youthful listener lost sightof Its .rrdevancy, or rather it was the irrelevfnt
.eatures Aat flared up first in his brain. It w^

and he could not help asking the fierce old soldier
whether he had escaped without a wound.

Without a scratch." was the reply. "I comehome. I leave the army. I ally i^/hu^an ."IWKh one that is all but divine. My Queen isstruck down dead at my side within a year Andyou «pect me to pity the veriest pa'wn in the

The boy was never to forget these bitter speeches
altogether; there was not a single sentence of

word f J"' o ^° '^"" '' °- «- - -other^ord for word He would see a mid arm waving,
wisps of smoke from a waving pipe, a core f
nicotine m a curve of amber, and the Turk's face
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voice softening i„ a bre«h !oT" ''"' *™""""'

the face were ',vith h;^ .u f ^"^ voice and

«^ome for so young a b^'To ty \'^"'' ''^'^ "<>'

gartner had beg„^ eo s/vr t" *" ^'- »«""-
"«d away like'hi, ,StSr """& ""'' ''^en car-
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CHAPTER VIII

Points of View
QN the following morning, the ominous Friday

lor Mr. Upton on the breakfast-table down inLeicestershire. This circumstance was nlT Zusual as It sounds, because Mr TTn.„„ j ,

all h.-c ^.^„. J
"ccause Mr. Upton conductedaH h.s correspondence from his office at the worksI you simply put the name of the village,Ts he

necessary to direct your letter to the hall if youwished It to be delivered there; and few ther JTre

iri^rrflir-H^P-^P^P-

thaTdraitVar'°^^ """^'^ '-' '-^-
It so happened that a letter from Dr. Bompashad been expected; this made the letter heZ e

Mrs. Upton had been so shaken by her v-Vid

had telegraphed to Bompas, somewhat against
lOI
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"" of Dr Bompas 1 *' ""S""' discov-
confirmed as to

X" eZ" '^""^ '""^ -'-^
^ch of asthma, andS ;!'

'T^"'*''"'"'
"'"^

absence from entirely aZt -1.'^ P''''"''^^ by
Upton thought no 1^ ?«""* "«"«. m/
P-' Mrs. uX arupstt"; %' ""^"^ ««
> letter which it ^asqZ7Z^t^ '"""'^'d '«
""v^ that it had come

'^"''"^ '° ''''"^ her

-o^^nStrn:tr*--.-thouta
matter to himself aThi'^r/K,'"'' ^ ^=""''3'

°-«ion he triumphed over^"'''^^
''- »" this

extraordinao.
insf'ct for JhatCj "'* ^"

The most infernal letter 7 r u ? ^'^ ^'^•

^« his only commen a he r' ^''^ '" "^ «'"-'"

out of sight. Letti^ U
"" " '" his pocket

*« her father waTfS'irr' '"'^''^ ^^'-en
had not Horace prom„7

^'''''''"^ *an angry
^-s not surpE7\?"^ ''"^ ^y4^
and the old one'^ neck weTJ ^aT^

^^""^'^ ^acf
--heard of that remarT if m'J'°"

""'^ '^^
-'^-etter .as eventual,/. -SeJ^^Hrase



Points of View

Xris.!!*fcr' r "- "«
where he was alIo».J

remained at a school

in fact. LThertC: '"'
r^'y '^ '''^<^'

placed under hi ol T^ ^""^ ''^°°^' ="«»

Dr. Bompas dedS "^"'' ""'^°' '" '«-".

*^eTidfaL:t::jn„?,^r-^-'HS
Young Tony was not ' „!

.''"" "P"""-
thenh'e neve'd^pCitfoT' ^' '''"''"' ''"'

of Fred and Hor.r '"P*" satisfaction

Upstairs the husband gave a mnr. i u
version of his letter, and fold a ^r L ,T

ofhisshorgi;tr:^^-sp-y.-^^^^^

the boy real y was then u'"' ^ ^'""^^^ ^°^

- posiL o^^s;•dt /e
p'' '^ "°"''' •'^

""

Upton added toT
*«/n«eaty which Mrs.

padent shoJd be ItJ'S' '^"'^' '"^^^ '^'^

Mr. Upton went ^nf \ '
*"' "^^ '" t"'^"-
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ft

.on. There werê "^^Z' ""' ''" '''"^

k"°w of hi, anxfer'n
""'*" «""" "«

••o-ever. had TeVLr7 T""'" "°"«.
^dudgeon. Mr.'STeofw" If" r»' '" his

him to the works ' '°"« '" '"""owing

on h'rwaJjtcS •'" ''" •" P««'' "•~ughf I
.•'^ "*'^'"*<' 'ts owner all .f,. , *h» hav.ng „ade it hin,seIfTt of

'
r"'

^"^
meadows. The rhnJ^j j ' '^w ro n„
o^their JuneX S^new" ?" " ""^ ''"'^
co'oring to a shad^ aJial/.to

'"''' ^''" """
never loolced longer tK '" "^'' ^'"'^'' h'^

L»w„-tennis courfj're ^rT^ '" "'*' «''-

» shaven lawn; the onfylyZ':ir T"'^
"^

countered was poor Pock«r ? -^"^ ""^^ «»-
on a buttress inTe back or '""''T'^''"* P"'"-^
'•ng blast-furnaces c^rrtw

""'"! *"* °^ ^elch-

and acres within afewhull^"'''
'^'^''''"8 »"es

den wall, were but a^ J, J"^
^"''''' °^ ^'^ gar-

-^BritonlEXtrde^rt^^-^^

'-'^ten,ouat^et.w7lnrC--H.
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Points of View
ft« i., I concealed half the fellow'. !,»,.,count of Lettice. But it's a ™W **" ""
you ought to know."

'"'"»"« nwtter. and

Of course the letter had stated that ,h.
patient had failed to keep h.rr„J"

""'"^

morning of writing; but ifi" haTi"''"'"?"/''*'
of information therL it .« V- u,

"^" '*" ""«

Mr. Upton v::>uld ^ e"xeSd"''"'^
*"

crefon at table ^^TS'^^fZ^U ''"-

which Bon,pas;tdc , ;'l^^^^^^^^
^"^-,

as a man of the world.
'''^ *=•"'

"Exactly like young Tony I" nuotf, Hnever afraid to say whft he thoughT °""'

lOJ

!il,
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"WhatI Like a lad of
up at tome hotel?"

^'Like Tony,'

sixteen to go and put

"Trn^.,- "j "f*"*'*
"°'«<* wgniHcantly.

Trust h,m to do what nobody else ever did."

chanl""
"""" ''"""'" l^^' •>••" *«

"Heaven knows! Fred and I never got it."

"LlZ;d."""""'-^"^*'^"''y''^''
"I don't like it! It's all wrong at his age."«.d Mr. Upton. He had his notions of life fn'd

.« ttrnptatiors. and he was blunt enough with
h.s elder sons, yet .t was not without some hesita-
tion that he added: "You don't think therl^sany question of bad company, do you ?"
And though Horace had "no use for" his so-

called pocket edmon, he answered without any

kt:7i^;;".;^°'^----.r-what]f
Mr. Upton was sorry he had said so much.He excused h.mself by mentioning his wife's dream,now famWy property, which had been on his mind

in in u^°T' '"'"''^"' ^"^ "° ''-"rion

in drZr^ """^^ ""'""''"^^ •'^"^^^'^

_^

"Well I never have, certainly." said Mr. UptonBut what can it be?"
"^

io6



Points of View

"He probably went up to Lord's and forgot all

about his doctor."

" I hope not
! You're too down on him, Horace."

"If there was nobody to put him up it was the
game to go back to school."

" But he's said to have gone to soir?'! hotel."
"I don't suppose he did," said Horace. "I

expect he got back somehow."
The question was still under discussion when

a telegram from Mr. Spearman settled it. Wiiere
was Tony ? He had not returned when due the
day before, and his friends in London wired that
they knew nothing about him.

^
"What friends?" cried Mr. Upton in a fury.

"Why the devil couldn't Spearman give their
names or Bompas the addresses he talked about ?"

^

Horace could only think of Mr. Coverley or
"that Knaggs crowd." Neither he nor Fred had
been at Coverley's school, and young Tony's
friends were by no means theirs.

Mr. Upton thought Lettice would know, and
was going to speak to her on the telephone when
Horace reminded him of his own remark about
its being "a man's matter"; it was beginning to
look, even to Horace, like a serious one as well,
and in his opinion it was much better that neither
his mother nor his sister should know anything at
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all about it before it was absolutely necessary. Hor-
ace now quoted his mother's dream as the devil
d.d Scripture, but adduced sounder arguments be-
sides; he was speaking quite nicely of them both,
for instance, when he declared that Lettice waswrapped up m Tony, and would be beside herself

^
he thought any evil had overtaken him. Itwould be simply impossible for her to hide heranxiety from the mother on whom she also waitedhand and foot. Mr. Upton disagreed a little there;he had good reason to believe in Lettice's power

sake, and particularly m view of that discredited
dream, he nov. decided to keep his daughter in thedark as long as his wife. It was his firft decision
his next was to motor over to the school, as he had

woT-t^^"".:''^
^'^ ""' ™g''^' -'^ Have aword with Mr. Spearman, who deserved hanging

for the whole thing! The mischief was dfn"!

and si' r I
"" "°" ^ "^"^ •" -•'-»' ''-eand school authormes must act together. A clerkwas m^„„ed to telephone to thfgarage for thecar to come straight to the works. And the iron-master stood waiting at his office window in afever of anxiety.

The grimy scene on which he looked had aconstant charm for him. and yet to-day it almost
io8



Points of View

added to the bitterness of his heart. His was the
brain that had conceived those broad eflFects of
smoke and flame, and blackened faces lit by the
light of molten metal; his the strong hand and the
stout heart which had brought his conception into
bemg. Those were his trucks bringing in his ore
from his mines; that was his consequential little

locomotive fussing in front of them. His men,
dwellers in his cottages on the brow of that hill,'

which was also his, happened to be tapping one
of his furnaces at the moment; that was his pig-
iron running out into the moulds as magically as
an electric advertisement writes itself upon the
London sky at night. The sense of possession
is the foible of many who have won all they have;
the ironmaster almost looked upon the hot air
dancing over the white-hot bars as his too. The
whole sulphurous prospect, once a green pasture,
had long been his to all intents and purposes, and
no second soul would ever take his pride in it; to
his children it would never be more than the means
of livelihood; and how had it repaid even him for
a life's devo-.on ? With a house of sorrow in the
next valley! Wiui a stricken wife, and sons whose
right hands kept their cunning for the cricket
field, and one of whom the very thought had be-
come a sudden madness!
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i<

not drive himself, and the nishT f°'
''^''«^

fragrance of the suml.t d^tat"nfel >'
'"'

"lant that did its work only^^lTt'"""'

how his mother had takl^ h L "''g^-and

His mmd harked back to his wife T i,

the most celebrated of ,1,- • iV • '^^^"^Si

run a fox to eaS ont;
"?'«'.''?«8 P''^^^ had

^lag heap ThTauJl 7 '

'"'''^' '" ^'^ ^"^
6 P' ^"e author ofcancerous furnaces in

no
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Points of View
the green heart of a grass country had never been
a popular personage with the hunting folk; but
he was master of the situation that memorable
day. It was his terrier that went into the slag-
heap like a ferret, and came out bloody with a
moribund fox; his pocket-knife that shore through
the brush, his hand that presented it across the
wall to the only young lady in at the death The
men in pink looking over, the hunt servants with
their work cut out on the other side, the tongue
of molten slag sticking out of the furnace mouth-
the momentary contact of the industrial and the
sporting world-it was that strange and yet sig-
mficant scene which had first endeared its din^
setong to the ironmaster's heart. But he had
made the contact permanent by falling in love
with the young lady of the brush and marrying
her under all the guns of her countified kith and
kin. And now she was a stricken invalid, and
their youngest-born was God knew where!
Of course there were no tidings of him at the

school, where the now distracted father spent a
more explosive hour than he cared to think about
as he flew on to town in the car. He was afraid
he had been very rude to Mr. Spearman; but
then Spearman had been rash enough to repudiate
his obvious responsibility in the matter. It was
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\]

not h.s fault that the boy went „„,to see his doctor and stLT ^^° '"'^ '° "'"^n
own opinion of that aZ '"^^'- ^' '"«<' »>«

come his business o S'S"; '" " ''^''^ ^^
ton got in a sharp thrult ilr

.""'• ^'- ^P-
master retorted fh« "f"k ' 'T^''^ '^' ^°^'^-
not be trusted to keen h' ,

"^'^"'een could
to know who could^T^nT J

''' ^''°"''' "^e
faithfully to return iats^r l^ T'^'''^'^

'"'"

-•'- l-e had menl:era"cSt'^"''"« Wends
"P; their names Mr UdL T '° P"* '"""i

at last as though thevr
"""' '^^' ^° '^^'"^nd

he could not hav Tur^dM"
""' "°°''' ^^^

-Pearman had been a lavl .^ T' ^'^'^y '^

that was all theZL- ^'^^ '"'"''^'f- B"t
this quarter- forh""" ^^'^^oming from
-aster tio^gt' of'TV "J

"''^' *'head"
calmly informed that thad?t-n

^'^ ^P'°" -«
at which he stared and .K

''''"''' ''" "''"5

that he was not surprised t"
""^'^ ^^'"-'^«''

'hat Spearman sprang" 'an, '3 T' ' ^""^
mto the presence

'^ ^"^ him straight

» Mr. Up„„ ,,,„
,™ " ?»);»•. H. «p|„„j



Points of View
time that he himself was made acquainted with
the present case. He toolc it as seriously, too.

L^r ,"P'°" .^^"'"^ »>-« --hed. but quite a
frankly from h.s own point of view as his two
visitors d,d from each of theirs. He had no doubt
the boy would turn up, but when he did it would
be necessary for him to give a satisfactor,. account
of h,s proceedmgs before he could be received
back mto the school.

"Bother the school!" cried Mr. Upton, diluting
the anathepia with difficulty. "Let me find my
lad ahve and well; then you can do what you like

"
Hut how do you propose to find him?" in-

(which disappomted Spearman) by way of re-
jomder. j i ^

"First I shall have a word with these infernal
people who. or. their own showing, refused theboy a bed. I'll give them a bit of my mind, I
promise you! Then there's the hotel they seem
to have driven him to; it may be the one we always
stay at, or one they've recommended. If I can't
hear anything of him there. I suppose there'll be
nothing for it but to call in the police

"

"My dear sir." exclaimed the head-master. "youmay as well call in the public at once! It will be
in the papers before you know where you are;

"3
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desirable fiv» /
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ive

desirabli

»''-«^ei.wo„,dbe7;;;;;;:v

Joy; .t might kill her TL u'
""^ '"'"*= ='"''

he-'' found But if I do^v
'" "'^« '^is before

The head-master leanf K, i • ,

.

Jo.nedhisfinger-t.>s';i>;f-^'-ha^^^^

-^ap:;^Ji^^ J^d do^ he« to in.
.^'hich I was actually threaTeneT ?lf"''°n«0'. in

«p on behalf of HertaTnl >'P'"'^«=«'-
Thrush came down and"oLT ^'^ *''' '»"'

'•'•^'^"^r^rmrborx^r'-^-'name was }" "^ a* °'d you say the

-n^nd;'ri?;;:1X7 -'^ ^ ""'^^^»'>'e
."«««er impressivei; Fult '

""^ *«> ^ead-



Points of View
an "inquiry agent," capable alike nf "j i-

investigations" and "r^^dA • .

''*''"'«

Thaf waTth.
""fi'^fntial negotiations."

h.mse"ag^efS h"'."
'"

"i^-
^P'""' ^ ''«

word fnr u- \
^P"™an, who said a finalword for h.s own behavior in the matter Zagnmly at one with the head-master onTL

"
tance of Keeping it out of the papers.

^

Mfl!
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CHAPTER IX

Mr. Eugene Thrush

for that orderly ;„dj';''
"'''{ ^^'^ 'he „,a„

The tide of evems wLh k"?'"''''^
P^°'"""°"-

'«o their present chlnS
'"^ ;""'^'' ""'^ "'^-ts

«f Ws many bin .ol
^""'^ *° ''"' ^^w

It was not the case fas In^h a • ,' ''"* "^^er.
Gained) that he hL L ^ ^""S'" '''^^ ascer-

connecdon J^ t fit"
""'^'^ °«^ *' ™"^ -

he was professionVSLS"
n'^'

'" ''''''

pretation
It is tr..» k

"'"i'^ranon of the
,« IS true, however, that Mr Tu t
had a tall

him shave*or the evening of that fa;.f,'i r . '' """ ''"'^e

dressing for an earlv d „ u Z"'^''^- "« was

- -P««V, was the o;iX;i7r:^^
tan

ii6
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Mr. Eugene Thrush
the panelled library' out of which it 1,^ xu

"I had no call, sir"

see''?ot^v:t't"•"l/^''^"'~ss,Ican
fin/gofrbol;?r"^-'^-<'escribethe
"That was all, sir."

"7
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sir. and nothing but the truth." said he. ^:thsombre dignity.

" But not the whole truth, eh, Mullins ? What
about the httle souvenirs you showed me yester-

"There was no call to name them either, sir.The cheroot-end I must have picked up a hund, cd
yards away, and even the medicine cork wa.n'.
on the actual scene of the murder "

"That's ail right. Mullins. I don't see what
they could possibly have to do with it. myse'f;

to find the body, and picking the first-fruits for

I should dream of touching with a ten-foot pole.By the way, I suppose they won't require yoV atthe adjourned mquest?"
"They may not require me, sir, but I should

like to attend, ,f quite convenient," replied Mullins
deferenually. "The police were ve.^ stingy with
their evidence to-day; they've still to produce the
fata^ bullet, and I should like a sight of that, sir."

n„ K. J™
^'^ "°' ""'•""^ *« conversation,

possibly because he took as little real interest as

upon him, but more obviously owing to the neces-
saty care ,n shaving the corners of a delightfully

ii8
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.ki. '.
i f^ S'*"*^*'' ^« 3" earnest of inexhau«•be poss.b.hties beneath the burden of hTfleT

I?ke aX sr"'"' *""«" '^''•^'' '^ «-d'

canoLron t buSn'r"""' '^^'^-^^^"^ "^
m;„K. I.

" °*^ ^ "°s« wh ch in itselfmight have prevented the superficial observer frottak.ng h.m any more seriously than he tookW
visHJl';

"''*°"' *''° ""^*^'' '^f''^ Thrush wasvisible, was an essentially superficial an^, ^

IJ'C'-- *— »" ™™ 3:::

' of Aem kpl „„.^ „., ^, j^_^ ^^^^^6^
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feature; another was the large desk, made busi-
ness-Iike with pigeon-holes and a telephone; but
Mr. Upton was only beginning to recover con-
hdence when Eugene Thrurh shook it sadly at
his first entry.

It might have been by his face, or his fat, or
his evenmg clothes seen from the motorist's dusty
tweeds, almost as much as by the misplaced jovi-
ality with which Thrush exclaimed: "I'm sorry
to have kept you waiting, sir, and the worst of it
IS that I can't let you keep me!"
This touched a raw nerve in the ironmaster, as

the kind of reception one had to come up to Lon-
don to incur. "Then I'll dear out!" said he,
and would have been as good as his word but for
Its instantaneous effect.

Thrush had pulled out a gold watch after a stare
of kindly consternation.

"I really am rather rushed," said he; "but I
can give you four minutes, if that's any good to
you. *

Now, at first sight, before a word was spoken,
Mr. Upton would have said four hours or four
days of that boiled salmon in spectacles would
have been no good to him; but the precise term
of minutes, together with a seemlier but not less
decisive manner, had already quickened the busi-
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h d won hil " ^ "r""' '° "y "»' Thrush

the other room."
^ ^« ''^ your card in

"Upton is my name, sir."

Upl^Tn\r'-'
'^ *' "^'''^ designation. Mr.Upn. an u,qu..y agent is all I presume .; call

"?"'
fu.-f*'.

'"•'"'" '"'° mysteries ?'•

I ve dabbled in thf.m."
"As an amateur?"
"A paid amateur, I fear."
"I come on a serious matter Mr Tl,,,. u

very serious matter to me!"
Thrush-a

-emt" TJJ "'"" '"'^'"« ^'« *- » 'no-

rathe; Zlv^^""' ^*'" "'*='' •"« '^"''bling. or

oniy it happens to harc:r;"::;V;a^t

tha^^^t:£j;;-!rtt^^---
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from what I heard this morning, that my youngest
child, a boy of sixteen, had disappeared up herem London, or been decoyed away. And now
tnere can be no doubt about it!"

So, in about one of the allotted minutes. Thrush
was trusted on grounds which Mr. Upton could
not easily have explained; but the time was up
l>efore he had concluded a briefly circumstantial

"^^ *" ""*'" ''''' knowledge,

of ThrasV""
^
^"^ ^°" ''^'"" ^" ^^ *"'"''' "''"'P^'y

''When ? What do you mean, Mr. Upton ?"
Ihe four minutes must be more than up "
Oo on my dear sir, and don't throw goodume after bad. I'm only dining with a m^at

his club. He can wait."

"Thank you, Mr. Thrush."
"More good time! How do you know the boy

hasn t turned up at school or at home while you've
been hzzmg m a cloud of dust.?"
"I was to have a wire at the hotel I always

stop at; there s nothing there; but the first thing
they told me was that my boy had been for a bed
which they couldn't give him the night before
last. I d.d let them have it! But it seems the
manager was out, and his under-strappers had
recommended other hotels; they've just been tele-
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phoning to then, all in turn, but at everv on. .».

ive been in communicaoon with tK»c» • r ^
people in St. John's Wood an'titt thV!

'

but none of then, have heardan^ I thoZ"

Howtodo. WthinrJl/j^tpVL^r
It begins to sound like it." said Thrush gravelyBut there are happenings and happeningi «;

may be on.y a nunor accident. OnrLn,!:;,"And he returned to the powders:Ioset ofLmodish day. v^here Mullins was still pursl ' hZostensibly menial avocation What thT
^

said was inaudible in the libra^lfthe ^nhurried out in front of hin,. and wTs heard ca«er-mg down the evil stairs next minute.
In less than an hour." explained Thrush "he

i aon t say there s much in it; your boy had prob-ably some letter or other means of easier idenrification about him; but it's worth tnang"

inipre^^d.'"'"'-'"
•""™'-'' ^'- ^P-. much

Thn^jf r*'u •

*" '" '^'"8 "'" «='»™ed EugeneThrush. lighting up as with a really great ide"!

"3

^.$1

' J i

',

'''
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i :'f

"you'll greatly oblige me by having a whisky-and-
soda in the first place."

T
"^°;.*/"'' ^°"' ^ ''''^«n'' •'"'J » bite all day

It would fly to my head."
"B"t that's ite job; that's where it's meant to

fly, explamed the convivial Mr. Thrush, prepar-
ing the potion with practised hand. Baited with
a biscuit It was eventually swallowed, and a flag-
ging giant refreshed by his surrender. It made
lum hke his new acquaintance too well to bear
the thought of detaining him any more.

Go to your dinner, man, and let me waylay
you later!" ' '

"Thank you, I prefer to keep you now I've got
you.Mr.Upton! My man begins his round bygoiW
to tell my pal I can't dine with him at all. Not I
word, I beg! I'll have a bite with you instead when
Mullinsgets back, and in a taxi thatwon't be long."

But do you think you can do anything ?"
The question floated in pathetic evidence on

a Hood of inarticulate thanks.
"If you give me time, I hope so," was the

measured answer. "But the needle in the hay isnothmg to the lost unit in London, and it will take
time. 1 m not a magazine detective, Mr. Upton;
If you want a sixpenny solution for soft problems,
don't come tome!"
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Mr. Eugene Thrush

«;t?i,"
*"'" '"^^ "^^ ironmaster would haveraised h.s voice and repeated that this was a serioul

oitn^ot'^'"'^''''^''"^''"^''-^--'-
"I haven't asked you for a description of theboy. Mr. Upton, because it's not much g^d ifwe ve got to keep the matter to ourselves^But

otJroy:^
'^ "" "^"^ ^" =•*'-' «''«' -y

"Come! I call Aat a distinction in itself." said

waistl^^'-'B "^ '°'" •'•^ °^ "-*'«"^

Zbt t fit-*? ^"^ "'^'y ^'"P''''"* ^hich nfdoubt unfits him for games."
"Nothing better, do you say ?"

h,!.!f"''''It'"^'
^'"^ ""y P^'"' °f view. It's

"I never thought of that."
It was impossible to tell whether Thrush hadAought of it before that moment. The roundpasses were evelled at Mr. Upton with an inscru-

table stare of the marine eyes behind them.
1 suppose It has never affected his heart.?"
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he inquired nonchalantly; but the nonchalance
was a thought too deliberate for paternal per-
cepoons quickened as were those of Mr. Upion

M. Tht:h7"'
'"" "" ~""' *•= ''"^P""^'

"It was one reason, but honestly not the chief"
I certainly never thought of his heart!"
Nor do I think you need now, in the case of

so young a boy," said Thrush earnestly. "On
the other hand, I shouldn't be surprised if his
asthma were to prove his best friend."

"It owes him something!"
"Do you know what he does for it ?"
"Yes, I do," said Mr. Upton, remembering the

annoying letter he seemed to have received some

Tderl

"

""' """''"'' "«'^" ^ ^°^'''

"Do you mean tobacco?"
"No—«)me stuff for asthma."
"In cigarettes?"

"Yes."

"Do you know the name?"
"I have it here."

but offered for inspection after a precautionaiy
glance. Thrush was on his feet to receive it in
out-stretched hand. Already he looked extraor-
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Mr. Eugene Thrush
dinarily keen for his bulk, but the reading of the
letter left h.m alive and alert to the lasf super!nuous ounce.

'^

"But this is magnificent!" he cried, with eyes
as round as their glasses.

^
"I confess I don't see why."
"Cigarettes d'Auvergne!"
"Some French rubbish."

their
^^ ""^ '''*'""'^ •"'" *'^P"'"^^« "^

"It looks like it."

all'u^J^"*"
"'" ^"""P" """^^ *'•'" P^«= *em

"So he has the impudence to say
"

of luiisr''''^""'*'"'^^^
**''"'---

Mr. Upton confessed incompetence unashamed.
1 never heard of these cigarettes before; they're

Z ""''pn
"""'"' 5^°" "»'* g« *«n, every-where r„ ,^ear! Your boy has got to rely Idiem, he s out of reach of the doctor who's for-bidden them; he'll try to get them somewhere!

If he s been tiymg in London. I'll find out where
before I m twenty-four hours older!"
"But how can you.?" asked Mr. Upton, less

impressed with the possibility than by diis rapid
If obvious piece of reasoning.
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replied Eugene Thrush with
"A. V. M.:

cryptic smile.

"Who on earth is he?"

ve;^tnrMtr:?."""''^^"^«^^^-'.

miffor^'V^'"": "l"'
'° P^^^'"' •'--'f byma n force from declaring it all no laughinematter; but h.s silence was almost bellicose^ ^

Jou d.v,de things into two," explained Thrush

to theTnd" -K?
"""^ *'=™ """' '- -- ^^to the md,v.s.b e unit which is the answer to Z

era Ntr''°'^ri'''='
Vegetable or M^n!eral. Northern or Southern Hemisphere? Ah!

"In this case it's Chemists Who Do Sell D'Au

*0"gl.d»r.^„„„„^dKKl,„d„„J^";
128
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fra'nSv
'""

bL™*°.^ I.'''

«°''" "J"'"*'' thrush

I'm ley, ^r '^"" '"' " '""'•'•"ft f°^ ""'««

thTnTixprd'^"
'"^

'
''""'"^ "-"^

—

Mullins it was. and witl. the negative infer-mation expected and desired, though the pofes.
s.ona, „,elanchoIy of his countenance n,ight h

"
been the precursor of the worst possible news.The hospitals on h.s rapid round had includedChanng Cross. St. Thomas's. St. George's, and

o St M '"'
.'"c

""' ^'' telephoned besides
to St. Matys and St. Bartholomew's. At non--

name ofT'""""' ^"f ' ^"""^ 8^"'''='»»" "f *ename of Upton, or of unknown name, been ad-

however, looked as sympathetically depressed asAough no news had lost its proverbial value; andhe had one of those blue-black faces that lend
Aemselves to the look, his chin being in perpetual
mourning for the day before.

^ f f
'

"Don't go Mullins! I've another job for you."
ajd Eugene Thrush. "Take the telephone dire -

« my desk. Look up 'chemists' under 'trades'-
there are pages of them. Work through the list
with the telephone directory, and ring'up ev ry
chemist who's on the telephone, beginning with
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the ones nearest in. to ask if he Iceeps d'Auve«ne
agarettes for asthn,a. Make a no« ofleT
few who do; go round to them all in turn, and beback here at n,ne with a box from each. Complain
to each of the difficulty of getting 'em elsewhe'r^.
"y you wonder there's so little demand-and
with any luck you should find out whether andjojhom they've sold any since Wednesday even-

thelral*"'*^^'''''^'^-'''-«8^-d

.

"^*'* */"«« point." said Thrush. "The first

mals who keep the cigarettes and the VegetaWe,who don't. I should really like to pla/ITnex

;rXl.^'"—- ^--thlg
"While we're out, Mr. Thrush?"
My dear Mr. Upton, you're going ,0 steo

i:Z'Zt:?''''
^°^'' ^* -':^an'd ha"Jsquare meal before you crack up!"

"And what about your theatre?" asked MrUpton to whom resistance was a physical im

fnT ft r':"
*^^ •'^"^ ''^'^ *^ -mbTM Zs"mtrenched beh.nd telephone and directories.

ity tisee ,r ^7''. °"'^ S°'"S °« °f """OS.•ty to see the sort of tripe that any manager has
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die nerve to serve -p on a Friday in June; but
I m not going to chuck the drama that's come
to me I

The ironmaster dined with his head in a whirl
It was a remarkably good dinner that Thrush
ordered, if as inappropriate to the occasion as to
h.s own weight. His guest, however, knew no
more what he was eating or drinking than heknew the names of the people in diamonds and
white waistcoats who stared at the distraught
figure m the country clothes. It even escaped his
observation that the obese Thrush was an un-
blushmg gourmet with a cynical lust for Bur-
gundy. The conscious repast of Mr. Upton con-
«sted entirely of the conversation of Eugene
Thrush, and of diat conversation only such por-
tions as exploited his professional theories, and
those dieones only as bearing on die case in

He was merely bored when Thrush tried to
distract him with some account of the murder in
which he himself was only interested because his
myrmidon happened to have discovered the bodyWhat was the murder of some ragamuffin in Hyde
i-ark to a man from the country who had lost his
son r

"I don't see how your theory can work diere,"
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rascence is a menace to you Rev.nn,.

»n»body who h„ ,1, , o ,

"° '" f"

rab at the last phra 1 Tn^'
'"'" " '""'*''»

find it germane to hi? u
"""* ^toni^hed to

"TK ' u
*"^ thoughts.

Mr. Th^sh* •

"""' '"' ^""'^•^ "'^"'^°-<J '"-^J^.

"When was the first?"
"You spoke of Friday as an unlucky day. as
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God knows thi. one i. to m,l Are you of a
•uperstiaous turn of mind ?"

"Not seriously."

•'You don't believe in dreams, for example?"
ITiats another question," said Thrush, his

spectacles twinkling to colossal rubies as he sipped
his Santcnay. "Why do you ask?"

^J
If you're a disbeliever it's no use my telling

'•Perhaps I'm neither one thing nor the other."

» drea^?^""
*'''" ^"°^ ' "^''"^ ""'^"'^ *""«''

"I've heard of one," said Th.iish, with a sig-
nificant stress upon the verb; "that's the famoJs
old murder in the Red Bam a hundred years ago.The victim s mother dreamed three nights runnbg
tfiat her missing daughter was buried in the RedHam, and there she was all the time. Theremay have been other cases."

"Cases in which a parent has dreamt of an

terrible has happened to that child ?"
"Any amount of those."

The father's voice had trembled with the ques-
tion. Thrush put down his glass as he gave his
answer, and his spectacled eyes fixed themselvesm a more attentive stare.
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coincidence of the lot!"
greatest

You've been dreaming about the boy?"

reasonL f
"^' "^. P°*"" ^''"'^ ''"' *« ^as one

"Wh: '
WbaTw "".":,''" "''' «^i«Ppeared"'Yvnyr What was the dream?"

Jhat^she saw him-and heard a shot."

Thrush looked as thoueh he h^A u j
"-.,, but only u„., he ht t^^t^ "^^

"and tL?r '•'*'. ''" *•""•" »''''*<' Mr. Upton,and that she wasn't dreaming at all."
^ '

But When was this f"

again he was ',uic/to'';:nS'^e^tr;•am"e'
but now the coincidence was complete cTcidences, however haH n^,U-

"P'"*- ^oin-

134



Mr. Eugene Thrush

atl Tk ^ ,"" ^""'sn was driving

great reason for ketaini, ,kl a- •
.

possible a secret)S*/ ',
'" " '°"8 "

to an ear un^nsl^ i**"^^^^
compassionate

^
"Then that accountfort" s L"37".he had heard the whole sad s«l T.

' "'""

the faintest rinir nf j; • ^- ^''"* '^a*ntest nng of disappointment in his tone.What do you mean?"

«pukh„iTa„ ™"T|,i, ','="' '»'"e- ™<
,™ r 61" with news— t wa^ rh<.transformation of the undertaker's mute il Z

135



i

.11

The Camera Fiend

wedding guest. And yet he had only one box of
the d'Auvergne cigarettes to show for his evening's
work, and that chemist had declared it was the
first he had sold for weeks.

Thrush ordered his man upstairs, and took his
late guest's hand as soon as ever he dared.
"You need a good night's rest, my dear sir,

and It's no use climbing to rny mast-head for noth-
ing. MuUins and I will do best if you don't
mmd leaving us to ourselves for the night; but
first thmg to,morrow morning I shall be at your
service again, and I hope there will be some prog-
ress to report."

Mullins was waiting for him with all the lights
on, his solemn face still more strikingly illuminated.

Look at this, sir. look at this! These ar« the
d Auvergne cigarettes!"

"So I perceive."

"This stump is the stump of a d'Auvergne
agarette."

"I hope you enjoyed it, Mullins."
"I didn't smoke it, sir!"

"Who did?"

"That's for you to say, sir; but it's one of the
little thmgs I collected near the scene of the murder,
but took for a common cheroot, yesterday morn-
ing in Hyde Park."
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"Near the actual place?"
i nrush had pounced imm, .u

holding it under th '^ *" """P' '""^ '^as

lamps
"^^ *^°"S*" °f the electric

JJi?^
'•-«'-. not above a hundred yards

h 4

I
f

I '
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CHAPTER X

Second Thoughts

F)CKET had been dreaming again. What
else could he expect? Waking, he felt that

he had got off cheaply; that he might have been
through the nightmare of battle, as described by
one who had, and depicted in the engravings down-
stairs, instead of on a mercifully hazy visit to the
Chamber of Horrors at Madame Tussaud's. The
trouble was that he had seen the one and not the
other, and what he had seen continued to haunt
him as he lay awake, but quite horribly when he
fell back into a doze. There was nothing nebu-
lous about the vile place then; it was as light and
bright as the room in which he lay. The sinister

figures in the panelled pens were swatlied in white,
as he had somewhere read that they always were
at nights. Their evil faces were shrouded out of
sight. But that only made their defiant, portly
figures the more humanly inhuman and terrifying;

it was as though they had all risen, in their wind-
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ing-sheets from their murderers' graves. Better

wax! So he reasoned with himself, and screwedup h,s courage, and laid hands on one of theshorter figures that he could reach. It rocktd

waSo'rT" I*;

"' ^ ""; ''^"'P^'"^ -'^ —ringwaxwork. He unwound the cerements from thehoaow and unyielding head; and the face wasnew to h,m; it had not been there the oth r af^rnoon. It was a young face like his own. as H-mounted on high shoulders, with thickishl^s j

"

apparent heavmess: one and all his own identical

cruit to the waxen army of murderers was a faith-ful model of himself.

There was no awaking from this dream.- thedreamer was not positive that he had been arleepThe veiled sunhght in his room wa. just whaTihad seemed in that deserted dungeon if s^3dIdmalefactors. The boy shuddered till the bedshook under h.m. But after that he still lay o„

as others must see u soon or late. Not the actualaccident .n the Park; but this hiding in the hea«of London, this skulking among sfrangers. h"leavmg h.s own people to mourn him as Se dead!
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The thought of them drew scalding tears. Never
had they seemed so dear to him before. It was
not only Lettice and their parents. Fred and
Horace, how good they had been to him at school,
and how proud he had been of them ! What would
they thmk of him if he went on skulking like this ?
What would they have done in his place.? Any-
thmg but lie low like that, thought Pocket, and
resolved forthwith to play the game as preached
and pracosed by his brothers. It was strange
that he should have been so dense about so plain
a duty overnight; this morning he saw it as sharp
as an image in perfect focus on the ground-glass
screen ... To think that a mad photographer
should have talked him into an attitude as mad
as his own! This morning he saw the common-
sense of the situation as well as its right and wrong
Nothing would happen to him if he gave himself
up, but anything might if he waited till he was
caught. As for the consequences to his poor
mother, surely in the end suspense and uncertainty
would eat deeper into the slender cord of her life
than the shock of the truth would cut.
Having made up his mind, however, as to the

only thing to do, the boy behaved characteristically
in not hastening to do it. The ordeal in front of
him, beginning in ceruin conflict with Baumgart-
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ner, and ending in a blaze of wretched notoriety,
was a severe one to face; meanwhile he lay in such
peace aud safety as it was only human to prolong
a httle That n.ght. for all his moral innocence!
he might he m prison; let him make the most of a
good bed while he had one. especially as he was
still mysteriously free from asthma. The last con-
sideration took his mind off the ethical dilemma
for quite a little time. He remembered the doctor
at home telling him that he himself had suffered
from chronic asthma, but had lost it after a car-
nage accident in which he was nearly killed.
"My accident may have done the same for me "

thought Pocket-and was bitterly ashamed next
moment to catch himself thinking complacently
of any aspect of his deed. Its other aspects were
a sufficient punishment.
To get up and raise the green linen blind,

floodmg with sunshine the plain upstairs room
to which Baumgartner had conducted his guest
was to conjure uncomfortable visions of the eccen-
tric doctor, -vith his ferocious meerschaum, his
blood-thirsty battle-talk, and all his arguments in
favor of the course which Pocket had now deter-
mined to abandon. The boy fully realized that
he had been given his chance and had refused it
And of all the interviews before him, that with
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Dr Baumgartner was the one that he most dreaded
and would have given most to escape.
Could he escape it ? That was an idea; others

came of it. If he did escape, and did give himself
up for what he had done, there was no reason why
he should mvolve Baumgartner in that voluntary
confession. Suppose he hailed the first cab he
saw, and drove over to St. John's Wood to borrow
money (they could scarcely refuse him that), and
then took the first train home to tell his father
everything in the first instance, that father would
never hear of his incriminating a stranger who had
befriended him according to his lights. He him-
self need never say where he had spent the twenty-
four hours after the tragedy, even if he were ever
to know. And so far he had no notion, thanks to
the ndiculous posture prescribed by Baumgartner
in the cab; he could only suppose the motive had
been to keep him out of sight, the benefit to his
breathing a mere pretext; and yet it was a curious
result that after a day and a night he should still
be in total ignorance of his whereabouts.
He opened his window and looked out; but it

was a back window, and the sunny little strip of
garden below was one of many in a row. Old
discolored walls divided them from each other
and from the gardens of a parallel block of bigger
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houses, whose slates and chimneys towered above
the intervening trees. The street in front of those
houses was completely hidden, but the hum of its
traffic travelled pleasantly to the ear. and there
were other reassuring sights and sounds. In one
ot the contiguous gardens a very small boy waswheehng a doll's perambulator; on the other side.
Where the fine, warm gravel reminded Pocket of
the carroty kind at home, a man was mowing an
equally trim lawn. Pocket listened to the murmur
o» the machine, and watched the green spray play-
ing over the revolving knives, and savored the
curiously countrified smell of cut grass; the com-bmed effect was a still stronger reminiscence of
his father s garden, where his own old pony pulled
the machine m leather shoes.

Because such associations filled his eyes again
there seemed no end to them. Somebody was
P aymg the piano near some open window, and
playmg almost as well as Lettice did. and playing
one of her things! Pocket could not bear to listen
or look out any longer, and he dre«ed as quietly
as he could. He had almost resolved to slip out
without a word, whatever else he did. if the oppor-
tunity offered. It simply never occurred to him,
until he made the discover,^, that anybody would
dare to lock him into his room!
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Yet they had done it; that infernal old Germao
doctor had had the cheek to do it; and the effect
on the boy. who so expressed the situation to him-
self, was rather remarkable. A wholly ineffectual
tug or two told him he was on the wrong side of
the door for applying mere bodily strength, that
either he must raise an ignominious shout for
treedom or else achieve it for himself by way of the
window. Unathletic as he always had been, he
was sportsman enough not to hesitate an instant
between the two alternatives; and on again look-
ing out of the window, saw his way down at a
glance.

Immediately underneath was another window,
openmg on a leaded balcony over the bow-window
in the drawing-room. To shift his bedstead with
the least possible noise, to tie a sheet to it, and to
shde down the sheet till he had but a few feet
to drop mto the balcony was the work of a very
iew minutes to one as excitedly determined as
Pocket had become on finding himself a prisoner.
Thought they would lock him in, did they ? They
would just find out their mistake! It was e.xactly
the same mood in which he had scaled the upright
palings ,n defiance of the policeman who said he
might not sleep in the Park.
The balcony window was open, the room within
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«npty. It was obviously Baumgartner's bcd-«K,mThere was a camp bedstead worthy of a^Td"n'pa.gner. a large roll-top desk, and a was"^

wrrespondence or .^perfect domestic service- itwouW W furnished scent for no short pr^e -
cha e. Otherwise the room was tidy enough andso eloquent of Baumgartner himself'„ its uncom-

freely on the landmg. And in the hall he felt

creafang of a sta.r, and there on the pegs hung hishat but neither the cloak nor the weird iiZawake affected by his host.

Baumgartner outi That was a bit of luck- andt was just like Pocket to lose a moment in takWadvane,ge of it; but the truth was that he hafmade an interesting discoveiy. It was in that

TnT^l f
drawing-room door; he had heard iton the balcony up above; it had never stopped onceso sdent had he been. It was that Phillida.Th

At 21 ''"'•''"' '"'^ "^^ P'^y-e something
that Lettice sometimes played, and ven. nearlyAough naturally not quite, as well. PocketwShave said that It was Mendelssohn, or Chopin,or something." for his love of music was greaj
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than hJ, knowledge. But it was not exactly themuMc that detained hin,; he was thinSglt

before he went, and the doctor himself throughh.s niece. If she knew he had been locked in afdhe had .„ ,„ ,„ ^^ ^^^ ^^^^ ^.^

^ed^un and

rhim !;T*'-"'"'
^''« -°"W not think ^e less

srinct f?r
'^ •" ""' '^"^ """' The juvenile in-sdnct for romance was not to be stifled at such a

tohesor.,forhirs-';:?i„7n^-^
game to say good-by.

se " was the

The girl sprang from the music-stool in extraor-d.na.y exctement. Her large eyes were

T"
than ever, as .t were with fear, and yet they blaSat the mtruder Pocket could not';.ndel„d

t

unless she already knew the truth

^

"I'm so Sony for startling you." he apologized,
i just came m to say good-by »

tot^
*" '''" °"' " '''"•' ^'''^'' '''"^ "«ver seemed

"To say good-by!" she gasped.

^^J.r'
^ "" S°' *° go. I'm afraid the doctor's
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Yes, he is. Won't you wait?"
I m afraid I can't."

trl^W ?""'"'"« *""" •"•"• "•'"nting round^ward the door. He stood aside, to letL Mt

Hef:rr.tXdr^'-^^^"--^

fiJ/L^jrair"''^""''^^-"'^--
And I'm veiy sorry to miss him," said Pocket

unconscentiously enough for anybody. "He's

I must go-really I must. I shall get into an

As many as you like."

"Well, you might tell him from me that I'llgive myself away, but I'll never give him! He'lknow what I mean."
"Is that all?"

She was keeping him ver^ cleverly, putting inher word always at the last moment and 1 "

«fusmg to see his hand; but again it was the'boywho helped to waste his own golden opportunity^
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"No; you may «|i d,e doctor that if he wanted

locking me into my room!" ' '
oy

^^
now did you get out ? "

"««ca.

"How do yoi: <!uppo8e?"
"I never hear^i anything!"
"I took care you shouldn't"

insisted on saying wod bv A J u *" *"

Upl""'"°"''''""'«'"«>y»8o.M,.
"Can't let me?"

my L"'^""""'^-''"^''"'"--"'- see

Sh^ir"! '^''r
•^'"'^ *' <'«'-™'«d girlShe was obviously older than himself vet^h.

past-but he was not the fellow to do "tl^that maudened him. because he felt she knlw itOh veiy Weill" he cried sarcasticallv "

K

^°" 7";^ '"--"Hat way. I'll go Ifr-
''

J^a he turned toward the tinv r„„
which led down into the gaTde irsh^^r^n'him and there was no hesitatio; aiut h^sheheld him firmly by the hand. '

'^'^
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•l"'»'> torn. oa. *?f '" '"•»"' Yoi

Never mind what I ukeVou fori"

he must. ol'jlZV'r' ",^ «'«- h-srif

for veo^ shamf But he d-"^"" ^T' *'" ''^^

«^ew.oi:;;„^td'-fjJ;- whose...

pitch when A, j bu™, „. ] * "'S'""
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The Camera Fiend
his hatred almost in a moment to hatted of himself;
his fear it only mcreased.

PwlJ^"''
"'• ^''''"*^''" '"^ B»""»g»"n« at last.

Ph.lhda was m tears and Pocket had been hanging
his head; but now he sprang toward her."

Forgive mel" he choked, and held the dooropen for her. and shut it after her with all the
gallantly the poor lad had left.

IJO
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On Parole

opportunity when my back is turned? M 7'

StSSSB""n ever, in his own eyes at anv rate H» „,

j;nda^„,,Hatwas^rterafhir;:;Tffar

affair Inet^^rrfaTar-''^""^^^
with their mutual and fill

'" '*'™'''''"^«

Pocket could only r^^in Atinr^ '^'"'''''

to give the doctor'^awirat aS
' "'"' ""=""*

'Idare say notl-saidBaumgartner
sardonically
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.ri wh„ do y„r~,Tr T" '"' "'»"'•

H—i,„g„i2;jl^~ I"™ '~' ""

15a



Iff*--;. I

On Parole

in tZ C ' "^
**"* ">« round the world

three months." -^ **' "«*«

wouldn't let me eo «;k- •,,.."* ""^ P«°P'e

, " °* "* '<" years and years!"

was, It flashed ,„to the far future in th. k
'

nion. And Baumgartner looked on as
^53
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though following the same wild trainsame
as though it did not seem so wild to him. "but'
extremely interesting; so that Pocket was quite
disappointed when he shook his head.

A stowaway with an attack of asthma! I think
i see my poor young fellowl Why, they'd hearyou wheezing in the hold, and you'd gasp out your
whole stoo^ before you were in the Bay of Biscayl
No, no. my fellow; you've taken your line, andyou must stick to it. and stop with me till we can
think of something better than a long sea voya£e
Ifyou say you won't, I say I'll make you-to saveyou from yourself-to save us both."
There was no mistaking the absolute intention

in this direat; it was fixed and final, and the boy
accepted it as he accepted his oppressor's power

^ make good his words. It was true th« hemight have escaped already; the nearer he hadbeen to it, the less chance was he likely to be given
again. So reasoned Pocket from the face and
voice now dominating him more powerfully than

neither cowed nor depressed him as it might have
m

h ;

7''^^%"'''
'T^^y

=»» element of relief
.n his discomfiture. He had done his best to doh s duty. I, ^j^ f^^,^ ^^^^ responsibility
had been wrested from his shoulders and an evj
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hour delayed. And v^t ,k.
'••"•nediate; a cr«tu« c^7

'^' ' **«*'"• »"

Ifonly they knew!" he cried- 'SI. t t
«re. Let me wrih. ^„ r .'

*^n ^ shouldn't

needn'tknow b^Llr *'"" ^^ -"^^
'"d at least let tie^T r°°"^°''*«°*«=".
My sister wouldteTp rs ^"^ t^ '"'' -«'

g- al, right. I X'is7yo7lfj:^
P^ *e

£- you like, only yo:,et.faML':

uai?ltrh7trE"-^-^«- Event-

"ero. it went, a^dll'p^rd ^L^V^"^?consent. In the end .V ^ *'" ^'^ge °f

should write wha he k'^oT^' *" ^"^"^^

that Baumgartner IS ,e j
^^^^^^^^ -'^'•"'^

a covering letter so thJ ^ '""^'*"* " '"

JcnowitwasaSjrlr ""?'''°''^ "^'^ "«
gartner was to ha" p^ttd

7"'"! '°^- «--
Grand, to destroy jTc,' l^" ^^- ^arrin's-le-

he now refused poinlbtnfe to
'.• T""^

'"''^'^^

the Writer. A„A j;:\:^;'-^^ve„.o
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cession the school-boy was to give his solemn word
and sacred promise on the following points.
He was not to set foot outside the house with-

out Baumgartner, nor to show himself for a mo-
ment at the windows back or front.

On no account was he to confide in the doctor's
niece Phillida, to give her the slightest inkling
of his connection with the latest of London mys-
teries, or even of the scene, or any of the circum-
stances of his first meeting with Baumgartner.
"You are bound to see something of each other;

the less you say about yourself the better."

"But what can she think?"
"What she likes, my young fellow! I am a

medical man; medical men may bring patients
to their houses even when they have ceased to
practise in the ordinary way. It is no business
of hers, and what she chooses to diink is no affair
of ours. She has seen you very ill, remember,
and she had your doctor's orders not to let you
out of the house in his absence."

"She obeyed them like a little brick!" muttered
Pocket, with a wistful heaviness.

"She did what she was told: think no more
about it," said the doctor. "Give me your hand
on these your promises, and die on your feet
rather than break one of them! Now I trust you,
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•ny young fellow; you will „],„ d,e «„.«« It, even as the poor hdl t T ' " ^°"

P'ayed it at Gravelot^. and d e L ^ ""T
;J»n go bacle an inch Look a tli T"No, not the one with the riZs b't he"' C'we come to bayonets and t^'swo d c "^l"poor devils of the Prussian Guard Set the".

"P.andt.ron-titirrerdl^rrr.^
meant for our colonel „„ .u .

^^^^^

noWt JmJ.. Pockti .m r7! .
"'"' °f
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real tears ran with his ink. He begged Uttice
not to think too hardly of him, still less to be
anxious about him, or to make anybody else; they
must not fret for him, he wrote more than once,
without seeing the humor of the injunction. He
was better than he had been for years, and in the
best of hands. But something terrible had hap-
pened; something he could not help, but would
bitterly repent all his days, especially as it might
prevent him from ever seeing any of them again.
It was this monstrous remark and others, to which
It led, that were literally blotted with the writer's
tears. But just then he saw himself in all vivid
sincerity as an outcast who could never show him-
self at home or at school again. And it required
the spell of Baumgartner's presence to make the
prospect such as could be borne with the least
degree of visible manhood.
Be it remembered that he was not a man at all,

but a boy in many ways younger than most boys
of sixteen and three-quarterE, albeit older in some
few. He was old in imagination but young in
common-sense. One may be imaginative and
still have a level head, but it is least likely in
one's teens. The particular temperament does
not need a label; but none who know it when they
see it, and who see it here, will be surprised to
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fcam that this emotional writer for one was enor-

had got h.s letter off his mind and hands.
True to h.s warning, Dr. Barogartner beganto glance at .t with a kindly gravit;; it was wTth

"This is not for me to read!" said he. "I'draAer run the nsk of trusting your discretion."No words could have enslaved poor Pocket^e compile,,,; he clasped the hand that pr"celled to write the covering note, and then'^the

offic/^T "'^T' '° *" "^"^« •""''enger
office to despatch the missive to the General PoTt-
Office. ostensibly to catch a particular post, hispnsoner would not have decamped for a hundred
pounds, and the doctor knew it

he d.d, and Pocket was only less uncomfortable
.n her absence, which he felt he had caused, thanwhen they were both at uble and he unaLle t^say another word to express his sorrow for thtunseemly scene of the forenoon. She spoke to

hid k"''
°'rr "' *''°"Sh nothing ofL kindhad happened, but he could scarcely look her^n

the face. Otherwise both meals inLe'ed him
IJ9
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Aey were German in their order, , ligh, .upper

It appeared that they both came from an lulian
restaurant, and the English boy was much takenwith the pagoda-Iilce apparatus in which the dishesamved smokmg hot in tiers. It provided a further
ttain of speculation when he remembered thathe had never seen a servant in the house, md that
the steps had struck him as dirty and the doctor's
waste-paper basket as veiy full. Pocket deter-
mined to make his own bed next morning. Hehad meanwhile an unpleasing suspicion that theyoung girl was cleanng away, for the doctor tookhim back mto the drawing-room after supper;
and later, when they returned for a game ofWhards on the toy board, which they placedbemeen them on the dining-table, both PhilUda
and the fragments had disappeared

.

'^''* ""'^
f^^"^'

^"e a bond and a distrac-
tion. They brought out Baumgartnev'. .imple
side, and they emphasized the school-boy's sim-
phcty. Both played a strenuous game, the doctor
a most deliberate one; his brows would knit, hismouth shut, his eyes calculate, and his hand obey.

cutting deep between hfe and death. It was acunous glimpse of disproportionate concentration;
i6o
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even the Turk's head was only ht to be laid asideas an obstruction. Pocket's on- «•».,„
k:» K,,j J "* chance was tohit hard and trust to the fortune that accrues ona small table^ Both played to win. and the b^Jforgot even'th.ng when he actually succeeded in

Je last game. They had played ve^^ late fo?h.m. and he slept without stirring unTil Baum-garner „me to his room about eigJt o'c.'ocfn^t

Now Pocket had not seen a newspaper allFnday. but u was the hrst thing he did see on ^Wday mommg. for the doctor was waving onelike a flag to wake him.
^

"Trust your vermin press to get hold of thewrong end of the stick!" he cried, with fieL
amusement,-'it only remains to be Ln wheLAey succeed m putting your predous police onAe wrong uck too. Really, it's almost worthb«ng at the bottom of a popular myste.y to watd^

frrmXr '" ""' ^""""^ -^"« ^-^

"May I see?" asked Pocket; he had winced atmore than one of these remarks.
"Certainly." replied Baumgartner; "here's the

journahsdc wonder of the age! and thereTo^ Ire

for'youTMT"" "'"™"-
' ''^°"«''' " "P

The boy bit his lips as he read. His deed had
i6i
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The Camera Fiend

been promoted to leaded type and the highest
rank in head-hnes. It appeared, in the first place,
that no arrest had yet been made; but it was con-
fidently asserted (by the omniscient butt of Teu-
tonic sall.es) that the police, wisely guided by the
hmt m yesterday's issue (which Pocket had not
seen), were already in possession of a most im-
portant clew. In subsequent paragraphs of preg-
nant brevity the real homicidewas informed that
h.s fatal act could only be the work of a totally
different and equally definite hand. Pocket gath-
ered that there had been a certain commonplace
tragedy, in a street called Holland Walk, in the
previous month of March. A licensed messenger
named Charlton had been found shot under c-r-
cumstances so plainly indicative of suicide that
a coroner's juty had actually returned a verdict
to that efl^ect. There appeared, however, to have
been an element of doubt in the case. This the
scnbe of the leaded type sought to remove by
begging the question from beginning to end It
had not been a case of suicide at all, he declared,
but as wilful a murder as the one in Hyde Park
to which it bore a close and sinister resemblance'
Both victims had been shot through the heart in
the early hours of the morning; both belonged
to one neighborhood and to the same dilapidated
tnnge of the community. A pothouse acquaint-
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anceship was alleged between them- but th.gestion was that the link lav a Z:i T,! ''"^"

than that, and that the two deaden ^"P"
to the police, who ^ereZy7i7"Jr T."
S-e,.lnotoHet,in^«:S:^tL;S

-I'd" ^:ii':h''^°r"^*'' '''>-'' the

"It wasn't ;n,uder:itheT' J'"^
"" " '-•

according toZ ctone >, U """^ *^ '^^"'

to know " " " •'"'>'• ^''° ''"'•ely ought

"One would have thought so," said R,.gartner, with his sardonic smile- "but 1 m""pre«man knows better still. apVaJeL*"^^"''-

whafhe':;sTTr
^^^'^ =• -^d o/ truth in

,

-or poorToldal; "
la^ Poctt"

'^''""°" ''^

his victim's name. Uch k!1 !'^'"'^'"S«^^'-

f- the paper. " B^t' d^/ou'^nfL^'rare really after anybody?" *' P"'"^'^

dol^ittaltetr'"
^''^ ^--g^-er. "What

soiTyt:rrd.r^''^=''''-*^^-sted

voIXmLr "° '°"^" ''-''•''« "P^ -d his

sigl«:rfj'^'"*^^'''''^*-g'" he mumbled
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"I don't see it," returned the doctor, with grim
good-nature. "The little wonder of the English
reading world has nearly unearthed another mare's
nest, as two of its readcis know full well. No
real harm can come of this typical farrago. Let
it lead to an arrest! There are only two living
souls who can't account for their time at that of
this unfortunate affair."

Pocket realized this; but it was put in a way
that gave him goose-skin under the clothes. He
was always seeing his accident in some new light,

always encountering some new possibility, or
natural consequence of his silence, which had not
occurred to him before. But he was learning to
keep his feelings under control, to set his face and
his teeth against the regular reactions of his
coward conscience and his fickle will. And once
again did Dr. Baumgartner atone for an unin-
tentional minor by striking a rousing chord on
the very heartstrings of the boy.

"Eight o'clock!" cried the magician, with
a glance at his watch and an ear toward the
open window. "The postman's knock from
door to door down every street in town—house
to house from one end of your British Islands to
the other! A certain letter is without doubt
being delivered at this very moment—eh, my poor
young fellow?"
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CHAPTER XII

Hunting with the Hounds

heaped heavy satire. 11."^ of
^'"^'"''"

Its genius for head-h„es and i! . ,. 'rP'««°n.
ency of all its views, which en.M r"' '"P^'^'-

column to face all wlyTafd h k
"' "^''°"'^

in the universal {0^7 .

"^^"^ " ''"ed.

of irresistible appertoa'°'f;^ ""^ P°-^
sense of hun,of' He'e^d'h

'" '"' ""^'^'^'

early cup of tea and «.M f ^^P" ^'* '"'^

chuckleItJS It Ihetr
"*"" ^ '^' •"--'

walt^XTbTftt'"^^^"' ^^- ^"-h
- once he took its onVn

'^'^^ '"'"^' »»"' f°'

-atter. It stiVaTwhaThT'^- T/ ^"'°-
about the Hyde Park rl 5 ''t

''''^^ '° *""t
would prove to be Aef'^ ^' ^^ '""^''--

con,n,itL in tl p
*

o,r "IV""''" "-«'
the Upton ^oy'LTz:zt^^:T'r'z
^a-ere so. it was manifestly :tStreet

165



The Camera Fiend

the lad with a mysteiy which merely happened
to synchronize with that of his own disappearance
—absurd, even if he were shown to have been
somewhere near the scene of the murder, some-
where about the time of its perpetration.
That much, though no more, had, however,

been fairly established overnight. It was a con-
clusion to which Mullins, with the facile conviction
of his class, had jumped on the slender evidence
of the asthma cigarette alone; but before midnight
Thrush himself had been forced to admit its ex-
treme probability. There was a medicine cork as
well as an asthma cigarette; the medicine cork had
been found very much nearer the body; in fact,
just across the pathway, under a shrub on the
other side of the fence. It was Mullins, who had
made both discoveries, who also craved permission
to ring up Dr. Bompas, late at night, to ask if there
was any particular chemist to whom he sent his
patients with their prescriptions. Dr. Bompas
was not at home, which perhaps was just as well,
but his man gave the name of Harben, in Oxford
Street. Harbens, rung up in their turn, found
that they certainly had made up one of the doctor's
prescriptions on the Wednesday, for a young Mr
Upton, and, within half an h.jur, had positively
identified the cork found by Mullins in Hyde
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boy and an an„, i ^. ^ harmless school-

resLed ride7oTie '"''r'^''
"'•"«• "«

posed to uJe in »?
^""'"^'' '^='" ''^ ^^'t ^'V

fin>a,edS:rn:s:^f"7.-"^'y
detestable conclusion h..Tt .

"^^ ^""'P *" "

to the width o 7; ]!'; ~Tt"' 'I'

^""'^'^

cigarette mi»hf k •'^'^' ^''^ ""''^ 3"^ the

on'e.o:e:rwatedrsrt::r"r''^^^'
P-cion against the missing "bof t tt\ "k""that he had carried fi~ ^' " *** *''°'^

night, and tS'„;^:,7 tT
i^^ ^'''""''^•^

on the other side- h,, [ ^°'" *"* *««"'»

gauged from th'LtI iraT'
''" "^^ -

the boy's mother's drelm
"° '""'"°" •""

hoo'Jetlt'Tread? ""
T'^

""' ^"^"^ -<«

the stanhng Sl^a" "^"'"''^ ^°"^^" ^

-e,uent.%„Trbrers:rortrst-"^
countenance which darkened to a dn^'f

T"'"'
amusement over the leaded ^

^"8^ "^ ''-tmct

say there was anything at all.sir,
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Yet I suppose you remember the very similar
occurence in Holland Walk f

"

"Oh yes, sir, but it was a case of suicide
"

"I don't agree."

"But surely, sir, the juiy brought it in sui-
cide ?

'

"The coroner's jury did—in spite of the coroner
—but It may come before another juiy yet, Mul-
hnsl I remember the case perfectly; the medical
evidence was that the shot had been fired at arm's
length. That isn't the range at which we usually
bring ourselves down! Then there was nothing
to show that the man ever possessed a pistol, or
even the price of one; he was so stony it would
have gone up the spout long before. The very
same point crops up in the case of this poor boy.
VV lio says he ever had a revolver in his life ? His
father tells me explicitly that he never had; I
happened to ask the question," added Thrush,
without explaining in what connection.

"Well, sir," said Mullins with respect enoughm his tone, "you talk about jumping to conclu-
sions, but it strikes me the gentlemen who write
for the papers could give me some yards and a
licking, sir!"

This was a sprightly speech for Mullins; but
It was delivered with the very faintest of deferen-
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"itmavbebvf '
''°*'^"' ^e remarked;

others sun" ^ '^ ^"""^ ^^'^ ''^^"'e the

o Delieve ,n two separate mysteries, at one and

htiT/ u 'u""'
'" '""*='' *« "me degree oflamude, wh.ch you've got to cross somewhere orother on your way? Yet who has the neZ Z«y you m„st have gone through Holland WakAat other mornmg, and been mixed up in thataffair because you are in this ?"
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"I don't admit I'm mixed up in anything,"
replied Mullins, with some warmth.
"I mean as a witness of sorts. I was merely

reducing your argument to the absurd, Mullins-
you didn't take me literally, did you? It's no
use talking when we both seem to have made
up our minds; but I'm always ready to unmake
mme ifyou show me that young Mr. Upton carried
a pistol, Mullins! Now I should like my break-
fast, Mullins, and you must be roaring inside for
yours. The man who's been knocking up chemists
all night IS the man to whom breakfast is due;
get your own and then mine, and after that you
can tell me how you got on."
Anything more genial than the garrulous banter

of Eugene Thrush, at his best, it was impossible
to encounter or incur; he had been, however, for
a few minutes at his worst, and it was difficult
to see why the pendulum should have swung so
suddenly to the other extreme. Mullins went
about his business with his usual sleek solemnity.
But Thrush was yet another man the moment he
was alone. His face was a sunny background
for ideas, misgivings, and half-formed plans, one
after the other, wh--ling ike clouds across a crim-
son sky. But the sky was clear whenever Mullins
was in the room. And at the breakfast-table
there was not a cloud.
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Mulhns poured ouef^a-r ^'''''" "

I'd just bee'n when7 .^ y:;'rjrr .^''-

street. In the „.„!,. 7 .
^ ? ^ '"'°^ '" 'he

and-twen^ a,l ?5,
•'"'°?'='' "P ''"'" -ght-

Trafa.;:%„t :'';,:;"
l^''

neighborhood' of

"Poor devils T ''"'' °^*'' ^"^"
bad case?"

""PP"^'' ^°" "'«-d - Pret^^

;;A matter oflife or death."

and one a httle ..ay down th. R
^"n** Street,

the autumn Prin^l- u' ^
. '

'"'' ^° ">

"T I. .
""£'«' h's name is."
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egg. "But has one of these apothecaries sold a
box of d'Auvergnes since Wednesday afternoon ?"

"Two have," said Mullins, "but one was to
Mr. Pringle."

Thrush levelled inquiring spectacles.

"How did y. < worm that out, Mullins?"
"By changing my tune a bit, sir. I started

asking if they knew anybody who could recom-
mend the cigarettes from personal experience, as
we were only trying them on hearsi-y."

"Very smart of you, Mullins! And one wheezy
novelist is the only consumer?"

"That's right, sir, but the man in Knightsbridge
sold a box on Thursday to a doctor."

"Did you get the name?"
"Bone-Gardner, I think it was; a Dr. Otto

Bone-Gardner."

"Baumgartner, I expect you mean!" critd
Thrush, straightening a wry face to spell the
name. "I've heard of an Otto Baumgartner,
though I can't say when or where. What's his

address?"

"He couldn't tell me, sir; or else he wouldn't.
Suppose he thought I'd be turning the doctor out
next. Old customer, I understood he was."
"For d'Auvergne cigarettes?"

"I didn't inquire."

17a
.



Hunting with the Hounds

Or. Baumgartner al.ay, has .fTh "^"T"
"""

Jad the. before. .hJlt^'^y^1 ""'
doctor looks well But I'n, , *""8 =

name; you mJt iJt ^
"* .«"="" ^ know his

.
/uu migi.t look It up in ff'ho't »'a„ jread out what they say " ^"^ '"''

had fought in ;= ^ • ?
"aumgartner

given in German tJ, A rl" ' "' *""

u»nr:r: •4?r\" "-^'^^^
"Tl,», ' .

""^^'hat about his address ?'

given here either."
P^^'P'nng- It's not

"Well, the chemist or the directory w,|| supply
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that if we want it, but I'm afraid he sounds
a wheezy old bird. The author of Peripatetic

Psychology deserves to have asthma all his nights,
and After this Life smacks of the usual Schopen-
hauer and Lager. No, we won't build on Dr.
Baumgartner, MuUins; but we'll go through the
chemists of London with a small tooth-comb, from
here to the four-mile radius."

Thrush had finished breakfast, and MuUins was
beginning to clear away, when a stormy step was
heard upon the stairs, and iii burst Mr. Upton
with a panic-stricken face. He was colorless al-
most to the neck, but he denied that he had any
news, though not without a pregnant glance at
MuUins, and fell to abusing London and the
Londoners, but City men above all others, tiU
Thrush and he should be alone together. The
incidental diatribe was no mere padding, either;
it was the sincere utterance of a passionately
provincial soul. Nobody in aU London, he de-
clared, and apparently without excepting Mr.
Thrush, cared a twopenny curse what became of
his poor boy. In view of the fact that the present
company alone knew of his disappearance, and
not so very many more of the boy's existence,
this was an extravagantly sweeping statement.
But the distracted man had a particular insunce
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Tn.t" J'T ""v.
^' ^'^ ''«" » ^ his boy's

fnends father, "a swine called Knaggs." that
very mom,ng at his house in St. John's Wood

Rather early, wasn't it?" suggested Thrush,
whose manner was more softly sympathetic than
• had been the night before. The change was
slight, and yet marked. He was more solicitous.

Early! cned Mr. Upton. "Haven't I lostmy boy. and wasn't it these Cockney cads who
turned him adrif. in London.? I ought to have

rmL ''" "'^'''-
^ ^'^ I had, whenmy blood was up after your dinner; for I don'tmmd telling you now. Mr. Thrush, that in spite

of your hospitality I was none too pleased atyour anxiety to get rid of me afterward. It mademe feel hke doing a little bit for the boy on my
owji; but I'd called once on my way inL town!
and only seen a servant then, so I thought I'd

s;triif:gT^
^^'^---•-'3^ •'>'--«

The visitor paused to look harder than ever atMuUms. and Thrush seized the opportunity to offeran apoloQ. for his abrupt behavior in the street
I confess I showed indecent haste." said he;

but Mulhns and I had our night's work cu^
out, and he at any rate has not had his boots off
since you saw him."
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Hasn't he?" cried Mr TTn.«_ •

off by .,,„8 ,<,„^„ ,
^l^^"^^": r«. «. ».

Op„,r ' "•" " '"• "" ^» """"Wns, Mr.

H.S two hearers uttered a simultaneous excla-
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quired Thtr'^'"^ '° ''''°°' '''•"^"" "* ?" '"-

Mr n ' V. '""°"'''^ eentle voice.

"He had. after all!" he croaked. "Little as

never to my knowledge puUed a trigger in hishfe before, was going about London wS a loadedrevolver m his pocket!"
"Had he brought it from school?" askedThrush, wth a covert frown at the transfigS

the young Westmmsters, with their father's ooin

Aem 'tT';/^°""S ^^''-'-''"y^ -ho frequented

theTth^nh:n^"ctt^t"^'^•'° r
parted without fisdcurbetrtheTXtt:^
o Eugene Thrush, whose only comment wafS"behoved h.m all the more to do something «redeem the capital in the other's eyes.

"



The Camera Fiend

1 wouldn't ay that, Mr. Upton. We knowno more than we knew before Ye llii
now.;;exc.ai.ed Thrush. catJngM^^^^^^^^^^

But only half the coincidence was present in

hiT K
'" ~""^'^'^'"' ^A Ws boy; a^d tohear

^ emphatic an echo to his foreb«^ „. ta^more than his fretted nerves could stand In^same reath he pounced on Thrush for a pe^t
a more hopeful view.

"There may have been an accident, Thrush butnot necessarily a fatal one!"
nrusj,, but

An accident! Thrush had never thought of that

Mulhns had judging by his almost fiendishgnns and nods behind the poor father's backThrush looked at both men'with the troubledfrom, of a strenuously reasoning being-lXdand frowne again-frowned and'easonfd Ssh
face, light had come to him in an almost
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that Lit him btk Tu^^
^"^ ^"8*"" ThH'sh

character? Utirrf •°^- ^''^ "'^ ^^
with the mor^ corpJ'^'/r" ^ ^as he a boy

^- their co„i;zShl^r„r/ ^^^^^

thing eL; andfjaV I^'^fr ^''" " '"'^-

-h- they got into troubkwiS^T T"«4^'"^was the most conscientious of .1, ..
' ^*"'>'

that, what they say^hr af;eT 'V"'' ' ''"^

thentid\rh?;:cTew":'"r' -""°-' -"^

which he was rather in it
^^ ' ^ty ^hght one.

self; and this t^T tie ir
'^ '° '^""^ "P him-

of his own accord ;rT""^"'°'f'J"-'>'
^^;at.hote;th^l^^rrted""^^^^^^^^

they were alone "He sha^l"
"' ^''^" " '=««

the strain he's got to blar if K
"°"'. "^ '^*" ^^^got to bear. ,f he cracks up there'll
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be a double tragedy, if not a triple one, in diat
family. We must catch our hare quickly, MuUins,
or we may catch him too late."

Mullins turned on the disagreeable grin that
Thrush had so resented a few minutes before;
he took no notice of it now.

"You'll find your man," said Mullins signifi-
cantly, "the very moment that I find mine, Mr.
Thrush."

"Meaning they're the same person?"
"To be sure."

"That this lad is the actual slayer of the man
Holdaway?"

"Surely, sir, it's as plain as a pikesuff now?"
"Not to me, Mullins—not to me."
Thrush was twinkling behind his great round

goggles.

"Then who do you think has done it, sir?"
inquired Mullins, in deferential derision.

"Ah! that's another matter, my man; but I
can tell you whom I hope to get arrested within
another hour!"

Mullins looked as though he could hardly believe
Lis ears; his jaw, black as a crape hat-band this
morning, fell in front of his grimy collar.

"You're actually thinking of arresting some one
els?"
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"}j'"'-^*hyout permission, Mullins."

lell me who .t ,s. sir, for Heaven's sakel"
.

And with h,s fattest smile Thrush whisperedjn^an ear that recoiied from his words Is Zghthey had been so many drops of boiling oU.

i8i



CHAPTER XIII

Boy and Girl

pOCKET UPTON was able to relieve his
M. soul of one load that morning. Dr. Baum-
gartner had left the school-boy to his soap and
water, taking the newspaper with him; but appar-
ently Pocket had followed him down in quicker
time than the other anticipated. At any rate the
little lady of the house was all alone in the dining-
room, where Pocket found her boiling eggs on
the gas-fire, and had her to himself for several
seconds of which he wasted none. There was
neither grace nor tact in what he said, and his
manner was naturally at its worst, but the peni-
tential torrent came from his heart, and was only
stemmed by the doctor's hasty arrival on the scene.
Miss Platts had not been given time to say a word,
but now she asked My. Upton how many minutes
he liked his egg boiled, and would not let him do
it himself, but smiled when he told her it was
"done to a shake." Dr. Baumgartner, on the other
hand, scowled upon them both until observation
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The callow pL "L solt
""' "'=''"«'''•

o*er during the n^ZnT}^7J:''V[ "'^''

^eflted being distrusted .t u .
" '"'''^ «'

"P to the younHr^ndJ T'V' '^ '"''''"«

He talked to her afout h t
^\'^°'''>''^ "ose.

f.''adthei.';;„t:^to^:^*^^^^^
dining-room for a <»,.« r l-...

"'"^ '"to the

next Lme^tt nS trtT' '" ""^ -"-
form of more becoming suteS '"bT

"""'^'
^ventu,,,,, countenanced a^ame buf

"'^""'''

<'f the time with his back tfAenl '"^"T"eye on the streer Tu u P'^^*" '"d his

well now; they s^emJdf T,'"'?
^'^ ^' «'' -eO'

though h; «aghTh" Ir «''*' °'""^'' «*«'^
and furtive e^fon hTm o 'C

°'"* ^'^ » '"«e

herBapt.-smo7s:;Xy!llf
Sit'"''"?

h«.ea„dTa;th-r5'""-'-'^*'^-'ora

v^-^ofh.£p--t;r"^-^^^^
i should thmt I AiA\" jr.

a httle loyal boastiL 1 I f°''^"'
='"'^ '^'d
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took him by the throat and filled his eye: It wa.
twelve o'clock, and a summer's Saturday. School
was over for the week. Only your verses to do
in your own time, and get signed by Spearman
before you went up to dormitoiy on Saturday
night; but msanwhile, Saturday afternoon! A
match on the Upper, where you could lie on your
rug and watch the game you couldn't play; call-
over at the match; ices and lemon-drinks in a tent
on the field; and for Saturday supper anything
you liked to buy, cooked for you in the kitchen
and put pipmg hot at your place in hall, not even
for the asking, but merely by writing your name
plamly on the eggs and leaving them on the slab
outside! It was not these simple luxuries that
Pocket missed so sorely; it was the whole fuU
life of ups and downs, and no yesterdays and
no to-morrows, that he had lost forever since
last Saturday.

The heavy mid-day meal came in smoking from
the Itahan restaurant, and Pocket was himself
again, as a boy will be; after all, they knew about
him at home by this time, their worst fears were
allayed, and in the end it would all come right
In the end he would be sitting in his own old
place at home, instead of with strangers in an
unknown street; telling them everything, instead

184



^iW .:^ -y^

Boy and Girl
of holding his peace- a„j"d Horace Iiste„^„;';;;/-«cn.„g even F„d
B'umgartncr was Jiste^fn^ ''°"^~'^^<=h a. Dr.

•x^h in his turn
"*'"''«"««'• Pocket did

Baumgartner jumped "VZ ?'"' ''"'""• ^r
outside without hifhat'^

""' '''''^' "^^ «•»

'he shouting was abfu beftT "^ '^"^'^ -''«
to a single raucous word B *pl°"'''

^''' '''^°™

,''"<'-. and she resumed « on'
'"'"'' ~"'<^ "«»

left off before breakfast "" "''^'^ ^^^ ''ad

Of course I forgive vou".I. l-was I began it/" * ^°"' ^^e whispered. "U
"Began what?"

"'«»'> .<.• h. said „.^ !!lrf,
'°'»"«" »

J haven't

"

f hurt you ?'
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"Of courte you didn't."

"But you muit have thought me mad I"
There wa» a slight but most significant pause.
"Well, I never shall again."

"Then you did I" he gasped. Their eyes had
met sharply; both young faces were flooded with
light, and it was much the same light. There
was no nonsense about it, but here was indig-
nant horror on his side and indignant shame on
hers.

"You really are at school?" she whispered,
not mcredulously, but as one seeking assurance
m so many words; and in a flash he saw what she
had diought, what she had been deliberately made
to think, that his beloved school was not a school
at z)\, but an Asvlum!

But at that moment Dr. Baumgartner was heard
bargaining at the gate with one raucous voice,
while the other went on roaimg huskily, "Park
murder-arrest! 'Rest o' de Park murderer!
Park murdsr—Park murder—arrest!" And Pocket
sprang un from the table in a state that swept his
last thoughts clean from his mind.
The girl said something; he did not hear what.

He was white and trembling, in pitiabis case even
to eyes that could only see skin-deep; but the
doctor's step came beating like a drum to him,
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I J.™ ..V. Bu J?.T '7 "?"" ''"' ""»•
«/• out It 8 the usual swinrll.. .L 1.

-e merely hoping to effect an ,r eT J'tht T 'J

the English trwas'errV"*'"' J""""'
•"•'

andrhLa'sgLTemweet"r "
'u''"''"'"^'

Baumgartner fubiecrd 71TT" *'*^" ''"'*'•

scrutiny, and suddelS o^.
'"

"u^"'''"^
bad memon:. It apl«d ,h

"'"'" ''" ''^"

a' the Alben Ha 1 wCe -A "'^ ' ""«"
handsome pai/^n Sa„d 'Wr" P' '"'"»"''

mas were in 1 " '^"e'and (the mverted com-

ecogniuon^of the impromptu pre-
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text for getting rid of her; her uncle called a tax-
icab, and with harsh hilarity turned her off the
premises m the frock she had been wearing all

.,
"/^"'^

Z""^"
"^''J he, returning with a scowl,

what the devil were you two talking abou
while my back was turned?"

tor him, though his heart beat fast.

"What about yesterday?"
"Our scufHe in the other room "

"Is that all?"

^J'No-I found out something; she didn't tell

"What did you find out?"
"That you let her think me mad !"

cried Pocket
in monstrous earnest. He might have laughed
at himself could he have seen his own reproachful
face. But he could have killed Baumgartner foraughmg at him; it did not occur to him that the
laugh was partly one of pure relief.

fory^r'"^
^°""^ '''"°'^'

'"''" "'"" "=='" I ^«°"«

;;You said she would think I was a patient."
txactly! A mental case."

"Vou had no business to make me out mad,"
persisted Ppcket, with dogged valor.
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"Pardon me! I had all fl,» k •

y'orld; and I beg that vou'II
^""'" '" *^

*e illusion as tlforou;hras\rT; " '"""
when I was out T.' ^ . ^ " '^"^ yesterday

-e.hC:o\eat;^eS::'n:S^^°-^«^
w-th an adroit change o^tone ^ r*"^'""'''
young fellow, do try to Zk of l"^^

'"^S°°''

yourself; have soZ It'dellnT "'" '""'"
you have none for me .f"""^°" '^"^ «/ n.ece, if

fo "re'firSf t''
'" ^"" •"- ---<^^

clearly in the wrlg
""^ ^^^ P- gently but

.o:':;Voefrtft^,;it<'He5Wed^^
lunatic ?"

"''^ " associating with a

"She would probably prefer th^ JJof a murderer," was fkl
^"^ *° '''^'^

only of ideas; ^her^-^l j J'u"'''^-
"' 'P'^'

-hanexpressiorrventtst^'l^^f^-^^^
« It's ridiculous in your case Ye/

'\"^'^
for yourself that ntuL ^* y"" ''eard

term in all sobX;^ '" '"' "'"^ *^ ''°"'''

"Ti! 'J^"''
"°'^ *''=" that," returned Pn.tThey've arrested somebodyi"

^°''^"-

^^^I.thought I told you there was no truth in

But Baumgartner had winced for once, and
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the boy hi. . seen it, and his retort was a preco-
cious inspiration.

"That was only to avoid a scene at table, Dr.
Baumgartner!"

"Well, my young fellow," said the doctor, after
one of his wise pauses, "and what if it was?"
"I can't sit here and let an innocent man lie in

prison."

"He won't lie long."

"It's absolutely wicked to let them keep him
at all."

"Nor will they, longer than another hour or
two."

"Well, if they do, you know what I shall do!"
Pocket had never displayed such determination,

nor incurred quite the same measure or quality
of wrath that Baumgartner poured upon him
without a word for the next few moments. It
was a devouring gaze of sudden and implacable
animosity. The ruthless lips were shut out of
sight, yet working as though the teeth were being
ground behind them; the crow's-footed face flushed
up, and the crow's-feet were no more; it was as
though age was swallowed in that flood of speech-
less passion, till the whole man was no older than
the fiery eyes that blazed upon the boy. And
yet the most menacing thing of all was tlie com-
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plete control with which the doctor broke thispregnant silence.

hJ7°«" r\'^T- ^ '"y °**"^"^^- You had
better find a book in the other room till you knowyour own mind again."

Sirs'" *~"^'' "^^ ^-*' ^'^-^H ^^X

It'^^h 1^"" '
''L'"f''

""'^ eive yourself one!
it will be time to think of clearing other peoplewhen they fail to clear themselves^ Ha^e^o e
patience! Think of your own friends, and g"!
them time too.

'

^

If the last allusion was to the lad's letter, duem Leicestershire that morning, it was as happy
as all Baumgartner's last words. If he meant

there was food for thought in the suggestion thaa man of die doctor's obvious capafty was no
die in the boy's best interests. Pocket was made
to feel rather ashamed of himself, as usual; buthe could not forget the concentrated fury of thelook which had not been weakened by infuriati
words; and the recollection remained as'an excu"
as well as a menace, in his mind. He had time
enoughtothmkitover. Dr. Baumgartner smoked
his meerschaum ,„ the gathering shade at the
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back of the house. The school-boy sulked forsome time .n the b.g chair, but eventually took the
doctor at his word about a book.

If it be ever true that a man may be known by
h.s books. ,t was certainly so to ..-e extent •:„ the
case of Dr. Ot,» Baumgartner. H.s libra.y wal
singularly small for an intellectual man wholrote
himself, and a majority of the volumes were in
languages wh.ch no public school-boy could be
expected to .;ead; but of the English books many
were on m.l.tary subjects, some few anthropo-
logica

;
there were photographic year-books and

Psychical Research Reports by the foot or yard

It^ Z Tu ? °^'^ -='''°"'nent of second-hand
books which had probably been labelled "occult"m their last bookseller's list. Boismont on Hallu-

7JIT h" T "*' *""' " ^''^ 'he book forPocket He took the little red volume down, and
read a long chapter on somnambulism, in the bie

tZ, fi !.T 'L
~'"'«"«'' h™- It was some-

thing to find that he was far from being the only
harmless creature who had committed a diabolical
deed m his sleep; here among several cases wasone of another boy who had made an equally
mnocent and yet determined attempt on his own
lather.

^

But there was something peculiar in poor
i-ocket s case, something that distinguished it from
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any of those cited in the book, and he was srill

;Je.a„dhe.andt2:;:n^^^^^^^^^
that h,s s.ster sang at home, when a metallic tattooput a dramauc stop to the conversation.

sta tM^^"
^°""^ P'^P'"' ''"' "°' 'heir elder, were

2m^ "^"Tr ''^'^'" ='''"°« inadvertent tTr
r'eaS t.

''^'^ '"^'^'^'""^^ "« -" before Pok«realzed that u was the first time he had heard itNo letters were delivered af f),,^ k

fo. a me„u„ „f d,^„„ ^^ go, up ^^
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"It's a huge fat man," whispered Phillida on

low to reach their ears in words, and were onlv
.nternapted by the sound of footsteps in a"Sand the perfectly passive closing o/a„ outr andan mner door m quick succession.

He s taken him into tlie dinino rr^^ »
".ured Phimda. "Who can iJrr"""'

""-
Hasn't he any friends ?"

"None who ever come here; n.... of that nameanvwhere, I feel sure " H=,

^^.™..,ro,,"L„fraK-io;s::
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"What?"

„,l^"u?'*^
"^"^ ""'"S ""t ^"th the news,papers while we were at table."

There was a pause. The loot in her eves h,Achanged. It was niir,.l„ „ • ^ ""^
"Wk .

,f.P"'^*'>'P«ne'ratingnow.
Why should it be?" asked P^^i, l-

eyesfalhng.
'""ed Pocket, h.s own

"It's no use asking me. Mr. Upton."
But I don t undersund the question."
Is that true ?"

"No," he muttered; "it isn't."

lool^Tp.'""'"'
°"' " ''"'• "'^ ^^" « -*out

"Mr. Upton," she said, speaking quickly in theundertone they were both LfncLV a^- gyou know now what I thought about you at firsfI won t say what made me; but that was what Ibought but could hardly believe, and nevlr wilagain. It makes it all the more a mysterfyZ^^rbemg here. I can't ask my uncle-L r?i

U

nc>thmg--but there's sometJngt^^^^^^^^

-S"Smf ^-^•"^^--''«-
"My uncle brought you here, Mr. Upton, onAe veo' mormng that thing happened they Cecalling out about to-day. In '^ • /

"^"^
Park. It
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Ae Park he goes so often in the early morning

d^ing points to .t; especially the way he ran out for

pSLre^t^tr^^-^--^^-'
I know the truth."

"About the arrest?"

"Yes; it was quite obvious, and he admitted
It when you'd gone."

-""Tiittea

"Why not before r"
"I couldn't tax him about it in front of you "

he m„„ered looking up and down quickl/u;.
able to face her fierce excitement.

^J can't." the boy said hoarsely; "don't ask

"Then you know who did it. I can see you do "
niere was a new anguish even in her whisper-he could hear what she thought.

^
"It was nobndy you care about," he mumbled

hoarser than before, and his head iower.
'

You don't mean "

She stopped aghast.

"I can't say another word-and you won't savanother to me!" he added, a bitter'break in his
196
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muffled voice. He longed to tell her it had been

word to Baumgartner not to confide in her, andhe did not think that he had broken it yet!
You don t know me," she whispered, and fora moment her hand lay warm in his; "trust mef

I m^your fnend m spite of all you've said^r

Dr. Baumgar«,er might have been ten minutes
getung rid of the intruder; before that he hadbeen first amazed and then relieved to hear the
piano ,n the drawing-room; and that was all his
anx«ous ear had heard of either boy or girl duringh« absence. Yet the boy was noi standing ovefAe piano, as he might have been, for Phillida wasjying to recall one of the concert songs he said
h.s s,ster sang. Pocket, however, was staring out

turned abruptly, aggressively, and yet apprehen-
sively to meet the doctor's.

But the doctor no longer looked suspiciously
from h.m to Phillida. but stood beaming on them
both, and rubbing his hands as though he haddone somethmg very clever indeed.
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CHAPTER XIV

Before the Storm

CUNDAY in London has go. itself a bad nameKJ among those who occasionally spend one at
their hotel, and miss the band, their letters, andhe theatre at n.ght; but at Dr. Baumgartner's
there was httle to d.sunguish the seventh day from
Je other s.x The passover of the postman, thatboon to residents and grievance of the traveller,
was a normal condition in the dingy house of no
address. More motor-horns were heard in the
d.s ance and less heavy traffic; the sound of church

the street door shut, and there was a long period
without PhiUida. until it opened and shulSand m she peeped with her parasol and prfyerl
book, as though they were all quite ordinan. people
without a guilty secret among them I

w.r!;,''' n' p' ^""'^'^ """""S- ^' ^''^ fi"* »ndwarm. Dr. Baumgartner pottered about his un-
tidy httle garden, a sun-trap again as Pocket had
een it first; the Turk's head perspired from in-

ternal and external heat; but its rich yellow, shad-
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ing into richer ,ubum. dashed rad,er mth a r.A

me humane kindlinir of »!,-,
•

.
"'s unaung ot the inexorable eves anA
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Yet these two were together most of the day; ail

three were; and it was a strangely peaceful day,

* *'*y °^ naturai hush, and the cessation of life's

hostilities, such as is sometimes almost pointedly
bestowed before or after a time of strain. It was
a day on which Pocket certainly drew his spiritual
breath more freely dian on any odier since the
dire catastrophe. There were few fresh clouds;
perhaps the only one before evening was the re-
moval of die book on hallucinadons in which
Pocket had becnm' nteresi(.<^ on the Saturday
afternoon. It was no longer lying about the room
as he had left it. There was a gap in its place
in die shelf. The book had been uken away from
him; it made him feel as diough he were back
again at his very first dame's school.

And ihe church bells sci.i Sim back to die school
he was at now! They were more mellow and se-
date dian die chapel bells diere, diat rung you down
die hill at die double if you were late and not too
asdimatical; and Pocket saw and heard himself
puffing up the opposite hill to take his place for
chapel call-over in die school quad. The fellows
would be forming in squads diere now, all in dieir
Sunday tails or Eton jackets as die case might be;
of course Pocket was in tails, diough still radier
proud of diem. The masters, in their silk hoods

200



*\iWm- W.^'

'^"^

Before the Storm

^e*"^t ^t'T"rT"" •" •"•• -'"«'•»

?" was to him, and how unreal th.sSunr
'"' "

'"g. in the sunny room wi"h 1 h ,^ '"°™-

over the bookcasesTd^ .
"!' «"«"^i"g«

of them, and thnf ""''""' '*"•" '" '"«"'

alpaca J",f X-«fT''.T '"*' ""'
'" '""

reservation.
"^ ^'^°"'

'^ *""«'*= P^Hotic

ahogetherdot^r;ou7or^:t:;:1 -^ ^° "^

fellow; there is som'ethin;Tot rtT'T"^especially on a Sunday N° r
''"*'°"'
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we in Germany would not tolerate for a moment;
no postman eveiy hour of the day, and no jail-birds
crying false news down the streets."

Pocket looked for a grim twinkle in the speaker's
eye, but found it fixed on Phillida who had not
looked up. Instinct prompted Pocket to say some-
thing quickly; that he had not seen a postman
there was the actual remark.

"That is because I conduct my correspondence
at my club," explained the doctor. "I give out
no other address; then you only get your letters
when you want them."

"Do you often go there ?" the boy ventured to
mquire, devoutly wishing he would go that after-
noon.

"Not when I have visitors," replied Baumgan-
ner, with a smiling bow. "And I look upon my
patients in that light," he added, with benevolent
but futile hypocrisy, embarrassing enough to Phil-
lida, but not more so than if she had still believed
it to be the truth.

Silence ensued until they were all in the other
room; then the niec; took refuge at her piano,
and this time Pockjt hung over her for an hour
or more. He went through her music, and asked
for eveiything that Letdce played or sang. Phil-
lida would not sing to him, but she had the mak-
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shameful zesf ^n^ •

'^^ **'J"''<' P^e a certain

^».fxir- "s^^r
* -•«.
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would be done at once. Shame and sorrow for
the accident would be his forever; but as for his
present situation, there were moments when Pocket
felt rather like a story-book cabin-boy luxuriously
marooned, and already in communication with the
mam-land.

He wondered what steps had been taken so far.
No doubt his father had come straight up to town;
It was a moving thought that he might be within a
mile of that very room at that veiy moment. Would
all the known circumstances of his disappearance
be pubhshed broadcast in the papers.? Pocket
felt he would have red ears all his life if that were
done; and yet it had hurt him a little to gather from
Baumgartner that so far there was nothing in the
papers to say he had so much as disappeared
That fact must have been known since Thursday
or Fnday. Once it did cross his mind that to keep
It from his mother they would have to keep it out
of the papers. Well, as long as she did not know!
He pictured the blinds down in her room; it

was the hour of her afternoon rest. If he were at
home, he would be going about quietly. Lettice
would be reading or writing in the morning-room,
most probably. Father would be gloating over
his rhododendrons, with a strong cigar; in his last
letter the boy had heard how beautiful they were.
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If he and Fred were not playing tennis. Their
pocket edmon had not to look ve^^ far ahead to

others, to hear h.s own voice telling them of his own

Even Fred ,„d Horace would have to listen toAat! Pocket looked at the long lean figure inthe cha.r. at the eyelids never quite closed, and so
•mparting at once a softening and a sinister effect.He noted the drooping geranium in his button-
hole and gray ash from the Turk's head sprinkling

*
a Jlh

''"'' ""•
.

^' ''""8''^ ** vety phrase!
of a graphic portrait almost to his lips.
Yet if anybody had told the boy he was begin-

ning to gloat over the silver lining to the cloud thathe was un-ler, and that it was not silver at all butone of the baser metals of the human heart, how
indignantly he had denied it at first, how humbly
seen it in the end!

'

When Phillida went off to make the tea her
uncle sought h.s room and sponge, but did not
neglect to uke Pocket with him. Wet wasZgoing higher up to his own room; but Baumgartner
said that would only make more work, in a tone
precluding argument. It struck Pocket that the
doctor really needed sleep, and was irritable after
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a continuous struggle against it. If so, it servedhim right for not trusting a fellow-and for putting
Bojsmont .n the waste-paper basket, by Jove!

Ifiere was no nustaking the red book there; itwas one of the first things Pocket noticed while the
doctor was stooping over his basin in the opposite
comer; and the school-boy's strongest point, be it
remembered, was a stubborn tenacity of his own
devices. He made a dive at the waste-paper basketmeamng to ask afterward if the doctor minded
h.s reading diat book. But the question neverwas asked; the book was stiU in the basket whenAe doctor had finished drying his face; and the

^nrdTar"'^^='^'"«"*°"S'' •'«"'»''

, "I^^
^^^'^ *** """^"^ ^A my young fel-low? mquired Baumgartner-solicitously.

Nothing! ril be all right soon," muttered
Pocket, wiping his forehead and then his hand.

^But Pocket was not going to he down on that

"I do feel seedy," he said, in a stronger voicejmh a new note in it. "but I'm not going to faint.
I m quite well able to go upstairs. I'd rather Uedown on my own bed, if you don't mind."
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H.S own bed! The irony struck him even a»he sa.d the words He was none the less^ os.t down on «; and so fitting he made his first doseexam,nat.on of two or three tiny squares of pape^which he had picked out of the basket in the doctor_s room mstead of Boismonfs book ontlud.

There had been no halludnation about those

own letter to his sister, which Dr. Baumjjartnerhad never posted at aU,
aumgartner

ao;
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CHAPTER XV

A Likely Story

AT that moment help was as far away as it

^ 1. had been near the day before, when Eugene
Thrush was closeted in the doctor's dining-room;
for not only had Mr. Upton decamped for Leices-
tershire, without a word of warning to anybody,
on the Saturday afternoon, but Thrush himself
had followed by the only Sunday train.

A bell was ringing for evening service when he
landed in a market town which reversed the natural
order by dozing all summer and waking up for
the hunting season. And now the famous grass
country was lying in its beauty-sleep, under a
gay counterpane of buttercups and daisies, and
leafy coverts, with but one blot in the sky-Une, in
Ae shape of a permanent plume of sluggish smoke.
But the works lay hidden, and the hall came first;
ari Thrush, having ascertained that this was it,

abandoned the decrepit vessel he had boarded at
the station and entered the grounds on foot.
A tall girl, pacing the walks with a terribly

208



A Likely Story

anxious face was encountered and accosted beforehe reached the house.

"I believe Mr. Upton lives here. Can you tell

^J^::.''
'''"''' I want to see hi.\bout

Lettice flushed and shrank

broie'r
"''' ^°" "'' "'^^ ^°" ^-"'^ "y

••No; not yet," said Thrush, after a pause.

lady I How could you be so sure of me ? Is it

Z^T, *°, ' ^'P* " """«' '"*> •" *« why your
father bolted out of tov,n without a word ?"

Ae shrubs had ears, "only r„ i„ ;, n,Jdse is-„obody fresh-but I guessed, and nlmother was beg.nn.ng to suspect. My father nevermys away a Sunday unless he's out of England
altogether; she couldn't understand it, and was
worry.ng so about him that I wired begging him

ZT^^ TU "u'
'"' *^ "'8ht. SoTs all my

fault. Mr Thrush; and I know everything butwhat you ve come down to tell us!"
"That's next to nothing," he shrugged. "It's

ne.ther good nor bad. But if you can find your
faAer I>,1 tell you both exactly what I have found

.1
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In common with all his sex. he liked and trusted
Letdce at sight, without bestowing on her a passing
thought as a person capable of provoking anywarmer feehng. She was the perfect sisterithat
he Jelt as mstmctively as eveiybody else-and awoman to trust into the bargain. It would

from^l'fi ''""I
""""^*"'?' ^ hide anythingfrom that fine and unselfish face. So he let heflead h,m to a httle artificial cave, lined and pungentwuh p,tch-pme. over against the rhododendrfns.

while she went to fetch her father quietly from the

The ironmaster amplified the excuses alreadymade for h.m; he had rushed for the first train

a ^^"'"'^.u
'"?'''*''* ^'og"™. leaving buta hne for Thrush with his telephone number, inthe hopes that he would use it whether he hadanythmg to report or not.

"As you didn't." added Mr. Upton, in a sdU
aggneved voice. ''I've been trying again and againto nng you up instead; but of course you werenever there, nor your man Mullins either. I wascommg back by the last train, however, and shouldhave been with you late to-night."
"Did you leave the motor behind?"

^

Yes; It '11 be there to meet me at St. Pancras."
it may have to do more than that." ^aid
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---- „, luu soon to tell: but I wa.nV

^Tm'; tT'
" ^°1 "'"'^'^ *"= *'"« a deadsecret, Mr. Upton, and that's why I didn't Zyou up As for your last train. I'd hat waLfto n^eet « m town, only that wouldn't SlveXn

e.se^y'anl^TJlt'''"™^'""--^-^-

say.^rif;^rXt'"^^''^^-'-«-<>

seJ^S^'biyr"'" ' "" "'"' *•"'" '«' -3^ have

"Alive?"
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^J|Ratherl" cried Lettice. the «.ter of th«e

"What kind of interest?"

uiw'"^ ""*'"• '»''»«'i"«been

She looked at her father.

]'I wouldn't let him go," he said. "Why ?"

about""" ^
'"*"' ^""" ^''^ " ""* *° ^ ""'"'

"A fool of a doctor in tovm recommended it

"

'•Did he recommend any particular vessel?"

eJi^'a^
"'''"g ship-the Sn,ngaf>ctam~zn old

tast Indiaman the/ve turned into a kind of float-
ing j.ospual. I wo-Udn't hear of the beastly

"Do you know when she was to sail ?"
I did know," said Lettice. "I believe it was

just about now."

"She sailed yesterday." said Thrush impres-
s yely; "and your brother, if it was your broL.
talked a good deal about her to this man. He
told h,m all about your having always been infevor of K, Miss Upton, and his father not. I'm

t:e"nihrb:^'
^'"'"'' ^^ ^^-^^

"
-^ "-
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prevent Te oelcrs f
!'"« •''"""'"' """

•''"°V
"! ». L

""" n°fcing this

day. and only h "s LTni • ^ " '"°''' '""^ Th""-
pened since ^„T l« 7 ".'" '^''" ''« »»?-

German scientist of some d^Scw"^"""-

"There wa's sol'S^^^^^^ <-'-'' Pn^^:

the very first man I M .'
*'^~""«. ^r he was

«ome hours soone^U bufl
^''/"" ""'' '"•"

them getting to know
''"*

J.
P^^'^'^d to spend

I tried his'nrarest"r 7 """"^ "^ --•
-as a chemist who SX; f'"'^"^inines! One
and had neve heard of 1 ''''" ^' ^'«'"'

•nembered being asled for' HeT^"'
''^ -

"3
hy an elderiy
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gentleman lait Thur$day morning! That abso-
lutely confirmed my first su.picion that Baum>
gwtner himself was not the asthmatic; if he had
been, the nearest chemist would have known all
•bout him. Yet he had gone to the nearest chem-
ist firstl

"The nearest butcher was next door; but he
was so short about Baumgartner that I scented a
true-green vegetarian. It was a false scent. Mr.
Upton; not to mention the baker and the candle-
suck-maker, there's a little restaurant in the same
row, which was about the fifth place where I began
by asking if they knew where a Dr. Baumgartner
lived m that neighborhood. The littl'. Italian boss
was all over me on the spoti The worthy doctor
proved to be his most regular customer, having
all his meals sent in hot from the restaurant in
quite the Ittlian manner. I don't suppose you
see how very valuable this was to me. Germans
love Italy, the little man explained; but I said that
was the one point on which I should never yield
to Germany—and I thought I was going to be
kissed across the counter! It seems the good
doctor hves alone with his niece (not always even
her), and keeps no servants and never entertains.
Yet on Friday, for the first time since the arrange-
ment was made, the old chap went to the restau-
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day night!

"

* ^"" '° "' "^ '»>« Thur,-

It was the bold course butt
„/'^'°""''^""-

I lunched at my leisTrL ^a^ f,''^
"'^'^^ ?='>"'•

«»'e friend keeps andaf,
"!,'"'"' ^'"'"" -^

saw the docto7?i: e,f T;;r'."'"
'-"'' -"J

door-Iwishl'dseentorelfh "'T °r^'' ""=W unde at o„ce. andTbet^d^o "a?''"^''"*'on an urgent matter H ^ " '"'"view

moment we were alone I3 ^7" ^' '"'^ ""
Doctor, who you bouTht th^ T"' '° ''"°'^'

for last -hursdayr ^ '"'""" °«»'«tes

tHen?ad;:j^lt,;to;''"- unduly; «,

'•f
cate case In ha^d rd^TTouTLlt'' ' ^'"^

solve as heart-breat.n^ ^ ""* " ""ay

handled.' It wa
^

" • u"^?'^ "* ^'^ -"
^- I belie': Tn thTtIrt f H

«^"'^"'^'"

whetheramaniso„e'orn«""'**'°"^'™'-
Well, his face had lit up. and a very fine face
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it is; it hadn't blackened for the fifth of . second;and yet I had a disappointment in store. Td
ell you h.s name with all my heart,' he said, 'only

I don t really know it myself. He said it was

"A A U
'"~5"" handkerchiefs were marked

''Tony's initials!" cried Ton/s father.
But u never was Tony under a false name."

hjs^^ter vowed. "That settles it for me. Mr.

"Not even if he'd got into some scrape or ad-
venture. Miss Upton .?"

^J^He would never give a name that wasn't

••Suppose he felt he had disgraced his name?"My brother Tony wouldn't do it!"
He might feel he Jiadf"

"He might," the father agreed, "even if he'ddone no such thmg; in fact, he's just the kind ofboy who would take an exaggerated view of some
*'ngs. H.S mmd went back to his last talk with
Horace on the subject.

thfT^'^n
'"'^''' ^''' •'" ^''^ '•'"'"^ » do some-

thing,shall we say, unworthy ofyou all ?" Thrushmade the suggestion with murh delic?-y

LettS'"
^

''""'^ '*''"'' '"'*' ''° "•'' *^'''"^^ '«y»'
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hear."
"" ""'^ *at you ought to

P«i"«>fp<»r Poet.,', „?,,?" ™»«—«P » .

when he awoke that h
*'"' «>nversat.on

earnest. " '^'^ "^^"^«= work began in

"nL?^::^bre^,"'-i;-"'Von..th
the hand-and Z. JfeifV: ''''

'l!'"

""^

scrufF of their dirty necks_T„i ^ ^^f* ^^ *«
bottle by the ha.V •'

""^ "^'^ °^'^ '"'g Har-

^nl^i^t^^^^^^^tfjr"^'^"^''^"^-'
-•t was enough toS h

"'^''' '^^ ='«'""''

of his mind."^
'""-^^ '« "^nd J""! out

-IdX^/,t;r<^''-<^onethat."re.
which he w.rL;:„:,;:r/.!!r^ ^p-'--

'antly called upon to expl;

J^l
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"What are you keeping back?" cried Lettice

usual aplomb It was a surprise he sprang on

stZor^M ''n^^
" ^" P'°''=>^'3' surprise^;

Oil more, Mr. Upton. You may not believe it.I m not certam Aat I do myself. In the morninghe had spoken of the Australian voyage as thoaiyou d opposed it but withdr^wn yL'r oppos^n
T^ne „,oment. ,f you don't mind! In the even-ing he suddenly explained that he was actuX-hng m the Senr.gapatan,, that his baggagTZ
£:1fg;:;^"'>'-^''^-^^^-^o»^^-If

"I don't believe it, Thrush."
"No more do I. father fnr , • i •

Tony, of all people!"
' ' ' ""^'^ '"''^«-

Thrush looked from one to the other with asomewhat disingenuous eye. "I don't sa^TLgeAer accept ,t myself; that's why I kept it to i"end, he explamed. "But we must balance theposs.W..es against the improbabilities, neve £
"'g Mght of the one incontestable fact that the

tn a'V^fr'"''^
''^'•''P^^^''''- And here' aman, a well-known man, who makes no secret of
2l8
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tells me. tha/;hT f„nL' """• ^'"^ '^°«-
»nd easily checked: L^^TT!^ """'^ 1"'«^tly

ently
u„i„,peachable andZw ^f

^'^^ ^PP""
are we not? He w,.

"""^'^ested witness, or
thing, offering to shTw T' *^''P«"' «^o- eve^
*e boy. and'eve'rerasTb?" "'"^ ''^ '""""^

factory i„ any way IflT
^'' "=•«"« »' """ds,

care to hear Dr. Baumgartnt'/lT'' ^°" "^^
has happened."

^
"'^"'J' as to what

Lettice shook her heaA ;„
observed. "Well 1 !!

" ''™"'' ''« Mr. Upton
fellow had to^i Tv^ " "'" '^^' '^^^^ 'the
him for taking p^-tToro'ur t,""""

^' S"'^'""' to

'ast who saw hi^he °
J°^'

'"'^ ''^ ^''^ the
that we shouldn"gue,s" ^ "' "^" ^'""^thing

"Exactly!" exclaimed Eugene Thr. .. «.
««• at any rate he now SslI^"''^''

^'''^^'

hu.ld up a pretty definitely ^V^^'/^T-
"

of facts supplied by me. He dLnlt
'^""/^^t.on

had come up to see a doc^r and h
"'^^ ''°^

lodging for the night- he unT .?" ''^"''*'' a
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a sort of mild spree—if Miss Upton will forgive
me!" And he turned deferential lenses on the
indignant girl.

['I don't forgive the suggestion," said she; "but
It isn't yours, Mr. Thrush, so please go on."

"It's an idea that Dr. Baumgartner continues
to hold m spite of all I was able to tell him, and
we musn't forget, as Mr. Upton says, that he was
the last to see your brother. Briefly, he believes
the boy did meet with some misadventure that
night in town; that he had been ill-treated or intiir
idated by some unscrupulous person or persons;
perhaps threatened with blackmail; at any rate
imbued with the conviction that he is not more
sinned against than sinning. That, I think, is
only what one expects of these very conscientious
characters, particularly in youth; he was taking
something or somebody a thousand-fold more seri-
ously than a grown man would have done. Afraid
to go back to school for fear of expulsion, ashamed
to show his face at home! What's to be done ? He
thinks of the ship about to sail, the ship he hoped
to sail in, and in his desperation he determines to
sail in her still-even if he has to stow away I"
"My God!" cried Mr. Upton, "he's just the

one to think of it. His head was full of these
trashy adventure stories!"
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But Lettice shook hers quietly.

"To think of it, but not to do it," said she, with
a quiet conviction tJ.at rather nettled Mr. Thrush

But really. Miss Upton, he must have done
something, you know! An-' he actually talked
to Dr Baumgartner about t. fs; not of doing it
himself, but of stowaways in general, a propos of
his voyage; and how many pounds of biscuit and
how many ounces of water would cariy one alive
into blue water. There's another thing, by the
way! He told Baumgartner the ship touched no-
where between the East India Docks and Mel-
bourne; he wouIJ 5 out of the world for three
whole months."

"And she only sailed yesterday?" cried Mr
Upton, coming furiously to his feet. "And you
let her get through the Straits of Dover and out
to sea while you came down here to tell me this
by inches ?"

Thrush blinked blandly through his port-hole
glasses.

"I'm letting her go as far as Plymouth," said
he, where one or both of us will board her to-
morrow if she's up to time!"
"You said she didn't touch anywhere between

the docks and Melbourne?"
"No; your son said that, Mr. Upton, and it
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was his one misuke. They don't usually touchbut a «,n of one of the OM^ers happenTto hat'gone round i„ the ship to Plymouth for tie tripI ^t u first from an old boatswain of AeSwho s caretaker at the office, and the only ma„

sin K TT' ^'''''^''y »'«"'«'»; but I'vesince bearded one of the partners at his plaLdown the nver. and had the statement confirmedand amphfied. One or two passengers are onlv

s^ni"bef"
"''"°"*' ^''^ ce^in^wS

sail agam before tt^morrow noon, even if she'sAcre by then. You will be in ample time to

12.15 from Paddmgton to-night."
The ironmaster asked no more questions- thatwas good enough for him. he said? and :!« off

con^ f ' *° •"" ^''^' ^^' *« ""easingconfidence of one gradually mastering the difficu"!ues of an uncongenial game. He felt also that ahappy issue was in sight, and after that he couldell the truth and liberate his soul. He 4^1-^etically sanguine of the solution vicariLrp^"
pounded by Eugene Thrush, and prepared to^
with dismay and chagrin if he had not been su^consciously prepared for something worse It
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Miss Uol""^ ''™I'
•'' *" ^'^'''' °^ '°

''•''•'-'••eve,M.S Upton; my pb .s to prove things one way or'

anJtV? *l"
^°" J"" """^ *'"8 ''°' yo" guid-

"I never 'new such a thing on this hne before "
he con,pla.ned; "it's all the harder luck, for'l
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never was on such an errand before, and it'll

just make the diiFerence to me."
"You'll have time," said Thrush, consulting

his watch as the train showed signs of life at last.

"Not for what I want to do," said Mr. Upton
firmly. "I want to shake that man's hand, and
to hear from his own lips about my boy!"
"I'm not sure that you'll find him at home,"

Thrush said, after a contemplative pause.
"I'll take my chance of that."

"He said something about their both going
out of town to-day—meaning niece and self. I

heard her playing just before I left, and that
seemed to remind him of it."

"Well, Thrush, I mean to risk it."

"And losing the train ?"

"I can motor down to Plymouth; there's plenty
of time. I might take him with me, as well as
you?"

^tter," said Thrush, after another slight pause.
"I'd rather you didn't count on me for that trip.

Mr. Upton."
^

"Not count on you ?"

"One of us will be quite enough."
"Have you some other case to shove in front

of mine, then.?" cried the ironmaster, touched on
the old raw spot.
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"I shouldn't put it like that, Mr. Upton."
Allnght! I'll take your man Mullins instead;

but I II try my luck at that German doctor's
hrst, he growled, determined to have his own
way m something.

"I'ln afraid you can't have Mullins," said
Inrush gently.

"Want him yourself, do you ?"

"I do; but I'm afraid neither of us can have
him just now, Mr. Upton."
"Why not ? Where is he ?

"

Thrush leant across as they swam into the
lighted terminus.

"In prison."

"In prison I Your man Mullins?"
"Yes, Mr. Upton, he's the man they arrested

Park ff

•°"»'""'''°°" °f """P^'^ty in this Hyde
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Malingering

POCKET had put the fragments of his poor
letter together again, and was still poring over

those few detached and mutilated words, which
were the very ones his tears had blotted, when
there came a warning chink of tea-things on the
stairs. He was just able to thrust the pieces back
into his pocket, and to fling himself at full length
on the bed, before Dr. Baumgarnter entered with
a tray.

"There, my young fellow! This will make a
man ofyou

! Then we shall see you yourself again
by supper-time."

^^

"I'm not coming down again," said Pocket.
"Don't force me, please."

"Force you?" Baumgartner cocked a keen
eye at the open window. "What a tyrant you
would make me ouM On the contrary, I think
you show your wisdom in remaining quiet. Per-
haps you would be quieter still with the window
shut—so—and fastened to prevent it rattling. I
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will open it when I come up again. There shall
not be a sound in the house to disturb you."
And he took to tiptoes there and then, gliding

about with a smiling stealth that set Pocket shiv-
ering on the bed; he shivered the more when an
admirable doctor's hand, cool and smooth as steel,

was laid upon his forehead.

"A little fever, I'm afraid! I should get right
into bed, if I were you. It's nothing to be alarmed
about,much less astonished; you have been through
so much, my poor young fellow."

"I have indeed!" cried Pocket, with unguarded
bitterness.

And Baumgartner paused between the foot of
the bed and the door.

"But there's one consolation for you," he said
at length, in a sibilant whisper. "They've had
that letter of yours at home quite a long time now
—ever since yesterday morning, haven't they?"
The bed shook under Pocket when the door

was shut—he only hoped it was not before. Up
to the last minute, he felt quite sure that Dr.
Baumgartner, suspicious as he was, had suspected
nothing of the discovery downstairs behind his
back. If he himself had betrayed anything it was
in the last few seconds, when it had been all that
he could do to keep from screaming out his knowl-
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edge of the other's trickery. To play such a trick
upon a Iiroken-hearted boy! To have the heart
to play iti No wonder he felt feverish to that
wicked hand; the wonder was that he had actually
lain there listening to the smooth impostor gratui-
tously revelling in his imposition!

Rage and disappointment seized him by turns,
and both together; at first they bit deeper even
than the fear of Baumgartner—a fear felt from
the beginning, and naturally redoubled now.
Disappointment had the sharper tooth: his letter
had never gone, not one of his people knew a thing
about him yet, his tears had not drawn theirs, they
had not hung in anxious conclave on his words!
Not that he had recognized any such subtle con-
solaoons as factors in his temporary and compara-
tive peace of mind; now that they were gone, he
could not have said what it was he missed; he only
knew that he could least forgive Baumgartner for
this sudden sense of cruel and crushing disappoint-
ment.

The phase passed, for the boy had the tem-
perament that sees the other side eventually, and
of course ti.ere was something to be said for the
doctor's stratagem. He could understand it, after
ail; the motive was not malevolent; it was to re-
lieve his mind and keep him quiet. The plan
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had succeeded perfectly, and nobody was really
any the worse off. His people would have known
he was alive and well on the Friday; but that
was all, and they had nc reason yet to assume
his death. No; even Pocket came to see that
his letter had been more of a relief to write than
it could have been to read; that, indeed, it could
only have aggravated the anxiety and suspense at
home. Yet there was in him some fibre which
the deliberate deception had fretted and frayed
beyond reason or forgiveness. He saw all there
was to be said about it; he could imagine Baum-
gartner himself putting the case with irresistible
logic, with characteristic plausibility, and all the
mesmeric wisdom of a benevolent serpent; but
for once, the boy felt, he would not be taken in.

It was not coming to that, however, for he had
quite decided not to betray his knowledge of the
fraud—if only he had not already done so!

His fears on that score were largely allayed by
Baumgartner's manner when at length he returned
with another tray; for nothing could have been
more considerate and sympathetic, and even fa-
therly, than the doctor's behavior then. Pocket
had never touched his tea; he was very gently
chidden for that. Obstinately he declared he did
not want any supper either: it was true he did not
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want to want any, or another bite of that man's
bread, but he was sony as soon as the words were
out. It was against his reasoned policy to show
temper, and he was beginning to feel very hungry
besides. The doctor said, "You'll think better of
that, my young fellow," which turned a mere
remark into more than half an absolute resolution.
The second ttay was set with a lighted candle on
a chair by the bedside. The boy eyed it wistfully
with set teeth, and Baumgartner eyed the boy.

"Is there anything you could fancy, my young
fellow?"

"Nothing to eat."

"Is there any book?"
"Yes," said Pocket, without a moment's pre-

meditation. "There's the book I was reading
yesterday."

"What was that?"

"Some Frenchman on hallucinations."

"So you were reading that book!" remarked
the doctor, with detestable aplomb. " I wondered
who had taken it down. It is a poor book. I
have destroyed it."

"I'm sorry," said Pocket, and tried to look it
rather than revolted.

"I am not," rejoined Baumgartner. "Even if
it were a good book, it is no book for you. at the
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present time. It is morbid to dwell on what is
done and over."

"If it is over," murmured the boy.
"It is over!" said Baumgartner fiercely
"Weil," said Pocket, "I'm glad I read what

he d got to say about somnambulism."
"Why?"
Pocket did not say it was a satisfaction to have

done anything in spite of such a despot as his
questioner. But he did say it was a comfort to
know that others besides himself had committed
terrible deeds in their sleep.

"But," he added, "they always seem to have
dreamt the dreadful thing as well. Now, the funny
thing IS that I remember nothing until the shot
woke me and I found myself where you saw me."
"I'm glad you find it funny!"
The sneer seemed strangely unworthy of a keen

intelligence; the increased asperity of Baum-
gartner's manner, and his whole conduct about
a harmless book, altogether inexplicable.
"You know what I mean," replied the boy with

spirit.

"Yes, I know what you meani You mean to
go out of your mind, and lo do your best to drive
me out ofmine, for the sake of a technically human
hfe less preaous than the average dog's I"
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And, much as it puzzled him, there was certainly

something more human about this sudden out-

burst than in anything Dr. Baumg?rtner had said

since the scene between them in the bedroom be-

low. He even slammed the door behind him when

he went. But Pocket preferred that novel exhibi-

tion, for its very heat and violence, to the sleek

and calculated solicitude of the doctor's final visit,

with pipe and candle, when the one by the bed-

side had burnt down almost to the socket.

"My young fellow!" he exclaimed in unctuous

distress. "Not a bite eaten in all these hours I

Do you know that it's nearly midnight?"

"I'm not hungry," replied Pocket, lying glori-

ously for once. "I told you I wasn't well."

"You'll be worse if you don't force yourself to

eat."

"I can't help that."

"Well, well!" said the doctor, instead of the

objurgation that seemed to tremble for an instant

on his lips. He replaced between them the oval

hook of clear amber enclosing the thin round one

of black nicotine, and he puffed until the cruel

carved face was hotter and more infuriate than

ever, under the swirling smoke of mimic battle.

To the boy it was all but a living face, and a vile

one, capable of nameless atrocities; and the hard-
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frozen face of Baumgaitner was capable of look-
ing on.

"Well, well! If I am to have you ill on my
hands It's my own fault. I take the responsibility
for everythmg that has happened since the very
first moment we met. Remember that, my young
fellow! I took the law into my own hands, and
you I took into my own house for better or worse.
You weia worse then, remember, and yet I took
vou m! Is it not strange that your asthma has
entirely left you under my roof? Does it not lead
you to believe in me, my young fellow—to trust
me perhaps more than you have done?"

It did not. Pocket was not going to lie about
that; he held his tongue stubbornly instead. He
still believed in his own explanation, derived from
one of his many doctors, and moreover already
mentioned to this one, of the sudden cessation
of his chronic complaint. He hated Baumgartner
for forgetting that, and pretending for a moment
to take any credit to himself. That again was
not worthy of so cool and keen a brain, much less
of the candid character with which Pocket had
supposed himself to be dealing. The very young
are pathetically apt to see their own virtues in
those whom they trust at all; but the school-boy's
faith in Dr. Baumgartner had been shattered to
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its base; and now (as sure a symptom of his youth)

he could see no virtue at all.

"You must trust me again," said Baumgartner,

as though he knew what he had forfeived. "I
know what will do you good." "

"What i'" asked Pocket, out of mere incredulous

curiosity.

"Fresh air; some exercise; a glimpse of the

beautiful town we live in, before another soul is

about, before the sun itself is up!"

Pocket hardly knew what made him shudder

at the proposition. It might have been the poig-

nant picture of thut other early morning, which

came before him in a scorching flash. But there

was something also in the way the doctor was
bending over him in bed, holding his pipe nearer

still, so thnt the two dreadful faces seemed ofequal

size. And Baumgartner's had become a dreadful

face in the boy's eyes now; there was none among
those cruel waxworks to match it in cold intellect-

ual cruelty; and its smile—^its new and strange

smile it must have been that made him shudder

and shake his head.

"But, my young fellow," urged the doctor, "it

will do you so much good. And not a soul will

see us so early, early in the morning!"

Again that insinuating smile inspired a horror
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of which the boy himself could have offered no
satisfactoiy explanation, especially as there was
much to commend the proposal to his mind. But
his face was white enough as he moved it from
side to side on the pillow.

"I tell you I'm ill," he whimpered. "How can
I_go out with you, when you see I can't eat a

Baumgartner gave it up for the night. He was
coming back in the early, early lovely summer's
morning; then they would see, would they not?
Pocket had a last wave from the hideous mee^.
schaum head, and a nod from the other. He was
alone for the night. And he meant to be alone
next morning when the doctor took his early alk-
let him prowl by himself. Pocket was not going
with him. He had never been more determined
about anything than that. It was an animal in-
stinct of fear and deep revulsion, an impulse quite
distinct from a fur:her determination to slip awaym his turn a,-; soon as the coast was clear On
this course he was equally decided, but on other
and more palpable grounds. Baumgarmer had
broken his side of their treaty, so the treaty was
ton, up with the letter which had never gone.
And Pocket was going instead of his letter-going
straight to his people to tell them all, and have
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that poor innocent man set free before the day

was out.

The night's immunity was meanwhile doubly

precious^ but it had been secured, or rather its

continuance could only be assured, at a price which

he wondered even now if he could pay. He was

a growing, hungry boy, no longer ailing in wind

or limb. Distress of mind was his one remaining

ill; the rest was sham; and distress of mind did

not prevent him from feeling ravenous after fasting

ten or eleven hours. Here was food still within

his reach, even at his side; but he felt committed

to his declaration that he could not eat. If the

tray were still untouched in the morning, surely

there could be no further question of his going out

with Baumgarmer; but there was an "if." The

boy was not used to being very stem with himself;

his strongest point was not self-denial. Much of

his moral stamina had been expended in nightly

tussles for mere breath; he had grit enough there.

But his temperament was self-indulgent, and that

he triumphed over positive pangs only shows the

power of that rival instinct not to accompany the

doctor a yard from his door.

Yet it meant more hours with the food beside

him than he could endure lying still. He got up

inch by inch, for he knew who lay underneath; and
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he opened the window, which Baumgartner had
broken h.s promise to open, by even slower
and more abonous degrees. He leant out as he
had done that first morning, it might have been a
month ago; and this scene must have challenged
comparison with that, had his mind been even as
tree from dread and terror as it had been then.
But all he saw was the few remaining lighted
wmdows m the backs of those other houses; he
could not have sworn there was a moon. The
moon poured no beam of comfort on his aching
head; but the lighted windows were as the open
eyes of honest men, who would not see him come
to harm; and the last rumble in the streets was a
taint but cheering chorus for lonely ears.
Once a motor-horn blew a solo near at hand,

and docket half recognized its note; but he did
not connect it with quite another set of sounds,
which grew but gradually on his ear out of the
bowels of the house. Somebody was knocking andnngmg at the doctor's door, not furiously, but
with considerable pertinacity. Pocket was thrilled
to the marrow just at first, and flew from the
open wmdow to the landing outside his door. The
house was in perfect darkness, and still as deathm the patient intervals between each measured
attempt to rouse the inmates without disturbing
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the street. It came to Pocket that it must be

Baumgarmer himself, gone out for something

without his key; and the boy was about to run

down and let him in, when he distinctly heard the

retreat of feet down the front steps, and then a

chuckle on the next landing as the doctor closed

his bedroom door.

Who could it have been ? Baumgartner's chuckle

suggested the police; but in that case it was the

boy upstairs who was going to have the last laugh,

though a grim one, and very terribly at his own

expense. He could not close an eye for thinking

of it, and listening for another knocking and ring-

ing down below. But nothing happened until the

doctor returned between five and sbc, still with his

meerschaum pipe, still in his alpaca jacket, but

wearing also the goUin hat and cloak of their first

meeting, to renew and intensify the animal fear

that glued the boy to his bed.

"It is a pity," said Baumgartner, standing at

tl^e window which Pocket had left open. "The

air is like champagne at this hour, and not a cloud

in the sky! It would do you more good than lying

there. It is you who are making yourself ill. If

I thought you were doing it on purpose"—and

his eyes blazed—"I'd feed you like a fowl!"

"It's so likely that I should do it on purpose,"
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muttered Pocket, with school-boy sarcasm. His
eyes, however, were purposely closed, and they
had missed the old daggers in Baumgartner's.

"You know best," said the doctor. "But you
are missing the morning ofyour life! Not a cloud
in the sky, only the golden rain in my little garden.
I suppose you have not learnt what the golden
rain is at your public school ? You English call

It laburnum; but we Germans have more imagi-
nation, thank God!"

Pocket did not open his eyes again till he had
gone; next instant he had the door open too, and
the doctor's step was creaking down the lower
flight of stairs. Once more Pocket ventured out
upon the landing, not quite to the balusters; he
trusted to his ears as before. They told him the

doctor had gone into his dark-room. His heart

sank. It was only for a moment. The dark-
room door shut sharply. The steps came creak-

ing back along the hall, went grating out upon
the doorstep. There was another sharp shutting.

Food at last!

It was neither very nice nor half enough for a

famishing lad, that plate of cold mixed meats from
the restaurant, with a hard stale roll to eke them
out. But Pocket felt he had a fresh start in life

wktn he had eaten every crumb and emptied his
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water-botde. Nor was he without plan or purpose
any longer; he was only doubtful whether to knock
at Phillida's door and shout good-by, or to leave
her a note explaining all. Baumgartner would be
out for hours; he always was, on these early jaunts
of his; there would almost be time to wait and say
good-by properly when the girl came down. She
would hardly hinder him a second time, and he
longed to see her and speak to her again, especially

if that was to be the end between them. He did
not mean it to be the end, by any means; but any
nonsense that might have been gathering in the

school-bo/s head was, at this point, more than
rudely dispelled by the discovery that Dr. Baum-
gartner had removed his clothes I

Pocket swore an oath that would have shocked
him in a school-fellow; it was a practice he indeed
abhorred, but decent words would not meet such a
case. It was to be met by action, however, just

as that locked door had bwn met, and the police-

man's prohibition in the Park. He knew where
his clothes must be. He slipped his overcoat,

which he was using as a dressing-gown, over his

pajamas, and ran right dovmstairs as Dr. Baum-
gartner had done not many minutes before him.
His clothes were in the dark-room. But the dark-
room door had a Yale lock; there was no forcing

240



m::^

Malingering

it by foot or shoulder, though Pocket in his pauion
tried both. So round he went without a moment's
hesitation to the dark-room window by way of the
l^•Je conservatory. The blind was drawn. That
mattered nothing. He went back for a plant-pot,
and smashed both it and a sheet of ruby glass with
one vicious blow.

Entry was simple after that; he had only to be
careful not to cut his hands or feet. Inside, he
removed the broken glass, closed the window, and
let the blind down as he had found it, without
looking twice at his clothes. There they were for
him to carry upstairs at his leisure. They were
not his only property in that room either. His re-
volver was there somewhere under lock and key.
He might want it, waking, if Dr. Baumgartner
came back before his time.

It was easily located; of the lockers, built in
with the shelves on the folding d^ors, only one
was actually locked, and the revolver was not in
the others. Pocket went to his waistcoat for one
of those knives beloved of school-boy?^, with the
hook for extracting stones from hoofs, among other
superfluous implements. Pocket had never used
this one, had often felt inclined to wrench it off
because it was hard to open and in the way of the
other tools. But he used it now with as little
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hesitation ai he had done the other damage, widi

almost a lust for breakage; and there was his

revolver, safe and sound as his clothes.

It had been honored with a place beside a rack

of spec'al negatives', at least, there were other

racks, m the other lockers, not locked up like that;

and there was no other treasure that Pocket could

see. He had his hand on his own treasure, was

in the act of taking it, trembling a little, but more

elated, as he stood in a ruby flood only partially

diluted by die broken window behind the blind.

At that moment there came such a tl:under of

knuckles on the door beside him that the revolver

caught in the rack of negadves, and brought the

whole lot crashing about his toes.
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'TPHE unscei. f-nu^i^ies t^newed their assault
J. upon the uj k-rooin door; and Pocket wa-

vered between its Yale lock, which opened on
this tide with a mere twist of the handle, and the
broken red window behind the drawn red blind.
Escape that way was easy enough; and if ever one
could take the streets in pajamas and overcoat,
with the rest of one's clothes in a bundle under
one's arm, it was before six o'clock in the morning.
But it was not a course that vanity encouraged in
an excited school-boy with romantic instincts and
a revolver which he perceived at a glance to be
still loaded in most of its chambers. Pocket was
not one of nature's heroes, but he had an over-
whelming desire to behave I.I:e one, and time to
feel how he should despise himself all his life if
he bolted by the window instead of opening the
door. So he did open it, trembling but deter-
mined. And there stood Phillida in her dressing-
gown, her dark hair tumbling over her shoulders.
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"It's you!" she cried, taking the exclamation

out of his mouth.

"Yes," he said, with a gust of relief; "did you

think it was thieves?"

"Isn't it?" she demanded, pointing to the

broken window visible through the blind. Then

she saw his revolver, and drew back an inch.

"He took this from me," said Pocket. "I had

a right to it. Take it if you will!"

And he offered it, in the best romantic manner,

by the barrel. But Phillida was too angry to look

at revolvers.

"You had no business to break m to get it,"

she told him, with considerable severity.

"I didn't! I broke in for my clothes; he took

them, too, this morning before he went out.

They're what I broke in for, and I'd a perfect

right; you know I had! And while I'm about it

I thought I might as well have this thing, too. I

knew it was in here somewhere. It was in there.

And I'm glad I got it, and so should you be,

because you and I are in the house of one of the

greatest villains alive!"

The words tumbled over each other with quite

hereditary heat. They were all out in a few

seconds, and the boy left panting with his indig-

nation, the girl's eyes flashing hers.
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"I begin to diink my uncle was right," said she.
"This is the act of what he said you were, if
anything could be."

I'
He lied to you, and he's been lying to me!"

"He may have been justified."

"You wait tiU you hear all he's done! I don't
mean taking my revdver from me; he was justified
in that, if you like, after what I'd done with it.

He may even have been justified in uking away
my clothes, if he couldn't trust me to keep my
word and stay in this awful house. But diat isn't
die worst. He encouraged me to write a letter
home, to my own poor people who may think me
dead " '

"Well ?"

There was more sympathy in her voice, more
anxiety; but his was breaking with his great grief
and grievance.

"He took it out himself, to send it to die General
Post-Office to catch the country post. So he said

;

and I was so grateful to him I On Saturday morn-
ing he said they must have got it; he kept on say-
ing so, and you don't know how thankful I was
every time! But yesterday afternoon I found
scraps of my letter in the waste-paper basket in
his room, he'd never posted it at all!"

Phillida looked shocked and distressed enough
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at this; her liquid eyes filled widi sympathy as

they gazed upon the wretched youth.
" I'm a fool to blub about it—but—but that was

the Limit!" he croaked, and worked the poor

word till it came distinctly.

"It was cruel," she allowed. "It must seem
so, at any rate; it does to me; but then I under-

stand so little. I can't think why he's hiding

you, or why you let yourself be hidden."
" But you must know what I've done; you must

guess?"

The revolver was still in his hand; he gave it a

guilty glance, and she looked from it to him with-

out recoiling.

"Of course I guessed on Saturday." There
was a studious absence of horror in her tone.

"Yet I couldn't believe it, imless it was an accident.

And if it was an accident
"

"It was one!" he choked. "It was the most
absolute accident that ever happened; he saw it;

he can tell you; but he never told me till hours

afterward. I was nearly dead with asthma; he

brought me here, he was frightfully good to me,
I'm grateful enough for all that. But he should

have told me before the accident became a crime!

When he did tell me I lost my head, and begged

him to keep me here, and afterward when I came
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to my senses he wouldn't let me go. I needn't
remmd you of that morning! After that I prom-
.sed to stay on. and I'd have kept all my promises
If only my letter had gone to my poor peoplel"
He told her what a guarded letter it had been,

only written to let them know he was alive, and
that with the doctor's expressed approval. Butnow he had learnt his lesson, and he was going to
play the game. It was more than ever the game
w.d, that poor fellow lying i„ prison for what he
had never done. And so the whole storv would
be in to-morrow's papers, with the single exception
ot Ur. Baumgartner's name.
"Nothing shall make me give that." said Pocket

vabantly
;

on your account, if not on his
!

"

Philhda encouraged his new resolution without
comment on this last assurance. She had stooped,
and was picking up the unbroken negatives and
putang them back in the rack; he followed her
example, and collected the broken bits, while she
put dte rack back in its place, and certain splinters
in theirs, until the locker shut without showing
much damage. Pocket was left with the frag-
mentary negatives on his hands.
"I should throw those away." said Phillida.
And now, by the time you're ready to go, I'll

have a cup of tea ready for you."
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They faced each other in the rosy light, now

doubly diluted by the open door, and Pocket did

not move. He wanted to say something first, and

he was too shy to say it. Shyness had come upon

him all at once; hitherto they had both been like

young castaways, finely regardless of appearances,

he of his bare feet and throat, she of her dressing-

gown and her bedroom slippers. She was un-

conscious or careless still, as with a brother; but

he had become the very embodiment of mauvaise

honte, an awful example of the awkward age; and

it was all the fault of what he suddenly felt he

simply must say.

"But—but I don't want to leave you!" he

blurted out at last.

"But I want you to," she returned promptly

and firmly, thou^ :iot without a faint smile.

It was leaving her with a villain that he minded;

but he could not get that out, except thus bluntly,

nor could he denounce the doctor now as he had

done when his blood was up. Besides, the man

was a different man to his niece; all that redeemed

him went out to her. Pocket did not think he was

peculiar there; in fact, he thought romantically

enough about the girl, with her dark hair all over

her pink dressing-gown, and ivory insteps peeping

out of those soft slippers; especially when the
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vision was lost forever, and he upstairs making
himself as presenuble as he could in a few minutes
But .t seemed she was busy in the same way, and
she took longer over it. He found the breakfast
thmgs on the table, the kettle on the gas-stove
but no PhiUida to make the tea. He LlTZl
help w,shmg she would be quick; if he was going,Ae sooner he went the better, but he was terribf;
divided m h.s desires. He hated the thought of
deserting a comrade, who was also a girl, and such
a girl! He could only face it with the fixed in-
tention of coming back to the rescue of his heroine,
he the hero of their joint romance. But for hisown immediate freedom he was already unheroi-
cally eager. And yet he could deliberately fit the
broken negatives together, on the white table-cloth
partly to pass the time, partly out of a boyish
bravado which involved little real risk; for the
doctor had not yet been gone an hour; and a loaded
revolver IS a loaded revolver, be it brandished byman or boy. '

The piecing of the plates was like a children's
puzzle, only easier, because the pieces were not
many. One of the reconstructed negatives was
of pamiul interest; it reminded Pocket of the fatal
one smashed to atoms by Baumgarmer in the pink
porcelam trough. There were trees again, only
leafless, and larger, and there was a larger figure
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sprawling on a bench. Pocket felt he must have

a print of this; he remembered having seen print-

ing-frames and tubes of sensitized paper in the

other room; and hardly had he filled his frame

and placed it in position, than Phillida ran down-

stairs, and he told her what he had done.

"I wish you hadn't," she said nervously, as

she made mechanical preparations with pot and

kettle. "It would only make matters worse if

my uncle came in now."

"But he wasn't back on Friday before ten or

eleven."

"You never know!"

Pocket spoke out with a truculence which his

brothers had inherited, but not he, valiantly as

he might try to follow a family example.

"I don't care! I can't help it if he does come,

I'll tell him exactly what I've done, and why, and

exactly what I'm going to do next. I give him

leave to stop me if he can.'"

"I'm afraid he won't wait for that. But I

wish you h; d waited for his leave before printing

his negativs."

Pocket jumped up from table, and ran to the

printing-frame in the sunny room at the back.

He har been reminded of it only just in time. It

was a rather dark print thaf he first examined, one

half at a time, and then extrarted from the frame.
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It was meshed with white veils, showing the joins
of the broken plate. But it had been an excellent

to hold Pocket rooted to the carpet in the surny
room, unt., p^Mz came in after him. and stood
lookmg over his shoulder.

"I know that place!" said she at once. "It's
Holland Walk, in Kensington."
He turned to her quickly.

"The place where there was a suicide or some-
thing not long ago?"
"The very place!" exclaimed the girl, looking

up from the darkening print. "I remember my
uncle would take me to see it next day. He's
always so interested in mysteries. I'm sure that's
the very spot he showed me as the one where it
must have happened."
"Did he take the photograph then ?"
"No; he hadn't his camera with him."
"Then this is the suicide, or whatever it was I"

cned Pocket, in uncontrollable excitement. "It's
not only the place; it's the thing itself. Look at
that man on the bench!"
The girl took a long look nearer the window.
How horrible!" she shuddered. "His head

^ooks as though it were falling off! He might be
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"Dying or dead," said Pocket, "at the very

Mcond the plate was exposed I"

She looked at him in blank horror. His own

horror was no less apparent, but it was naore

understanding. He had Baumgartner's own con-

fession of his attempts to secure admission to

hospital death-beds, even to executions; he ex-

pounded Baumgartner on the whole subject,

briefly, clumsily, inaccurately enough, and yet with

a certain graphic power which brought those in-

credible theories home to his companion as forcibly

as Baumgartner himself had brought them home

to Pocket. It was the first she had ever heard of

them. But then he had never discussed his pho-

tography with her, never showed her plate or print.

That it was not merely a hobby, that he was an

inventor, a pioneer, she had always felt, without

dreaming in what direction or to what extent.

Even now she seemed unable to grasp the full

nigniiicance of the print from the broken negative;

and when she would have examined it afresh,

there was nothing to see; the June sunshine had

done its work, and blotted out the repulsive picture

even as she held it in her hands.

"Then what do you think ?" she asked at last;

her voice was thin and strained with formless

terrors.
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"I think that Dr. Baumgartner has the .tran«.t
power of any human being I ever heard off he
can make you do anything he likes, whether you
like It yourself or not. The newspapers have
been rakmg up this case in connection with-
mme-and I see that one theory was that the man
in this broken negative committed suicide. Well
If he did, I firmly believe that Dr. Baumgartner
was there and willed him to do it

!

"

"He must have been there if he took the photo-
graph."

*^

"Is there another man alive who tries these
tilings ? I ve told you all he told me about it, but
I haven t told you all he said about the value of
human life."

"Nor need youf He makes no secret of his
opinion about that!"

"Then put the two things together, and where
do they lead you ? To these murders committed
with the mad idea of taking the spirit in its flight
from the flesh; that's his own way of putting it
not mine."

' r 6 .

"But I thought your case was an accident Dure
and simple?" ^

"On my part, certainly; but how do I know
he couldn't get more power over me in my sleep
than at any other time ? He saw me walking in
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The Camera Fiend

my sleep with this wretched revolver. He said

himself I'd given him the chance of a lifetime.

You may be sure he meant before that poor man's

death, not after it."

"It isn't possible," declared Phillida, as though

she had laid hold of one solid certainty in a sea of

floating hypotheses. "And I know he hasn't a

pistol of his own," she added, lest he should

simplify his charge.

But there they were agrefd.

"He hadn't one on him that morning; that I

can swear," said Pocket, impartially disposing

of the idea. " Mine was the only one in that cape

of his, because I once jolly nearly had it out again

when he came back into the room. There was

nothing of the sort in his other coat, or any-

where else about him, or I couldn't have helped

seeing it.'

Phillida accepted this statement only too thank-

fully. She beamed on the boy, as if in recognition

of a piece of downright magnanimity toward an

enemy whom she could now understand his regard-

ing in that light. If only he would go before the

enemy returned! If her uncle had such a power

over him as he himself seemed to feel, then that

was all the more reason for him to go quickly.

But Pocket was not the man to get up and run
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Uke that. Perhaps he enjoyed displaying his
bravery on the point, and keeping his companion
on tenter-hooks on his account; at any rate he
insisted on finishing his breakfast, and gave further
free expression to the wildest surmises as he did
so. And yet he was even then on the brink of a
discovery which was some excuse for the wildest
of them all, while it demanded a fresh solution of
the whole affair.

He had been fingering the recovered weapon in
his pocket, almost fondling it, though with mingled
feelings, as the Prodigal Son of his small posses-
sions; suddenly it leapt out like a live thing in his
hand, and clattered on the table between the girl
and boy. It was a wonder neither of them was
shot dead in his excitement. His whole face was
altered; but so was his whole life. She could not
understand his incoherent outburst; she only knew
that he was twisting the chambers round and
round under her nose, and that there appeared
to be live cartridges in all six.

^^
"Don't you see.?" the wo. as came pouring.

"Not one of them's been fired—it's as I loaded it

myself the other night! It can't have been this
revolver at all!"

"But you must have known whether you fired
or not?"
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" I tell you I was walking in my sleep till the row
woke me. I'd only heard it once before, in a

room. It sounded loud enough for the open air,

though I do remember wondering I hadn't felt any
kick. But I was so dazed, and there was this

beastly thing in my hand; and he took it from me
in such a rage that of course I believed I'd let it

off. But now I can see I can't have done so. It

wasn't my revolver and it wasn't me!"
"Yet you say yourself my uncle didn't carry

one?"

"I'll swear he didn't; but there's another man
in all this! There was the man they arrested on

Saturday—the man I was so keen to set free.

"

The boy's laugh grated; he was beside himself

with righteous joy. What was it to him that his

innocence implied another's complicity? Only
too characteristically, he saw simply the central

fact from his own point of view; but was it such

an undoubted fact as he hot-headedly supposed ?

There was the broken negative to confirm a certain

suspicion, but that was not enough for Phillida.

She asked if he had no more cartridges, and he

said he had a few loose in his waistcoat pocket;

he had thrown away the box.

"Then my uncle might have put in a fresh one

while you were asleep."
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"Why should he?"
"I don't know, but it sounds quite as possible

as the other.

•Til soon tell you if he did!" cried Pocket.
There were fourteen in the box to start with,

because I counted them, and we only shot away
one at the Knaggses' before we were cobbed.
Ihat left thirteen-six in the revolver and seven
in my pocket. There are your six, and here's
one, two, three, four—and three's seven!"
He swept them over the cloth like crumbs, for

her to count them for herself, while he looked on
with flammg cheeks and wagging tongue. He
was beginmng to see what it all meant now, but
sal only what .t meant to him and his. He could
look his people in the face again; that was the
burden of h.s loud thanksgiving. He was as sure
of his mnocence as though the dead man had risen
to prove It.

"Very well." said Phillida briskly; "then it's
all the more reason you should go this minute, and
catch the very first train home."
And in her sudden anxiety to see him safely off,

she was for helping him on with the overcoat he
had brought down again with his bag; but he
followed her out slowly, and he would not turn
his back.
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"I can't leave you now," he said; and she knew

that he saw it from her side at last.

"Why not?"

"Because the whcle thing's altered! I'm not

going to leave you with a man like that!"

So Pocket, without a moment's thought either

for her immediate feelings or the ultimate con-

sequences to himself; and yet with an uncon-

scious air of sacrifice more wounding than his

actual words. She would have flung opin the

door and ordered him out, but he got his back

to it first. So her big eyes blazed at him instead.

"You're very kind!" she cried. "But suppose

I don't believe a word you say against my uncle

behind his back?"

"I shall wait and say it to his face. That's

another reason for waiting."

"Do you think you're the person to judge him

—a boy like you?"

"I don't say I am. I only say that print
"

" How do you know he took the negative ?"

"I don't, but
"

"But you jump to conclusions like a baby!"

cried the girl, too quick for him in following up a

confusing advantage. "I never heard anybody

like you for flying from one wild notion to another;

first you say he must have made you fire, though
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you own you were walking in your sleep with a
loaded revolver, and then you're sure you never
hred at all, simply because you find the revolver
fully loaded after days and days! Then yoa find
a photograph that needn't necessarily be what we
thought It, that my uncle needn't have taken even
It It was; but you jump to another conclusion
about him, and you dare to speak of him to me
as though you knew every horrid thing you choose
tothmk! As ifyou knew him and I didn't! As
If he hasn't been kind and good to me for years
and years-and kind to you-far too kind "
The strained voice broke, tears were running

down her face, and in it and them there was more
sincerity. Grief, and not anger, was the well of
those bitter tears. And it was in simple suppli-
cation, not imperiously any more, that she pointed
to the door when speech failed her.
The boy's answer was to go close up to her

instead. "Will you come with me?" he asked
hoarsely.

She shook her head; she was past surprise as
well as mdignation; she could only shake her headMy people would be as good to you as ever
he v<ras, urged Pocket extravagantly. "They'd
understand, and you'd stay with us, Phillida!
lou might live with us altogether!"
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She smiled veiy faindy at that.

"Oh, Phillida, can't you see that they'd do
anything for you after all we've been through
together? And I, oh! there's nothing I wouldn't
do if only you'd come with me this minute! I

know there's a train about ten, and I know where
we could borrow the money on the way. Come,
Phillida, get on your things and come away from
all this horror!"

He had gone on, even into details, encouraged
by the tolerance or apathy which had allowed him
to go on at all. He took it for indecision; but,
wiiatever it was, she shook it off and declared
once for all that she would never leave Dr. Baum-
garmer, even if everything was true about him,
and he as mad as that would make him out.

"But he is!" cried Pocket, with most eager
conviction. "That's the only possible explana-
tion, and you'd believe it fast enough if you'd
heard all he said to me that first night, and been
with me in the dark-room when he developed his

negative of the man he said I shot! You'd see
how it all fits in, and how this other negative this

morning simply shows he was at the bottom of
that other affair as well I Of course he's mad ; but
that's the very reason why I can't go and leave
you with him."
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"He would be as he's always been to me."
"I believe he would," said honest Pocket.
"Then why don't you go away and leave us ?"
Because I can't."

" Because you won't!

"

"Very well, because I won't and never will!
But, mind you, it'll be your fault if anything
happens to either of us after this!"

He only meant it as a last argument, though
he did resent her fatal obstinacy, and all the obli-
gations which it impo ed upon himself He stood
chained in fetters of her forging, as it were to the
stake, but he was prepared to stand there like a
man, and he did not deserve the things she said
to him in a fresh paroxysm of unreasonable vn-ath.
He might be a baby, but he was not a complete
coward, or simply trying to make her miserable,
as she declared; neither, on this occasion, was he
thinking only of himself But PhiUida seemed
suddenly to realize that, for she broke off with a
despanng little cry, and ran sobbing up the stairs.
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A Third Case

IN days to come, when the boy had schooled

himself not to speak of these days, nor to

let his mind dwell on their mystery and terror,

it was as a day of dark hours and vivid moments

that he remembered the one which Phillida and

he began alone together in her uncle's house.

Those endless hours were either mercifully for-

gotten or else contracted to an endurable mini-

mum; but the unforgettable moments would light

themselves up in his memory without a detail

missing.

There was their first encounter at the dark-

room door, and Phillida standing all but bare-

foot in the ruby light, with her glorious hair about

her shoulders, a picture that could never fade.

Then there was the moment of the incriminating

print, which the sun wiped out even as Phillida

stood with it in her hands. That moment merged

itself in the greater one of his discovery that the

revolver was fully loaded, his inspiration that
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neither it nor he had done the fatal mischief i„

(she who would keep him the time before!) and
he entreating her to come with him, and neither
giving way an i,..h, sc diat they quarrelled justwhen they should have stuck together, a:.d she
ran away m tears, and he stayed below in a glow
ofanger which dissolved his fears like snow in May

n^'if,.'^*'
beginning of a black hour and

more. Ph.ll.da was never to be forgiven, then;
he was staymg there at his peril, staying absolutely
on her account, and so far from giving him the
slightest credit for it, or a single word of encourage-
ment, she said all sorts of things and was off before
he could answer one of them. It was not for
docket to see the many ironies of that moment,
and not for him to recognize the to.iic property
of his heroic grievance. He ..aid only see him-
self at the foot of those stairs, first gnashin.> his
teeth and not sorry he had made her cry, then
sitting down with his eye on the front door, revolverm hand, to await the click of the doctor's key
pother click was to answer it; and at the point
of the cocked revolver Baumgartner was to have
made a clean breast of his crimes, not only to
the giant-killer at the foot of the stairs but to the
girl he meant to call to witness with her own ears.
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Pocket saw himself a desperate character just

then, and one not incapable of desperate action

had the climax only come at once. But he had

more than an hour of it a!jn»i at his post; he had

a whole hot forenoon of unmitigated suspense, of

sickening alarms from tradesm>«n's carts, boys

whistling past the house as though they were not

in a wicked world at all, and then a piano-organ

that redoubled his watchfulness, and spoilt some

tunes for him forever. Once he did hear sham-

bling feet on the very steps outside. Once was

quite enough, though it was but an advertisement

for cast-oflF clothing (and false teeth) that came

fluttering through the letter-box. Pocket was left

in such a state that he would not have backed

himself to hit the door from the suirs; and he put

the chain on it, thinking to interview the doctor

over that, in the manner of old Miss Harbottle.

So it happened that the first significant sound

was entirely lost upon him, because he was

listening for one so much nearer at hand, until

Phillida ran downstairs and almost over him

where he sat.

He got up to make way stiffly, but a g^lance as-

sured him that the quarrel was over on her side.

The great eyes were fixed appealingly upon him,

but with a distressing look which he had done
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nothing to provole. Not before then was heaware of another daet between newsboy. losing

a:T;\ir"''-^'''-'^"«-''°^-<.owj

"I do now."

"Do you hear what it is?"

^^'^Something fresh about the murder," .aid he

"No; it's another one," she shuddered. "Can'tyou hear? 'Ai^other awful murder!' Now they're«aymg something else."
wmeyre

"No more can I."

"I'll open the door."
She opened it on the chain as he had left it.That did not help them. The shouting had passedthe end of the.r quiet road. It was dying awayagam m the distance. ^^ ^

"«;Z"'"'i.f
°"' '""' ^' °"*''" "•«» Phillida.

borne well-known man!"
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"You're not thinking of the doctor, surely ?"

"I don't know! I can't think where he is."

"But you're worse than I am, if you jump to

that!" said Pocket, smiling to reassure her. He

did not smile when she had run out as she was;

he had shut the door after her, and he was waiting

to open it in a fever of impatience.

Dr. Baumgartner had left the house before six

o'clock in the morning; now it was after twelve.

If some tragedy had overtaken him in his turn,

then there was an end to every terror, and for him

a better end than he might meet with if he lived.

The boy remembered Him who desireth not the

death of a sinner, and was ashamed of his own

thought; but that did not alter it. Unless his

fears and his surmises were all equally unfounded,

better for everybody, and best of all for Phillida,

if this criminal maniac came to his end without

public exposure of his crimes. Pocket may have

misconceived his own attitude of mind, as his

elders and betters do daily; he may have been

thinking of his own skin more than he knew, or

wanted to know. In that case he had his reward,

for the murdered man was not Dr. Baumgartner.

Phillida's first words on returning were to that

effect; and yet she trembled as though they were

not the truth.
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' the school-boy asked sus-

"Who was it, then?'
piciously.

"Sir Joseph Schelmerdine."
'So he was the well-known man!"

andhethoaghtthSVe
,Te"::rdr^^^^^^^g-er himself in one of his Ht^e S ratSa:!Pocket was not sure about this, but he mendoned

"Did the doctor know him ?"

pean'^dln^r^"'^
'" '^ '''°"S''' "- ^ ^uro-

"Why?"
"I can't tell you. It was something to do withpol ncs and gold-mines, and some financial Zr1 never understood." F-per.

sJa:h^etro::^f-''-''-^.-^^-gHter
•Td rather you didn't." she said.

"TWetr ''
'"'""'''"^ ^°" '''•"^"'^ ^"'-^ •"«•"

"I shall know it sooner or later."

thintr V ^'*" ""'"• '""' I ''""^ what you'll

b?wlJ°"'"^^^^"^-''«^-«''e.an;s"j;

267

F C,
r

i



r viM^.

The Camera Fiend

There was a pause between the sentences, and

in the pause the boy found the paper at his feet.

There was no need to open it at the place; it was

so folded already, the news standing out in its

leaded type, and more of it in the late comer.

Sir Joseph Schelmerdine, Bart., M. P., the well-

known proprietor of the Money-maker, had been

shot dead in front of his house in Park Lane. The

murder had been committed in the early hours of

the morning, before anybody was about except Sir

Joseph and his groom, and the person whom the

groom described as the only possible murderer.

The man had just seen his master mounted for

the early morning ride, and had left him in con-

versation with a photographer representing himself

as concerned with the press, and desirous of ob-

taining an equestrian photograph for his paper.

The groom thought it was to be taken in the Park,

and was himself on his way back to the mews when

tha riderless horse overtook him. Mounting the

animal, he had galloped round to find Sir Joseph

dead m the road, and no trace of the "photogra-

pher" but a false beard and spectacles which he

had evidendy discarded in his flight, and which

unfortunately precluded a close description of his

appearance. But a hue and cry had been started,

and it was believed that the criminal was still in

hiding in the immediate neighborhood, which was
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direction of responsible officers from Scotland

Such was the news which the young «rl had

lt™ht "d ^'r"«
" ''" ^--P-- Sh had

nextr K
' '" '^'"^ " ^y '''"'^^"- And thenext thing he remembered was finding her quite.nsensible in the big chair in the back foom.

'

The afternoon was a blank broken by no moremoments such as these. It was a period of ddnusery and gnawing dread; but the pair saw eachother Arough it, they were not divided any mo"Now they hstened for his step no longer. buTf"mo^e newsboys ctymg his capture toVe worldAnd m the hours that they spent thus listeningand l«tenmg. the girl had much to say. thaH

t J"
««x| to "y. about this Dr. Baumgart^er«jhe had known and almost loved him'inAe

Lovable, however, he had never been, thoughmore than good and kind to her for all that Hehad never taken her into his life, or entered intohers, ,n the many ,.ars they had been more S
from her mother, whose elder sister he had mar-ned soon after the Franco-Prussian War, and lostsoon after marriage. He must have been Ltded
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in England many years before Phillida's mother,
herself an Englishman's widow, came to keep
house for him. The girl could not remember
her father, but her mother had lived to see her in
her teens, and in her lifetime Dr. Baumgartner
had seemed much as other men. It was only of
late years that he had withdrawn from a world in
which he was justly honored, and buried him-
self ever deeper in his books and his photographic
experiments. His niece had never known any-
thing of these; he had told her nothing, and she
had always gone in awe of him. But he had sent
her to school, he was going to send her to college,
he had only just given her six months in Switzer-
land. It was during those months that all his
eccentricities had become pronounced; that he
had given up servants, and taken to doing half the
work of the house himself, with the casual aid of
charwomen, and saving the other half by having
the meals in from a restaurant. Phillida had no
influence with him in these or any other matters.
She only blamed herself for not having realized the
change in him and done more to save him from
himself He had done so much for her, whatever
madness might have overtaken him in the end;
her own kinsfolk so much less, for all their opulent
integrity. Nothing could make her forget what
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he had done. She never could or would desert
hnn; a was no use asking her again; but she
took her callow champion's hand, and wrung it
with her final answer, which was unaccompanied
by further prayers for his departure.

^

And Pocket could understand her now, though
It was no consecutive tale that he heard, but a
very chaos of excuses and extenuations, regrets,
suppositions, and not always relevant recollec-
tions, of which he had to make what he could in
his own mind. What he made was a narrative
so natural that he could not believe it was the life
story of a murderer. His own convictions be-
came preposterous in his own eyes. What had he
been thmking about all day? Was that the way
a murderer would behave? Was this the way a
murderer would live, in these surroundings, v^th
those books about him, with that little billiard-
table ,n the next room? Had those waxen mur-
derers in the garish vault lived ordinary lives as
well ? Pocket had only thought of them as com-
muting their dreadful deeds, yet now he could only
think of Baumgarmer as living this ordinary life
The mood passed, but it would recur as sure as

Philhda thought of something else to be said for
Dr. Baumgarmer; it was the creature of her feeling
for him, and of the school-boy's feeling for her!
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If he could have convicted himself of the fatal

of all blood-guilriness whatsoever, in thatfrTnv

sake that afternoon. But with every hour of1Ws absence suspicions muldpL Phil
ready to recall symptoms of incipient insanity asinstances of personal kindness; if one Io« ^.'!

The laburnum by the wall was shaking vic'-ntlvPounng .ts golden rain into both garln^aS
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the bush benead, it looked alive; a tall figure roseout of It, and came creeping toward the little
conservatory bent double, and brushing the soilf om h.s clothes as he advanced with long and
stealthy str.des. It was Dr. Baumgartnerf in acap pulled down over his eyes, and the old alpaca
jacket. He had a newspaper parcel under hisarm.

The boy and girl were in the dark angle betweenAe window and the door; but it was only com-
parative darkness, and Baumgartner might have
seen them; they were clasping hands as they shrankaway from him with one accord. But he did not

r™ u°u%*"r ." ''"• ^^ "^^'^^^^ himself, as
though he found it a relief to stand upright, andmore mould trickled from his garments in the act-he took off the alpaca jacket, and shook it as one
shakes a handkerchief. There could have been

.f he had a h,p-pocket there was none in Aat. for
his gaunt figure stood out plainly enough in the
nuddleoftheroom. There was still the newspaper
parcel; he had put it down on one of the walnut-
Ubles.^ He now removed the paper; it fell at
Pocket s feet, a newspaper and nothing more; and
nothmg had come out of it but the stereoscopic
camera, but that either watcher could detect.
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And he passed through the room without takine
the least notice of either of them, whether he saw
them or not; and they heard him go upstairs and
Shut the door, and then his footsteps overhead.

1 II go up and tackle him at once," said Pocket
through his set teeth; but Phillida would not hear
of It.

"Nol I must go first and see if there's nothing
i can get him; he mayn't have had anything all
day. TTiere's no need for you to come at all—

I

believe he's forgotten all ;.bout us both!"
"Not he!" whispered Pocket, as the door opened

overhead. "Here he comes!"
He could not help gripping his revolver as the

stairs creaked again under Dr. Baumgartner; he
ftad gripped it more than once already with the
hand that was not holding Phillida's. The doctor
was rommg down in a huny, as though he had
indeed forgotten something. But he passed the
open drawing-room door; they saw him pass, jing-
hng a bunch of keys, and never so much as glanc-
ing m on the way. It was the dark-room door
he opened. Now he would find out eveiythingi
I hey heard a match struck, and saw the faint light
turn into a strong deep crimson glow. The door
shut. The children stood listening in the dark
Running water and the chink of glass; the tap-
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ping of a stoppered bottle- »k-
dark slide; thesV stLvS "'^"'"8 ''^ *«
followed as thourfe w'

^°""^' P^^tograper

labored breat^S th^oS L*^-r
°'

IS—there t is—there it ;, t " • j T ,
^^^^ "

Ac conclusion of the fitt ;;^i °'Al'"^^«-omen, interminable LZ en^s ."^.^

a ^b- "t/r '"'""'" ^"''^ **> ^"'J voice, w th

iii;;er;sK:^.=«"*-es;,..*
of the negative as Sir ttErroir'""^again; and then he wondered if^^ u

'^P'"
straight into the rack Zt^, l^/r', ""^

age to the locker had been discovtred'at itt h"never knew Tk» j
vctcu at last. He

showedtr a Jo^enr^tr'"
'''' ''' ^'ow

out. The dooTsr behi' I T"'''
^'" '^-^

again he passed ie drSto^:,"-/"--'
-^^

without looking in. AnJZT ' ' ^^''^

stairs bore no resemhT f^"^ ""P °" '''^

come hurrvC dZ ^'' '" *' ''"^ ^'"'^^ ''ad

"I „ ^'"S down not many minutes before
I-ustgotohim!"saidPhil,idainbtL
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undertones, and her grief communicated itself to

the other young sympathetic soul, for all the base
fears he had to fight alone. Personal safety, little

as she might think of it, was the essence of her
position as opposed to his; and he was of the type

that thinks of everything. She left him listening

breathless in the dark. And in the dark she found
him when at length she returned to report the

doctor busy writing at his desk; but a pin's head
of blue gas glimmered where there had been none
before, and a paper which had been trodden under-
foot now rustled in Pocket's hand.

"Does he know I'm here I" he asked.

"I don't think so. We never mentioned you.

I believe he's forgotten your existence altogedier;

he began by looking at me as though he'd forgotten

mine. He says he wants nothing except time to

write. He seems so strange—so old I"

Again the break in her voice and again the

boyish sympathy in his. "I wonder if something
would be any comfort to you ?"

"I don't think so. What is it ?"

"Something I saw in the paper he brought in

with him. I lit the gas while you were upstairs."

Phillida turned it out again without comment.
"Nothing that you saw can make any di£Feience

to me," she sighed.
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ItJunUdo. What difference doe. it make?

"You said he was?"

"bmlhJifl^' ""J^'-g •« A»t." .he .aid;

bet^rTf a man H
'" ^ « make it any

IfW. I n*
"" '"omplice in hi. crime.?If he s guilty at all. it make, it all the wor« "
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The Fourth Case

THE boy and girl sat long and late in the open

window at the back of the house. The

room would have been in darkness but for a flood

of moonlight pouring over them. The only light

in the house was in the room above, and they only

saw its glimmer on the garden when a casual cloud

hid the moon; but once Pocket had crept out into

the garden, to steal a look at the lighted window

itself; and what be saw was the shadow if a huge

bent head smoking a huge bent pipe, and dense

clouds of shadow floating up the wall and over

the ceiling.

It seemed hours since they had heard footstep

or other sound upstairs or anywhere. There had

been a brisk interval—and then an end—of more

or less distant hansom-bells and motor-horns.

There was no longer even a certain minute inter-

mittent trembling of trifles on the walnut-tables,

to which Pocket had become subconsciously accus-

tomed in that house, so that he noticed its absence
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Xhl^l"^"
*'"« '"'"'• ^' ''" " though AewMe town wa. « re.t. and Ae ninnel. under the^wn and every .ingle .oul above or below groundbut du..e two white face. i„ the moonlight, andperhaps one other overhead.

Pocket wondered; it wa. «, long .ince a .inrie

. al out and look up again. Phillida was against
t; perhap. she wa. wondering too. Pock« a.usual, saw what he did see so very vivMly

"

wasted
""^"^'"^ '*'''"* 'h" followedwas Ae longest conversation they had that nl.ht.

rocket fetched his overcoat on tiptoe, and it iust

re'dTal'"*
'""' ''?''''" '"- *' <=Swere drawn as near together as they would go.

wil^T. ;"•' ^"^''' ^" brimming%ver
with moonhght from wall to wall. The unkemnl^ass ,«>ked p„e and ghostly, like the ^kinT^me monstrous wolf. The moon rolled high .„Ae sky. and clouds flew above and below the moolvaj.ng m pace as well. Yet it was a still S"'and Pocket d.d not think that he had brokenThe
sdjness. unul the door burst open behind "he^and B ^^^ ^^^^^^ ^.^ ^^^

.

aloft The w.ck was turned too high, the flame
^79



iM

The Camera Fiend

ran up the chimney in the draught, and for an
instant a demoniac face flared up behind it. Then
the chimney cracked, and fell in a tinkling shower,
and the doctor was seen whirling a naked tongue
of fire about his head. The boy drew back as the
lamp flew through the open window, within an
inch of his nose, and crashed upon the path out-
side.

The trio stood without a word in the moonbeams;
but the doctor was breathing hard through his
teeth, like a man wrestling with himself; and at
last he laughed sardonically as though he had won.

A lamp like that's a dangerous thing," said
he, with a kind of forced solemnity and a shake
of the head; "You never know what may happen
when a lamp does that! I'm alad the window was
open; it didn't go very near my young fellow. I
hope?"

And he took Pocket playfully by the ear, but
pinched It so hard that the boy could have
screamed with pain.

"It would have served you right," continued
die doctor, before Pocket could find his tongue,
for sitting up so late, and keeping a young lady

uuZ.^V l'^'^
'° ^^" y"" ~n,pany. Come,

i'hilhda! I shall have another word with you
young fellow."
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The Fourth Case

The two words to the girl were in a difieient
key from all the rett. They were tolerant, con-
aliatoty, tenderly persuasive. The rest was suavely
sinister; it m;. le her hesitate; but Pocket had the
presence of mind to bid her a cheery good-night,
and she went, closely followed by Baumgarmer.

Posted once more at the open door, the boy
heard Baumgartner on the next flight, soothing and
aflTectionate stiU, allaying her fears; and his own
surged into his throat He looked wildly about
him, and an idea came. He opened the front
door wide, and then stole back through the con-
servatory into the moonh^t. He heard Baum-
gartner coming down before he gained the garden.
He tore to the end of it, and cowered in the shadow
of die far wall.

The doctor came running into die moonlit room,
but not for a minute; it looked as diou^ he had
run out first into die road. In die room he lit die
gas, and Pocket saw him have a look in all die
comers, but hardly die look ofa seeker who expects
to find. Some long moments he stood out horribly
at die open window, gazing straight at die spot
where die fugidve crouched a few inches out of die
moonlight and hugged die revolver in his pocket.
He seemed to see nodiing to bring him out diat
way, for he closed diat window and put out the
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gas. The trembling watcher heard the front door

shut soon after, and saw another light in Baum-

gartner's room the minute after that, and the blind

drawn down. But on the blind there lagged a

doud-cappted shadow till the doctor's pipe was

well in blast.

There were no more shadows after that. The

moon moved round to the right, and set behind

the next house. The sky grew pale, and the light-

ed blind paler still, until Baumgartner drew it up

before putting out his light. Pocket was now too

stiiF to sdr; but it was not necessary; the doctor

had scarcely looked out. There was a twitter of

sparrows all down the road, garden answering to

garden. The sun came up behind Pocket's wall,

behind the taller houses further back. And Baum-
gartnei' reappeared at his window for one instant

in his cap.

The front door shut again.

Down the garden ran Pocket without the least

precaution now. There was a gravel passage be-

tween the tradesmen's entrance, on the detached

side of the house, and the garden wall. This pas-

sage was closed by a gate, and the gate was locked,

but Pocket threw himself over it almost in his

stride and darted over into the open ro<iC.

Ji.st then it was a perfectly empty road, but for
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agaunt black figure stalking away in the distanceAn overwhe m.ng curiosity urged the boy to fdlowbut an equal dread of detection kept him cower;in gate-ways, until Baumgartner took d^e Z" ^
past the shops without a bfckward^fe ^oTe!

next. So the spasmodic chase continued over a

SnTm^tra^UeT% ^.^
^'•"--

-nd,andonc:r^;ttwe^:t^i^t^
the man's shadow; for half the streets w«e rakedwjA level sunlight, but the other half were addt

h us"ef ";S
;""g-f •!g''-t the gaps between!

is ever the K -T'
'^"^''- ^''^ ^"^P^" *a„IS ever the case by n.ght or day. because this wasneither one nor the other, though the sun waup to make the most of dust, dir^%nd emJSnrs/

K?=z:;ed^ef--;r-

SSi:i^-;-;;---excuse:^a
Pocket drew back to let it pass, without lookin.tWKe at the car itself, which indeed was disced
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out of knowledge in the promiscous mire of many

counties; but the red eyes behind the drivers,

goggles were not so slow. Down went his feet on

clutch and brake without a second's interval; round

spun the car in a skid that tore studs from the

tires, and fetched her up against the curb with a

shivered wheel. Pocket started forwird with a cry;

but at that moment a ponderous step fell close be-

hind him; his arm was seized, and he was dragged

in custody across the road.

"Your boy, I think!" cried one whom he had

never seen before, and did not now, being locked

already in the motorist's arms.

"When did you find him?" the father asked

when he was man enough, still patting Pocket's

shoulders as if he were a dog.

"Only last night when I wired."

"And where?"

"In the house where you and I couldn't make

ourselves heard."

The school-boy flared up darough all his emo-

tion.

"Why I never saw you before this minute!"

"Well, I've had my eye on you, more or less, for

a day or two."

"Then why didn't you wire before ?" demanded

Mr. Upton, quite ready to mask his own emotion
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with a litde heat. "I did„> get it till after nineo dock-too late for the evening train-but Iwasn t going u waste three hours with a fortv-
horser eating its head off! So here I am, on myway to the address you gave."

"It was plumb opposite Baumgartner's. Imounted guard there the very night you left Hecame out twenty minutes ago, and your boy after

"But what does it all mean. Thrush? What
on earth were you doing there, my dear boy .?"

Ihe notes of anger and affection were struck
in ludicrously quick succession; but the first was
repeated on the boy's hang-dog admission that
ne had been hiding.

"Hiding, Tony?"
Thrush himself seemed surprised at the expres-

sion But at all events we found you better
employed, he said to Pocket, "and the sooner we
all take up the chase again the more chance we
shall have of laying this rascal by the heels."

Take It up, then!" snapped Mr. Upton.
Jump into the motor, and bring the brute to mewhen you ve got him

! I want to speak to my boy."
He did not realize the damage done to his «r,

or hsten to a word that passed between Thrush and
his chauffeur; he had eyes only for those of his
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child who had been lost but was found, and not a
thought in his head outside the story he extracted
piecemeal on the spot. Poor Pocket told it very
volubly and ill; he would not confine himself to

simple facts. He stated his suspicion of Baum-
gartner's complicity in the Hyde Park affair as
though he knew it for a fact; cited the murders in

Holland Walk and Park Lane as obvious pieces
of the same handiwork, and yet declared his con-
viction that the actual hand was not Dr. Baum-
gartner's at all.

"But why should you think he had an accom-
plice, Tony?"
"He was unarmed the other morning. I'm

quite positive of that. And his niece, who lives

with him, has never seen a fire-arm of any kind
in the house."

"Well, he's villain enough to hang, if ever there
was one! It's time we laid hold of him. Where's
Mr. Thrush ? I thought you'rl taken him on in
the car?"

This to the chauffeur, now the centre of the
carrion crowd that gathers about the body of any
disabled motor. The chauffeur, a country-man
like his master, was enjoying himself vastly with
a surreptitious cigarette and sardonic mutterings
on the cause of his scattered spokes; the facts be-
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wV ?"m '
Jt"*"

""''>' ^""*" "'«P « •"« Wheel,
which Mr. Upton had i„co„ti„e„dy taken into
his own less experienced hands.
"The car won't take anybody anywhere today,"

explained the chauffeur, with his cigarette behind

or "He .?t" 'rr «*' "^ '°^ ''^ "''«= ^^
car He held his head on one side suddenly.
There s a bit o' tire trouble for somebody!" he

cried, grimly.
'

Indeed, a sharp crack had come from the direc-
tion of the river, not unlike the bursting of a heavy
tire; but Pocket Upton did not think it was that.He caught his father's arm. and whispered in his
fathers ear. and they plunged together into a
side street broader than the asphalt thoroughfare,
but with scarcely a break in either phalanx of drab
mediocre dwellings, and not a creature stirring
except themselves and a few who followed. The
hogs back of a still more deserted bridge arched
iteelf at the foot of the street, its suspension cables
showing against the sky in foreshortened curves
As they ran a peculiarly shrill whistle cut the
morning air like a streak of sound.

"P'lice!" screamed one of those bringing up
the rear and they easily spurted past father and
son, each already contending with his own infir-
mity. Mr. Upton was dangerously scariet in the
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neck, and Pocket panring as he had not done for
days. In sad labor they drw near the suspension
bridge to a cresendo accompaniment on the police
whistle. It was evidently being blown on the
Embankment to the right of the bridge, and already
with considerable effect. As the pair were about
to pass an intermediate turning on the right, a
constable flew across it on a parallel course, and
they altered theirs with one accord. Pocket panted
after the constable, and his father thundered after
Pocket, into a narrow street debouching upon a
fenced strip of greenery, not too dense to hide
broad pavement and low parapet on its further
side, with a strip of brown river beyond that, and
a s' v-line of warehouses on the Surrey shore.
Ine narrow garden had not been opened for

the day. There was a gate opposite the end of the
road, another gate leading out on the Embank-
ment opposite that. Between the two gates a
grimy statue rose upon a granite pedestal, a medi-
tative figure clad to the heels in some nonedscript
garment, and gazing across the river as he sat
with a number of discarded volumes under his
chair. It was a peculiarly lifelike monument,
which Pocket would have beei just the boy to ap-
preciate at any other time; even now it struck him
for an instant, before his attention was attracted
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to the group of commonplace living people on the
Embankment beyond the narrow garden. Thev
were standing together on the far side of one of the
fixed seats. There was the policeman who hadblown the whistle, and a small but motley crewwho had answered to the call. Conspicuous units
were a gentleman .n dressing-gown and pajamas,
a couple of chimney-sweeps, and a laboring cycliston his way to work. They had formed a circle
about some hidden object on the ground; and long
before the new-comers could run round and join
them, the school-boy had steded himself to look
upon another murdered man.
He was in no hurty to look; apart from a natural

dread of death, which he had seen for the first
time, and then unwittingly, only the other morning.
It was the murderer and not his victim of whom
the boy was thinking as he arrived last upon the
scene. It was Dr. Baumgartner whom he half
expected to see swimming the river or hiding among
the bushes in the enclosed garden; for he was not
one of the group on the Embankment; and how
else could he have made his escape? The point
was being discussed as Pocket came into earshot;
all he could see c the fallen man was the soles of
his boots upright among living legs.

"Is he dead i" he asked of one of the chimney-
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iweepi, who was deuching himwlf from the group

with the air of a man who had seen the best of the

fun.

"Dead as an 'erring," replied the sweep cheer-

fully. " Sooicide in the usual stite o' mind."

" Rats!" said the other sweep over a sooty shoul-

der; "unless 'e shot 'isself first an' swallered the

shooter afterward! Some'un's done *im in."

Pocket set his teeth, and shouldered his way

into the group. His father was already in the

thick of it, talking to the stout man in spectacles,

who had risen miraculously from the ground and

was busy brushing his trouser-knees. Pocket

forced himself on with much the same flutter he

had taken into the Chamber of Horrors, but with

an equal determination to look just once upon Dr.

Baumgartner's latest victim. A loud cry escaped

him when he did look; for the murdered man, and

not the murderer, was Dr. Baumgartner himself.
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CHAPTER XX

What the Thames Gave Up

pHILLIDA was prepared for anything when
1 she beheld a motor-car at the gate, and the
escaped school-boy getting out with a grown man
of shaggy and embarrassed aspect; but 'ht « is not
prepared for the news they brought her. She was
intensely shocked and shaken by it. Her grief
and horror were not the less overwhelming for the
shame and fear which they replaced in her mind.
Yet she remained instinctively on her guard, and
a passionate curiosity was the only emotion she
permitted herself to express in words.
"But have they no idea who did it ? Are they

quite sure he didn't do it himself?"

Mr. Upton broke through his heavy embarrass-
ment with no little relief, to dispose of the question
of suicide once and for all.

"It's the one thing they are sure about," said
he. " In the first place no weapon was to be found,
and we saw no sign of a camera either, though this
boy tells me your uncle had his with him when he
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went out. That's more or less conclusive in itself.

But there was a doctor on the spot before we left,

and I heard him say the shot couldn't have been
fired at very close quarters, and that death must
have been instantaneous. So it's no more a suicide
than the case in Park Lane yesterday or the one
in Hyde Park last week; there's evidently some
maniac prowling about at dawn, and shooting
down the first person he sees and then vanishing
into thin air as maniacs seem to have a knack of
doing more effectually than sane men. But the
less we jump to conclusions about him—or any-
body else—the better."

The girl was grateful for the covert sympathy of
the last remark, and yet it startled her as an index
of what must have passed already between father
and son. It was a new humiliation that this big
bluff man should know as much as the boy whom
she had learnt to look upon as a comrade in calam-
ity. Yet she could not expect it to be otherwise.

"What must you think!" she cried, and her
great eyes filled and fell again. "Oh! what must
you think?"

"It's no good thinking," he rejoined, with almost
a jovial kindness. "We're all three on the edge
of a mystery; we must see each other through
before we think. Not that I've had time to hear
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everything yet. but I own I can't make head or
tail of what I have heard. I'm not sure that I
want to. Ihke a man's secrets to die with him;
•t s enough for me to have my boy back again, and
to know that you stood by him as you did It's
our turn to stand by you, my dear! He ouys it
wasn t your fault he didn't come away long ago;
and ,t Shan t be mine if you stay another hour
alone m this haunted house. You've got to come
straight back with us to our hotel."
They happened to be all three standing in the

big back room, a haunted chamber if there was
one m the house. With his battle-pictures on the
walls his tin of tobacco on the chimney-piece,
a..d the scent of Latakia rising from the carpet,
the whole room remained redolent of the murdered
man; and the window still open, the two chairs
near it as they had been overnight, and the lamp
lying in fragments on the path outside, brought
the last scene back to the boy's mind in full and
vivid detail. Yet the present one was in itself
more desolate and depressing than any in which
Dr. Baumgartner had figured. It might be that
the constant menace of that portentous presence
had thrown his simple middle-class surroundings,
at the time, into a kind of reassuring relief But
It was the case that the morning had already
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clouded over; the sunshine of the other momJngs
was sadly missing; and Phillida looked only too
eager to fly from the scene, until she declared she
never could.

^
"But that's absurd!" cried Mr. Upton bluntJy.

^'I'm not going to leave a young girl like you alonem the day of battle, murder and sudden death!
You needn't necessarily come with us, as long as
you don't stay here. Have you no other relativesm London?"

"None anywhere that I know much about."
"That doesn't matter. It's time they knew

more about you. I'll hunt them up in the motor,
If they re anywhere within a hundred miles, but
you simply must let me take their place mean-
while."

He was a masterful man enough; it did not
require the schooi-boy's added supplications to
bnng about an eventual compromise. The idea
had mdeed been Pocket's originally, but his father
had taken u up more warmly than he could have
hoped. It was decided that they should return
to their hotel without Phillida, but to send the car
back for her later in the morning, as it would take
her some time to pack her things and leave the
deserted house in some semblance of order.
But her packing was a very small matter, and
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she kft it to the end; most of the time at her dis-posal was spent in a hurried investigation of tiedead man s effects, more especially of his sto e ofneganves m the dark-room, ^he llyZ^^:^
een'onS d

' T^ *^ °"^ '""^ ^^'^ =»'«ady

,
"°"'"' """n iom th= sink. Tl, b,„ ofeh.» .1. pu, i„ 4. d™-bi„ „iA 4^

7^f

replies NTp.VK^, c •
^^P^"^"""* from therepues. iNeither functionary made any secret ofh.s assumption that the latest murder was but

aS: ItT?''' ""''°'" -- ^''^ch had

tiLyrbeir;r°"^''j^''-''-^^
m,..j J ^ "^ antecedents of themud red A third official came to annou^cthat the mquest was to be opened without delay!
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at two o'clock that afternoon, and to request
Phillida to accompany him to the mortuary for
the formal identification of the deceased.
That was a dread ordeal, and yet she expected

a worse. She had steeled herself to look upon a
debased Image of the familiar face, and she found
it startlingly ennobled and refined. Death had
taken away nothing here, save the furrows of age
and the fires of madness, and it had given back
the look of fine courage and of sane integrity which
the girl was just old enough to associate with the
dead man's prime. She was thankful to have seen
him like this for the last time. She wished that all

the world could see him as he was, so noble and
so calm, for then nobody would ever suspect that
which she herself would find it easier to disbelieve

from this hour.

"You do identify him, I suppose, miss?" the
ofiScer whispered, impressed by her strange stare.

"Oh, yes!" said Phillida. "But he looks as I

have not seen him look for years. There are
worse things than death!"

She said the same thing to Mr. Upton at lunch-
eon in his private sitting-room at the hotel, where-
upon he again assured her that he had no desire

to know a dead man's secrets. He had found
his boy; that was quite enough for him, and he
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was able to deliver himself the more freely on the
subject smce Pocket was not at table. bu[i„ bed

ZTa^VJ- '"! '^"'P- ^°' °"'y f'-d he suc-ceeded m findmg his son. but he had found himwithout the aid of police or press, and so not .Zthan a dozen people in the world knew that he hadever disappeared. Mr. Upton explained why hehad deemed .t essential to keep the matter from
h. wifes ears, and added almost equally good
reasons for contmumg to hush it up on the boy's
account, .f only it were possible to do so; butwould u be possible for Phillida to exclude from
her evidence at the inquest all mention of so recent
a visitor at her uncle's house ? Phillida promised
to do her best, and it proved not only possible
but easy. She was questioned as to the habits of

on the Embankment at such a ve^^ early hour, butAat was all. Asked if she knew of a single personwho could conceivably have bom such a grudge
against Dr. Baumgartner as to wish to take his
life, the witness answered in the negative, and the

they all knew the character of the murder, but hehad put the question for form's sake. The only
one which caused her a moment's hesitation arose
irom a previous answer, which connected the
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doctor's early ramblings with his hobby of instan-

taneous photography. Had he his camera with

him that Homing? Phlllida thought so. Why?
Well, he always did take it out, and it certainly

was not in the house. Mr. Upton wiped his fore-

y^zd, for he knew that his boy's name had been on

the tip of the witness's tongue. And there was

a sensation in court as well; for here at last was
a bone for the detectives, who obtained a minute

description of the missing camera, but grumbled

openly that they had not heard of it before.

"They never told me they hadn't got it," ex-

plained Phillida to the coroner, who made her

his courteous bow, and permitted her to leave the

court or. the conclusion of her evidence.

On t^t stairs Mr. Upton paid her compliments

that made her wince as much as the crude grip

of his hand; but he was tact itself compared with

his friend Mr. Thrush, who sought an interview

in order to ply the poor girl there and then with

far more searching questions than she had been

required to answer upon oath. She could only

look at Mr. Upton in a way th:.^ secured his pep-

pery intervention in a moment. The two men
had scarcely seen each other since the morning,

and the ironmaster thought they had enough to

say to each other without bothering Miss Platts
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just then; they accordingly adjourned to Glass-
house Street, and PhilHda was to have gone on
to the hotel; but she made them drop her at a shop
near Sloane Square on the pretext of seeing about
her mourning.

Phillida had promised to drive straight back
to Trafalgar Square and order tea for herself if
Tony had not appeared; but she did not drive
straight back. She had a curious desire to see the
place where the murder had been committed. It
had come upon her at the inquest, while listening
to the constable who had found the body, her
predecessor in the witness-box. She had failed to
follow his evidence. He had described that por-
tion of his beat which had brought him almost
on the scene of the murder, almost at the moment
of its commission. It included only the short
section of Cheyne Walk between Oakley Street
and Cheyne Row. The houses at this point are
divided from the Embankment by the narrow
garden which contains the Carlyle statue. He
had turned up Cheyne Row, at the back of the
statue, but before turning he had noticed a man
on the seat facing the river, on the far side of the
garden. The man was sitting down, but he was
said to have turned round and watched the police-
man as he passed along Cheyne Walk. There
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might have been a second man lying on that seat,
or crouching on the flags between the seat and
the parapet, but he would have been invisible
from the beat. Not another creature was in sight
anywhere. Yet the policeman swore that he had
not proceeded a dozen yards up Cheyne Row
before the shot was fired. He had turned round
actually ,n time to see the puff of smoke dispersing
over the parapet. It was all he saw. He had
found the deceased lying in a heap, nearer the seat
than the parapet, but between the two Not
another soul did he see, or had he seen. And he
had not neglected to look over the parapet into
the nver, and along the foreshore in both direc-
tions, without discovering sign or trace of human
bemg.

Such was the stoiy which Phillida found so
hard to credit that she proceeded to the spot in or-
der to go over the ground for her own satisfac-
tion. This did not make it easier to understand.
It had come on to rain heavily while she was in
the shop; the shining Embankment was again
practically deserted, and she was able to carry out
her experiment without exciting observation. She
took a dozen steps up Cheyne Row, pretended she
heard the shot, turned sharp round, and quite
realized that from where she was the body could
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not have been seen, nidden as it must have been
by the seat, which itself was almost hidden by
rte long and narrow island of enclosed garden.
But a running man could have been seen through
the garden, even if he stooped as he ran. and the
murderer must have run like the wind to get
away as he had done. The gates through the gar-
den, back and front of the statue, had not been
opened for the day when the murder took place,
so Philhda in her turn made a half-circuit of the
island to get to the spot where the body had been
found, but without taking her eyes off the spot
until she reached it. No! It was as she had
thought all along; by nothing short of a miracle
could the assassin have escaped observation if the
policeman had eyes in his head and had acted as
he swore he had done. He might have dashed in-
to the garden, when the policeman was at his fur-
thest point distant, if the gates had been open as
they were now; but they had been locked, and he
could not have scaled them unobserved. Neither
would it have been possible to take a header into
the river with the foreshore as described by the
same witness. Yet the murderer had either done
one of these things, or the flags of the Embank-
ment had opened and swallowed him.
The girl stood on the very spot where the
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murdered man must have fallen, and in her utter
perpexity .t was „. longer the tragedy but the
problem which engrossed her mind. What had
happened had happened; but how could it have
happened

? She raised her umbrella and peered

?r"l .V""/' ' '"^ P''*= °^ '"»ny-windowed
flats; had that Argus of the hundred eyes been
s^eepmg without one of them open at the time?
Her own eyes fell as f,r as the black statue in thenarrow garden, standing out in the rain, like the
greeneo^ about its gr.nite base, as though the
blackened bron2e wer. polished marble. How life-
like the colossal scholar in his homely garb I How
scornful and how shrewd the fixed^ternal gaze
across h.s own old Father Thames! It assumed
another character as the girl gazed in her turn,
she seemed to mtercept that stony stare, to distract
It from the nver to herself, and to her fevered
fancy the grim hps smiled contemptuously on herand her quandary. He knew-A. knew-those
grim old eyes had seen it all, and still they staredand smiled as much as to say: "You are looking
the wrong wayl Look where I am looking; thatway lies the truth you are poor fool enoSk towant to know." ^

stat"^ P'^i^'f^"red her back toward the shiny
statue, and looked over the wet parapet, almost
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expecting to see something, bat never dreamine
of what she actually saw. The tide, which must
have been commg in that early morning, was now
going out, and between the Embankment masonry
and the r.ver there was again a draggled ribbon of
shelving foreshore, black as on some volcanic coast;
and between land and water, at a point that would
necessarily have been submerged for the last eight
or nine hours, a small object was being laid more
bare by every receding wavelet. It was black and
square, perhaps the size of two large cigar-boxes
side by side; and it had one long, thin, reddish
tentacle, finishing in a bulb that moved about
gently m the rain-pocked water.

Phillida felt the parapet strike cold and wet
throug;h her ram-coat sleeves as she leant far over

^j"j u''?'''^
'"'*' '''"'* *«* °»'i«" was; but

indeed she had not a moment's doubt but that it
was the nussing camera of the murdered man
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CHAPTER XXI

After the Fair

jyfR. UPTON was dumbfoundered when theJ-TX top-floor door ,n Glasshouse Street wa,opened before Eugene Thrush could inse" hikey; font was the sombre Mullins who admittedthe gentleman as though nothing had happened tohim except a fairly recent shave

ironLfr^''!'"' T '" P"*°"^" "<='»'"«<J theironmaster when the two were closeted.
Uo you ever read your paper?"

"wTi'l
'°*'^'' " °"' "'"" Plymouth."

mornT;^'
'"''''' ''"^-'^-^-^ yesterday

'Tou did. Thrush ?"

Dart!?r°' ^ ^
*"•'' "''^ "^*^ f*"°^. "d thatpart of the game was up."

Mr. Upton showed symptoms of his old irrita-b.1.^ under the Thrush mannerism.
My good fellow, I wish to goodness you'dexplain yourselfI"

'css you a

"If I cared to be profane," returned Thrushnuxmg dnnks in the comer. "I should refer you
304



After the Fair

to the first chapter of the Book of Job. I provided
the prisoner, and I'd a perfect right to take him
away again. Blessed be the «,ng of the Thrush I

"
You say you provided him?"

"In other words, I laid the information against

""ST?.
"""' "*" °"'^ '"'* ''" "^ consent."

WeH, W..II, you must have your joke, I suppose.
1 can afford to put up with it now."
"It wasn't meant as a joke," returned Thrush,

and drank deep while his client sipped. "If it
had come off it would have been the coup of my
career; as it didn't-quite^ne must laugh it off
at ones own expense. Your son has told you
what that poor old sinner made him think he'd
done?

"Of course."

"Would it surprise you to hear that one .r two
others thought the same thing?"
"Not you. Thrush?"
"Not I to quite the same positive extent as my

rascal Mullins. He jumped to it from scratch!"
He connected Tony with the Park murder?"
From the word 'go.'

"

"On the strength of an asthma dgarette and
my poor wife's dream?"
"No; he didn't know about the dream. But

he refused to believe in- ndependent mysteries
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at one time and on one snot Tu
was t^ P^ • ^ "^ eternal uniuV*

And you never told me wh»» » "."g'ace.

minds!" "''* ''^s >« your

"angled fin^^
' ""'' ^''™'''' "^ -% on his

CitiS't.:::'.'-^""^";::
in his hie ?•' " '""=""" ^* Baumgarier

Thrush emptied his glass at once.

there'^^air^irlll^^irT'f-^''^-

Penng. for reasons of their ol" ^'^ ""*' "'^"^

i ought to have seen that old man hW..fH»s ears must have wown k.f
"ste.,uigj

''yesl But his storlM
"^ ">' P"''''ndnis Story was an extraordinarily i„ter-
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esting and circumstantial effort. And to come
back to your question, it did fit in with the theory
of a fatal accident on your boy's pan; he was
inghtened to show his face at school after sleep-
ing m the Park, let alone what he was supposed
to have done there; and that, he believed, would
break his mother's heart in any case."
"By Jove, and so it mirht! It wouldn't take

much just now," said Mr. Upton sadly.
"So he thought of the ship you wouldn't let

him go out in-and the whole thing fined in ' Of
course he had told the old ruffian-saving his
presence elsewhere-all about the forbidden voy-
age; and diat gentleman of genius had it ready
for immediate use. I'm bound to say he used it
on me with excellent effect."

"Same here," said the ironmaster—"though I'd
no idea what you suspected. I thought it a con-
ceivable way out of any bad scrape, for that par-
ticular boy."

*^

"It imposed upon us all." said Thrush, "but
one. I was prepared to believe it if you did
and you believed it because you didn't know your
boy as well as you do now. But Miss Upton
who seems to know him better than anybody else—do you remember how she wouldn't hear of it
•or a moment?"
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'.'^;J°*«J|

God bless herl"

from ac«;rg'wh:; LlTJl '"""'^•' "»
'n my heart That's a^oA

''"'*''
''^'^P'^^

only in the ™J'fo, ^„f
" '"^ry, and ^„„.

seeing Baumgartner on si
"7"^'' ''" »'"'"

like to know ,S l! I!

'^' ' ^^^g^t I'd

outsiders, but from J .f""'
^''^' "°^ ^om

So I went to the BriSh M "' '"'* °"" ^''"«-

« his books. It was a?L?''T '" '''^'^ » 'ook

but I made sucWesI^f ^""" ?' S^^ng books,

"d tape for onS^^^^d
?"*'"' *'^ '='" *«>

wonder whether l"te aT ""'
^"''"S'' »<>

was quite aU there C.^ r
''"'"^"'^ "''8"^

\- was spirt^LtrfdX?
''"''" '^'

photography one had heard If 1""'^ '"'J"='"'*=

psychical photographer !!>n !!''
*""' ''"^ ^"^ »

?ong,ng to snapXrrjuW %^"«''^'' '"'''

•ng up through the drop 7eS^.T"''''
~'"-

Lane, you bTgin to vZt I ,
""^ " ^^O' "

'-•^ in BroadSoon Wl tu h ^^ "* ^ ^--
tell you that I stumK. i ^ ''"'"'"' "« when I

truth, and that7 dTsSs '^'T" ^ ^''' ^^ *«
Ae wildest im^i^- " '™'" "^ ""''"' ^

•I<lon'tseehowyouV^goi„gtoproveitnow,"
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remarked Mr. Upton, who hoped there would
be no such proof, for the sake of the girl who had
been good to his boy; but that was a private
consideration which there was no necessity to
express.

"I shall want another chat with your lad when
he s had his sleep out," replied Thrush signifi-
cantly; he's told me quite enough to make me
eager for more. But you haven't told me any-
thmg about your own adventures?"
And he got another drink to help him listen;

for as a rule the ironmaster was only succinct when
thoroughly irate. But now for once he was both
bnef and amiable.

"What have I to tell compared vnth you?" he
asked. "Those damned old wooden walls only
cleared the Thames on Sunday morning, and they
weren't near Plymouth when I left last night;
but my httle aluminium lot broke all her records
before I broke one of her wheels. What I want
to know is what you did from the time I left on
Simday night to that great moment this morning."
"I sat down to watch Baumgartner. his house."

rephed Thrush. "The merit of those quiet little
stteets is that there are always apartments of sorts,
though not always the most admirable sort, to be
had in half the houses. There was quite a choice
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smith. Of cou«. T , •
'""8'' Hammer-

with pajamas Tin^f ^'T embarrassed me
satatAtf ,''"'''^''''"*>'>«°ns. Well I

about her broAer. ScJn after fi,!" '"' ^'™
the old bird came ouTan? T "^*""°™'"e
J^ife. I trackedy^'ri T" '''^*' ''''» '"ke

much difficX etcell ''''^"''S^ "'*°«

spotted, but AereTtI ' °"-°favoiding being

accident. He wis
„;'.''Wened by the merest

outside the^^huTcl^^^^X^r'^^f-^
and he's so tall he knocked £"tf off ""l t"'I was too dose H» , f

"• ' admit

-zed me; bufl s^X;? """ '"'''' "-S"
•f I hadn't seen hits out'Vrr'"'

''•"

a false beard and spectacUr ""^ "" "^"'"^

Upl'^defrb^er'"^^'^'"^--^'-

casefb!; it w^s'Hei:;^ T'*> ""^^ " '" this

I hadn't toSim ^lltX"^™- ''I

'"^•

was following him and th7 i
'

°' ^" *" ^
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I^dedded that it was no use leaving poor old

without do'ay. We went back to my new roomstogeAer. which I needn't tell you I ifked so ZhAat I brought a suit-case and took them fora weekO course as we had lost the run of Baumgarrer.'Ae next best thmg was to watch for his return

i awoke the Park Lane murder was the latest

rhaoTi^r^ \f'"' ^"^P^« ^''^''^ <^- •

him ? n L*'"
^°" ^' •'="' ''« """era withhim as well as beard and goggles, and .

"

threefigured m the first reports
» "^

in rhousfr''"^
^'"' '=•' "° "''^^ "^ •'^^ --

"None whatever; we saw the girl once or twicebut that wa. all until I wired L night ^l[I^never saw myself was Baumgartner's'etur^TJu

road to t^ and get a room overlooking the place

class for Aat; but one was empty, and he got thekey and „.ted going back to prison for the'cau^e
Suffice It that he set eyes on both man and boybefore I sent that wire."

^

"And you left my son in that murderer's dutchesa minute longer than you could help?" It was
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a previous incarnation of Pocket's father thatbroke in with this.

wuldn t be m the least sure it was your son; inthe second .f murder had been intended, murd

"

would have been done with as little deUy in his

rV' "1 ^'^ °*-' *-<"/. that we've nothing
to show that Dr. Baumgartner is an actual n,ur!derer at all. but, fourthly, that to raid his placewas the way to make hin, one. Poor Mullinsftoo!a the ong.nal Sherlock of the show, was de per-ately agamst calling in the police under any cir-

bad Wood about the house, until the small hfurs.

Za ?'\ .*'"' ^°'"' ""^ ""*''« h's ««pe. Itold h,m he should have collared the lad. but he
K.«s^htofhiminthe„ightandpref;r«dl
keep an eye on that poor desperate doctor."
Thrush treated this part of his narrative withthe pecuhar confidence which most counsel re-

But Mr. Upton was not in a mood to press a pointof grievance a „ybody. AndL name ofMulhns remmded him that his curiosity on a very
different pomt had not been gratified
"Why on earth did you have Mullins run in ?"

he inquired, with characteristic absenceof finesse
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didJt'" "r '7 ''""'' •""•"
'''P'^'^ Thrush. "Itawn t come oft, you see."

"But whatever could the object have been?"

saidV;!""u
''' " '''"^" '^ ^'"^ '° 'ell you h"t »

Jf
Thrush; and the ironmaster conchTded thlt

-edtome:r;:::in,si;t:;t:e7aa7*"--
iony?"

"Yes."

.

,^ell, you see, I gathered that he was a n=.,.

ddem a„T f * ""^ '''"* ^''°* *'^ '"»" by ac-cident and was Iy.„g low. I only thought that

aTvLT li ;:"^ ^"" '"'° ^'^ °P«" « quick asanything. Mulhns proving amenable to termsand havmg really been within a hundred m ksof

»,l- r ^'^™"«'y- But what's the good oftalking about it.? It didn't come off " ^

fron, t'^
"":'^ ''•'^

' ^ "" '^" y°" *« straight

vZrdl"^' ''•' "v «°'"S *" g-'- himself 'upyesterday monimg, if he hadn't ac lentally satis^fied himself of his own innocence "
Mr. Upton said more than this, but it was the

3U



iliil i

The Camera Fiend

mmwi

takes time even for a Eueene TkI k
" "

a« but three large JZT.ni'^S^'. "^^7
afternoon was already far advw' ^'^ *'
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The Secret of the Camera

n^HE camera had been placed upon a folded

tht h^rrrr'/'f ** ^""'^ preservation of

Choked with mud; beads of slime kept breakingout along the joints. And Phillida was stiS e"!

anlT^K*""r" ** greatest piece of luck, thoughanother big shce was an iron gangway toL foSshore about a hundred yards%p^L. It wa

seeTn'o^r " '"' " **^ '"' *« ^ «>"'d"see anoAer creature out in it except myself Idon t beheve a single soul saw me ru^n do"^ thagangway and up again; but I dropped mrpurs"over first for an excuse if anybody Z. /po'ppedhe camera under my waterproof, and carrie'd it'upo the &ng s Road before I could get a cab. Bu^I never expected to find you awake and about

"Because you know all about photography and
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I don't. Suppose he took a last photograDh anJsuppose that led directly to the LTefl''^^' ^

» nat s an idea."

"The man threw the camera into the river but

The ingenious hypothesis had appealed to the

sitjon he shook a reluctant head.
^ ^

I m afraid there's not much chance of thereb .ng anythmg to develop; the sKde's been oZall this time, you see."
™

h2 ^Z ?
"'"''^

'" *''" ''« •»« *e wood mustnave swollen in the waf^r V-* .l
"""must

:-n;.ewit:sJs:;:x^-

one ofr ^*' '°'<^'Vbellows variety/but w«
andttd •"

"I'
"""^^ '""''^'^ - boxCand It had come through its ordeal wonderfuHvon the whole. Nothing was absoluteTrbS

but the swollen slide jammed obsunaL „n"l

Zf n u""^
apparatus, and sent it flying to
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ediy The exposed oUte stared them in the fa«.
» sickly yellow in the broad daylight. It wa,
cracked across the ™ddle. but almost dry and
otherwise uninjured.

'

over the blank sheet of glass and gelatine; it was
I.ke looking at a slate from which some infinitely
precious message had been expunged unread. "I'm

Water-tight must be more or less light-tight, when

The other side oughtn't to bulge like thati"
He picked the broken plate out of the side thatwas already open and weighed the slide in his

plate, he declared with expert conviction; yet the
side which had not been opened was a slightly
bulging but distinctly noticeable convexity. Pocket

Zrf " T "
7^lt

^"™ ^'''"•'^''' -"'I »" over,
folded packet of MS. leapt out.

"It's his writing!" cried the girl, with pain andawe ,n her exatement. She had dropped the doc-ument at once.

"It's in English." said Pocket, picking it up.
|t must be what he was writing all last nightl"
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b7Z """
r^lfV"

"'"
"'e^'^ P'''"'d». feeblyB«^he watched him dose/y as he read to him:

to reveal the secret of my latter days on what i,supposed to be the shortest night o/^e ye"r kAey must come to an end at sunrise, vLfaT'tccordmg to the almanac, and it is 'already aft«

havens IZ" -I
"' ' "^ """^ ^" f°" I ^haiinave less than s« hours in which to do justice toAe great amh.uon and the crowning foil of m^I'fe. I use the underlined word advised v-

^
would subsdtute 'n,onomania/tufl7rot; "am

I Tact" ' "'' '"' " ' ™'^ »° d'^monL2that fact among so many others to be dealt with•n the ve.y hmited time at my disposal. Ha^ I

tee surer of vmd.caung my head if not my heartBut I have been ever deliberate in all things rexcepting. certainly, the supreme folly alrTadv men^oned) and I would be as deliberate oZlTZ
rn?iJrtinr-'-^-^««»'p4a^

"What is it?" asked Phillida, for his eves haddelated as he read, and he was breathingTa^d
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"He practically says he was going to commit

but now he says it m so many words!"

So* h?
"""'^ ' '="""•' °^ ^°'"''°« '« the

"I'm not so sure about that

"

the worsT""''"' "
''°"'-

' •==*" ""'" " •' ^^''^

;;But it isn't. PhiUida. I can see it isn't!"

It W.VK
"

u"' '"f " '°8*=*"- I'*' "*«r face
It with you than afterward all by myself We've

sTrei;—
'*" *""^^ " '""'*•

""'^'J' -^ «"-
Her words were swept away in a torrent of tears,and u was with dim eyes but a palpitating hear

that Pocket looked upon the forlorn drab figureof the sLp of a ^rl; for as yet. despite her pretext
to Mr. Upton, she had taken no thought for hermourmng, that unfailing distraction to the nor-mally bereaved, but had put on anything she could«nd of a neutral tint; and yet it was just her dear
disdain of appearance, the intimate tears gathenng
in her great eyes, unchecked, and streaming downAe fresh young face, the very shabbiness of her
c«at and skirt, that made her what she was in his
sight. Outside, the ram had stopped, and Trafal-
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gar Square was drying in the sun. that streamed in
through the open window of the hotel sitting-room,
and poured its warm blessing on the two young
heads bent ^, one over the dreadful document.
This was the part they read together, now in

silence, now one and now the other whispering aiew sentences alouH:

"What I have called my life's ambition demands
but httle explanaoon here. I have never made

S ""71 ."' ''"'' °" *" '=°"^'"y' I •>«-« given
full and frank expression to my theories in places
where they are st.ll accessible to the curious. I
refer to my signed articles on spirit photography
^nL.gh, Human Nature, The Occult Rev,L Ld
tided «VT pft ^""c

P."^^"'"'y '« *^ P^P" en-mled "TheFhghtof theSoul." in TheNiLenth
Century and After for January of last year. The
latter article contains my last published word onhe matter which has so long engrossed my mind.
It took me some months to prepare and to write,and Its reception did much to drive me to the ex-
treme measures I have since employed. Treated
to a modicum of serious criticism by the scien-
tific press, but more generally received with igno-
rant and tolerant derision, which is the English-man s attitude toward whatsoever is without his
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own contracted ken, my article, the work ofmonths,
was dismissed and forgotten in a few days I
had essayed the stupendous feat of awaking the
Bntish nauon to a new idea, and the British na-
tion had responded with a characteristic snore of
unfathomable indifference. My name has not
appeared in its vermin press from that day to this-
It was not mentioned in the paragraph about the'
psychir photographer which went the rounds about
a year ago. Yet I was that photographer. lam
the serious and accredited inquirer to whom the
lx)ndon hospitals refused admittance to their
pauper death-beds, thronged though those notori-
ously are by the raw material of the British medical
profession Begin at the bottom of the British
medical ladder, and you .re afforded the eariiest
and most frequent opportunities of studying fif
not accelerating) the phenomena of human dis-
solution; but against the foreign scientist the door
IS closed without reference either to the quality
of his credentials or the purity of his aims. I can
conceive no purer and no loftier aim than mine.
It IS as high above that of your ordinary physician
as heaven itself is high above this earth. Your
physician wrestles with death to lengthen life
whereas I would sacrifice a million lives to prove
that there is no such thing as death; that this
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human hfe of ours, by which we set such childish
«ore. .s but a fleeting phase of the permanent lifeof the spmt. One shrinks from setting down so
trite a truism; it is the common ground of all
religions, but I have reaci..d it from the opposite
pole. Religion is to me the unworthy triumph of
instinct over knowledge, a lazy substitution of
invention for discovery. Religion invites us to
take her postulates on trust; but a material age is
deserving of material proofs, and it is these proofs
1 have striven to supply. Surely it is a higher aim,
and not a lower, to appeal to the senses that cannot

l'.»r''r?"=*o "^ *' i-nagination which
must and does? But I am trenching after all
upon ground which I myself have covered before
to-day; It ,s my function to-night to relate a per-
scmal narrative rajer th^. to reiterate personal

.views. Suffice it that to me. for many years, the
onj, path to the Invisible has been the path of so-
called spiritualism; the only lamp that illumined
that path, so that all who saw might follow it for
them.< Ives, the lamp of spirit photography. It
IS a path with a bad name, a path infested with
quacks and charlatans, and by false guides who
rival the rehgious fanatics in the impudence of their
appeal to man's credulity. Even those who bear
the lamp I hold aloft are too often jugglers and
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rogues, to whose wiles, unfortunately, the simple
science of photography lends itself all too readily
Nothing ,s easier than the production of impossible
pictures by a little manipulation of film or plate; if
the spiritual apparition is not to be enticed within
range of the lens, nothing easier than to fabricate
an approximate effect. And what spiritualist has
yet succeeded in summoning spirits at will? It
IS the crux of the whole problem of spiritualism,
to esrabhsh any sort or form of communication
with disembodied spirits at the single will of the
embodied; hence the periodical exposure of the
paid medium, the smug scorn of the unbeliever
and the discouragement of genuine exploration
beyond the environment of the flesh. There is
one moment, and only one, at which a man may
be sure that he stands, for however brief a particle
ot time,m the presence of a disembodied soul It
IS the moment at which soul and body part com-
pany in what men call death. The human watcher
sees merely the collapse of the human envelope-
but many a phenomenon invisible to the human
eye has been detected and depicted by that of the
camera, as everybody knowi who has the slightest
acquaintance with the branch of physics known
as fluorescence.' The invisible spirit of man
surely falls within this category. To the c^^stal
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eye of science it is not so much invisible as elusive

and intractable. Once it has fled this earth, the
sovereign opportunity is gone; but photography
may often intercept the actual flight of the' soul.

"I say no more than 'often' because there are
special difiiculties into which I need not enter here;
but they would disappear, or at least be minimized,
if the practice received the encouragement it de-
serves, instead of the forbidding ban of a senti-

mental generation. It would hurt nobody; it

would comfort and convince the millions who at
present have only their Churches' word for the
existence of an eternal soul in their perishable
bodies. It would prove more, in the course of a
few experiments, than all the Churches have proved
between them in nineteen centuries. Yet how are
my earnest applications received, in hospitals
where men die daily, in prisons where they are
still occasionally put to death? I am refused,

rebuffed, gratuitously reprimanded; in fact, I am
driven ultimately to the extreme course of taking
human life, on my own account, in order to prove
the life eternal. Call it murder, call it what you
will; in a civilization which will not hear of a lethal

chamber for congenital imbeciles it would be waste
of time to urge the Inutility of a life as an excuse
for taking it, or the misery of an individual as a
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reason for sending him to a world which cannot
use him worse than this world. I can only say
that I have not deprived the State of one conceiv-
ably profitable servant, or cut short a single life
of promise or repute. I have picked my few
victims with infinite care from amid the moral or
material wreckage of life; either they had nothing
to hve for, or they had no right to live. Charlton,
the hcensed messenger, had less to live for than
any man I ever knew; in the course of our brief
acquaintance he frequently told me how he wished
he was dead. I came across him in Kensington,
outside a house to which an unseemly fracas had
attracted my attention as I passed. Chariton had
just been ejected for being drunk and insolent,
and refusing to leave without an extra sixpence.
I befriended him. He was indeed saturated with
alcohol and honeycombed with disease; repulsive
m appearance, and cantankerous in character, his
earnings were so slender that he was pitifully clad,
and without a night's lodging oftener than not!
He had not a friend in the worid, and was suffering
from an incurable malady of which the end was
certain agony. I resolved to put him out of his
misery, and at the same time to try to photograph
the escape of his soul. A favorable opportunity
did not present itself for some time, during which
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Charlton subsisted larwlv „«
one n,orni„K I fbunHf^ ."^ '^""'y' « '"*

Holland Walk td J^ u'^
°" ' '»"'''' '''

and I shot it wii a he 'T'^
'" '"«''''

purchased secoL ;!!.%? '""°' '"'"^''
^ ''»'«

I '«\^^i^ero':tetatP-P°-;nd which

pot-house associate cZl f ^
'"'"'' P°"''«5

Hecould never h^^Ts^strL^tt^^
or us price without their knlfeXe hI"" 7coroner's repudiation of the ZSlt th^

*'
Vet it is to be feared that tZf r ""J""'-

Charlton excites buttSe Lu f
°'"'='' " P°«'

explanaaon. and that ^fpl 'I'^T '" '"^

-iL-ore than an acaden^Stetr '^e "ir
rouIri"h7; Lsfr^^p^-t^s;
puHing the rettX-^^^TatLr"'^ tT^"of my pneumatic shutteTbut on'^rr^

*' ''""'

gnt oj the soul had been too quick for me-
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y^nciT A ^*r
"°* °"'y '»•'•''' '0 '«ve con-

vincing evidence of suicide, but the fatal pausebetween p.stol shot and snap shot was due nSyto my elaborate attempt in that direction. It wasnot word, making again. The next case should 2a more honest breach of the Sixth Commandmenrhe shot to be fired, and the photograph tTken.'

weapon behmd. so I was free to choose the onebest suited to my purpose, and to adapt it at my
e.suretomypeculiarneeds. Eventually I evolved

ies tatel
"~'"" °^ '•"^ '^'"""^ "-''nothesitate to experiment with the pistol, as it willnot be loaded when found."

There was a briefdiscussion here. The childrencould not understand about the pistol; bu onWone of them cared what had become of it. F^r

of this shameless ngmarole. with its pompouspenods and ,ts callous gusto, must long a^ h^^e

Z rr .
^'^ '="' "° «'•'"''' what' vefab^::

that, and already .t had brought a new light into
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It wa. her finger that pointed the way thfough
the next passages. ^ ^

"The perfection or completion ofmy device wasAe secret work of many weeks; it brin^g. me do^^ost to the other day. and to what I have d^icnbed as the supreme folly of my life. I had

l.b*rate and photograph a human soul in con--:u.ve fractaons of a second. But the right manwas never m the right place at the right timeone saw him by the dozen in a crowdf but X'
P«.ple one met all by themselves, in Ae eariy•urnmer mommgs, stayed one's hand repeatedlyby the eager brightness of their eyes or a hTppv^asfcty of step. Once an out-patient at 'theBrompton Hospital, whom I had dogged all theway down to Richmond Park, was coated of a

mil M 'v'^t
''"'"« J"" " ^ •'»<' him to

2^^- No; the dawn and the drunkard were«II my best chance. So it was that the wretch

?ark last
?' /"^' "" ^"^ ""' ^'^^ '" "ydeFark last Tuesday mommg. I knew him by sightas a pot-house loafer of the Charlton circle, bu

It was quite by chance that I followed his uncertain
footsteps through the Park, and saw him go ddSr"
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puncfon: having ,.„«<! and focused a, d,e samemne as my ,„ve„t.on provides. I despatched thepoor dev.1 as he lay on his side, with his hat oveJh s eyes, and exposed my plate as he rolled over on

hu/Tv L T^ ^ '"''*'"*'' " °<f"'«ve detail.tut the chck o my instantaneous shutter coincided
with the last clutter in his throat.
"I need hardly say that I had looked about mepretty Aoroughly before firing, and my Ss" ac

after ulung the photograph was to malfe anoti
wan^ survey of the scene. It had the advant^Aat one could see a considerable distance inTrS
directions, and in none of these, neither right n"
the grass on the edge of which my victim lay. was
ahvingc^aturetobeseen. This was venf'reTs-sunng as I felt that I could see a good d7al Sr"Aer Aan the repon of my small automatic pistolwas likely tobe heard; for it is a remarkable featureof most shoodng cases, espedally where a pistolhas been used, and in the open air. how seLm

•t IS that a witness can be found who has actually
heard the fatal shot. In the fourth quaner, where
there was a bank of shrubbery beWnd so;e t"
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paling. I looked la.t. for I wa. .unding withmy back that way. How .hall I dccribe my I^*

aH K°" T'"« ""'"'' "There wa, a you„„lad w.th.„ a few feet of me. on the other .ide oftSfpal-ngs; and thi. y.u„g lad wa. flouri.hl arevolver m hi. right hand I

^
Jlu- m" !

'""'^' """" ''*^ '•«'' «*" everything-but h.. blank and frank bewilderment was more rl'

T"u I'u " *"""'' «''"«*• -"<' « « thirdW.^what had happened to him. Hi. crumpleddoX"
were dank with dew. Hi. eye. were puddlerSutter stupefaction. He had been .leepL i„ thePark and walking in his sleep, and in'alf ^oba!b.hty .t ^^s my shot which had brought him toh-mself; of this, however. I was less sL, Td Tnmy doubt I wa. disastrously inspired to accu^h.m of having fired the shot himself. U^Tr.truck me that he could mistake the body behrjme for a hving man; it wa. with a wild^7ea "fbemg Ae first to accuse the other, that I asked him

"
•'f

""e^ what he had done, and «;ized h^
revolver at the same moment, i had t"! tograsp u m n.y hot hand until the barrel waTUtwarm enough to help me convince the child ha

see It for himself, I was not going out of my wav
J"« then to tell him it was a fatfl shot. 2.2
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I regretted th« I had gone » (;,. ,r ' v.. ,).»,...aw ™y.,,f eo„„U„ed to a co '^ .:^'',
ra.h a. .t wa. now inevitahl.. '"ho ,W bc-.n-,.
«nv«I.ed with a.thma; I could . ,t le.l ,":

X spw.
covered to have it disproved pe.hap, on ,

^th brought home to me through hi. description!

f«llT^ . t'?"'"''
P^'^'-rion,, and still more

net h.m loose to blurt out his utory and imphcateme more readily than ever after what he had seenofme at home ? I had to keep him th««^I 'e^t

murderer (,f I ,„ one at all) to take a young andmnocent hfe, if I could help it. «. pJ^^lZtown on the contraiy, I had. and I hope I alwaw

whan co'uTd f^'' r"r''^
''"'"'^ «^-'- ^o

Tml ui ,

' '^"o'^-creature batding with anattack which almost threatened to remove himfrom my path without my aid."

There followed a few remarks on Pocket's
character as the writer read it. They werfno
uncomphmentao^ to Pocket personally, b^ th"betrayed a profound disdai^for the typical^
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British institution of which Pocket was too readily
accepted as a representative product. His general
Ignorance and creduUty received a grim tribute:
they were the very qualities the doctor would have
demanded in a chosen dupe. Yet he appeared to
have enjoyed the youth's society, his transparent
honesty, h.s capacity for enthusiastic interest,
whether m the delights of photography or in the
horrors of war. Baumgartner seemed aware that
he had been somewhat confidential on both sub-
jecte, and that either his contempt of human life,
or h.s ambitions in the matter of psychic photog-
raphy, would have been better kept to himself; but,
on the other hand, he "greatly doubted whether
they taught boys to put two and two together, at
these so-called public schools"; and, after all it
was not detection by the boy, but through the
boy, that he had to fear.

The madness of keeping him prisoner, as he
had been from the beginning, in spite of all pre-
tences and persuasions to the contrary, was another
thing to which Baumgartner had been thoroughly
ahve all along. He had regarded it from the first
as the certam beginning of the end"; from the
hrst, he had been prepared with specious expla-
nations for any such inquisitor as the one who had
actually arrived no later than Samrday afternoon.

332



The Secret of the Camera

'etter which heS n 7f ^'^ ""« ^^^ A^
only havltep.';

^b^;';"„t tr^
-"'''' ' ^''

he had posted it hutiTu l .
^^^ °' '"^"'' '^

was , suffidendv cJlt!.
" ^""'^'^ " ^"- There

mood into wSTao "'T °'"*^
'^-P'^^'e

"It was then," he wrotP "A,, t r
ect which I shouM k, u ' " ^ ^°™^'' » Proj-

understood »!,,» .
*°"8ht. It must be

derdicts I had so far .h^. c ^ *"""*"
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photographer. I should have chosen saints instead
of sinners such as these, entities in which the soul
v-j a major and not a minor factor. 1 thought
of the saintliest men I knew in London, of some
Jesuit Fathers jf my acquaintance, of a 'light'
speciUist I know of who is destroying himself by
inches in the cause of science, of certain missioners
m the slums; but I did not think twice of any one
of them; their lives are much too valuable for me
to cut them short on the mere chance of a com-
pensating benefit to mankind at large. Last, and
longest, I thought of the boy upstairs. I had not
meant to sacrifice him; a young life, of some
promise, is only less sacred to me than a mature
life rich in beneficent activities. But this young
fellow was going to be my ruin. I could see it in
his eyes. He had found me out about the letter;
he would be the means of my being found out
and stopped forever in the work of my life. It
was his life or mine; it should be his; but I was
not going to take it there in the house, for reasons
I need not enter into here, and I intended to take
more than his life while I was about it. But he
never gave me the chance. I did my best to get
him to go out with me this morning. But he
refused, as a horse refuses a jump, or a dog the
water. He said he was ill; he looked ill. But
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I have no doubt he was well enough to make hisescape soon after my back was mmed !«"
he has broken mto my dark-room for the clothes
I took away ftom him before I went out; he wouldscarcely rema „ after that; but. to tell the Zh.
l^Z' '

^"" '•'"
=• *°"8''' «"•"- -y

The readers shuddered over this long paraEraphMore than once the boy broke in vdA hifoJm
nnpuls.ve version of the awful moments on tZSunday mght and the Monday morning, in hibedroom at the top of the doctor's house. Hedeclared that nothing short of main force wouldhave dragged h.m out-of-doors that moving, thathe felt ,t m bs bones that he would never%ome
back ahve. Then he would be sor^r he had saTdo much It only increased his "^companion's
anguish. She was reading every word reh^ous^
with a most pamful fascination; it was as Aough
every word drew blood. There was a brief b'ut
ternble account of the murder of Sir JosephSchelmerdme outside his own hodse in Park Lane
It was the rashest ofall the crimes; but. apparently.'
the one .occasion on which the doctor had disguised
bmseK- beforehand; and that only becaufe Sir
Joseph and he knew and disliked each other so
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intensely that a "straight" interview was out ofthe quesdon As it was he had escaped by amiracle, after lying all day in a straw-lofrcLpW

JTong side when it drove .^und to its house
Bjumgartner described the inddent with a callous

S- he wa "^
*•' """ ^^'^''"g •" »•«C

rem™ T ^'"^ °" '° ""P'"^" •>" subsequent
return, m ^o/.„« p^sona, and yet by stealthwhen he paused in the middle of aLtence^was never finished. And his statement ^"d" d 5

z^rLi-' ^"^^"' '-^-'^ -<»
» -e

"I Aought the fool had cleared out long ago.

out of my head. I never thought of him whenI got back, never till I saw th! dama^ to tJ^dark-room wmdow and missed his cShes Id.dn t waste two thoughts upon him then. I had

«t was, too. yet another absolute failure from thepractical point of view, perhaps from Anamereason as its predecessors. SoEth Africa„^;^ne!may produce gold and diamonds (licit and iS"
to the square mile anywhere on earth. Schel-
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merdine never had one in his gross carcass Sothere was an end of hin,. and a%ood ^dd neeZ
night. I have thought ofnothing but this nerhan,
passionately dispassionate stateLn^ZtThat
made up my m.nd «, leave behind me. It hal

which I have no longer the time to attempt toanalyse; all mght long my pen has scarcely paL^and I not consaous of a moment's weariness ommd body or hand. Only sometimes have Ipaused to hght my pipe. I had made such a pause

s*^ I

•" fu ^. ''°" »8°' ^''™ '" the teS
soilness of the night I heard a footstep in theTallMy nerves were somewhat on edge With all A^wntmg; n njght be my imagina.^n. I sitmy door and as I opened it the one below shut
softly. I waited some time, heard nothing mor"went down with my lamp, and threw o^rie
draw,ng-room door. There was my young fellownot gone at all. but sitting in the da'k ^ronewhose name there is no need to mention. I do not

TnouX "^r''''°°^-
It was all innocentenough, even I never doubted that. But some-

the dark without a word, afraid to go to bed-
afraid ofme-made the blood boil over in my veins
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^im. lamH/HK J '"" g'»«' « missed

I was seeL^h ^' '^^^. ^^ ^' ""Pe while

violence I r^y.^.o^Jfl^^'f^^J ^«

escaped unscathed H,« ^f "" «'*'^ ''*' '''•«

nowJsHa„:tt.e^;tt--»^e.Bue

than leavin' ';rL'?K*^'
"•* "^ """''^ " " ^^

lightened En^d: M^^. t^unST 'T

'

or existence worse than death i^ a crimlan'
?"

-yium. I prefer™, own pecSiL'r^'nr

™y neart, a hand upon the door a cf^n k u- j
me. and I should havfroned o"r dea7aS
feet. So it will be ifeven now they are waiL fo'me outside: bjt if no» T t J waiting for

already it i. br^ad da^I g^Thl^r ^'
"'"''

space w,-,. quicken and^nt^^Te
^
.^tdT

AeSe 13" /L"
"" ^'^ '•«''* *" will failZtftere. and as I have served others, so also will I
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Sr r"? ""1
" ™'^ ^ ^* »'«'"«' fortuneAan they have brought me. Who knows? l!

e'stnc^ '"a"r "^* *^ P-^-^ -'^- thexistence At all events, unless waylaid at onceI »m g,v,„g u a chance. I shall place the cameraon the parapet of the Embankment. I havefie^ed

and the bulb will do its double work as usual when

mmd. I have written full instructions on the en^!ope which I shall stick by the flap to Ae ope„^de; If we are found by a reasonably intlliWperson the slide will be shut, and dietShanded over bodily to the police. They I ZLmay be trusted to honor one's last insSctiot "if

Se^o^'^:;,tLt!l.t?r\'"^'^""
mustbel^f,n,r c . '

'*"*' ^'^ substantive

retvTnwh? ^"" '^^"^^ '''"'^^' ^ ^hall

4;^«^^s:T;n'x?r^'ij
^^fell^Hrst^^^

Jch"dr MStwr:„r™^ r-'^^uic ivia. away, and wept over the end,
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PoTkef'o ^ki
"'"/"^K'*- '« •''«'"'"«. whiledocket picked up the camera and set it back inIts place on the muddy newspaper. PhillidaWded up the packet, and after a moment's h ta-

thTeshoId '" ""™ ''"' '"^ ^^''' - the

Pocket was seated it the table, the «d bulb of

thumb; he pressed the bulb, and there wafa loudmeulhc snap ms.de the camera; he released the

and noAmg else. Phillida came forward with

't was hke a box without the lid. and on the oneside Aere was nothing between the lens ^d 21grooved carrier for the slide, but on thHtherthere was an automatic pistol, fixed down withw.«s as a wild beast might be lashed.^dlS
muzzle po-ntrng dirough th. orifice intended fSthe second lens of the stereos,:opic camera.

ofth^VT"^ '^'"' ""^ '«"'" *« ™W clash

1 uu ""' P'"''*'^^'' ''y *« vicious onethat would have been an explosion if there hadbeen another cartridge in the pistol.
And we never guessed it!" said he. "Thit'swhy he went in for this sort of double camera!
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and rigged it up to take both kinds of shot in
quick succession. It's the cleverest thing I ever
heard of in ny life."

He spoke as if it were only clever! PhiUida
stared at it and him without a word.

'I

The cleverest part is the way you aim. I do
believe he relied altogether on that spot about
the middle of the focussing screen. I've been
trying It against the window, and where that spot
comes the pistol's pointing every time. It's a
fixed focus, about ten to fifteen feet, I fancy, and
the spot isn't quite in the middle of the screen,
but just enough to the left to allow. I don't
quite see how the one bulb works everything, but
these springs and things are a bit confusing. We
shan't understand everything till we take it to
pieces."

"You mean the police won't!" said PhiUida.
bitterly.

"The police! I never thought of them."
"What do you mean to do with this—this in-

fernal machine ?" the giri asked, her voice break-
ing over the perfectly applicable term.
"What do you mean to do with—the writing?"

demanded Pocket in his turn.

"Bum it! I've asked for a fire in my room;
it^s locked away meanwhile."
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atel^ to do what you like with « well."ihey wouldn't think sol"
They'll never know "

«id "Y ??"/ '''"P " * >'°""«";" she

"w ..." '^" * *'^' «» te""

"Oni r"V"°*
''^"ybody," said poor Pocket

be the talk for months, if not years AnT,

'ose. Fred and Horace would not sit nearly so
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apell-bound a. they might have done, would prob-
ably back their penetration of the n,y.teiy a«in«

of the hall fire at school, no breathing it even to
i>nuth mnor out for a walk; no adventure to re-
count all h.s days; and Pocket was one to whom
the salt of an adventure would always be its sub-
sequent rectal. But he could "play the eame"« well as Horace himself, when he happened
to have no doubt as to the game to play! Andnow he had none whatever.

"Phillida, if you wish it, I'll never breathe a
syllable of all this to a single soul on earth, I don't
care who they are, or what they do to me!"
He wanted them to put him on the rack that

moment.

"Oh, Tony, do you mean it?"
Her eyes had filled.

"Of course I mean it! I'U swear it more
solemnly than I've ever sworn anything in my life

"No no! Your word's enough. Don't I know
what that's worth, after this terrible week ?"
And she cried again at its hideous memories,

so that Pocket turned away and put the camera
together agam and wrapped it up i„ her water-
proof, so that he might not see her tears.
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soul, he vowed, "except yourself"
She caught at that through her tears. He could

talk to her about it, always, as much as ever he
•ked; It would be a bond between them all their

Po^kej^didhethmkofarewardorlookLyond

Rut what were they to do with a stereoscopic
camera containing an automatic pistol? h wasnot to be burnt in a grate like a sheaf of MSThey thought about it for some time with anxious'
faces; for ,t was getting on toward evening now,
though the sun was out again, and it was lighte;
than the early afternoon; but Mr. Upton might beback any mmute. It was PhiUida who at last
said she knew She would not tell him what shemeant to do; but she put on her waterproofagain

in/ V \T "'"'^•^' "°"' »««' *e camera'
under It as before; and together they sallied forth
into the noisy and crowded Strand.

Pocket did not know where he was, and PhiUidawoud„ot tell him where she was going, nS
He felt a frightful sense of guilt and danger, not somuch o himself as to her, with that lethal weapon
concealed about her; every man who looked at
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them was a detective in his eyes, and past the
pohcemen at the corners he wanted to run But
they gamed the middle of Waterloo Bridge un-
detected, and ensconced themselves in a recess
without creating a sensation.

"Now. then." said PhilHda. "will you focus
Westmmster Bridge and the Houses of Parlia-
ment, or shall I ?"

There they were before them against the sunset,
the long lithe bridge, the stately towers. Bu^
Pocket could not see Phillida's drift until sheaimed herself, and. aiming, let the square black
box slip dean through her fingers into the depths
of the river from which she had only retrieved it
a couple of hours before, as a body is committed
to the deep.

She bewailed her stupidity; he had the wit toecho her then, and in a loud voice, that any eye-
witness or passer-by might be struck with the
genuine severity of their loss. But there had beenno eye-witness who thought it th while to rally
them on the occurrence, and tne busy townsfolk
hastening past were all too much engrossed in
their own affairs to take any interest in those of
the boy and girl who seemed themselves in some-
thing of a hurry to get back to the Strand
And m the Strand the first thing they saw was
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a yellow poster bearing but four words in enor-
mous black letters:

—

CHELSEA INQUEST

CAMERA CLUE!

Phillida slipped her hand within Pocket's arm,
and Pocket was man enough to press it to his side.
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