THE THIRD
POLICEMAN



NOT EVERYBODY knows how | killed old Phillip
Mathers, smashing his jaw in with my spade; but first it is
better to speak of my friendship with John Divney because
it was he who first knocked old Mathers down by giving him
a great blow in the neck with a special bicycle-pump which
he manufactured himself out of a hollow iron bar. Divney
was a strong civil man but he was lazy and idle-minded. He
was personally responsible for the whole idea in the first
place. It was he who told me to bring my spade. He was the
one who gave the orders on the occasion and also the ex-
planations when they were called for.

| was born a long time ago. My father was a strong farmer
and my mother owned a public house. We all lived in the
public house but it was not a strong house at all and was
closed most of the day because my father was out at work on
the farm and my mother was always in the kitchen and for
some reason the customers never came until it was nearly
bed-time; and well after it at Christmas-time and on other
unusual days like that. | never saw my mother outside the
kitchen in my life and never saw a customer during the day
and even at night | never saw more than two or three to-
gether. But then | was in bed part of the time and it is
possible that things happened differently with my mother
and with the customers late at night. My father 1 do not
remember well but he was a strong man and did not talk
much except on Saturdays when he would mention Parndl|
with the customers and say that Ireland was a queer country.
My mother | can recall perfectly. Her face was aways red
and sore-looking from bending at the fire; she spent her life
making tea to pass the time and singing snatches of old songs
to pass the meantime. | knew her well but my father and |
were strangers and did not converse much; often indeed
When | would be studying in the kitchen at night | could
hear him through the thin door to the shop talking there
from his seat under the oil-lamp for hours on end to Mick



the sheepdog. Always it was only the drone of his voice |
heard, never the separate bits of words. He was a man who
understood all dogs thoroughly and treated them like human
beings. My mother owned a cat but it was a foreign out-
door animal and was rarely seen and my mother never took
any notice of it. We were all happy enough in a queer separ-
ateway.

Then a certain year came about the Christmas-time and
when the year was gone my father and mother were gone
also. Mick the sheepdog was very tired and sad after my
father went and would not do his work with the sheep at all;
he too went the next year. | was young and foolish at the
time and did not know properly why these people had all |€ft
me, where they had gone and why they did not give explana-
tions beforehand. My mother was the first to go and | can
remember a fat man with a red face and a black suit telling
my father that there was no doubt where she was, that he
could be as sure of that as he could of anything else in this
vale of tears. But he did not mention where and as | thought
the whole thing was very private and that she might be back
on Wednesday, | did not ask him where. Later, when my
father went, | thought he had gone to fetch her with an out-
side car but when neither of them came back on the next
Wednesday, | felt sorry and disappointed. The man in the
black suit was back again. He stayed in the house for two
nights and was continually washing his hands in the bed-
room and reading books. There were two other men, one a
small pale man and one a tall black man in leggings. They
had pockets full of pennies and they gave me one every time
| asked them questions. | can remember the tall man in the
leggings saying to the other man:

' The poor misfortunate little bastard.'

| did not understand this at the time and thought that
they were talking about the other man in the black clothes
who was always working at the wash-stand in Che bedroom.
But | understood it all clearly afterwards.

After afew days | was brought away mysdlf on an outside
car and sent to a strange school. It was a boarding school
filled with people | did not know, some young and some
older. | soon got to know that it was a good school and avery
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expensive one but | did not pay over any money to the
people who were in charge of it because | had not any. All
thisand alot morel understood clearly later.

My life at this school does not matter except for one
thing. It was here that | first came to know something of
de Selby. One day | picked up idly an old tattered book in
the science master's study and put it in my pocket to read in
bed the next morning as | had just earned the privilege of
lying late. | was about sixteen then and the date was the
seventh of March. [ still think that day is the most important
in my life and can remember it more readily than | do my
birthday. The book was afirst edition of Golden Hours with
the two last pages missing. By the time | was nineteen and
had reached the end of my education | knew that the book
was valuable and that in keeping it | was stealing it. Never-
theless | packed it in my bag without a qualm and would
probably do the same if | had my time again. Perhaps it is
important in the story | am going to tell to remember that it
was for de Selby | committed my first serious sin. It was for
himthat | committed my greatest sin.

I had long-since got to know how | was situated in the
world. All my people were dead and there was a man called
Divney working the farm and living on it until | should
return. He did not own any of it and was given weekly
cheques of pay by an office full of solicitors in a town far
away. | had never met these solicitors and never met Divney
but they werereally all working for me and my father had
paid in cash for these arrangements before he died. When |
was younger | thought he was a generous man to do that for
aboy hedid not know well.

| did not go home direct from schoal. | spent some months
in other places broadening my mind and finding out what a
complete edition of de Selby's works would cost me and
whether some of the less important of his commentators
books could be got on [oan. In one of the places where | was
broadening my mind | met one night with a bad accident. |
broke my left leg (or, if you like, it was broken for me) in
six places and when | was well enough again to go my way
| had one leg made of wood, the |eft one. | knew that | had
only alittle money, that | was going home to arocky farm
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and that my life would not be easy. But | was certain by
this time that farming, even if | had to do it, would not be
my lifework. | knew that if my name was to be remembered,
it would be remembered with de Selby's.

| can recall in every detail the evening | walked back into
my own house with a travelling-bag in each hand. | was
twenty years of age; it was an evening in a happy yellow
summer and the door of the public house was open. Behind
the counter was John Divney, leaning forward on the low-
down porter dash-board with his fork, his arms nesatly folded
and his face looking down on a newspaper which was spread
upon the counter. He had brown hair and was made hand-
somely enough in a small butty way; his shoulders were
broadened out with work and his arms were thick like little
tree-trunks. He had a quiet civil face with eyes like cow's
eyes, brooding, brown, and patient. When he knew that
somebody had come in he did not stop his reading but his
left hand strayed out and found a rag and began to give the
counter slow damp swipes. Then, gill reading, he moved his
hands one above the other as if he was drawing out a con-
certinato full length and said:

" A schooner?

A schooner was what the customers called a pint of Cole-
raine blackjack. It was the cheapest porter in the world. |
said that | wanted my dinner and mentioned my name and
station. Then we closed the shop and went into the kitchen
and we were there nearly al night, eating and talking and
drinking whiskey.

The next day was Thursday. John Divney said that his
work was now done and that he would be ready to go home
to where his people were on Saturday. It was not true to say
that his work was done because the farm was in a poor way
and most of the year's work had not even been started. But
on Saturday he said there were a few things to finish and that
he could not work on Sunday but that he would be in a posi-
tion to hand over the place in perfect order on Tuesday even-
ing. On Monday he had a sick pig to mind and that delayed
him. At the end of the week he was busier than ever and the
passing of another two months did not seem to lighten or
reduce his urgent tasks. | did not mind much because if he
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was idle-minded and a sparing worker, he was satisfactory so
far as company was concerned and he never asked for pay. |
did little work about the place mysdf, spending all my time
arranging my papers and re-reading still more closely the
pages of de Sdlby.

A full year had not passed when | noticed that Divney
was using the word ' we ' in his conversation and worse than
that, the word ' our . He said that the place was not every-
thing that it might be and talked of getting a hired man. |
did not agree with this and told him so, saying that there was
no necessity for more than two men on a small farm and
adding, most unhappily for mysdf, that we were poor. After
that it was usdesstrying to tell him that it was | who owned
everything. | began to tell myself that even if | did own
everything, he owned me.

Four years passed away happily enough for each of us. We
had a good house and plenty of good country food but little
money. Nearly al my own time was spent in study. Out of
my savings | had now bought the complete works of the two
principal commentators, Hatchjaw and Bassett, and a photo-
stat of the de Selby Codex. | had also embarked upon the
task of learning French and German thoroughly in order to
read the works of other commentators in those languages.
Divney had been working after a fashion on the farm by day
and talking loudly in the public house by night and serving
drinks there. Once | asked him what about the public house
and he said he was losing money on it every day. | did not
understand this because the customers, judging by their
voices through the thin door, were plentiful enough and
Divney was continually buying himsdf suits of clothes and
fancy tiepins. But | did not say much. | was satisified to be
left in peace because | knew that my own work was more
important than myself.

Oneday in early winter Divney said to me:

" | cannot lose very much more of my own money on that
bar. The customers are complaining about the porter. It is
very bad porter because | haveto drink alittle now and again
mysdf to keep them company and | do not fed wel in my
health over the head of it. | will haveto go away for two days
and do some travelling and seeif there is a better brand of



porter to be had.'

He disappeared the next morning on his bicycle and when
he came back very dusty and trave-worn at the end of three
days, he told me that everything was al right and that four
barrels of better porter could be expected on Friday. It came
punctually on that day and was well bought by the customers
in the public house that night. It was manufactured in some
town in the south and was known as' The Wrastler'. If you
drank three or four pints of it, it was nearly bound to win.
The customers praised it highly and when they had it in-
side them they sang and shouted and sometimes lay down
on the floor or on the roadway outside in a great stupor.
Some of them complained afterwards that they had been
robbed while in this state and talked angrily in the shop the
next night about stolen money and gold watches which had
disappeared off their strong chains. John Divney did not say
much on this subject to them and did not mention it to me
at al. He printed the words—BEWARE OF PICKPOCKETS—
in large letters on a card and hung it on the back of shelves
beside another notice that dealt with cheques. Nevertheless a
week rarely passed without some customer complaining after
an evening with ' The Wrastler'. It was not a satisfactory
thing.

As time went on Divney became more and more despond-
ent about what he called ' the bar'. He said that he would
be satisfied if it paid its way but he doubted seriously if it
ever would. The Government were partly responsible for
the situation owing to the high taxes. He did not think that
he could continue to bear the burden of the loss without
some assistance. | said that my father had some old-fashioned
way of management which made possible a profit but that the
shop should be closed if now continuing to lose money.
Divney only said that it was a very serious thing to surrender
alicence

It was about this time, when | was nearing thirty, that
Divney and | began to get the name of being great friends.
For years before that | had rarely gone out at al. This was
because | was so busy with my work that | hardly ever had
the time; also my wooden leg was not very good for walking
with. Then something very unusual happened to change all
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this and after it had happened, Divney and | never parted
company for more than one minute either night or day. All
day | was out with him on the farm and at night | sat on my
father's old seat under the lamp in a corner of the public
house doing what work | could with my papers in the middle
of the blare and the crush and the hot noises which went
always with ' The Wrastler '. If Divney went for a walk on
Sunday to a neighbour's house | went with him and came
home with him again, never before or after him. If he went
away to atown on his bicycle to order porter or seed potatoes
or even ' to see a certain party ', | went on my own bicycle
beside him. | brought my bed into his room and took the
trouble to sleep only after he was slegping and to be wide-
awake a good hour before he stirred. Once | nearly failed in
my watchfulness. | remember waking up with a gart in the
small hours of a black night and rinding him quietly dressing
himself in the dark. | asked him where he was going and he
said he could not sleep and that he thought a walk would
do him good. | said | was in the same condition mysdf and
the two of us went for a walk together into the coldest and
wettest night | ever experienced. When we returned
drenched | said it was foolish for usto sleep in different beds
in such bitter weather and got into his bed beside him. He
did not say much, then or at any other time. | lept with him
always after that. We were friendly and smiled at each other
but the situation was a queer one and neither of us liked it.
The neighbours were not long noticing how inseparable we
were. We had been in that condition of being always to-
gether for nearly three years and they said that we were the
best two Christians in all Ireland. They said that human
friendship was a beautiful thing and that Divney and | were
the noblest example of it in the history of the world. If other
people fel out or fought or disagreed, they were asked why
they could not be like me and Divney. It would have been a
great shock for everybody if Divney had appeared in any
place at any time without mysef beside him. And it is not
strange that two people never came to dislike each other as
bitterly as did | and Divney. And two people were never so
polite to each other, so friendly in the face. | must go back
several years to explain what happened
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to bring about this peculiar situation. The ' certain party’
whom Divnhey went to visit once a month was a girl called
Pegeen Meers. For my part | had completed my definitive
' De Selby Index' wherein the views of all known com-
mentators on every aspect of the savant and his work had
been collated. Each of us therefore had a large thing on the
mind. One day Divney said to me:

' That is a powerful book you have written | don't doubt.’

"It is useful,’ | admitted, ' and badly wanted;' In fact it
contained much that was entirely new and proof that many
opinions widdly held about de Selby and his theories were
misconceptions based on misreadings of his works.

" It might make your name in the world and your golden
fortune in copyrights?

"It might.'

' Then why do you not put it out?

| explained that money is required to ' put out' a book
of this kind unless the writer already has a reputation. He
gave me a look of sympathy that was not usual with him and
Sghed.

' Money is hard to come by these days,' he said,’ with the
drink trade on its last legs and the land starved away to
nothing for the want of artificial manures that can't be got
for love or money owing to the trickery of the Jewmen and
the Freemasons.'

I knew that it was not true about the manures. He had
already pretended to me that they could not be got because
he did not want the trouble of them. After a pause he said:

' We will have to see what we can do about getting money
for your book and indeed | am in need of some mysdf be-
cause you can't expect a girl to wait until she is too old to
walit any longer.'

| did not know whether he meant to bring a wife, if he got
one, into the house. If he did and | could not stop him, then
| would have to leave. On the other hand if marriage meant
that he himsdf would leave | think | would be very glad of it.

It was some days before he talked on this subject of money
again. Then he said:

" What about old Mathers?

" What about him?
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| had never seen the old man but knew all about him.
He had spent a long life of fifty years in the cattle trade and
now lived in retirement in a big house three miles away. He
still did large business through agents and the people said
that he carried no less than three thousand pounds with him
every time he hobbled to the village to lodge his money.
Little as | knew of social proprieties at the time, | would
not dream of asking him for assistance.

' Heis worth a packet of potato-meal,' Divnhey said.

"1 do not think we should look for charity,' | answered.

"I do not think so either,' he said. He was a proud man
in his own way, | thought, and no more was said just then.
But after that he took to the habit of putting occasionally
into conversations on other subjects some irrelevant remark
about our need for money and the amount of it which
Mathers carried in his black cash-box; sometimes he would
revile the old man, accusing him of being in ' the artificial
manure ring' or of being dishonest in his business dealings.
Once he said something about ' social justice' but it was
plain to me that he did not properly understand the term.

| do not know exactly how or when it became clear to me
that Divney, far from seeking charity, intended to rob
Mathers; and | cannot recollect how long it took me to
realise that he meant to kill him as well in order to avoid the
possibility of being identified as the robber afterwards. | only
know that within six months | had come to accept this grim
plan as a commonplace of our conversation. Three further
months passed before | could bring mysdf to agree to the
proposal and three months more before | openly admitted to
Divney that my misgivings were at an end. | cannot recount
the tricks and wiles he used to win me to his side. It is
sufficient to say that he read portions of my ' De Selby In-
dex' (or pretended to) and discussed with me afterwards
the serious responsibility of any person who declined by mere
reason of personal whimto givethe' Index ' to the world.

Old Mathers lived alone. Divney knew on what evening
and at what deserted stretch of road near his house we would
meet him with his .box of money. The evening when it came
was in the depth of winter; the light was already waning as
we sat at our dinner discussing the business we had in hand.
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Divney said that we should bring our spades tied on the
crossbars of our bicycles because this would make us look
like men out after rabbits; he would bring his own iron pump
in case we should get a slow puncture.

There is little to tell about the murder. The lowering
skies seemed to conspire with us, coming down in a shroud
of dreary mist to within afew yards of the wet road where we
were waiting. Everything was very still with no sound in our
ears except the dripping of the trees. Our bicycles were
hidden. | was leaning miserably on my spade and Divney,
his iron pump under his arm, was smoking his pipe con-
tentedly. The old man was upon us almost before we realised
there was anybody near. | could not see him well in the dim
light but I could glimpse a spent bloodless face peering from
the top of the great black coat which covered him from ear
to ankle. Divney went forward at once and pointing back
along theroad said:

' Would that be your parcel on the road?

The old man turned his head to look and received a blow
in the back of the neck from Divney's pump which knocked
him clean off his feet and probably smashed his neck-bone.
As he collapsed full-length in the mud he did not cry out.
Instead | heard him say something softly in a conversational
tone—something like ' | do not carefor celery ' or ' | left my
glasses in the scullery'. Then he lay very still. 1 had been
watching the scene rather stupidly, still leaning on my spade.
Divney was rummaging savagely at the fallen figure and
then stood up. He had a black cash-box in his hand. He
waved it in the air and roared at me:

' Here, wake up! Finish him with the spade!’

I went forward mechanically, swung the spade over my
shoulder and smashed the blade of it with all my strength
against the protruding chin. | fet and almost heard the fabric
of his skull crumple up crisply like an empty eggshell. | do
not know how often | struck him after that but | did not stop
until | was tired.

| threw the spade down and |ooked around for Divney.
He was nowhere to be seen. | called his name softly but he
did not answer. | walked a little bit up the road and called
again. | jumped on therising of a ditch and peered around
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into the gathering dusk. | called his name once more as
loudly as | dared but there was no answer in the stillness. He
was gone. He had made off with the box of money, leaving
me alone with the dead man and with a spade which was now
probably tinging the watery mud around it with a weak pink
dan

My heart stumbled painfully in its beating. A chill of
fright ran right through me. If anybody should come,
nothing in the world would save me from the gallows. If
Divney was with me still to share my guilt, even that would
not protect me. Numb with fear | stood for a long time |ook-
ing at the crumpled heap in the black coat.

Before the old man had come Divney and | had dug a
deep holein the fidd beside the road, taking care to preserve
the sods of grass. Now in apanic | dragged the heavy sodden
figure from where it lay and got it with a tremendous effort
across the ditch into the field and slumped it down into the
hole. Then | rushed back for my spade and started to throw
and push the earth back into the hole in a mad blind
fury.

The hole was nearly full when | heard steps. Looking
round in great dismay | saw the unmistakable shape of Div-
ney making his way carefully across the ditch into the field.
When he came up | pointed dumbly to the hole with my
spade. Without a word he went to where our bicycles were,
came back with his own spade and worked steadily with me
until the task was finished. We did everything possible to
hide any trace of what had happened. Then we cleaned our
boots with grass, tied the spades and walked home. A few
people who came against us on the road bade us good even-
ing in the dark. | am surethey took usfor two tired labourers
making for home after a hard day's work. They were not far
wrong

On our way | said to Divney:

' Where were you that time?

' Attending to important business,’ he answered. | thought
he was referring to a certain thing and said:

' Surely you could have kept it till after.'

"It is not what you are thinking of,' he answered.

' Have you got the box?
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Heturned his face to me this time, screwed it up and put
aringer on hislip.

" Not so loud," he whispered. ' It is in a safe place.’

'‘But where?

Theonly reply he gave me was to put the finger on hislip
more firmly and make a long hissing noise. He gave me to
understand that mentioning the box, even in a whisper,
was the most foolish and reckless thing it was possible for
me to do.

When we reached home he went away and washed him-
self and put on one of the several blue Sunday suits he had.
When he came back to where | was sitting, a miserable figure
at the kitchen fire, he came across to me with a very serious
face, pointed to the window and cried:

' Would that be your parcel on the road?

Then he let out a bellow of laughter which seemed to
loosen up his whole body, turn his eyes to water in his head
and shake the whole house. When he had finished he wiped
the tears from his face, walked into the shop and made a
noise which can only be made by taking the cork quickly out
of awhiskey battle.

In the weeks which followed | asked him where the box
was a hundred times in a thousand different ways. He never
answered in the same way but the answer was always the
same. It was in avery safe place. The least said about it the
better until things quietened down. Mum was the word. It
would be found all in good time. For the purpose of safe-
keeping the place it was in was superior to the Bank of Eng-
land. There was a good time coming. It would be a pity to
spoil everything by hastiness or impatience.

And that is why John Divney and | became inseparable
friends and why | never allowed him to leave my sight for
three years. Having robbed me in my own public house
(having even robbed my customers) and having ruined my
farm, | knew that he was sufficiently dishonest to steal my
share of Mathers money and make off with the box if given
the opportunity. | knew that there was no possible necessity
for waiting until' things quietened down ' because very little
notice was taken of the old man's disappearance. People said
he was a queer mean man and that going away without tell-
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ing anybody or leaving his address was the sort of thing he
would do.

| think | have said before that the peculiar terms of
physical intimacy upon which mysdf and Divney found our-
selves had become more and more intolerable. In latter
months | had hoped to force him to capitulate by making my
company unbearably close and unrdenting but at the same
time | took to carrying a small pistol in case of accidents.
One Sunday night when both of us were sitting in the kit-
chen—both, incidentally, on the same side of the fire—he
took his pipe from his mouth and turned to me:

' Do you know,' he said, ' | think things have quietened
down.’

| only gaveagrunt.

' Do you get my meaning? he asked.

' Things were never any other way," | answered shortly.

Helooked at mein asuperior way.

"1 know a lot about these things," he said," and you would
be surprised at the pitfalls a man will make if heis in too
big a hurry. You cannot be too careful but all the same |
think things have quietened down enough to make it safe.’

"I am glad you think so.'

' There are good times coming. | will get the box tomor-
row and then we will divide the money, right here on this
table'

" We will get the box,' | answered, saying the first word
with great care He gave me along hurt look and asked me
sadly did | not trust him. | replied that both of us should
finish what both had started.

"All right,’ he said in a very vexed way. ' | am sorry you
don't trust me after all the work | have done to try to put
this place right but to show you the sort | am | will let you
get the box yoursdf, | will tdl you whereit is tomorrow.’

| took care to sleep with him as usual that night. The next
morning he was in a better temper and told me with great
simplicity that the box was hidden in Mathers' own empty
house, under the floorboards of the first room on the right
fromthe hall.

! Areyou sure? | asked.

" | sweer it,' he said solemnly, raising his hand to heaven.
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| thought the position over for a moment, examining the
possibility that it was a ruse to part company with me at
last and then make off himsef to the real hiding-place. But
his face for the first time seemed to wear alook of honesty.

"l amsorry if | injured your feelings last night,' | said,
' but to show that there is no ill-feeling | would be glad if
you would come with me at least part of the way. | honestly
think that both of us should finish what the two of us
started.'

" All right," he said. ' It is all the same but | would like
you to get the box with your own hands because it is only
simple justice after not telling you where it was.'

As my own bicycle was punctured we walked the distance
When we were about a hundred yards from Mathers house,
Divney stopped by a low wall and said that he was going to
sit on it and smoke his pipe and wait for me.

' Let you go alone and get the box and bring it back here.
There are good times coming and we will be rich men
tonight. It is sitting under a loose board in the floor of the
first room on theright, in the corner forenenst the door.'

Perched as he was on the wall | knew that he need never
leave my sight. In the brief time | would be away | could
seehim any time | turned my head.

"I will beback inten minutes,' | said.

' Good man,' he answered. ' But remember this. If you
meet anybody, you don't know what you're looking for, you
don't know in whose house you are, you don't know any-
thing.'

"1 don't even know my own name,' | answered.

This was a very remarkable thing for me to say because
the next time | was asked my name | could not answer. |
did not know.
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D ESELBY hassomeinteresting things to say on the sub-
ject of houses.® A row of houses he regards as arow of
necessary evils. The softening and degeneration of the
human race he attributes to its progressive predilection for
interiors and waning interest in the art of going out and stay-
ing there. Thisin turn he sees as the result of the rise of
such pursuits as reading, chess-playing, drinking, marriage
and thelike, few of which can be satisfactorily conducted
in the open. Elsewhere® he defines a house as ' a large
coffin’, "awarren’, and ' abox . Evidently his main objec-
tion was to the confinement of aroof and four walls. He
ascribed somewhat far-fetched therapeutic values—chiefly
pulmonary—to certain structures of his own design which
he called ' habitats', crude drawings of which may still be
seen in the pages of the Country Album. These structures
were of two kinds, roofless ' houses ' and ' houses ' without
walls. Theformer had wide open doors and windows with
an extremely ungainly superstructure of tarpaulins loosely
rolled on spars against bad weather—the whole looking like
a foundered sailing-ship erected on a platform of masonry
and the last place where one would think of keeping even
cattle. The other type of ' habitat' had the conventional
sated roof but no walls save one, which was to be erected
in the quarter of the prevailing wind; around the other sides
were theinevitable tarpaulins loosely wound on rollers sus-
pended from the gutters of the roof, the whole structure
being surrounded by a diminutive moat or pit bearing some
resemblance to military latrines. In the light of present-day
theories of housing and hygiene, there can be no doubt that
de Selby was much mistaken in these ideas but in his own
remote day more than one sick person lost hislifein anill-
advised quest for health in these fantastic dwellings.®

'Golden Hours, ii, 261. 'Country Album, p. 1,034.
e Fournier, thereliable French commentator (in De Selby—
I'Enigme de I'Occideni) has put forward a curious theory regarding
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My recollections of de Selby were prompted by my visit
to the home of old Mr Mathers. As | approached it along
the road the house appeared to be a fine roomy brick build-
ing of uncertain age, two storeys high with a plain porch and
eight or nine windows to the front of each floor.

| opened the iron gate and walked as softly as | could
up the weed-tufted gravel drive. My mind was strangely
empty. | did not fed that | was about to end successfully a
plan | had worked unrelentingly at night and day for three
years. | fdt no glow of pleasure and was unexcited at the
prospect of becoming rich. | was occupied only with the
mechanical task of finding a black box.

The hall-door was closed and although it was set far back
in a very deep porch the wind and rain had whipped a coat-
ing of gritty dust against the panels and deep into the crack
where the door opened, showing that it had been shut for
years. Standing on a derelict flower-bed, | tried to push up
the sash of the first window on the left. It yielded to my
strength, raspingly and stubbornly. | clambered through the
opening and found myself, not at once in a room, but crawl-
ing along the deepest window-ledge | have ever seen. When
| reached the floor and jumped noisily down upon it, the
open window seemed very far away and much too small to
have admitted me.

The room where | found myself was thick with dust,
musty and deserted of all furniture. Spiders had erected
great stretchings of their web about the fireplace. | made my
way quickly to the hall, threw open the door of the room
where the box was and paused on the threshold. It was a
dark morning and the weather had stained the windows with
blears of grey wash which kept the brightest part of the
weak light from coming in. Thefar corner of the room was

these ' habitats '. He suggests that de Selby, when writing the Album,
paused to consider some point of difficulty and in the meantime
engaged in the absent-minded practice known generally as ' doodling,
then putting his manuscript away. The next time he took it up he was
confronted with a mass of diagrams and drawings which he took to be
the plans of a type of dwelling he dways had in mind and immediately
wrote many pages explaining the sketches. ' In no other way,' adds
the severe Le Fournier, ' can one explain so regrettable a lapse.'
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a blur of shadow. | had a sudden urge to have done with
my task and be out of this house forever. | walked across
the bare boards, knelt down in the corner and passed my
hands about the floor in search of the loose board. To my
surprise | found it easily. It was about two feet in length
and rocked hollowly under my hand. | lifted it up, laid it
aside and struck a match. | saw a black metal cash-box
nestling dimly in the hole. I put my hand down and crooked
a finger into the loose reclining handle but the match sud-
denly flickered and went out and the handle of the box,
which | had lifted up about an inch slid heavily off my
finger. Without stopping to light another match | thrust
my hand bodily into the opening and just when it should be
closing about the box, something happened.

| cannot hope to describe what it was but it had fright-
ened me very much long before | had understood it even
dlightly. It was some change which came upon me or upon
the room, indescribably subtle, yet momentous, ineffable.
It was as if the daylight had changed with unnatural sudden-
ness, as if the temperature of the evening had altered greatly
in an instant or as if the air had become twice as rare or
twice as dense as it had been in the winking of an eye; per-
haps all of these and other things happened together for all
my senses were bewildered all at once and could give me
no explanation. The ringers of my right hand, thrust into
the opening in the floor, had closed mechanically, found
nothing at all and came up again empty. The box was gone!

| heard a cough behind me, soft and natural yet more dis-
turbing than any sound that could ever come upon the
human ear. That | did not die of fright was due, | think,
to two things, the fact that my senses were already dis-
arranged and able to interpret to me only gradually what
they had perceived and also the fact that the utterance of
the cough seemed to bring with it some more awful altera-
tion in everything, just asif it had held the universe stand-
till for an instant, suspending the planets in their courses,
halting the sun and holding in mid-air any falling thing the
earth was pulling towards it. | collapsed weakly from my
kneding backwards into a limp sitting-down upon the floor.
Sweat broke upon my brow and my eyes remained open for
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along time without a wink, glazed and almost sightless.

In the darkest corner of the room near the window a man
was sitting in a chair, eyeing me with a mild but unwavering
interest. His hand had crept out across the small table by
his side to turn up very slowly an oil-lamp which was stand-
ing on it. The oil-lamp had a glass bowl with the wick dimly
visible inside it, curling in convolutions like an intestine.
There were tea things on the table. The man was old
Mathers. He was watching me in silence. He did not move
or speak and might have been still dead save for the dight
movement of his hand at the lamp, the very gentle screwing
of his thumb and forefinger against the wick-whedl. The
hand was yellow, the wrinkled skin draped loosely upon
the bones. Over the knuckle of his forefinger | could clearly
seetheloop of askinny vein.

It is hard to write of such a scene or to convey with
known words the feelings which came knocking at my
numbed mind. How long we sat there, for instance, looking
at one another | do not know. Years or minutes could be
swallowed up with equal ease in that indescribable and un-
accountable interval. The light of morning vanished from
my sight, the dusty floor was like nothingness beneath me
and my whole body dissolved away, leaving me existing only
in the stupid spellbound gaze that went steadily from where
| was to the other corner.

| remember that | noticed several things in a cold mech-
anical way as if | was sitting there with no worry save to
note everything | saw. His face was terrifying but his eyes
in the middle of it had a quality of chill and horror which
made his other features look to me almost friendly. The
skin was like faded parchment with an arrangement of
puckers and wrinkles which created between them an ex-
pression of fathomless inscrutability. But the eyes were hor-
rible. Looking at them | got the feeling that they were not
genuine eyes at all but mechanical dummies animated by
electricity or the like, with atiny pinhole in the centre of the
" pupil' through which the real eye gazed out secretively
and with great coldness. Such a conception, possibly with no
foundation at all in fact, disturbed me agonisingly and gave
risein my mind to interminable speculations as to the col our
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and quality of the real eye and as to whether, indeed, it was
real at all or merely another dummy with its pinhole on the
same plane as the first one so that the real eye, possibly be-
hind thousands of these absurd disguises, gazed out through
a barrd of serried peep-holes. Occasionally the heavy
cheese-like lids would drop down slowly with great languor
and then rise again. Wrapped loosely around the body was
an old wine-coloured dressing-gown.

In my distress | thought to myself that perhaps it was
histwin brother but at once | heard someone say:

Scarcdly. If you look carefully at the |eft-hand side of his
neck you will notice that there is sticking-plaster or a band-
agethere. Histhroat and chin are also bandaged.

Forlornly, | looked and saw that this was true. He was
the man | had murdered beyond all question. He was sitting
on a chair four yards away watching me. He sat stiffly with-
out a move as if afraid to hurt the gaping wounds which
covered his body. Across my own shoulders a stiffness had
spread from my exertions with the spade.

But who had uttered these words? They had not fright-
ened me. They were clearly audible to me yet | knew they
did not ring out across the air like the chilling cough of the
old man in the chair. They came from deep inside me, from
my soul. Never before had | beieved or suspected that | had
a soul but just then | knew | had. | knew also that my soul
was friendly, was my senior in years and was soldy con-
cerned for my own welfare. For convenience | called him
Joe. | fdt alittle reassured to know that | was not altogether
aone Joewas hdping me

I will not try to tell of the space of time which followed.
In the terrible situation 1 found myself, my reason could
give me no assistance. | knew that old Mathers had been
felled by an iron bicycle-pump, hacked to death with a heavy
spade and then securely buried in afield. | knew also that
the same man was now sitting in the same room with me,
watching me in silence. His body was bandaged but his eyes
were alive and so was his right hand and so was all
of him. Perhaps the murder by the roadside was a bad
dream

There is nothing dreamy about your stiff shoulders. No,
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I replied, but a nightmare can be as strenuous physically as
thereal thing.

| decided in some crooked way that the best thing to do
was to believe What my eyes were looking at rather than to
place my trust in a memory. | decided to show unconcern,
to talk to the old man and to test his own reality by asking
about the black box which was responsible if anything could
be, for each of us being the way we were. | made up my
mind to be bold because | knew that | was in great danger.
| knew that | would go mad unless | got up from the floor
and moved and talked and behaved in as ordinary a way as
possible. | looked away from old Mathers, got carefully to
my feet and sat down on a chair that was not far away from
him. Then | looked back at him, my heart pausing for atime
and working on again with slow heavy hammer-blows which
seemed to make my whole frame shudder. He had remained
perfectly still but the live right hand had gripped the pot
of tea, raised it very awkwardly and slapped a filling into
the empty cup. His eyes had followed me to my new posi-
tion and were now regarding me again with the same un-
wavering languorous interest.

Suddenly | began to talk. Words spilled out of me as if
they were produced by machinery. My voice, tremulous at
first, grew hard and loud and filled the whole room. | do not
remember what | said at the beginning. | am sure that most
of it was meaningless but | was too pleased and reassured
at the natural healthy noise of my tongue to be concerned
about the words.

Old Mathers did not move or say anything at first but |
was certain that he was listening to me. After a while he
began to shake his head and then | was sure | had heard
him say No. | became excited at his responses and began to
speak carefully. He negatived my inquiry about his hedlth,
refused to say where the black box had gone and even denied
that it was a dark morning. His voice had a peculiar jarring
weight like the hoarsetoll of an ancient rusty bdl in an ivy-
smothered tower. He had said nothing beyond the one word
No. His lips hardly moved; | felt sure he had no teeth be-
hind them.

" Areyou dead at present? | asked.
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"I am not.'

' Do you know wherethe box is?

‘No.'

He made another violent movement with his right arm,
slapping hot water into his tegpot and pouring forth a little
more of the feeble brew into his cup. He then relapsed into
his attitude of motionless watching. | pondered for atime.

' Do you like weak tea? | asked.

'] do not,' hesaid.

' Do you liketea at all? | asked, ' strong or weak or half-
way tea?

"No," he said.

' Then why do you drink it?

He shook his yellow face from side to side sadly and did
not say anything. When he stopped shaking he opened up
his mouth and poured the cupful of tea in as one would
pour a bucket of milk into a churn at churning-time.

Do you notice anything?

No, I replied, nothing beyond the eeriness of this house
and the man who owns it. He is by no means the best con-
versationalist | have met.

| found I spoke lightly enough. While speaking inwardly
or outwardly or thinking of what to say | felt brave and
normal enough. But every time a silence came the horror
of my situation descended upon me like a heavy blanket
filing upon my head, enveloping and smothering me and
making me afraid of degth.

But do you notice nothing about the way he answers your
quedions?

No.

Do you not see that every reply is in the negative? No
matter what you ask him he says No.

That is true enough, | said, but | do not see where that
leedsme

Useyour imagination.

When | brought my whole attention back to old Mathers
| thought he was asleep. He sat over his teacup in a more
stooped attitude as if he were arock or part of the wooden
chair he sat on, a man completely dead and turned to stone.
Over his eyesthe limp lids had drooped down, almost clos-
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ing them. His right hand resting on the table lay lifeless and
abandoned. | composed my thoughts and addressed to him
a sharp noisy interrogation.

" Will you answer a straight question? | asked. He stirred
somewhat, hislids opening slightly.

"1 will not," hereplied.

| saw that this answer was in keeping with Joe's shrewd
suggestion. | sat thinking for a moment until 1 had thought
the same thought inside out.

"Will you refuse to answer a straight question? | asked.

"1 will not," hereplied.

This answer pleased me. It meant that my mind had got
to grips with his, that | was now almost arguing with him
and that we were behaving like two ordinary human beings.
| did not understand all the terrible things which had hap-
pened to me but | now began to think that | must be mis-
taken about them.

"Vey wdl,' | said quietly, ' Why do you always answer
No?

He stirred perceptibly in his chair and filled the teacup
up again before he spoke. He seemed to have some difficulty
infinding words.

""" No " is, generally speaking, a better answer than

"Yes " he said at last. He seemed to speak eagerly, his
words coming out as if they had been imprisoned in his
mouth for a thousand years. He seemed relieved that | had
found a way to make him speak. | thought he even smiled
dlightly at me but this was doubtless the trickery of the bad
morning light or a mischief worked by the shadows of the
lamp. He swallowed a long draught of tea and sat waiting,
looking at me with his queer eyes. They were now bright
and active and moved about restlessly in their yellow
wrinkled sockets.
' Do you refuse to tell me why you say that? | asked. '
No," he said. ' When | was a young man | led an un-
satisfactory life and devoted most of my time to excesses of
one kind or another, my principal weakness being Number
One. | was also party to the formation of an artificial
manure-ring.'

My mind went back at once to John Divney, to the farm
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and the public house and on from that to the horrible after-
noon we had spent on the wet lonely road. As if to inter-
rupt my unhappy thoughts | heard Jo€'s voice again, this
timesavae

No need to ask him what Number Oneis, we do not want
lurid descriptions of vice or anything at all in that line. Use
your imagination. Ask him what all this has to do with Yes
and No.

' What has that got to do with Y es and No?

' After a time,' said old Mathers disregarding me, " |
mercifully perceived the error of my ways and the unhappy
destination | would reach unless | mended them. | retired
from the world in order to try to comprehend it and to find
out why it becomes more unsavoury as the years accumulate
on a man's body. What do you think | discovered at the end
of my meditations?

| felt pleased again. He was now questioning me.

"What?

' That No isabetter word than Yes," hereplied.

This seemed to leave us where we were, | thought.

On the contrary, very far fromit. | am beginning to agree
with him. Thereis a lot to be said for No as a General Prin-
ciple. Ask himwhat he means.

" What do you mean? | inquired.

' When | was meditating,’ said old Mathers, ' | took all
my sins out and put them on the table, so to speak. | need
not tell you it wasa big teble’

He seemed to give a very dry smile at his own joke. |
chuckled to encourage him.

' | gave them all a strict examination, weighed them and
viewed them from al angles of the compass. | asked mysdlf
how | came to commit them, where | was and whom | was
with when | cameto do them.’

This is very wholesome stuff, every word a sermon in it-
salf. Listen very carefully. Ask himto continue.

' Continue,' | said.

I confess | felt a click inside me very near my stomach
as if Joe had put a finger to his lip and pricked up a pair of
limp spanid ears to make sure that no syllable of the wisdom
escaped him. Old Mathers continued talking quietly.
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" | discovered,' he said, ' that everything you do is in
response to a request or a suggestion made to you by some
other party ether inside you or outside. Some of these sug-
gestions are good and praiseworthy and some of them are
undoubtedly delightful. But the mgjority of them are defin-
itely bad and are pretty considerable sins as sins go. Do you
understand me?

' Perfectly.'

"1 would say that the bad ones outnumber the good ones
by threeto one.'

Sxto oneif you ask me.

" | therefore decided to say No henceforth to every sug-
gestion, request or inquiry whether inward or outward. It
was the only simple formula which was sure and safe. It was
difficult to practise at first and often called for heroism but
| persevered and hardly ever broke down completely. It is
now many years since | said Yes. | have refused more re-
quests and negatived more statements than any man living
or dead. | have rgected, reneged, disagreed, refused and
denied to an extent that is unbelievable.'

An excellent and original regime. Thisis all extremely in-
teresting and salutary, every syllable a sermon in itsdf. Very
very wholesome.

' Extremely interesting,’ | said to old Mathers.

' The system leads to peace and contentment,' he said.
' People do not trouble to ask you questions if they know
the answer is a foregone conclusion. Thoughts which have
no chance of succeeding do not take the trouble to come into
your head at all.’

" You must find it irksome in some ways,' | suggested.
"1, for instance, | wereto offer you a glass of whiskey . ..

' Such few friends as | have,' he answered, ' are usually
good enough to arrange such invitations in a way that will
enable me to adhere to my system and also accept the
whiskey. More than once | have been asked whether | would
refuse such things.'

" And the answer is still NO?

' Certainly.'

Joe said nothing at this stage but | had the feeling that
this confession was not to his liking; he seemed to be un-
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easy inside me. The old man seemed to get somewhat restive
also. He bent over his teacup with abstraction as if he were
engaged in accomplishing a sacrament. Then he drank with
his hollow throat, making empty noises.

A saintly man.

| turned to him again, fearing that his fit of talkativeness
hed passd.

'Where is the black box which was under the floor a
moment ago? | asked. | pointed to the opening in the
corner. He shook his head and did not say anything.

' Doyou refuseto tell me?

‘No.'

' Do you object to my taking it?

‘No.'

Then whereisit?

' What is your name? he asked sharply.

| was surprised at this question. It had no bearing on my
own conversation but | did not notice its irrelevance because
| was shocked to realise that, simple as it was, | could not
answer it. | did not know my name, did not remember who
| was. | was not certain where | had come from or what my
business was in that room. | found | was sure of nothing
save my search for the black box. But | knew that the other
man's name was Mathers and that he had been killed with a
pump and a spade. | had no name.

"1 have no name,' | replied.

' Then how could | tell you where the box was if you
could not sign a receipt? That would be most irregular. |
might as well give it to the west wind or to the smoke from
a pipe. How could you execute an important Bank docu-
ment?

"I can always get aname,' | replied. ' Doyle or Spaldman
is a good name and so is O'Sweeny and Hardiman and
O'Gara. | cantake my choice. | am not tied down for lifeto
oneword likemaost people’

"1 do not care much for Doyle," he said absently.

The name is Ban. Signor Ban, the eminent tenor. Five
hundred thousand people crowded the great piazza when the
great artist appeared on the balcony of S. Peter's Rome.
Fortunately these remarks were not audible in the ordin-
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ary sense of the word. Old Mathers was eyeing me.

" What is your colour? he asked.

' My colour?

" Surely you know you have a colour?

' People often remark on my red face'

" | do not mean that at all.’

Follow this closdly, this is bound to be extremely inter-
esting. Very edifying also.

| saw it was necessary to question old Mathers carefully.

' Do you refuse to explain this question about the
colours?

"No," he said. He slapped moreteain his cup.

' No doubt you are aware that the winds have colours,’ lie
said. | thought he settled himself more restfully in his chair
and changed his facetill it looked alittle bit benign.

"I never noticed it

" A record of this belief will be found in the literature of
al ancient peoples.” There are four winds and eight sub-
winds, each with its own colour. The wind from the east is
a deep purple, from the south a fine shining silver. The
north wind is a hard black and the west is amber. People
in the old days had the power of perceiving these colours
and could spend a day sitting quietly on a hillside watching
the beauty of the winds, their fall and rise and changing
hues, the magic of neighbouring winds when they are inter-
weaved like ribbons at a wedding. It was a better occupation
than gazing at newspapers. The sub-winds had colours of
indescribable ddicacy, a reddish-yellow half-way between
silver and purple, a greyish-green which was rdated equally
to black and brown. What could be more exquisite than a

* It is not clear whether de Selby had heard of this but he suggests
(Garcia, p. i2) that night, far from being caused by the commonly
accepted theory of planetary movements, was due to accumulations of
! plack air' produced by certain volcanic activities of which he does
not treat in detail. See also p. 79 and 945, Country Album. Le
Fournier's comment (in Homme ou Dieu) is interesting. * On ne
saura jamais jusqu'a quel point de Selby fut cause de la Grande
Guerre, mais, sans aucun doute, ses theories excentriques—specialement
celle que nuit n'est pas un phenomene de nature, mais dans
I'atmosphere un etat malsain amene par un industrialisme cupide
et sans pitie—aurent I'effet de produire un trouble profond dans les
masses.'
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countryside swept lightly by cool rain reddened by the
south-west breeze!'

! Can you see these colours? | asked.

‘No.'

'"You were asking me what my colour was. How do
people get thar colours?

" A person's colour,' he answered slowly," is the colour of
thewind prevailing at his birth.'

"What is your own colour?

"Light ydlow.'

" And what is the point of knowing your colour or having
acdour adl?

' For one thing you can tell the length of your life from
it. Yellow means along life and the lighter the better.’

Thisis very edifying, every sentence a sermon in itself.
Askhimto eqplain.

' Please explain.’

"It is a question of making little gowns,' he said informa-
tively.

' Little gowns?

'Yes. When | was born there was a certain policeman
present who had the gift of wind-watching. The gift is
getting very rare these days. Just after | was born he went
outside and examined the colour of the wind that was blow-
ing across the hill. He had a secret bag with him full of
certain materials and bottles and he had tailor's instruments
also. He was outside for about ten minutes. When he came
in again he had a little gown in his hand and he made my
mother put it on me'

‘Where did he get this gown? | asked in surprise.

' He made it himself secretly in the backyard, very likely
in the cowhouse. It was very thin and slight hike the very
finest of spider's muslin. You would not see it at al if you
held it against the sky but at certain angles of the light you
might at times accidentally notice the edge of it. It was the
purest and most perfect manifestation of the outside skin
of light yellow. This yellow was the colour of my birth-
wind.

"I seg' | said.

A very beautiful conception.
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' Every time my birthday came,' old Mathers said,’ | was
presented with ancther little gown of the same identical
quality except that it was put on over the other one and not
in place of it. You may appreciate the extreme delicacy and
fineness of the material when | tell you that even at five years
old with five of these gowns together on me, | still appeared
to be naked. It was, however, an unusual yelowish sort of
nakedness. Of course there was no objection to wearing other
clothes over the gown. | usually wore an overcoat. But every
year | got a new gown.'

'Where did you get them?' | asked.

' From the police. They were brought to my own home
until I was big enough to call to the barracks for them.’

" And how does all this enable you to predict your span
of life?

"1 will tell you. No matter what your colour is, it will be
represented faithfully in your birth-gown. With each year
and each gown, the colour will get deeper and more pro-
nounced. In my own case | had attained a bright full-blown
yellow at fifteen although the colour was so light at birth as
to be imperceptible. | am now nearing seventy and the
colour is a light brown. As my gowns come to me through
the years ahead, the colour will deepen to dark brown, then
a dull mahogany and from that ultimately to that very dark
sort of brownness one associates usually with stout.’

'Y es?

" In aword the colour gradually deepens gown by gown
and year by year until it appears to be black. Finally a day
will come when the addition of one further gown will actu-
aly achievereal and full blackness. On that day | will die''

Joe and | were surprised at this. We pondered it in silence,
Joe, | thought, seeking to reconcile what he had heard with
certain principles he held respecting morality and religion.

' That means,' | said at last, © that if you get a number of
these gowns and put them all on together, reckoning each as
ayear of life, you can ascertain the year of your death?

' Theoretically, yes,' he replied, © but there are two diffi-
culties. First of all the police refuse to let you have the
gowns together on the ground that the general ascertainment
of death-days would be contrary to the public interest. They
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talk of breaches of the peace and so forth. Secondly, thereis
adifficulty about gretching.’

' Stretching?

" Yes. Since you will be wearing as a grown man the tiny
gown that fitted you when you were born, it is clear that the
gown has stretched until it is perhaps one hundred times as
big as it was originally. Naturally this will affect the colour,-
making it many times rarer than it was. Similarly there will
be a proportionate stretch and a corresponding diminution
in colour in all the gowns up to manhood—perhaps twenty
o soindl!

/ wonder whether it can be taken that this accretion of
gowns vnll have become opaque at the incidence of puberty.

I reminded him that there was always an overcoat.

' | take it, then,' | said to old Mathers, ' that when you
say you can tell the length of life, so to speak, from the
colour of your shirt, you mean that you can tell roughly
whether you will belong-lived or short-lived?

"Yes,' hereplied. ' But if you use your intelligence you
can make a very accurate forecast. Naturally some colours
are better than others. Some of them, like purple or maroon,
are very bad and always mean an early grave Pink, however,
is excellent, and there is a lot to be said for certain shades
of green and blue. The prevalence of such colours at hirth,
however, usually connote a wind that brings bad weather—
thunder and lightning, perhaps—and there might be diffi-
culties such, for instance, as getting a woman to come in
time. As you know, most good things in life are associated
with certain disadvantages.'

Really very beautiful, everything considered.

' Who-are these policemen? | asked.

" There is Sergeant Pluck and another man called Mac-
Cruiskeen and there is a third man called Fox that dis-
appeared twenty-five years ago and was never heard of after.
The first two are down in the barracks and so far as | know
they have been there for hundreds of years. They must be
operating on a very rare colour, something that ordinary
eyes could not see at al. Thereis no white wind that | know
of. They all have the gift of seeing thewinds.

A bright thought came to me when | heard of these
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policemen. If they knew so much they would have no diffi-
culty in telling me where | would find the black box. | began
to think I would never be happy until | had that box again
in my grip. | looked at old Mathers. He had relapsed again
to his former passivity. The light had faded from his eyes
and theright hand resting on the table looked quite dead.

"Isthe barracks far? | asked loudly.

‘No.'

I made up my mind to go there with no delay. Then |
noticed a very remarkable thing. The lamplight, which in
the beginning had been shining forlornly in the old man's
corner only, had now grown rich and ydlow and flooded the
entire room. The outside light of morning had faded away
almost to nothingness. | glanced out of the window
and gave a start. Coming into the room | had noticed
that the window was to the east and that the sun was rising
in that quarter and firing the heavy clouds with light. Now
it was setting with last glimmers of feeble red in exactly the
same place. It had risen a bit, stopped, and then gone back.
Night had come. The policemen would be in bed. | was
sure | had fallen among strange people. | made up my mind
to go to the barracks the first thing on the morrow. Then
| turned again to old Mathers.

" Would you object,' | said to him, " if | went upstairs and
occupied one of your beds for the night? It is too late to go
homeand | think it is going to rain in any case.’

"No," he said.

| left him bent at his teaset and went up the stairs. | had
got to like him and thought it was a pity he had been mur-
dered. | fdt rdieved and simplified and certain that 1 would
soon have the black box. But | would not ask the policemen
openly about it at first. | would be crafty. In the morning
I would go to the barracks and report the theft of my Ameri-
can gold watch. Perhaps it was this lie which was responsible
for the bad things that happened to me afterwards. | had no
American gold watch.
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| CREPT ouUT of old Mathers' house nine hours after-
wards, making my way on to the firm high-road under the
first skies of morning. The dawn was contagious, spreading
rapidly about the heavens. Birds were gtirring and the great
kingly trees were being pleasingly interfered with by the first
breezes. My heart was happy and full of zest for high ad-
venture | did not know my name or where | had come from
but the black box was practically in my grasp. The police-
men would direct me to where it was. Ten thousand pounds
worth of negotiable securities would be a conservative esti-
mate of what was in it. As | walked down the road | was
pleased enough with everything.

The road was narrow, white, old, hard and scarred with
shadow. It ran away westwards in the mist of the early
morning, running cunningly through the little hills and
going to some trouble to visit tiny towns which were not,
strictly speaking, on its way. It was possibly one of the
oldest roads in the world. | found it hard to think of a
time when there was no road there because the trees and
the tall hills and the fine views of bogland had been
arranged by wise hands for the pleasing picture they made
when looked at from the road. Without a road to have
them looked at from they would have a somewhat aimless
if not afutile aspect.

De Selby has some interesting things to say on the sub-
ject of roads." Roads he regards as the most ancient of
human monuments, surpassing by many tens of centuries
the oldest thing of stone that man has reared to mark his
passing. The tread of time, he says, levelling al ese, has
beaten only to a more enduring hardness the pathways that
have been made throughout the world. He mentions in pass-
ing atrick the Cdts had in ancient times—that of ' throwing
a calculation' upon aroad. In those days wise men could

1 Golden Hours, vi. 156.
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tell to a nicety the dimension of a host which had passed
by in the night by looking at their tracks with a certain eye
and judging them by their perfection and imperfection, the
way each footfall was interfered with by each that came
after. In this way they could tell the number of men who
had passed, whether they were with horse or heavy with
shields and iron weapons, and how many chariots; thus they
could say the number of men who should be sent after them
to kill them. Elsewhere® de Selby makes the point that a
good road will have character and a certain air of destiny,
an indefinable intimation that it is going somewhere, be it
east or west, and not coming back from there. If you go with
such aroad, he thinks, it will give you pleasant travelling,
fine sights at every corner and a gentle ease of peregrination
that will persuade you that you are walking forever on
falling ground. But if you go east on aroad that is on its way
west, you will marvel at the unfailing bleakness of every
prospect and the great number of sore-footed inclines that
confront you to make you tired. If afriendly road should
lead you into a complicated city with nets of crooked streets
and five hundred other roads leaving it for unknown destina-
tions, your own road will always be discernible for its own
self and will lead you safely out of the tangled town.

| walked quietly for a good distance on this road, think-
ing my own thoughts with the front part of my brain and at
the same time taking pleasure with the back part in the
great and widespread finery of the morning. The air was
keen, clear, abundant and intoxicating. Its powerful pre-
sence could be discerned everywhere, shaking up the green
things jauntily, conferring greater dignity and definition on
the stones and boulders, forever arranging and re-arranging
the clouds and breathing life into the world. The sun had
climbed steeply out of his hiding and was now standing be-
nignly in the lower sky pouring down floods of enchanting
light and preliminary tinglings of heat.

I came upon a stone stile beside a gate leading into a
field and sat down to rest upon the top of it. | was not
sitting there long until | became surprised; surprising ideas

* A Memoir of Garcia, p. 27.



were coming into my head from nowhere. First of dl | re-
membered who | was—nat my name but where | had come
from and who my friends were. | recalled John Divney, my
life with him and how we came to wait under the dripping
trees on the winter's evening. This led me to reflect in
wonder that there was nothing wintry about the morning in
which | was now sitting. Furthermore, there was nothing
familiar about the good-looking countryside which stretched
away from me at every view. | was now but two days from
home—not more than three hours walking—and yet |
seemed to have reached regions which | had never seen be-
fore and of which | had never even heard. | could not under-
stand this because although my life had been spent mostly
among my books and papers, | had thought that there was
no road in the district | had not travelled, no road whose
destination was not well-known to me. There was another
thing. My surroundings had a strangeness of a peculiar kind,
entirely separate from the mere strangeness of a country
where one has never been before. Everything seemed almost
too pleasant, too perfect, too finely made. Each thing the
eye could see was unmistakable and unambiguous, incap-
able of merging with any other thing or of being confused
with it. The colour of the bogs was beautiful and the green-
ness of the green fieds supernal. Trees were arranged here
and there with far-from-usual consideration for the fastidi-
ous eye. The senses took keen pleasure from merely breath-
ing the air and discharged their functions with delight. |
was clearly in a strange country but all the doubts and per-
plexities which strewed my mind could not stop me from
feeling happy and heart-light and full of an appetite for
going about my business and finding the hiding-place of
the black box. The valuable contents of it, | felt, would
secure me for life in my own house and afterwards | could
revisit this mysterious townland upon my bicycle and probe
at my leisure the reasons for all its strangenesses. | got down
from the stile and continued my walk along the road. It was
pleasant easeful walking. | felt sure | was not going against
the road. It was, so to speak, accompanying me.
Before going to sleep the previous night | had spent a
long time in puzzled thought and also in carrying on inward
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conversations with my newly-found soul. Strangely enough,
I was not thinking about the baffling fact that | was enjoy-
ing the hospitality of the man | had murdered (or whom |
was sure | had murdered) with my spade. | was reflecting
about my name and how tantalising it was to have forgotten
it. All people have names of one kind or another. Some are
arbitrary labels related to the appearance of the person,
some represent purely genealogical associations but most of
them afford some clue as to the parents of the person named
and confer a certain advantage in the execution of legal
documents.® Even a dog has a name which dissociates him
from other dogs and indeed my own soul, whom nobody has
ever seen on the road or standing at the counter of a public
house, had apparently no difficulty in assuming a name
which distinguished him from other peoplée's souls.

A thing not easy to account for is the unconcern with
which | turned over my various perplexities in my mind.
Blank anonymity coming suddenly in the middle of life
should be at best alarming, a sharp symptom that the mind
is in decay. But the unexplainable exhilaration which | drew
from my surroundings seemed to invest this situation merdy
with the genial interest of a good joke Even now as | walked
along contentedly | sensed a solemn question on this sub-
ject from within, one similar to many that had been asked

3De Selby (Golden Hours, p. 93, et seq.) has put forward an inter-
esting theory on names. Going back to primitive times, he regards the
earliest names as crude onomatopaei ¢ associations with the appearance
of the person or object named—thus harsh or rough manifestations
being represented by far from pleasant gutturalities and vice versa
This idea he pursued to rather fanciful lengths, drawing up elaborate
paradigms of vowels and consonants purporting to correspond to cer-
tain indices of human race, colour and temperament and claiming
ultimately to be in a position to state the physiological ' group ' of any
person merely from a brief study of the letters of his name after the
word had been ' rationalised' to allow for variations of language.
Certain ' groups' he showed to be universally ' repugnant’ to other
" groups '. An unhappy commentary on the theory was furnished by
the activities of his own nephew, whether through ignorance or con-
tempt for the humanistic researches of his uncle. The nephew set
about a Swedish servant, from whom he was completely excluded by
the paradigms, in the pantry of a Portsmouth hotel to such purpose
that de Selby had to open his purse to the tune of five or six hundred
pounds to avert an unsavoury law case.
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the night before. It was a mocking inquiry. | light-heartedly
gavealist of names which, for all | knew, | might hear:

Hugh Murray.

Congtantin Petrie.

Peter Sl

Signor Beniamino Bari.

The Honourable Alex O'Brannigan, Bart.

Kurt Freund.

Mr John P. de Sdis, M.A.

Dr Solway Garr.

Bongparte Gosworth.

Legs OHagan.

Sgnor Beniamino Bari, Joe said, the eminent tenor. Three
baton-charges outside La Scala at great tenor's premiere.
Extraordinary scenes were witnessed outsde La Scala Opera
House when a crowd of some ten thousand devotees, in-
censed by the management's statement that no more stand-
ing-room was available, attempted to rush the barriers.
Thousands were injured, 79 fatally, in the wild melee. Con-
stable Peter Coutts sustained injuries to the groin fromwhich
heis unlikely to recover. These scenes were comparable only
to the delirium of the fashionable audience inside after
Sgnor Bari had concluded his recital. The great tenor was
in admrable voice. Sarting with a phasein the lower register
with a husky richness which seemed to suggest a cold, he
delivered the immortal strains of Che Gelida Manina,
favourite aria of the beloved Caruso. As he warmed to his
God-like task, note after golden note spilled forth to the
remotest corner of the vast theatre, thrilling all and sundry
to the inner core. When he reached the high C where heaven
and earth seem married in one great climax of exaltation, the
audience arose in their seats and cheered as one man, show-
ering hats, programmes and chocolate-boxes on the great
artis.

Thank you very much, I murmured, smiling in wild
amusamat.

A bit overdone, perhaps, but it is only a hint of the pre-
tensions and vanity that you inwardly permit yoursef.

Inde=d?

Or what about Dr Solway Garr? The duchess has fainted.
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Is there a doctor in the audience? The spare figure, thin
nervous fingers and iron-grey hair, making its way quietly
through the pale excited onlookers. A jew brief commands,
quietly spoken but imperious. Inside five minutes the situa-
tion iswell in hand. Wan but smiling, the duchess murmurs
her thanks. Expert diagnosis has averted still another
tragedy. A small denture has been extracted from the thorax.
All hearts go out to the quiet-spoken servant of humanity.
His Grace, summoned too late to see aught but the happy
ending, is opening his cheque-book and has already marked
a thousand guineas on the counterfoil as a small token of his
esteem. His cheque is taken but torn to atoms by the smiling
medico. A lady in blue at the back of the hall begins to
sing O Peace Be Thine and the anthem, growing in volume
and sincerity, peals out into the quiet night, leaving few eyes
that are dry and hearts that are not replete with yearning
ere the last notes fade. Dr Garr only smiles, shaking his head
in deprecation.

| think that is quite enough, | said.

I walked on unperturbed. The sun was maturing rapidly
in the east and a great heat had started to spread about the
ground like a magic influence, making everything, including
my own sdf, very beautiful and happy in a dreamy drowsy
way. The little beds of tender grass here and there by the
roadside and the dry shdltery ditches began to look seductive
and inviting. The road was being slowly baked to a greater
hardness, making my walking more and more laborious.
After not long | decided that I must now be near the police
barracks and that another rest would fit me better for the
task | had on hand. | stopped walking and spread my body
out evenly in the shelter of the ditch. The day was brand new
and the ditch was feathery. | lay back unstintingly, stunned
with the sun. | felt a million little influences in my nostril,
hay-smdls, grass-smells, odours from distant flowers, the
reassuring unmistakability of the abiding earth beneath my
head. It was a new and a bright day, the day of the world.
Birds piped without limitation and incomparable stripe-
coloured bees passed above me on their missions and hardly
ever came back the same way home My eyes were shuttered
and my head was buzzing with the spinning of the universe.
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I was not long lying there until my wits deserted me and |
fell far into my sleep. | slept there for a long time, as
moationless and as devoid of feding as the shadow of mysdf
which dept behind me

When | awoke again it was later in the day and a small
man was sitting beside me watching me. He was tricky and
smoked a tricky pipe and his hand was quavery. His eyes
were tricky also, probably from watching policemen. They
were very unusual eyes. There was no palpable divergence
in their alignment but they seemed to be incapable of giv-
ing a direct glance at anything that was straight, whether
or not their curious incompatibility was suitable for looking
at crooked things. | knew he was watching me only by the
way his head was turned; | could not meet his eyes or chal-
lenge them. He was small and poorly dressed and on his
head was a clath cap of pale salmon colour. He kept his head
in my direction without speaking and | found his presence
disquigting. | wondered how long he had been watching me
beforel awoke

Watch your step here. A very dlippery-looking customer.

| put my hand into my pocket to see if my wallet was
there. It was, smooth and warm like the hand of a good
friend. When found that | had not been robbed, | decided
to talk to him genially and civilly, see who he was and ask
him to direct me to the barracks. I made up my mind not to
despise the assistance of anybody who could hdp me, in
however small a way, to find the black box. | gave him the
time of day and, so far as | could, alook as intricate as any
he could give himsdif.

"Moreluck to you,' | said.

' More power to yoursdf,' he answered dourly.

Ask him his name and occupation and inquire what is his
degtination.

' | do not desire to be inquisitive, sir,' | said, ' but would
it be true to mention that you are a bird-catcher?

' Not a bird-catcher,' he answered.

"Atinker?

"Not that.'

‘A man on ajourney?

" No, not that.'
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"A fiddler?

" Not that one.'

| smiled at him in good-humoured perplexity and said:

' Tricky-looking man, you are hard to place and it is not
easy to guess your station. You seem very contented in one
way but then again you do not seem to be satisfied. What
is your objection to life?

He blew little bags of smoke at me and looked at me
closdy from behind the bushes of hair which were growing
about his eyes.

"Isit life? he answered. ' | would rather be without it,'
he said, ' for thereis a queer small utility in it. You cannot
eat it or drink it or smoke it in your pipe, it does not keep
therain out and it is a poor armful in the dark if you strip it
and take it to bed with you after a night of porter when
you are shivering with the red passion. It is a great mistake
and a thing better done without, like bed-jars and foreign
bacon.'

' That isa nice way to be talking on this grand lively day,'
| chided, ' when the sun is roaring in the sky and sending
great tidings into our weary bones.'

" Or like feather-beds,' he continued, ' or bread manu-
factured with powerful steam machinery. Isit life you say?
Life?

Explain the difficulty of life yet stressing its essential
sweetness and desirability.

What sweetness?

Flowers in the spring, the glory and fulfilment of human
life, bird-song at evening—you know very well what | mem.
| am not so sure about the sweetness all the same.

"Itis hard to get theright shape of it,' | said to the tricky
man, ' or to define life at all but if you identify life with
enjoyment | am told that there is a better brand of it in the
cities than in the country parts and there is said to be a very
superior brand of it to be had in certain parts of France.
Did you ever notice that cats have alot of it in them when
they are quite juveniles?

Hewas looking in my direction crossly.

"Isit life? Many a man has spent a hundred years trying
to get the dimensions of it and when he understandsiit at last
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and entertains the certain pattern of it in his head, by the
hokey he takes to his bed and dies! He dies like a poisoned
sheepdog. There is nothing so dangerous, you can't smoke
it, nobody will give you tuppence-halfpenny for the half of it
and it kills you in the wind-up. It is a queer contraption,
very dangerous, a certain death-trap. life?

He sat there looking very vexed with himself and stayed
for a while without talking behind a little grey wall he had
built for himself by means of his pipe. After an interval |
made another attempt to find out what his business was.

'Or aman out after rabbits? | asked.

"Not that. Not that.'

" A travelling man with ajob of journey-work?

‘No.'

' Driving a steam thrashing-mill?

"Not for certain.'

Tin-plates?

"No.'

‘A town clerk?

‘No.'

' A water-works inspector?

'‘No.'

"With pillsfor sick horses?

" Not with pills.'

' Then by Dad,’ | remarked perplexedly, ' your calling is
very unusual and | cannot think of what it is at all, unless
you are a farmer like myself, or a publican's assistant or
possibly something in the drapery line. Are you an actor or
amumme?

" Not them either.’

He sat up suddenly and looked at me in a manner that
was amogt direct, his pipe sticking out aggressively from his
tight jaws. Pie had the world full of smoke. | was uneasy but
not altogether afraid of him. If 1 had my spade with me
I knew | would soon make short work of him. | thought the
wisest thing to do was to humour him and to agree with
everything he said.

'lama robber,' 'he said in a dark voice,' a robber with a
knife and an arm that's as strong as an article of powerful
steam machinery.'
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" A robber? | exclaimed. My forebodings had been borne
out.

Seady here. Take no chances.

' As strong as the bright moving instruments in a laundry.
A black murderer also. Every time | rob a man | knock him
dead because | have no respect for life, not alittle. If 1 kill
enough men there will be more life to go round and maybe
then | will be able to livetill I am a thousand and not have
the old rattle in my neck when | am quite seventy. Have
you a money-bag with you?

Plead poverty and destitution. Ask for the loan of money.

That will not be difficult, | answered.

"1 have no money at all, or coins or sovereigns or bankers
drafts,' | replied, ' no pawn-masters' tickets, nothing that is
negotiable or of any value. | am as poor a man as yoursdf
and | was thinking of asking you for two shillings to help
me on my way.'

| was now more nervous than | was before as | sat 100k-
ing at him. He had put his pipe away and had produced a
long farmer's knife. He was looking at the blade of it and
flashing lights with it.

' Even if you have no money," he cackled, ' | will take
your littlelife’

"Now look heretill | tell you,' | rgoined in a stern voice,
' robbery and murder are against the law and furthermore
my life would add little to your own because | have a dis-
order in my chest and | am sure to be dead in six months.
Aswedl asthat, there was a question of a dark funeral in my
teacup on Tuesday. Wait till you hear a cough.'

| forced out a great hacking cough. It travelled like a
breeze across the grass near at hand. | was now thinking that
it might be wise to jump up quickly and run away. It would
at least be asimple remedy.

' There is another thing about me," | added, ' part of me
is made of wood and has no lifeinit at all.'

The tricky man gave out sharp cries of surprise, jumped
up and gave me looks that were too tricky for description.
| smiled at him and pulled up my left trouser-leg to show
him my timber shin. He examined it closdy and ran his hard
finger along the edge of it. Then he sat down very quickly,
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put his knife away and took out his pipe again. It had been
burning away all the time in his pocket because he started
to smoke it without any delay and after a minute he had so
much blue smoke made, and grey smoke, that | thought his
clothes had gone on fire. Between the smoke | could see that
he was giving friendly looks in my direction. After a few
moments he spoke cordialy and softly to me.

"1 would not hurt you, little man," he said.

"1 think | got the disorder in Mullingar,’ | explained.
I knew that | had gained his confidence and that the danger
of violence was now passed. He then did something which
took me by surprise. He pulled up his own ragged trouser
and showed me his own left leg. It was smooth, shapely
and fairly fat but it was made of wood also.

' That isa funny coincidence,' | said. | now perceived the
reason for his sudden change of attitude

' You are a sweet man,' he responded, ' and | would not
lay a finger on your personality. | am the captain of all the
one-legged men in the country. | knew them all up to now
except one—your own self—and that one is now also my
friend into the same bargain. If any man looks at you side-
ways, | will rip hisbdly.’

' That isvery friendly talk,' | said.

' Wide open,’ he said, making a wide movement with his
hands.' If you are ever troubled, send for meand | will save
you from the woman.'

"Women | have no interest in at all,' | said smiling.

' A fiddleis abetter thing for diversion.'

" It does not matter. If your perplexity is an army or a
dog, | will come with all the one-legged men and rip the
belies. My real name is Martin Finnucane.'

"t isareasonable name,' | assented.

' Martin Finnucane,' he repeated, listening to his own
voice as if he were listening to the sweetest music in the
world. He lay back and filled himself up to the ears with
dark smoke and when he was nearly bursting he let it out
again and hid himsdif init.

' Tl methis, he said at last. ' Have you a desideratum?

This queer question was unexpected but | answered it
quickly enough. | said | had.
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'What desideratum?,

'Tofind what | am looking for.'

' That is a handsome desideratum,' said Martin Finnu-
cane. ' What way will you bring it about or mature its
mutandum and bring it ultimately to passable factivity?

' By visiting the police barracks,' | said, ' and asking the
policemen to direct meto whereit is. Maybe you might in-
struct me on how to get to the barrack from where we are
now?

' Maybe indeed,’ said Mr Finnucane. ' Have you an ulti-
matum?

"1 have a secret ultimatum,” | replied.

"| amsureit is a fine ultimatum,' he said, ' but | will not
ask you torecite it for meif you think it is a secret one.'

He had smoked away all his tobacco and was now smok-
ing the pipe itself, judging by the surly smell of it. He put
his hand into a pocket at his crotch and took out a round
thing.

' Here is a sovereign for your good luck,' he said, ' the
golden token of your golden destiny.’

I gave him, so to speak, my golden thank-you but |
noticed that the coin he gave me was a bright penny. | put
it carefully into my pocket as if it were highly prized and
very valuable. | was pleased at the way | had handled this
eccentric queerly-spoken brother of the wooden leg. Near
the far side of the road was a small river. | stood up and
looked at it and watched the white water. It tumbled in the
stony bedstead and jumped in the air and hurried excitedly
round a corner.

' The barracks are on this same road,' said Martin Finnu-
cane, ' and | left it behind me a mile away this today morn-
ing. You will discover it at the place where the river runs
away from the road. If you look now you will see the fat
trout in their brown coats coming back from the barracks at
this hour because they go there every morning for the fine
breakfast that is to be had from the slops and the throwings
of the two policemen. But they have their dinners down the
other way where a man called MacFegterson has a bakery
shop in a village of houses with their rears to the water.
Three bread vans he has and a light dog-cart for the high
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mountain and he attends at Kilkishkeam on Mondays and
Wedhestlys'

' Martin Finnucang,' | said, ' a hundred and two difficult
thoughts | have to think between this and my destination
and the sooner the better.'

He sent me up friendly glances from the smokey ditch.

' Good-looking man,' he said, ' good luck to your luck
and do not entertain danger without sending me cognisance.'

| said ' Good-bye, Good-bye ' and left him after a hand-
shake. | looked back from down the road and saw nothing
but the lip of the ditch with smoke coming from it as if
tinkers were in the bottom of it cooking their what-they-
had. Before | was gone | looked back again and saw the
shape of his old head regarding me and closdly studying my
disappearance. He was amusing and interesting and had
helped me by directing me to the barracks and telling me
how far it was. And as | went upon my way | was slightly
glad that | had met him.

Adroll cusomer.
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1V

OF ALL the many striking statements made by de Selby,
I do not think that any of them can rival his assertion that
ajourney is an hallucination . The phrase may befound in

the Country Album' cheek by jow! with the well-known

treatise on ' tent-suits, those egregious canvas garments
which he designed as a substitute alike for the hated houses
and ordinary clothing. His theory, insofar as | can under-
stand it, seems to discount the testimony of human experi-
ence and is at variance with everything | have learnt mysef

on many a country walk. Human existence de Selby has
defined as' a succession of static experiences each infinitey
brief', a conception which he is thought to have arrived at
from examining some old cinematograph films which be-
longed probably to his nephew.? From this premise he dis-

counts theredlity or truth of any progression or serialismin
life, denies that time can pass as such in die accepted sense
and attributes to hallucinations the commonly experienced
sensation of progression as, for instance, in journeying from
one placeto another or even' living'. If oneisresting at A,
he explains, and desires to rest in a distant place B, one
can only do so by resting for infinitely brief intervalsin in-

numerable intermediate places. Thusthere is no difference
essentially between what happens when oneisresting at A
beforethe start of the ' journey' and what happens when
oneis'enroute’, i.e, resting in one or other of the inter-

mediate places. He treats of these' intermediate places' in
a lengthy footnote. They are not, he warns us, to be taken
as arbitrarily-determined points on the A-B axis so many
inches or feet apart. They arerather to be regarded as points

! Page 82a.

* These are evidently the same films which he mentions in Golden
Hours (p. 155) as having 'a strong repetitive element' and as being
' tedious . Apparently he had examined them patiently picture by pic-
ture and imagined that they would be screened in the same way, fail-
ing at that time to grasp the principle of the cinematograph.
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infinitely near each other yet sufficiently far apart to admit
of the insertion between them of a series of other ' inter-
intermediate ' places, between each of which must be imag-
ined a chain of other resting-places—not, of course, strictly
adjacent but arranged so as to admit of the application of
this principle indefinitey. The illusion of progron he
attributes to the inability of the human brain—" as at pre-
sent developed—to appreciate the redlity of these separate
' rests, preferring to group many millions of them together
and calling the result motion, an entirely indefensible and
impossible procedure since even two separate paositions can-
not obtain simultaneously of the same body. Thus motion is
also an illusion. He mentions that almost any photograph is
conclusive proof of histeachings.

Whatever about the soundness of de Selby's theories,
there is ample evidence that they were honestly held and
that several attempts were made to put them into practice.
During his stay in England, he happened at one time to be
living in Bath and found it necessary to go from there to
Folkestone on pressing business.® His method of doing so was
far from conventional. Instead of going to the railway station
and inquiring about trains, he shut himself up inaroomin
his lodgings with a supply of picture postcards of the areas
which would be traversed on such a journey, together with
an eaborate arrangement of clocks and barometric instru-
ments and a device for regulating the gaslight in conformity
with the changing light of the outside day. What happened
in the room or how precisdy the clocks and other machines
were manipulated will never be known. It seems that he
emerged after a lapse of seven hours convinced that he was
in Folkestone and possibly that he had evolved a formula for
travelers which would be extremely distasteful to railway
and shipping companies. There is no record of the extent
of his disillusionment when he found himself still in the
familiar surroundings of Bath but one authority” relates that
he claimed without turning a hair to have been to Folke-
stone and back again. Reference is made to a man (un-

5 See Hatchjaw's De Selby's Life and Times. '
Bassett: Lux Mundi: A Memoir of de Selby.
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named) declaring to have actually seen the savant coming
out of a Folkestone bank on the material date.

Like most of de Selby's theories, the ultimate outcome is
inconclusive. It is a curious enigma that so great a mind
would question the most obvious redlities and object even
to things scientifically demonstrated (such as the sequence
of day and night) while bdieving absolutdy in his own fan-
tastic explanations of the same phenomena.

Of my own journey to the police-barracks | need only say
that it was no halucination. The heat of the sun played
incontrovertibly on every inch of me, the hardness of the
road was uncompromising and the country changed slowly
but surely as | made my way through it. To the left was
brown bogland scarred with dark cuttings and strewn with
rugged clumps of bushes, white streaks of boulder and here
and there a distant house half-hiding in an assembly of little
trees. Far beyond was another region sheltering in the haze,
purple and mysterious. The right-hand side was a greener
country with the small turbulent river accompanying the
road at a respectful distance and on the other side of it hills
of rocky pasture stretching away into the distance up and
down. Tiny sheep could be discerned near the sky far away
and crooked lanes ran hither and thither. There was no sign
whatever of human life. It was still early morning, perhaps.
If 1 had not lost my American gold watch it would be
possible for metotel thetime.

You have no American gold watch.

Something strange then happened to me suddenly. The
road before me was turning gently to the left and as |
approached the bend my heart began to behave irregularly
and an unaccountable excitement took complete possession
of me. There was nothing to see and no change of any kind
had come upon the scene to explain what was taking place
within me. | continued walking with wild eyes.

As | came round the bend of the road an extraordinary
spectacle was presented to me. About a hundred yards away
on the |eft-hand side was a house which astonished me. It
looked as if it were painted like an advertisement on a board
on the roadside and indeed very poorly painted. It looked
completely false and unconvincing. It did not seem to have
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any depth or breadth and looked as if it would not deceive
a child. That was not in itsdf sufficient to surprise me be-
cause | had seen pictures and notices by the roadside before.
What bewildered me was the sure knowledge deeply-rooted
in my mind, that this was the house | was searching for and
that there were people inside it. | had no doubt at all that
it was the barracks of the policemen. | had never seen with
my eyes ever in my life before anything so unnatural and
appalling and my gaze faltered about the thing uncompre-
hendingly as if at least one of the customary dimensions was
missing, leaving no meaning in the remainder. The appear-
ance of the house was the greatest surprise | had encountered
since | had seen the old man in the chair and | felt afraid
ait.

| kept on walking, but walked more slowly. As |
approached, the house seemed to change its appearance. At
first, it did nothing to reconcile itself with the shape of
an ordinary house but it became uncertain in outline like a
thing glimpsed under ruffled water. Then it became clear
again and | saw that it began to have some back to it, some
small space for rooms behind the frontage. | gathered this
from the fact that | seemed to see the front and the back of
the ' building' simultaneously from my position approach-
ing what should have been the side. As there was no side
that | could see | thought the house must be triangular with
its apex pointing towards me but when | was only fifteen
yards away | saw a small window apparently facing me and
| knew from that that there must be some side to it. Then
| found mysdlf aimost in the shadow of the structure, dry-
throated and timorous from wonder and anxiety. It seemed
ordinary enough at close quarters except that it was very
white and till. It was momentous and frightening; the whole
morning and the whole world seemed to have no purpose at
al saveto frameit and give it some magnitude and position
so that | could find it with my simple senses and pretend
to mysdlf that | understood it. A constabulary crest above
the door told me that it was a police station. | had never
seenapaolice getion likeit.

| cannot say why | did not stop to think or why my ner-
vousness did not make me halt and sit down wesakly by the
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roadside. Instead | walked straight up to the door and looked
in. | saw, standing with his back to me, an enormous police-
man. His back appearance was unusual. He was standing
behind a little counter in a neat whitewashed day-room; his
mouth was open and he was looking into a mirror which
hung upon the wall. Again, | find it difficult to convey the
precise reason why my eyes found his shape unprecedented
and unfamiliar. He was very big and fat and the hair which
strayed abundantly about the back of his bulging neck was a
pale straw-colour; all that was striking but not unheard of .
My glanceran over his great back, the thick arms and legs
encased in the rough blue uniform. Ordinary enough as
each part of him looked by itsdf, they all seemed to create
together, by some undetectable discrepancy in association or
proportion, a very disquieting impression of unnatural ness,
amounting almost to what was horrible and monstrous. His
hands werered, swollen and enormous and he appeared to
have one of them half-way into his mouth as he gazed into
themirror.

"It's my teeth,’ | heard him say, abstractedly and half-
aloud. His voice was heavy and dlightly muffled, reminding
me of a thick winter quilt. | must have made some sound at
the door or possibly he had seen my reflection in the glass
for he turned slowly round, shifting his stance with leisurdly
and heavy majesty, his fingers still working at his teeth; and
as heturned | heard him murmuring to himself:

' Nearly every sicknessis from the teeth.’

His face gave me one more surprise. It was enormously
fat, red and widespread, sitting squardly on the neck of his
tunic with a clumsy weightiness that reminded me of a sack
of flour. The lower half of it was hidden by a violent red
moustache which shot out from his skin far into the air like
the antennae of some unusual animal. His cheeks were red
and chubby and his eyes were nearly invisible, hidden from
above by the obstruction of his tufted brows and from below
by the fat foldings of his skin. He came over ponderously to
the inside of the counter and | advanced meekly from the
door until we were faceto face.

" Isit about a bicycle? he asked.

His expression when | encountered it was unexpectedly
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reassuring. His face was gross and far from beautiful but he
had modified and assembled his various unpleasant features
in some skilful way so that they expressed to me good nature,
politeness and infinite patience. In the front of his peaked
official cap was an important-looking badge and over it in
golden letters was the word SERGEANT. It was Sergeant
Fluck himsdf.

"No," | answered, stretching forth my hand to lean with
it against the counter. The Sergeant looked at me incredu-
lodly.

" Areyou sure? he asked.

'Cetan.'

' Nat about a motor-cycle?

"No!

' One with overhead valves and a dynamo for light? Or
with racing handle-bars?

'No.'

"In that circumstantial eventuality there can be no ques-
tion of a motor-bicycle,' he said. He looked surprised and
puzzled and leaned sideways on the counter on the prop of
his left elbow, putting the knuckles of his right hand be-
tween his ydlow teeth and raising three enormous wrinkles
of perplexity on his forehead. | decided now that he was
a simple man and that | would have no difficulty in dealing
with him exactly as | desired and finding out from him what
had happened to the black box. 1 did not understand clearly
the reason for his questions about bicycles but | made up
my mind to answer everything carefully, to bide my time
and to be cunning in all my dealings with him. He moved
away abstractedly, came back and handed me a bundle of
differently-coloured papers which looked like application
forms for bull-licences and dog-licences and the like.

" It would be no harm if you filled up these forms," he
said. ' Tell me," he continued, ' would it be true that you
are an itinerant dentist and that you came on a tricycle?

"1t would naot," | replied.

' On a patent tandem?

‘No.'

' Dentists are an unpredictable coterie of people,' he said.
‘Do you tell meit was a velocipede or a penny-farthing?
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"I do not," | said evenly. He gave me a long searching
look as if to see whether | was serious in what | was saying,
again wrinkling up his brow.

' Then maybe you are no dentist at all,’ he said, ' but
only a man after a dog licence or papersfor abull?

"1 did not say | was a dentist,’ | said sharply,’ and | did
not say anything about a bull.’

The Sergeant looked at me incredulously.

' That isa great curiosity,' he said, ' a very difficult piece
of puzzledom, a snorter.'

He sat down by the turf fire and began jawing his knuckles
and giving me sharp glances from under his bushy brows.
If 1 had horns upon my head or a tail behind me he could
not have looked at me with more interest. | was unwilling
to give any lead to the direction of the talk and there was
complete silence for five minutes. Then his expression eased
abit and he spoke to me again.

" What is your pronoun ? heinquired.

" | have no pronoun,’ | answered, hoping | knew his
meaning.

' What is your cog?

'My cog?

"Y our surnoun?

"1 have not got that either.’

My reply again surprised him and also seemed to please
him. He raised his thick eyebrows and changed his face into
what could be described as a smile. He came back to the
counter, put out his enormous hand, took mine in it and
shook it warmly.

" No name or no idea of your originality at al?

"None!'

' Well, by the holy Hokey!

Sgnor Ban, the eminent one-legged tenor!

' By the holy Irish-American Powers,' he said again, ' by
the Dad! Well carry me back to old Kentucky!"

He then retreated from the counter to his chair by the
fire and sat silently bent in thought as if examining one by
one the by-gone years stored up in his memory.

" | was once acquainted with atall mar/ he said to me at
last, ' that had no name either and you are certain to be his
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son and the heir to his nullity and al his nothings. What
way is your pop today and whereis he?

It was not, | thought, entirely unreasonable that the son
of a man who had no name should have no name also but it
was clear that the Sergeant was confusing me with somebody
ese This was no harm and | decided to encourage him. |
considered it desirable that he should know nothing about
me but it was even better if he knew several things which
were quite wrong. It would help mein using him for my own
purpases and ultimately in finding the black box.

'Heis goneto America,' | replied.

"Isthat where,' said the Sergeant. ' Do you tell me that?
He was a true family husband. The last time | interviewed
him it was about a missing pump and he had a wife and ten
sonnies and at that time he had the wife again in a very ad-
vanced date of sexuality.’

! That wasme,' | said, smiling.

' That was you,' he agreed. ' What way are the ten strong
wE?

" All goneto America’

" That is a great conundrum of a country," said the Ser-
geant, ' avery wideterritory, a place occupied by black men
and strangers. | am told they are very fond of shooting-
matches in that quarter.’

"Itisaqueer land,' | said.

At this stage there were footsteps at the door and in
marched a heavy policeman carrying a small constabulary
lamp. He had a dark Jewish face and hooky nose and masses
of black curly hair. He was blue-jowled and black-jowled and
looked as if he shaved twice a day. He had white enamelled
teeth which came, | had no doubt, from Manchester, two
rows of them arranged in the interior of his mouth and
when he smiled it was a fine sight to see, like delph on a neat
country dresser. He was heavy-fleshed and gross in body
like the Sergeant but his face looked far more intelligent. It
was unexpectedly lean and the eyes in it were penetrating
and observant. If his face alone were in question he would
look more Eke a .poet than a policeman but the rest of his
body looked anything but poetical.

' Policeman MacCruiskeen,' said Sergeant Pluck.
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Policeman MacCruiskeen put the lamp on the table, shook
hands with me and gave me the time of day with great grav-
ity. His voice was high, amost feminine, and he spoke with
a ddicate careful intonation. Then he put the little lamp on
the counter and surveyed the two of us.

"Isit about abicycle? he asked.

" Not that,' said the Sergeant. ' This is a private visitor
who says he did not arrive in the townland upon a bicycle.
He has no personal name at all. His dadda is in far Amuri-
key.'
" Which of the two Amurikeys? asked MacCruiskeen.

' The Unified Stations,' said the Sergeant.

' Likely he is rich by now if heis in that quarter,’ said
MacCruiskeen, ' because there's dollars there, dollars and
bucks and nuggets in the ground and any amount of rackets
and golf games and musical instruments. It is a free country
too by all accounts.'

' Freefor all,’ said the Sergeant. ' Tell methis," he said
to the policeman, ' Did you take any readings today?

"I did," said MacCruiskeen.

' Take out your black book and tell me what it was, like
a good man,' said the Sergeant. ' Give me the gist of it till |
seewhat | seg," he added.

MacCruiskeen fished a small black notebook from his
breast pocket.

' Ten point six,' he said.

" Ten point six," said the Sergeant. ' And what reading
did you notice on the beam?

' Seven point four.'

" How much on the lever?

' One paint five.'

There was a pause here. The Sergeant put on an expres-
sion of great intricacy as if he were doing far-from-simple
sums and calculations in his head. After a time his face
cleared and he spoke again to his companion.

'Was thereafall?

" A heavy fall at half-past three’

' Very understandable and commendably satisfactory,’ said
the Sergeant. ' Y our supper is on the hob inside and be sure
to stir the milk before you take any of it, the way therest of
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us after you will have our share of the fats of it, the health
andtheheart of it.’

Policeman MacCruiskeen smiled at the mention of food
and went into the back room loosening his belt as he went;
after a moment we heard the sounds of coarse slobbering
as if he was eating porridge without the assistance of spoon
or hand. The Sergeant invited me to sit at the fire in his
company and gave me awrinkled cigarette from his pocket.

It is lucky for your pop that he is situated in Amurikey,’
he remarked, ' if it is athing that he is having trouble with
the old teeth. It is very few sicknesses that are not from the
tegh!

"Yes,' | said. | was determined to say as little as possible
and let these unusual policemen first show their hand. Then
| would know how to deal with them.

' Because a man can have more disease and germination
in his gab than you'll find in a rat's coat and Amurikey is a
country where the population do have grand teeth like shav-
ing-lather or like bits of delph when you break a plate.’

'Quitetrue' | said.

' Or like eggs under a black crow.’

'Likeeggs,' | said.

' Did you ever happen to visit the cinematograph in your
traves?

! Never,' | answered humbly, ' but | bdieve it is a dark
quarter and little can be seen at all except the photographs
onthewadl.

" Well it is there you see the fine teeth they do have in
Amurikey,' said the Sergeant.

He gave the fire a hard look and took to handling absently
his yellow stumps of teeth. | had been wondering about his
mysterious conversation with MacCruiskeen.

' Tell me this much," I ventured. ' What sort of readings
werethose in the policeman's black book?

The Sergeant gave me a keen look which felt almost hot
from being on thefire previoudy.

' The first beginnings of wisdom," he said," is to ask ques-
tions but never to answer any. You get wisdom from asking
and / from not answering. Would you believe that thereis a
great increase in crimein this locality? Last year we had
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sixty-nine cases of no lights and four stolen. This year we
have eighty-two cases of no lights, thirteen cases of riding
on the footpath and four stolen. There was one case of wan-
ton damage to a three-speed gear, thereis sureto beaclam
at the next Court and the area of charge will be the parish.
Before the year is out there is certain to be a pump stolen, a
very depraved and despicable manifestation of criminality
and a blot on the county.'

"Indeed," | said.

' Five years ago we had a case of loose handlebars. Now
there is a rarity for you. It took the three of us a week to
frame the charge.’

' Loose handlebars,' | muttered. | could not clearly see
the reason for such talk about bicycles.

" And then there is the question of bad brakes. The
country is honeycombed with bad brakes, half of the acci-
dents areduetoit, it runsin families.'

| thought it would be better to try to change the con-
versation from bicycles.

"You told me what the first rule of wisdom is,' | said.
' What is the second rule?

' That can be answered,' he said. ' There are fivein all.
Always ask any questions that are to be asked and never
answer any. Turn everything you hear to your own advan-
tage. Always carry arepair outfit. Take left turns as much
as possible. Never apply your front brake first.'

' Theseareinteresting rules,’ | said dryly.

" If you follow them," said the Sergeant, ' you will save
your soul and you will never get afall onadlippy road.'

"1 would be obliged to you," | said, ' if you would explain
to me which of these rules covers the difficulty | have come
here today to put before you.'

* Thisis not today, thisis yesterday,' he said, ' but which
of thedifficultiesisit? What isthe crux rei?

Y esterday? | decided without any hesitation that it was
awaste of time trying to understand the half of what he said.
| persevered with my inquiry. .

' | came hereto inform you officially about the theft of my
American gold watch.'

He looked at me through an atmosphere of great surprise
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and incredulity and raised his eyebrows almost to his hair.

' That is an astonishing statement,' he said at last.

Why?

" Why should anybody steal a watch when they can steal
abicyde?

Harkto hiscold inexorablelogic.

'Searchme' | said.

"Who ever heard of a man riding a watch down the road
or bringing a sack of turf up to his house on the crossbhar
of aweatch?

"1 did not say the thief wanted my watch to ride it,’ |
expostulated. ' Very likely he had a bicycle of his own and
that is how he got away quietly in the middle of the night.’

" Never in my puff did | hear of any man stealing any-
thing but a bicycle when he was in his sane senses;’ said the
Sergeant, —except pumps and clips and lamps and the like
of that. Surely you are not going to tell me at my time of
lifethat theworld is changing?

‘I am only saying that my watch was stolen,’ | said
aasy.

"Very wdl,' the Sergeant said with finality, ' we will have
toinditute asearch.’

He smiled brightly at me. It was quite clear that he did
not believe any part of my story, and that he thought | was
in delicate mental health. He was humouring me as if | were
adld

' Thank you,' | muttered.

' But the trouble will only be beginning when we find it,’
hesad severdy.

'How isthat?

' When we find it we will have to start searching for the
onng.

"But | am the owner.'

Here the Sergeant laughed indulgently and shook his
heed

" | know what you mean," he said. ' But the law is an ex-

tremely intricate phenomenon. If you have no name you
cannot own a watch and the watch that has been stolen does
not exist and when it is found it will have to be restored to
itsrightful owner. If you have no name you possess nothing
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and you do not exist and even your trousers are not on you
although they look as if they were from where | am sitting.
On the other separate hand you can do what you like and the
law cannot touch you.'

"It had fifteen jewels,' | said despairingly.

" And on the first hand again you might be charged with
theft or common larceny if you were mistaken for somebody
€lse when wearing the watch.'

" | fed extremely puzzled,' | said, speaking nothing less
than the truth. The Sergeant gave his laugh of good
humour.

" If we ever find the watch,' he smiled, ' | have a fedling
that therewill beabel and a pump onit.'

| considered my position with some misgiving. It seemed
to be impossible to make the Sergeant take cognisance of
anything in the world except bicycles. | +ought | would
make a last effort.

' You appear to be under the impression,’ | said coldly
and courteously, ' that | have lost a golden bicycle of Ameri-
can manufacture with fifteen jewels. | have lost a watch and
thereis no bell on it. Bells are only on alarm clocks and |
have never in my life seen a watch with a pump attached
to it'

The Sergeant smiled at me again.

' There was a man in this room a fortnight ago,' he said,
' tdling me that he was at the loss of his mother, a lady of
eighty-two. When | asked him for a description—just to fill
up the blanks in the official form we get for half-nothing
from the Stationery Office—he said she had rust on her rims
and that her back brakes were subject to the jerks.'

This speech made my position quite clear to me. When
| was about to say something ese, a man put his face in and
looked at us and then came in completely and shut the door
carefully and came over to the counter. He was a bluff red
man in a burly coat with twine binding his trousers at the
knees. | discovered afterwards that his name was Michael
Gilhaney. Instead of standing at the counter as he would in
a public house, he went to the wall, put his arms akimbo and

leaned against it, balancing his weight on the point of one
dbow.
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"Wdl;, Michad,' said the Sergeant pleasantly.

'That isacold one,' said Mr GHhaney.

Sounds of shouting cameto the three of us from the inner
room where Policeman MacCruiskeen was engaged in the
task of hisearly dinner.

'Hand meinafag, hecaled.

The Sergeant gave me another wrinkled cigarette from
his pocket and jerked his thumb in the direction of the back
room. As | went in with the cigarette | heard the Sergeant
opening an enormous ledger and putting questions to the
red-faced vistor.

' What was the make," he was saying, ' and the number of
the frame and was there a lamp and a pump on it into the
samebagain?
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V

THE LONG and unprecedented conversation | had with
Policeman MacCruiskeen after | went in to him on my
mission with the cigarette brought to my mind afterwards
several of the more delicate speculations of de Selby, notably
his investigation of the nature of time and eternity by a
system of mirrors.* His theory as | understand it is as follows;

If a man stands before a mirror and sees in it his reflec-
tion, what he seesis not a true reproduction of himself but a
picture of himself when he was a younger man. De Selby's
explanation of this phenomenon is quite simple. Light, as
he points out truly enough, has an ascertained and finite rate
of travel. Hence before the reflection of any object in a
mirror can be said to be accomplished, it is necessary that
rays of light should first strike the object and subsequently
impinge on the glass, to be thrown back again to the object
—to the eyes of a man, for instance. There is therefore an
appreciable and calculable interval of time between the
throwing by a man of a glance at his own face in a mirror
and the registration of the reflected imagein his eye.

So far, one may say, so good. Whether this idea is right
or wrong, the amount of time involved is so negligible that
few reasonabl e people would argue the point. But de Selby

! Hatchjaw remarks (unconfirmed, however, by Bassett) that through-
out the whole ten years that went to the writing of The Country Album
de Selby was obsessed with mirrors and had recourse to them so fre-
quently that he claimed to have two left hands and to be living in a
world arbitrarily bounded by a wooden frame. As time went on he
refused to countenance a direct view of anything and had a small
mirror permanently suspended at a certain angle in front of his eyes
by a wired mechanism of his own manufacture. After he had resorted
to this fantastic arrangement, he interviewed visitors with his back
to them and with his head inclined towards the ceiling; he was even
credited with long walks backwards in crowded thoroughfares. Hatch-
jaw claims that his statement is supported by the Ms. of some three
hundred pages of the Album, written backwards, ' a circumstance that
made necessary the extension of the mirror principle to the bench of
the wretched printer.' (De Selby's Life and Times, p. 221.) This
manuscript cannot now be found.
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ever loath to leave well enough alone, insists on reflecting
the first reflection in a further mirror and professing to
detect minute changes in this second image Ultimately he
constructed the familiar arrangement of parallel mirrors,
each reflecting diminishing images of an interposed object in-
definitely. The interposed object in this case was de Sdlby's
own face and this he claims to have studied backwards
through an infinity of reflections by means of ' a powerful
glass. What he states to have seen through his glass is
astonishing. He claims to have noticed a growing youthful-
ness in the reflections of his face according as they receded,
the most distant of them—too tiny to be visible to the naked
eye—being the face of a beardless boy of tweve, and, to use
his own words," a countenance of singular beauty and nobil-
ity ". He did not succeed in pursuing the matter back to the
cradle' owing to the curvature of the earth and the limita-
tions of thetdescope'

So much for de Selby. | found MacCruiskeen with a red
face at the kitchen table panting quietly from all the food
he had hidden in his belly. In exchange for the cigarette he
gave me searching looks. ' Wdll, now," hesaid.

He lit the cigarette and sucked at it and smiled covertly
ame

Y wsdl, now,' he said again. He had his little lamp beside
him on thetable and he played hisfingersoniit.

'That isafine day,' | said. ' What are you doing with a
lamp in the white morning?

"1 can give you a question as good as that,' he responded.
' Can you notify me of the meaning of abulbul?

‘Abulbul ?

"What would you say a bulbul is?

This conundrum did not interest me but | pretended to
rack my brains and screwed my face in perplexity until |
fdt it half thesizeit should be.

" Not one of those ladies who take money? | said.

‘No.'

' Not the brass knobs on a German steam organ?

"Not the knobs.'

' Nothing to do with the independence of America or
uchHike?
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‘No.'

" A mechanical engine for winding clocks?

‘No.'

" A tumour, or the lather in a cow's mouth, or those dastic
articles that ladies wear?

' Not them by along chalk.'

' Not an eastern musical instrument played by Arabs?

He clapped his hands.

" Not that but very near it,' he smiled, ' something next
door to it. You are a cordial intelligible man. A bulbul is a
Persian nightingale. What do you think of that now?

"Itissdddom | am far out,' | said dryly.

He looked at me in admiration and the two of us sat in
slence for a while as if each was very pleased with himself
and with the other and had good reason to be.

"You areaB.A. with little doubt? he questioned.

| gave no direct answer but tried to look big and learned
and far from simple in my little chair.

"1 think you are a sempiternal man," he said slowly.

He sat for a while giving the floor a strict examination and
then put his dark jaw over to me and began questioning me
about my arrival in the parish.

" | do not want to be insidious,’ he said, ' but would you
inform me about your arrival in the parish? Surely you bad
athree-speed gear for the hills?

"1 had no three-speed gear,' | responded rather sharply,
" and no two-speed gear and it is also true that | had no
bicycle and little or no pump and if | had a lamp itself it
would not be necessary if | had no bicycle and there would
be no bracket to hang it on.'

' That may be' said MacCruiskeen,' but likely you were
laughed at on the tricycle?

"1 had neither bicycle nor tricycle and | am not a dentist,’
| said with severe categorical thoroughness, ' and | do not
beieve in the penny-farthing or the scooter, the velocipede
or the tandem-tourer.'

MacCruiskeen got white and shaky and gripped my arm
and looked at me intensely.

"In my natural puff,’ he said at last, in a strained voice,' |
have never encountered a more fantastic epilogue or a
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queerer story. Surely you are a queer far-fetched man. To
my dying night | will not forget this today morning. Do not
tdl methat you aretaking ahand a me ? ‘No,'l said. 'Well
Gresat Crikes!'

He got up and brushed his hair with a fiat hand back
along Ms skull and looked out of the window for a long in-
terval, his eyes popping and dancing and his face like an
empty bag withnoblood iniit.

Then he walked around to put back the circulation and
took alittle spear from a place he had on the shelf. ' Put
your hand out,' he said.

| put it out idly enough and he held the spear at it. He
kept putting it near me and nearer and when he had the
bright point of it about half a foot away, | fdt a prick and
gave a short cry. There was a little bead of my red blood
inthemiddle of my palm.

' Thank you very much,’ | said. | felt too surprised to be
annoyed withhim

"That will make you think," he remarked in triumph,
‘'unless | am an old Dutchman by profession and nation-
dity.

He put his little spear back on the shelf and looked at me
crookedly from a sidewise angle with a certain quantity of
wheat may be called roi-sanmuse. ' Maybe you can explain
that? hesaid. ' That isthelimit,' | said wonderingly. ' It will
take some analysis,’ he said, ' intellectually.'* Why did
your spear sting when the point was half a foot away from
where it made me bleed?

' That spear,’ he answered quietly, ' is one of the first
things | ever manufactured in my spare time. | think only a
little of it now but the year | made it | was proud enough
and would not get up in the morning for any sergeant. There
is no other spear likeit in the length and breadth of Ireland
and there is only one thing like it in Amurikey but | have
not heard what it is. But | cannot get over the no-bicycle.
Greet Crikes!'

' But the spear,’ | insisted, ' give me the gist of it like a
good man and | will tdl no one'
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"1 will tell you because you are a confidential man,’ he
said, ' and a man that said something about bicycles that |
never heard before. What you think is the point is not the
point at all but only the beginning of the sharpness.’

"Very wonderful/ | said, ' but | do not understand you.'

' The point is seven inches long and it is so sharp and thin
that you cannot see it with the old eye. The first half of the
sharpness is thick and strong but you cannot see it either
because the real sharpness runs into it and if you saw the
one you could see the other or maybe you would natice the
joint.’

'| supposeit isfar thinner than a match? | asked.

' There is a difference,’ he said. ' Now the proper sharp
part is so thin that nobody could see it no matter what light
ison it or what eyeis looking. About an inch from the end
it is so sharp that sometimes—Iate at night or on a soft bad
day especially—you cannot think of it or try to make it the
subject of a little idea because you will hurt your box with
the excruciation of it.'

| gave a frown and tried to make mysdf look like a wise
person who was trying to comprehend something that called
for al his wisdom.

" You cannot have fire without bricks," | said, nodding.

' Wisdy said," MacCruiskeen answered.

' It was sharp sure enough,’ | conceded, ' it drew a little
bulb of the red blood but I did not feel the pricking hardly
at al. It must be very sharp to work like that.'

MacCruiskeen gave a laugh and sat down again at the
table and started putting on his belt.

" You have not got the whole gist of it at all," he smiled.
' Because what gave you the prick and brought the blood
was not the point at all; it was the place | am talking about
that is a good inch from the reputed point of the article
under our discussion.'

'‘And what is this inch that is left? | asked. 'What in
heaven's name would you call that?

' That is the real point,’ said MacCruiskeen, ' but it is so
thin that it could go into your hand and out in the other ex-
tremity externally and you would not fed a bit of it and you
would see nothing and hear nothing. It is so thin that maybe
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it does nat exigt at al and you could spend half an hour try-
ing to think about it and you could put no thought around it
in the end. The beginning part of the inch is thicker than
the last part and is nearly therefor afact but | don't think it
isif it is my private opinion that you are anxious to enlist.’

| fastened my fingers around my jaw and started to think
with great concentration, calling into play parts of my brain
that | rarely used. Nevertheess | made no progress at al as
regards the question of the points. MacCruiskeen had been
at the dresser a second time and was back at the table with a
little black article like a leprechaun's piano with diminutive
keys of white and black and brass pipes and circular revolv-
ing cogs like parts of a steam engine or the business end of a
thrashing-mill. His white hands were moving all over it and
feeling it asif they were trying to discover some tiny lump
on it, and his face was looking up inthe air in a spiritual atti-
tude and he was paying no attention to my personal existence
a all. There was an overpowering tremendous silence as if
the roof of the room had come down half-way to the floor,
he at his queer occupation with the instrument and myself
still trying to comprehend the sharpness of the points and
to get the accurate understanding of them.

After ten minutes he got up and put the thing away. He
wrote for atimein his notebook and then lit his pipe.

"Wel now," heremarked expansively.

' Thosepaints,' | said.

'Did | happen to ask you what abul'bul is?

"You did," | responded, ' but the question of those points
iswheat takes meto thefair.’

"It is not today or yesterday | started pointing spears,’ he
said," but maybe you would like to see something else that
isamedium fair example of supreme art?

" would indeed,' | answered.

' But | cannot get over what you confided in me privately
sub-rosa about the no-bicycle, that is a story that would
make your golden fortune if you wrote down in a book
where people could pursueit literally.’

He walked back to the dresser; opened the lower part of
it, and took out a little chest till he put it on the table for
my inspection. Never inmy lifedid | inspect anything more
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ornamental and well-made. It was a brown chest like those
owned by seafaring men or lascars from Singapore, but it
was diminutive in avery perfect way asif you were looking
at a full-size one through the wrong end of a spy-glass. It
was about a foot in height, perfect in its proportions and
without fault in workmanship. There were indents and carv-
ing and fanciful excoriations and designs on every side of it
and there was a bend on the lid that gave the article great
distinction. At every corner there was a shiny brass corner-
piece and on the lid there were brass corner-pieces beauti-
fully wrought and curved impeccably against the wood. The
whole thing had the dignity and the satisfying quality of true
art.

' There now,' said MacCruiskeen.

"It is nearly too nice,' | said at last, ' to talk about it.'

" | spent two years manufacturing it when | was a lad,’
said MacCruiskeen, ' and it still takes me to the fair.'

"It isunmentionable,' | said.

"Very nearly,’ said MacCruiskeen.

Thetwo of us then started looking at it and we looked at
it for five minutes so hard that it seemed to dance on the
table and look even smaller than it might be.

"1 do not often look at boxes or chests,' | said, simply,
" but this is the most beautiful box | have ever seen and |
will always remember it. There might be something inside
it?

' There might be,' said MacCruiskeen.

He went to the table and put his hands around the article
in a fawning way as if he were caressing a shegpdog and he
opened the lid with alittle key but shut it down again before
| could inspect theinside of it.

"I will tell you a story and give you a synopsis of the
ramification of the little plot," he said. * When | had the
chest made and finished, | tried to think What | would keep
in it and what |1 would use it for at all. First | thought of
them letters from Bridie, the ones on the blue paper with
the strong smell but I did not think it would be anything
but a sacrilege in the end because there was hot bits in them
letters. Do you comprehend the trend of my observations?

"l do,' | answered.
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' Then there was my studs and the enamel badge and my
presentation iron-pencil with a screw on the end of it to
push the point out, an intricate article full of machinery
and a Present from Southport. All these things are what are
called Examples of the Machine Age'

' They would be contrary to the spirit of the chest, 'l

said.

' They would be indeed. Then there was my razor and
the spare plate in case | was presented with an accidental
bash on the gob in the execution of me duty...'

'‘Butnot them.'

" Not them. Then there was my certificates and me cash
and the picture of Peter the Hermit and the brass thing with
straps that | found on the road one night near Matthew
O'Carahan's. But not them either.'

"It isahard conundrum,' | said.

"In the end | found there was only one thing to do to
put mysdf right with my private conscience'

"It is a great thing that you found the right answer at
al,' | countered.

" | decided to mysdf," said MaoCruiskeen, ' that the only
sole correct thing to contain in the chest was another chest
of the same make but littler in cubic dimension.'

'That was very competent masterwork,' | said, en-
deavouring to gpeak his own language.

He went to the little chest and opened it up again and put
his hands down sideways like flat plates or like the fins on a
fish and took out of it a smaller chest but one resembling its
mother-chest in every particular of appearance and dimen-
sion. It aimost interfered with my breathing, it was so de-
lightfully unmistakable. | went over and felt it and covered
it with my hand to see how big its smallness was. Its brass-
work had a shine like the sun on the sea and the colour of
the wood was a rich deep richness like a colour degpened
and toned only by the years. | got dightly weak from |ook-
ing at it and sat down on a chair and for the purpose of pre-
tending that | was not disturbed | whistled The Old Man
Twangs His Braces.

MacCruiskeen gave me a smooth inhuman smile.

' You may have come on no bicycle,' he said, ' but that
does not say that you know everything.'
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' Those chests,’ | said, ' are so like one another that | do
not believe they are there at all because that is a smpler
thing to bdieve than the contrary. Nevertheess the two of
them are the most wonderful two things | have ever
seen.’

' | was two years manufacturing it," MacCruiskeen said.

"What isin thelittle one? | asked.

' What would you think now?

"I am completdly half afraid to think," | said, speaking
truly enough.

' Wait now till I show you," said MacCruiskeen, ' and give
you an exhibition and a personal inspection individually.'

He got two thin butter-spades from the shelf and put
them down into the little chest and pulled out something
that seemed to me remarkably like another chest. | went
ove to it and gave it a close examination with my hand, fedl-
ing the same identical wrinkles, the same proportions and
the same completely perfect brasswork on a smaller scale.
It was so faultless and ddlightful that it reminded me forc-
ibly, strange and foolish as it may seem, of something | did
not understand and had never even heard of.

" Say nothing,' | said quickly to MacCruiskeen, ' but go
ahead with what you are doing and | will watch here and |
will take careto be sitting down.’

He gave me a nod in exchange for my remark and got two
straight-handled teaspoons and put the handles into his last
chest. What came out may well be guessed at. He opened
this one and took another one out with the assistance of two
knives. He worked knives, small knives and smaller knives,
till he had twelve little chests on the table, the last of them
an article half the size of a matchbox. It was so tiny that
you would not quite see the brasswork at all only for the
glitter of it in thelight. | did not see wheter it had the same
identical carvings upon it because | was content to take a
swift look at it and then turn away. But | knew in my soul
that it was exactly the same as the others. | said no word at
all because my mind was brimming with wonder at the skill
of the policeman.

' That last one' said MacCruiskeen, putting away the
knives, ' took me three years to make and it took me another
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year to believe that | had made it. Have you got the con-
veniencedf apin?

I gave him my pin in silence. He opened the smallest of
them all with a key like a piece of hair and worked with the
pin till he had another little chest on the table, thirteen in
all arranged in a row upon the table Queerly enough they
looked to me as if they were all the same size but invested
with some crazy perspective. This idea surprised me so
much that | got my voice back and said:

'These are the most surprising thirteen things | have
ever ssentogehe

"Wait now, man," MacCruiskeen said.

All my senses were now strained so tensdy watching the
policeman's movements that | could almost hear my brain
rattling in my head when | gave a shake asiif it was drying
up into awrinkled pea. He was manipulating and prodding
with his pin till he had twenty-eight little chests on the table
and the last of them so small that it looked like a bug or a
tiny piece of dirt except that there was a glitter from it.
When | looked at it again | saw another thing beside it like
something you would take out of ared eye on awindy dry
day and | knew then that the strict computation was then
twaty-nine

'Hereisyour pin,' said MacCruiskeen.

He put it into my stupid hand and went back to the table
thoughtfully. He took a something from his pocket that was
too small for me to see and started working with the tiny
black thing on the table beside the bigger thing which was
itsdf too small to be described.

At this point | became afraid. What he was doing was no
longer wonderful but terrible. 1 shut my eyes and prayed
that he would stop while still doing things that were at least
possible for a man to do. When | looked again | was happy
that there was nothing to see and that he had put no more
of the chests prominently on the table but he was working
to the left with the invisible thing in his hand on a bit of
the table itself. When he felt my look he came over to me
and gave me an enormous magnifying-glass Which looked like
a basin fixed to a handle. | felt the muscles around my heart
tightening painfully as| took the instrument.
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' Come over here to the table,' he said, ' and look there
till you see what you see infra-ocularly.’

When | saw thetableit was bare only for the twenty-nine
chest articles but through the agency of the glass | was in
a position to report that he had two more out beside the last
ones, the smallest of al being nearly half a size smaller than
ordinary invisibility. I gave him back the glass instrument
and took to the chair without a word. In order to reassure
mysdf and make a loud human noise | whistled the Corn-
crake Plays the Bagpipes.

' There now,' said MacCruiskeen.

He took two wrinkled cigarettes from his fob and 'lit the
two at the same time and handed me one of them.

" Number Twenty-Two," he said, ' | manufactured fifteen
years ago and | have made another different one every year
since with any amount of nightwork and overtime and piece-
work and time-and-a-half incidentally.’

"1 understand you clearly,' | said.

' Six years ago they began to get invisible, glass or no
glass. Nobody has ever seen the last five | made because no
glass is strong enough to make them big enough to be re-
garded truly as the smallest things ever made. Nobody can
see me making them because my Hittle tools are invisible into
the same bargain. The one | am making now is nearly as
small as nothing. Number One would hold a million of them
a the same time and there would be room |eft for a pair of
woman's horse-breeches if they were rolled up. The dear
knows where it will stop and terminate.’

' Such work must be very hard on the eyes,' | said, deter-
mined to pretend that everybody was an ordinary person
like mysdf.

' Some of these days,' he answered, ' | will have to buy
spectacles with gold ear-claws. My eyes are crippled with the
small print in the newspapers and in the offeecial forms.’

' Before | go back to the day-room,’ | said, ' would it be
right to ask you what you were performing with that little
small piano-instrument, the article with the knobs, and the
brass pins?

* That is my personal musical instrument,’ said Mac-
Cruiskeen, ' and | was playing my own tunes on it in order
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to extract private satisfaction from the sweetness of them.'

"I was listening,’ | answered, ' but | did not succeed in
hearingyou'

"That does not surprise me intuitively,' said MacCruis-
keen, ' because it is an indigenous patent of my own. The
vibrations of the true notes are so high in their fine fre-
quencies that they cannot be appreciated by the human ear-
cup. Only mysdlf has the secret of the thing and the intimate
way of it, the confidential knack of circumventing it. Now
what do you think of that?

I climbed up to my legs to go back to the day-room, pass-
ing a hand weakly about my brow.

"1 think it is extremely acatalectic,’' | answered.
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VI

WHEN | penetrated back to the day-room | encountered
two gentlemen called Sergeant Pluck and Mr Gilhaney and
they were holding a meeting about the question of bicycles.

"1 do not believe in the three-speed gear at al,’ the Ser-
geant was saying, ' it is a new-fangled instrument, it cruci-
fiesthe legs, the half of the accidents are dueto it'

"It is a power for the hills, said Gilhaney,' as good as a
second pair of pins or adiminutive petrol motor.'

"It is a hard thing to tune,' said the Sergeant, ' you can
screw the iron lace that hangs out of it till you get no catch
at al on the pedals. It never stops the way you want it, it
would remind you of bad jaw-plates.’

"That isall lies," said Gilhaney.

" Or like the pegs of a fairy-day fiddle' said the
Sergeant, ' or a skinny wife in the craw of a cold bed in
springtime.’

" Not that,’ said Gilhaney.

" Or porter in asick stomach," said the Sergeant.

' So hdp me not,' said Gilhaney.

The Sergeant saw me with the corner of his eye and
turned to talk to me, taking away all his attention from Gil-
haney.

' MacCruiskeen was giving you his talk | wouldn't doubt,’
he said.

' He was being extremely explanatory,’ | answered dryly.

' Heis a comical man,’ said the Sergeant, ' a walking em-
porium, you'd think he was on wires and worked with
steam.’

'Heis,'l said.

' He is a melody man," the Sergeant added, ' and very
temporary, a menace to the mind.'

" About the bicycle," said Gilhaney.

' The bicycle will be found," said the Sergeant, ' when |
retrieve and restore it to its own owner in due law and

possessively. Would you desire to be of assistance in the
search? he asked me.
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11 would not mind,' | answered.

The Sergeant looked at his teeth in the glass for a brief
intermission and then put his leggings on his legs and took
a hold of his tick as an indication that he was for the road.
Gilhaney was at the door operating it to let us out. The three
of uswalked out into the middle of the day.

" In case we do not come up with the bicycle before it is
high dinner-time,' said the Sergeant, ' | have left an official
memorandum for the personal information of Policeman
Fox so that he will be acutely conversant with theres ipsa,’
hesad

! Do you hold with rat-trap pedals? asked Gilhaney.

'‘Who is Fox?| asked.

' Policeman Fox is the third of us,' said the Sergeant,
! but we never see him or hear tell of him at all because he
is always on his beat and never off it and he signs the book
in the middle of the night when even a badger is asleep. He
isas mad as a hare, he never interrogates the public and he
is always taking notes. If rat-trap pedals were universal it
would bethe end of bicycles, the people would die like flies.'

" What put him that way? | inquired.

"1 never comprehended correctly,' replied the Sergeant,
' or got the real informative information but Policeman Fox
was alone in a private room with MacCruiskeen for a whole
hour on a certain 23 rd of June and he has never spoken to
anybody since that day and he is as crazy as tuppence-half-
penny and as cranky as thruppence. Did | ever tell you how
| asked Inspector O'Corky about rat-traps? Why are they
not made prohibitive, | said, or made specidlities like arsenic
when you would have to buy them at a chemist's shop and
sign alittle book and look like aresponsible personality?

' They area power for the hills," said Gilhaney.

The Sergeant spat pits on the dry road.

" You would want a special Act of Parliament,’ said the
Inspector,' a special Act of Parliament.’

' What way are we going? | asked, ' or what direction
are we heading for or are we on the way back from some-

wheredse?

It was a queer country we were in. There was a number
of blue mountains around us at what you might call a
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respectful distance with a glint of white water coming down
the shoulders of one or two of them and they kept hemming
us in and meddling oppressively with our minds. Half-way
to these mountains the view got clearer and was full of
humps and hollows and long parks of fine bogland with civil
people here and there in the middle of it working with long
instruments, you could hear their voices calling across the
wind and the crack of the dull carts on the roadways. White
buildings could be seen in severa places and cows shambling
lazily from here to there in search of pasture A company of
crows came out of atree when | was watching and flew sadly
down to a field where there was a quantity of sheep attired
in fine overcoats.

' We are going where we are going,' said the Sergeant,
"and thisis the right direction to a place that is next door to
it. There is one particular thing more dangerous than the
rat-trap pedal.'

He left theroad and drew us in after him through a hedge.

"It is dishonourable to talk like that about the rat-traps,’
said Gilhaney, ' because my family has had their boots in
them for generations of their own pogterity backwards and
forwards and they all died in their beds except my first
cousin that was meddling with the suckers of a steam thrash-
ing-mill.'

' There is only one thing more dangerous,' said the Ser-
geant, ' and that is aloose plate. A loose plate is a scorcher,
nobody lives very long after swallowing one and it leads in-
directly to asphyxiation.’

' There is no danger of swallowing a rat-trap? said Gil-
haney.

' You would want to have good strong clips if you have a
plate,' said the Sergeant, ' and plenty of red sealing-wax to
stick it to the roof of your jaws. Take alook at the roots of
that bush, it looks suspicious and there is no necessity for a
warrant.'

It was a small modest whin-bush, a lady member of the
tribe as you might say, with dry particles of hay and sheep's
feathers caught in the branches high and low. Gilhaney was
on his knees putting his hands through the grass and root-
ing like one of the lower animals. After a minute he ex-
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tracted a black instrument. It was long and thin and 'looked
likealargefountain-pen.

"My pump, so help me!" he shouted.

"I thought as much," said the Sergeant, ' the finding of
the pump is a fortunate clue that may assist usin our mission
of private detection and smart policework. Put it in your
pocket and hide it because it is possible that we are watched
and followed and dogged by a member of the gang.’

' How did you know that it was in that particular corner
of theworld? | asked in my extreme simplicity.

"What is your attitude to the high saddle? inquired Gil-

! Questions are like the knocks of beggarmen, and should
not be minded,' replied the Sergeant, ' but |1 do not mind
tdling you that the high saddle is all right if you happen to
haveabrassfork.

" A high saddle is a power for the hills," said Gilhaney.

We werein an entirdy other field by thistime and in the
company of white-coloured brown-coloured cows. They
watched us quietly as we made a path between them and
changed their atitudes dowly asif to show us al of the maps
on their fat sides. They gave us to understand that they knew
us personally and thought a lot of our families and | lifted
my hat to the last of them as | passed her as a sign of my
goprecigtion.

' The high saddle,' said the Sergeant, ' was invented by a
party called Peters that spent his life in foreign parts riding
on camds and other lofty animals—giraffes, eephants and
birds that can run like hares and lay eggs the size of the bowl
you see in a steam laundry where they keep the chemical
water for taking the tar out of men's pants. When he came
home from the wars he thought hard of sitting on a low
saddle and one night accidentally when he was in bed he
invented the high saddle as the outcome of his perpetual
cerebration and mental researches. His Christian name | do
not remember. The high saddle was the father of the low
handlebars. It crucifies the fork and gives you a blood rush
in the head, it is very sore on theinternal organs.’

! Which of the organs? | inquired.

' Both of them," said the Sergeant.
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"1 think this would bethetree,' said Gilhaney.

"It would not surprise me," said the Sergeant, ' put your
hands in under its underneath and start feeling promis-
cuously the way you can ascertain factually if there is any-
thing there in addition to its own nothing.'

Gilhaney lay down on his stomach on the grass at die butt
of a blackthorn and was inquiring into its private parts with
his strong hands and grunting from the stretch of his exer-
tions. After atime he found a bicycle lamp and a bel and
stood up and put them secretly in his fob.

' That is very satisfactory and complacently articulated,’
said the Sergeant, ' it shows the necessity for perseverance,
itis sureto beaclue, we are certain to find the bicycle!

" | do not like asking questions,’ | said politey, ' but the
wisdom that directed us to this tree is not taught in the
National Schools.'

"It is not the first time my bicycle was stolen,' said Gil-
haney.

"In my day," said the Sergeant, ' half the scholars in the
National Schools were walking around with enough disease
in their gobs to decimate the continent of Russia and wither
afidd of crops by only looking at them. That is all stopped
now, they have compulsory inspections, the middling ones
are stuffed with iron and the bad ones are pulled out with a
thing like the claw for cutting wires.'

' The half of it is due to cycling with the mouth open,’
said Gilhaney.

' Nowadays," said the Sergeant, ' it is nothing strange to
see a class of boys at First Book with wholesome teeth and
with junior plates manufactured by the County Council for
half-nothing.’

' Grinding the teeth half-way up a hill," said Gilhaney,
' there is nothing worse, it files away the best part of them
and leads to a hob-nailed liver indirectly.’

" In Russia," said the Sergeant, ' they make teeth out of
old piano-keys for ederly cows but it is arough iand without
too much civilisation, it would cost you afortunein tyres.'

We were now going through a country full of fine endur-
ing trees where it was always five o'clock in the afternoon. It
was a soft corner of the world, free frominquisitions and dis-
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putations and very soothing and steepening on the mind.
There was no animal there that was bigger than a man's
thumb and no noise superior to that which the Sergeant was
making with his nose, an unusual brand of music like wind
inthe chimney. To every side of us there was a green growth
of soft ferny carpeting with thin green twines coming in
and out of it and coarse bushes putting their heads out here
and there and interrupting the urbanity of the presentation
not unpleasingly. The distance we walked in this country |
do not know but we arrived in the end at some place where
we stopped without proceeding farther. The Sergeant put
hisfinger a acertain part of the growth.

“ It might be there and it might not,' he said, ' we can
only try because perseverance is its own reward and necessity
is the unmarried mother of invention.'

Gilhaney was not long at work till he took his bicycle out
of that particular part of the growth. He pulled the briers
from between the spokes and felt his tyres with red know-
ing fingers and furbished his machine fastidiously. The three
of us walked back again without a particle of conversation
to where the road was and Gilhaney put his toe on the pedal
to show hewasfor home.

' Before | ride away,' he said to the Sergeant, ' what is
your true opinion of the timber rim?

"It isa very commendable invention,' the Sergeant said.
"It gives you more of a bounce, it is extremdy easy on your
white pneumatics.’

' The wooden rim,’ said Gilhaney slowly, ' is a death-trap
initsdf, it swells on awet day and | know a man that owes
his bad wet degth to nothing else’

Before we had time to listen carefully to what he was after
saying he was half-way down the road with his forked coat
sailing behind him on the sustenance of the wind he was
raising by reason of his headlong acce eration.

"A droll man,’ | ventured.

" A constituent man,' said the Sergeant, ' largdy instru-
mental but volubly fervous.'

Walking finely from the hips the two of us made our way
home through the afternoon, impregnating it with the smoke
of our cigarettes. | reflected that we would be sureto have
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lost our way in the fields and parks of bogland only that the
road very conveniently made its way in advance of us back
to the barrack. The Sergeant was sucking quietly at his
stumps and carried a black shadow on his brow asif it were
a hat.

As he walked he turned in my direction after aline.

' The County Council has alot to answer for,' he said.

| did not understand his meaning, but | said that | agreed
with him.

' There is one puzzle' | remarked, ' that is hurting the
back of my head and causing me alat of curiogity. It is about
the bicycle | have never heard of detective-work as good as
that being done before. Not only did you find the lost bicycle
but you found all the cluesaswdll. | find it isagreat strain
for me to believe what | see, and | am becoming afraid
occasionailly to look at some things in case they would have
to be beieved. What is the secret of your constabulary
virtuosity?

He laughed at my earnest inquiries and shook his head
with great indulgence at my simplicity.

"It was an easy thing," he said.

' How easy?

" Even without the clues | could have succeeded in ulti-
mately finding the bicycle.'

"It seems a very difficult sort of easiness,’ | answered.
* Did you know where the bicycle was ?

"1 did.’

'How?'

' Because| put it there'

" You stole the bicycle yoursdf?
' Certainly.'

" And the pump and the other clues ?

"1 put them where they werefinally discovered also.'

" And why?

He did not answer in words for a moment but kept on
walking strongly beside me looking as far ahead as possible.

' The County Council isthe culprit,’ he said at last.

| said nothing, knowing that he would blame the County
Council at greater length if | waited till he had the blame
thought out properly. It was not long till he turned in my
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direction to talk to me again. His face was grave.

'Did you ever discover or hear tell of the Atomic
Theory? heinquired.

"No,' | answered.

He leaned his mouth confidentially over to my ear.

"Would it surprise you to betold," he said darkly, ' that
the Atomic Theory isat work in this parish?

‘It would indeed.'

‘It is doing untold destruction,' he continued, ' the half
of the people are suffering from it, it is worse than the small-
pox’
| thought it better to say something.

" Would it be advisable/ | said, ' that it should be taken
in hand by the Dispensary Doctor or by the National
Teachers or do you think it is a matter for the head of the
family?

' Thelock, stock and barrd of it all," said the Sergeant, ' is
the County Council.

He walked on looking worried and preoccupied as if what
he was examining in his head was unpleasant in a very in-
tricateway.

' The Atomic Theory," | sallied, ' is a thing that is not
cleartomeat dl.’

' Michael Gilhaney," said the Sergeant, ' is an example of
a man that is nearly ban/axed from the principle of the
Atomic Theory. Would it astonish you to hear that he is
nearly half abicycle?

" 1t would surprise me unconditionally," | said.

' Michadl Gilhaney," said the Sergeant, ' is nearly sixty
years of age by plain computation and if he is itsdf, he has
spent no less than thirty-five years riding his bicycle over
the rocky roadsteads and up and down the hills and into the
deep ditches when the road goes astray in the strain of the
winter. He is always going to a particular destination or
other on his bicycle at every hour of the day or coming back
from there at every other hour. If it wasn't that his bicycle
was stolen every Monday he would be sure to be more than
half-way now.'

' Half-way to where?

' Half-way to being a bicycle himself,’ said the Sergeant.
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"Your talk,' | said, ' is surdly the handiwork of wisdom
because not one word of it do | understand.’

' Did you never study atomics when you were a lad?
asked the Sergeant, giving me a look of great inquiry and
surprise.

"No," | answered.

' That is a very serious defalcation,’ he said, ' but all
the same | will tel you the size of it. Everything is com-
posed of small particles of itsdf and they are flying around
in concentric circles and arcs and segments and innumer-
able other geometrical figures too numerous to mention
collectively, never standing still or resting but spinning
away and darting hither and thither and back again, all the
time on the go. These diminutive gentlemen are calkd
atoms. Do you follow meintelligently?

'Yes!'

' They are lively as twenty leprechauns doing a jig on
top of atombstone.'

A very pretty figure, Joe murmured.

" Now take a sheep,' the Sergeant said. ' What is a sheep
only millions of little bits of sheepness whirling around and
doing intricate convolutions inside the sheep? What else
isit but that?

' That would be bound to make the beast dizzy,"' | ob-
served, ' especialy if the whirling was going on inside the
head as well.'

The Sergeant gave me a look which | am sure he himself
would describe as one of non-possumand noli-me-tangere.

' That remark is what may well be called buncombe,’ he
said sharply, ' because the nerve-strings and the sheep's
head itsdf are whirling into the same bargain and you can
cancel out one whirl against the other and there you are-
like simplifying a division sum when you have fives above
and bel ow the bar.'

' To say thetruth | did not think of that," | said.

" Atomics is a very intricate theorem and can be worked
out with algebra but you would want to take it by degrees
because you might spend the whole night proving a bit of
it with rulers and cosines and similar other instruments
and then at the wind-up not believe what you had proved
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at all. If that happened you would have to go back over it
till you got a place where you could believe your own facts
and figures as delineated from Hall and Knight's Algebra
and then go on again from that particular place till you had
the whol e thing properly believed and not have bits of it half-
believed or a doubt in your head hurting you like when you
lose the stud of your shirtin bed."* Very true,' | said.
'‘Consecutively and consequentially,” he continued, ' you
can safely infer that you are made of atoms yourself and
so is your fob pocket and the tail of your shirt and the in-
strument you use for taking the leavings out of the crook
of your hollow tooth. Do you happen to know what takes
place when you strike a bar of iron with a good coal ham-
mer or with a blunt instrument? "What?

' When the wallop falls, the atoms are bashed away down to
the bottom of the bar and compressed and crowded
there like eggs under a good clucker. After a while in the
course of time they swim around and get back at last to
where they were. But if you keep hitting the bar long
enough and hard enough they do not get a chance to do this
and what happensthen? ' That is a hard question.’

'Ask a blacksmith for the true answer and he will tell
you that the bar will dissipate itself away by degrees if you
persevere with the hard wallops. Some of the atoms of the
bar will go into the hammer and the other half into the
table or the stone or the particular article that is under-
neath the bottom of the bar.'* That is well-known,' | agreed.

' The gross and net result of it is that people who spent
most of their natural lives riding iron bicycles over the
rocky roadsteads of this parish get their personalities mixed
up with the personalities of their bicycle as a result of the
interchanging of the atoms of each of them and you would
be surprised at the number of people in these parts who
nearly are half people and half bicycles.'

| let go a gasp of astonishment that made a sound in
theair like a bad puncture.
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" And you would be flabbergasted at the number of |
bicycles that are half-human almost half-man, half-partaking
of humanity.'

Apparently there is no limit, Joe remarked. Anything
can be said in this place and it will be true and will have to
be believed.

I would not mind being working this minute on a
steamer in the middle of the seq, | said, coiling ropes and
doing the hard manual work. | would like to be far away
from here.

| looked carefully around me. Brown bogs and black
bogs were arranged neatly on each side of the road with
rectangular boxes carved out of them here and there, each
with afilling of yellow-brown brown-yellow water. Far
away near the sky tiny people were stooped at their turf-
work, cutting out precisely-shaped sods with their patent
spades and building them into a tall memorial twice the
height of a horse and cart. Sounds came from them to the
Sergeant and myself, delivered to our ears without charge
by the west wind, sounds of laughing and whistling and
bits of verses from the old bog-songs. Nearer, a house stood
attended by three trees and surrounded by the happiness
of a coterie of fowls, all of them picking and rooting and
disputating loudly in the unrelenting manufacture of their
eggs. The house was quiet in itself and silent but a canopy
of lazy smoke had been erected over the chimney to in-
dicate that people were within engaged on tasks. Ahead of
us went the road, running swiftly across the flat land and
pausing slightly to climb slowly up a hill that was waiting
for it in a place where there was tall grass, grey boulders
and rank stunted trees. The whole overhead was occupied
by the sky, serene, impenetrable, ineffable and incompar-
able, with afineisland of clouds anchored in the calm two
yardsto theright of Mr Jarvis's outhouse.

The scene was real and incontrovertible and at variance
with the talk of the Sergeant, but | knew that the Sergeant
was talking the truth and if it was a question of taking my
choice, it was possible that | would have to forego tfae
reality of all the simple things my eyes were looking at.

| took a sideways view of him. He was striding on with
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signs of anger against the County Council on his coloured
fog

" Are you certain about the humanity of the bicycle? |
inquired of him. ' Is the Atomic Theory as dangerous as
yousay)

"It is between twice and three times as dangerous as it
might be,' he replied gloomily. ' Early in the morning |
often think it is four times, and what is more, if you lived
here for a few days and gave full play to your observation
and inspection, you would know how certain the sureness
o catanty is'

' Gilhaney did not look like abicycle,' | said.' He had no
back whedl on himand | did not think he had a front whed
either, although | did not give much attention to his front.'
The Sergeant looked at me with some commiseration.

'Y ou cannot expect him to grow handlebars out of his
neck but | have seen him do more indescribable things than
that. Did you ever notice the queer behaviour of bicycles
in these parts?

"I amnot long in thisdidtrict.’

Thanksbe, said Joe.

' Then watch the bicycles if you think it is pleasant to
be surprised continuously,' he said. * When a man lets
things go so far that he is half or more than half a bicycle,
you will not see so much because he spends a lot of histime
leaning with one elbow on walls or standing propped by
one foot at kerbstones. Of course there are other things
connected with ladies and ladies' bicycles that | will men-
tion to you separately some time. But the man-charged
bicycle is a phenomenon of great charm and intensity and
avey dangerous article!

At this point a man with long coat-tails spread behind
him approached quickly on a bicycle, coasting benignly
down the road past us from the hill ahead. | watched him
with the eye of six eagles, trying to find out which was
carrying the other and whether it was really a man with a
bicycle on his shoulders. | did not seem to see anything,
however, that was memorable or remarkable The Sergeant
was looking into his black notebook. ' That was
OFeersa’ hesaid at last. * Hisfigureis only

87



twenty-three per cent.’

' Heis twenty-three per cent bicycle?

"Yes!

' Does that mean that his bicycle is also twenty-three per
cent O'Feersa?

"It does.'

' How much is GiJhaney?

' Forty-eight.'

' Then O'Feersais much lower.'

' That is due to the lucky fact that there are three similar
brothers in the house and that they aretoo poor to have a
separate bicycle apiece. Some people never know how for-
tunate they are when they are poorer than each other. Six
years ago one of the three O'Feersas won a prize of ten
pounds in John Bull. When | got the wind of thistiding, |
knew | would have to take steps unless there was to be
two new bicycles in the family, because you will under-
stand that | can steal only alimited number of bicyclesin
the one week. | did not want to have three O'Feersas on
my hands. Luckily | knew the postman very well. The
postman! Great holy suffering indiarubber bowls of brown
stirabout!" The recollection of the postman seemed to give
the Sergeant a pretext for unlimited amusement and cause
for intricate gesturing with his red hands.

' The postman? | said.

' Seventy-one per cent,' he said quietly.

' Great Scot!"

" A round of thirty-eight miles on the bicycle every single
day for forty years, hail, rain or snowballs. There is very
little hope of ever getting his number down below fifty
again.'

"Y ou bribed him?

' Certainly. With two of the little straps you put around
the hubs of bicycles to keep them spick.’

'‘And what way do these peopl €'s bicycles behave?

' These peopl€e's bicycles?

" | mean these bicycles' people or whatever is the proper
name for them—the ones that have two wheels under them
and handlebars.'

' The behaviour of a bicycle that has a high content of
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humanity,' he said, ' is very cunning and entirely remark-
able. You never see them moving by themselves but you
meet them in the least accountable places unexpectedly.
Did you never see a bicycle leaning against the dresser of a
warm kitchen when it is pouring outs de”?

'l did!

'Not very far away fromthefire?

Ves'

‘Near enough to the family to hear the conversation?

Ve

' Not a thousand miles from where they keep the eat-
aes?

"1 did not notice that. You do not mean to say that these
bicycles eat food?

'They were never seen doing it, nobody ever caught
them with a mouthful of steak. All I know is that the food
disgppeas’

"What!"

"It is not the first time | have noticed crumbs at the
front wheds of some of these gentlemen.’

"All thisisagreat blow tome' | said.

' Nobody takes any notice,' replied the Sergeant. ' Mick
thinks that Pat brought it in and Pat thinks that Mick was
instrumental. Very few of the people guess what is going
on in this parish. There are other things | would rather not
say too much about. A new lady teacher was here one time
with a new bicycle. She was not very long here till Gilhaney
went away into the lonely country on her female bicycle.
Can you appreciate the immorality of that?

"l can

' But worse happened. Whatever way Gilhaney's bicycle
managed it, it left itsdf leaning at a place where the young
teacher would rush out to go away somewhere on her bi-
cycle in a hurry. Her bicycle was gone but here was Gil-
haney's leaning there conveniently and trying to look very
small and comfortable and attractive. Need | inform you
what the result was or what happened?

Indeed he need not, Joe said urgently. / have never
heard of anything so shameess and abandoned. Of course
the teacher was blamel ess, she did not take pleasure and
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did not know.

" 'You need not/ | said.

' Well, there you are. Gilhaney has a day out with the
lady's bicycle and vice versa contrarily and it is quite clear
that the lady in the case had a high number—thirty-five or
forty, | would say, in spite of the newness of the bicycle.
Many a grey hair it has put into my head, trying to regu-
late the people of this parish. If you let it go too far it
would be the end of everything. You would have bicycles
wanting votes and they would get seats on the County
Council and make the roads far worse than they are for
their own ulterior motivation. But against that and on the
other hand, a good bicycle is a great companion, thereis a
great charm about it.'

" How would you know a man has a lot of bicycle in his
veins?

" If his number is over fifty you can tell it unmistak-
able from his walk. He will walk smartly always and never
sit down and he will lean against the wall with his elbow
out and stay like that all night in his kitchen instead of
going to bed. If he walks too slowly or stops in the middle
of the road he will fall down in a heap and will have to be
lifted and set in motion again by some extraneous party.
This is the unfortunate state that the postman has cycled
himself into, and | do not think he will ever cycle himself
out of it.'

* | do not think | will ever rideabicycle,' | said.

" A little of it is a good thing and makes you hardy and
puts iron on to you. But walking too far too often too
quickly is not safe at all. The continual cracking of your
feet on the road makes a certain quantity of road come up
into you. When a man dies they say he returns to clay but
too much walking fills you up with clay far sooner (or
buries bits of you along the road) and brings your death
half-way to meet you. It is not easy to know what is the best
way to move yourself from one place to another.

After he had finished speaking | found myself walking
nimbly and lightly on my toes in order to prolong my life.
My head was packed tight with fears and miscellaneous
apprehensions.
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‘I never heard of these things before,' | said, 'and
never knew these happenings could happen. Is it a new
development or was it always an ancient fundamental ?

The Sergeant's face clouded and he spat thoughtfully
three yards ahead of him on theroad.

"1 will tell you a secret,’ he said very confidentially in a
low voice. ' My greet-grandfather was eighty-three when he
died. For a year before his death he was a horsel' 'A
horse?

" A horse in everything but extraneous externalities. He
would spend the day grazing in a field or eating hay in a
stall. Usually he was lazy and quiet but now and again he
would go for a smart gallop, clearing the hedges in great
style. Did you ever see a man on two legs galloping? ' | did
not.’

"Weéll, | am given to understand that it is a great sight.
He always said he won the Grand National when he was a
lot younger and used to annoy his family with stories about
theintricate jumps and the great height of them.’

'| suppose your great-grandfather got himself into this
condition by too much horseriding?

' That was the size of it. His old horse Dan was in the
contrary way and gave so much trouble, coming into the
house at night and interfering with young girls during the
day and committing indictable offences, that they had to
shoot him. The police were unsympathetic, not compre-
hending things rightly in these days. They said they would
have to arrest the horse and charge him and have him up
at the next Petty Sessions unless he was done away with.
So my family shot him but if you ask me it was my grest-
grandfather they shot and it is the horse that is buried up
in Cloncoonla Churchyard.'

The Sergeant then became thoughtful at the recollection
of his ancestors and had a reminiscent face for the next
half-mile till we came to the barracks. Joe and | agreed
privately that these revelations were the supreme surprise
stored for us and awaiting our arrival in the barracks.

When we reached it the Sergeant led the way in with a
sigh. ' The lock, stock and barrel of it al,' he said, ' is the
County Council '
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THE SEVERE shock which | encountered soon after
re-entry to the barrack with the Sergeant set me thinking
afterwards of the immense consolations which philosophy
and religion can offer in adversity. They seem to lighten
dark places and give strength to bear the unaccustomed
load. Not unnaturally my thoughts were never very far from
de Sdlby. All his works—but particularly Golden Hours— |
have what one may term a therapeutic quality. They havea
heart-lifted effect more usually associated with spirituous
liquors, reviving and quietly restoring the spiritual tissue.
This benign property of his prose is not, one hopes, to be
attributed to the reason noticed by the eccentric du Gar-
bandier, who said ' the beauty of reading a page of de SeJoy
isthat it leads one inescapably to the happy conviction that
oneis not, of all nincompoops, the greatest.‘l Thisis, |
think, an overstatement of one of de Selby's most ingratiat-
ing qualities. The humanising urbanity of his work has
always seemed to me to be enhanced rather than vitiated by
the chance abtrusion here and there of his minor failings, all
the more pathetic because he regarded some of them as
pinnacles of hisintellectual prowess rather than indications
of hisfrailty asahuman being.

Holding that the usual processes of living were illusory,
it is natural that he did not pay much attention to life's ad-
versities and he does not in fact offer much suggestion as
to how they should be met. Bassett's anecdote’ on this
point may be worth recounting. During de Selby's Bartown
days he had acquired some local reputation as a savant' due
possibly to the fact that he was known never to read news-
papers.” A young man in the town was seriously troubled
by some question regarding a lady and feeling that this

1| e Supreme charme qu'on trouve a lire une page de de Selby est
qu'elle vous conduit inexorablement a I'heureuse certitude que des sots
vous n'etes pas le plus grand.'

2 In Lux Mundi.
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matter was weighing on his mind and threatening to inter-
fere with his reason, he sought de Selby for advice. Instead
of exorcising this solitary blot from the young man's mind,
as indeed could easily have been done, de Selby drew the
young man's attention to some fifty imponderable proposi-
tions each of which raised difficulties which spanned many
eternities and dwarfed the conundrum of the young lady to
nothingness. Thus the yoang man who had come fearing
the possibility of a bad thing left the house completely
convinced of the worst and cheerfully contemplating
suicide. That he arrived home for his supper at the usual
time was a happy intervention on the part of the moon for
he had gone home by the harbour only to find that the tide
was two miles out. Six months later he earned for himself
six calendar months' incarceration with hard labour on foot
of eighteen counts comprising larceny and offences bearing
on interference with railroads. So much for the savant as
adigpenser of advice

As dready said, however, de Selby provides some genuine
mental sustenance if read objectively for what there is to
read. In the Layman's Atlas3 he deals explicitly with be-
reavement, old age, love, sin, death and the other saliencies
of existence. It is true that he allows them only some six
lines but this is due to his devastating assertion that they
are all ' unnecessary'." Astonishing as it may seem, he
makes this statement as a direct corollary to his discovery
that the earth, far from being a sphere, is ' sausage-shaped.’

! Now very rare and a collector's piece. The sardonic du Garbandier
makes great play of the fact that the man who first printed the Atlas
(Watkins) was struck by lightning on the day he completed the task.
It is interesting to note that the otherwise reliable Hatchjaw has put
forward the suggestion that the entire Atlas is spurious and the work
of' another hand', raising issues of no less piquancy than those of the
Bacon-Shakespeare controversy. He has many ingenious if not quite
convincing arguments, not the least of them being that de Selby was
known to have received considerable royalties from this book which he
did not write, ' a procedure that would be of a piece with the master's
ethics.' The theory is, however, not one which will commend itself
to the serious studert.

' Du Garbandier has inquired with his customary sarcasm why a
malignant condition of the gall-bladder, a disease which frequently
reduced de Selby to a cripple, was omitted from the list of ' un-
Necessaries.
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Not afew of the critical commentators confess to a doubt
as to whether de Selby was permitting himself a modicum
of unwonted levity in connection with this theory but he
seems to argue the matter seriously enough and with no
want of conviction.

He adopts the customary line of pointing out fallacies in-
volved in existing conceptions and then quietly setting up
his own design in place of the one he claims to have de-
molished.

Standing at a point on the postulated spherical earth, he
says, one appears to have four main directions in which to
move, viz., north, south, east and west. But it does not take
much thought to see that there really appear to be only two
since north and south are meaningless terms in relation to
a spheroid and can connote motion in only one direction;
so also with west and east. One can reach any point on the
north-south band by travelling in either ' direction’, the
only apparent difference in the two ' routes' being extran-
eous considerations of time and distance, both already
shown to be illusory. North-south is therefore one direction
and east-west apparently another. Instead of four directions
there are only two. It can be safdly inferred,” de Selby says,
that there is a further similar fallacy inherent here and that
there is in fact only one possible direction properly so-
called, because if one leaves any point on the globe, mov-
ing and continuing to move in any ' direction ', one ulti-
mately reaches the point of departure again.

The application of this conclusion to his theory that' the
earth is a sausage' is illuminating. He attributes the idea
that the earth is spherical to the fact that human beings are
continually moving in only one known direction (though
convinced that they are free to move in any direction) and
that this one direction is really around the circular circum-
ference of an earth which is in fact sausage-shaped. It can
scarcely be contested that if multi-directionality be ad-
mitted to be a fallacy, the sphericity of the earth is another
fallacy that would inevitably follow from it. De Selby likens
the position of a human on the earth to that of a man on a

® Possibly the one weak spot in the argument.
A



tight-wire who must continue walking along the wire or.
perish, being, however, free in all other respects. Move-
ment in this restricted orbit results in the permanent
hallucination known conventionally as ' lifé with its in-
numerable concomitant limitations, afflictions and an-
omalies. If away can be found, says de Selby, of discover-
ing the * second direction’, i.e., along the ' barrd' of the
sausage, a world of entirely new sensation and experience
will be open to humanity. New and unimaginable dimen-
sions will supersede the present order and the manifold ' un-
necessaries' of ' one-directional’ existence will disappear.

It is true that de Selby is rather vague as to how pre-
cisely this new direction is to be found. It is not, he warns
us, to be ascertained by any micrascopic subdivision of the
known points of the compass and little can be expected
from sudden darts hither and thither in the hope that a
happy chance will intervene. He doubts whether human
legs would be ' suitable for traversing the ' longitudinal
celestium' and seems to suggest that death is nearly always
present when the new direction is discovered. As Bassett
points out justly enough, this lends considerable colour to
the whole theory but suggests at the same time that de
Sdby is merdy stating in an obscure and recondite way
something that iswell-known and accepted.

As usual, there is evidence that he carried out some
private experimenting. He seems to have thought at one
time that gravitation was the ' jailer' of humanity, keeping
it on the one-directional line of oblivion, and that ultimate
freedom lay in some upward direction. He examined avia-
tion as a remedy without success and subsequently spent
some weeks designing certain ' barometric pumps which
were ' worked with mercury and wires to clear vast areas
of the earth of the influence of gravitation. Happily for the
people of the place as well for their movable chattels he
does not seem to have had much result. Eventually he was
distracted from these occupations by the extraordinary affair
of thewater-box.®

¢ See Hatchjaw: The De Sdby Water-Boxes Day by Day. The cal-
culations are given in full and the daily variations are expressed in
admirably dear graphs.
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As | have already hinted, | would have given much for
a glimpse of a signpost showing the way along the ' barrel’
of the sausage after | had been some two minutes back in
the white day-room with Sergeant Pluck.

We were not more than completely inside the door when
we became fully aware that there was a visitor present. He
had coloured stripes of high office on his chest but he was
dressed in policeman's blue and on his head he carried a
policeman's hat with a special badge of superior office
glittering very brilliantly in it. He was very fat and circular,
with legs and arms of the minimum, and his large bush of
moustache was bristling with bad temper and self-indul-
gence. The Sergeant gave him looks of surprise and then
amilitary salute.

" Ingpector O'Corky!" he said.

" What is the meaning of the vacuity of the station in
routine hours? barked the I nspector.

The sound his voice made was rough like coarse card-
board rubbed on sandpaper and it was clear that he was
not pleased with himsef or with other people.

"I was out myself,’” the Sergeant replied
respectfully, ' on emergency duty and policework of the
highest gravity.'

' Did you know that a man called Mathers was found in
the crotch of a ditch up the road two hours ago with his
belly opened up with aknife or sharp instrument?

To say that this was a surprise which interfered seriously
with my heart-valves would be the same as saying that a
red-hot poker would heat your face if somebody decided to
let you have it there. | stared from the Sergeant to the In-
spector and back again with my whole inside fluttering in
consternation.

It seems that our mutual friend Finnucane is in the en-
virons, Joe said.

'Certainly | did," said the Sergeant.

Very strange. How could he if he has been out with us
after the bicyclefor thelast four hours?

" And what steps have you taken and how many steps?
barked the I nspector.

' Long steps and steps in the right direction,’ replied the
Sergeant evenly. ' | know who the murderer is!'
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' Then why is he not arrested into custody?

"Heis,' said the Sergeant plessantly.

'Where?

'Here'

This was the second thunderbolt. After | had glanced
fearfully to my rear without seeing a murderer it became
clear to me that | mysdf was the subject of the private con-
versation of the two Policemen. | made no protest because
my voice was gone and my mouth was bone-dry.

Inspector O'Corky was too angry to be pleased at any-
thing so surprising as what the Sergeant said.

' Then why is he not confined under a two-way key and
padlock inthecdl? heroared.

For the first time the Sergeant looked a bit crestfallen and
shame-faced. His face got a little redder than it was and he ¢
put his eyes on the gonefloor.

' Totell you thetruth,' liesaid at last, | kegp my bicycle
there'

' | see," said the Inspector.

He stooped quickly and rammed black clips on the ex-
tremities of his trousers and stamped on the floor. For the
first time | saw that he had been leaning by one elbow on
thecounter.

" See that you regularise your irregularity instantaneously,’
he called as his good-bye,' and set right your irrectitude and
put the murderer in the cage before he rips the bag out of
the whole countryside.'

After that he was gone. Sounds came to us of coarse
scraping on the gravel, a sign that the Inspector favoured
the old-fashioned method of mounting from the back-step.

"Widl, now," the Sergeant said.

He took off his cap and went over to a chair and sat on
it, easing himself on his broad pneumatic seat. He took a
red cloth from his fob and decanted the globes of perspira-
tion from his expansive countenance and opened the buttons
of his tunic as if to let out on wing the trouble that was
imprisoned there. He then took to carrying out a scientific-
aly precise examination of the soles and the toes of his
constabulary boots, a sign that he was wrestling with some
grest problem.
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" What is your worry? | inquired, very anxious by now
that what had happened should be discussed.

' The bicycle, he said.

'The bicycle?

"How can | put it out of the cdl ? he asked.

" | have always kept it in solitary confinement when |
am not riding it to make sure it is not leading a personal
life inimical to my own inimitability. | cannot be too care-
ful. I haveto ride long rides on my constabulary ridings.'

' Do you mean that | should be locked in the cell and
kept there and hidden from the world?

" You surely heard the instructions of the Inspector?

Askisit all ajoke? Joe said.

"Isthisall ajokefor entertainment purposes?

"If you take it that way | will be indefinitely beholden to
you,' said the Sergeant earnestly, ' and | will remember
you with real emotion. It would be a noble gesture and an
unutterable piece of supreme excellence on the part of the
deceased.'

"What!" | cried.

" You must recollect that to turn everything to your own
advantage is one of the regulations of true wisdom as | in-
formed you privatdy. It is the following of this rule on my
part that makes you a murderer thistoday evening.

! The Inspector required a captured prisoner as the least
tiniest minimum for his inferior bonhomie and mal d'eprit.
It was your personal misfortune to be present adjacently at
the time but it was likewise my personal good fortune and
good luck. There is no option but to stretch you for the
serious offence.’

'Stretch me?

' Hang you by the windpipe before high breakfast time.'

' That is most unfair,’' | stuttered, ' it is unjust. . . rotten
... fiendish.' My voiceraoseto athin tremolo of fear.

"It is the way we work in this part of the country,’ ex-
plained the Sergeant.

"I will resist,' | shouted, ' and will resist to the death
and fight for my existence even if | lose my life in the
attempt.'

The Sergeant made a soothing gesture in deprecation.
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He took out an enormous pipe and when he stuck it in his
faceit looked likeagreat hatchet.

" About the bicycle,' he said when he had it in commis-
Im

‘What bicycle?

' My own one. Would it inconvenience you if | neglected
to bar you into the inside of the cell? | do not desire to
be selfish but | have to think carefully about my bicycle.
Thewall of this day-roomisno placefor it.'

"I donot mind,' | said quietly.

! You can remain in the environs on parole and ticket of
leave till we have timeto build the high scaffold in the back-

" How do you know | will not make excedlent my escape?
| asked, thinking that it would be better to discover al the
thoughts and intentions of the Sergeant so that my escape
would infact be certain.

He smiled at me as much as the weight of the pipe would
lehim

"You will not do that,’ he said. ' It would not be honour-
able but even if it was we would easily follow the track of
your rear tyre and besides the rest of everything Policeman
Fox would be sure to apprehend you single-handed on the
outskirts. There would be no necessity for a warrant.'

Both of us sat silent for a while occupied with our
thoughts, he thinking about his bicycle and | about my
Oegth

By the bye, Joe remarked, | seem to remember our friend
saying that the law could not lay a finger on us on account
of your congenital anonymity.

' Quiteright," | said. ' | forgot that.'

As things are | fancy it would not be much more than a
debating point.

"It isworth mentioning,' | said.

O Lord, yes.

' By the way,' | said to the Sergeant, ' did you recover
my American watch for me?

' The matter is under consideration and is receiving
attention," he said officialy.

' Do you recall that you told me that | was not here at
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all because | had no name and that my personality was in-
visibleto the law?

'| said that.'

' Then how can | be hanged for a murder, even if | did
commit it and there is no trial or preliminary proceed-
ings, no caution administered and no hearing before a Com-
missioner of the Public Peace?

Watching the Sergeant, | saw him take the hatchet from
his jaws in surprise and knot his brows into considerable
corrugations. | could see that he was severdy troubled with
my inquiry. He looked darkly at me and then doubled his
look, giving me a compressed stare along the line of his first
vision.

'Well great cripes!' he said.

For three minutes he sat giving my representations his
undivided attention. He was frowning so heavily with
wrinkles which were so deep that the blood was driven from
his face leaving it black and forbidding.

Then he spoke.

'‘Are you completely doubtless that you are namel ess?
he asked.

' Positively certain.'

"Would it be Mick Barry?

‘No.'

' Charlemange O'K eeffe?

‘No.'

' Sir Justin Spens?

"Not that.'

' Kimberley?

‘No.'

' Bernard Farm?

‘No.'

' Joseph Poe or Nolan?

‘No.'

' One of the Garvins or the Moynihans?

" Not them.'

" Rosencranz O'Dowd?

‘No.'

" Would it be O'Benson?

"Not O'Benson.'

i00



I‘ The Quigleys, The Mulrooneys or the Hounimen?

No.

! The Hardimen or the Merrimen?

"Not them.'

' Peter Dundy?

'No.'

' Soratch?

‘No.'

! Lord Brad?

‘Not him.'

"The O'Growneys, the O'Roartys or the Finnehys?

'‘No.'

' That is an amazing piece of denial and denunciation,” he
sd

He passed the red cloth over his face again to reduce the
moisure

' An astonishing parade of nullity,” he added.

' My name is not Jenkins either," | vouchsafed.

' Roger MacHugh?

"Not Roger'

' Sitric Hogan?

'‘No.'

‘NotConroy?

'‘No.'

"Not O'Conroy?

"Not O'Conroy.'

There are very few more names that you could have,
then,' he said. ' Because only a black man could have a
name different to the ones | have recited. Or a red man.
Not Byrne?

'‘No.'

' Then it is a nice pancake,' he said gloomily. He bent
double to give full scope to the extra brains he had at the
rear of his head.

* Holy suffering senators,” he muttered.

/ think we have won the day.

Weare not home and dried yet, | answered.

Nevertheless | think we can rdax. Evidently he has never
heard of Sgnor Bari, the golden-throated budgerigar of
Milano.
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| don't think thisis thetime for pleasantries.

Or J. Courtney Wain, private investigator and member
of the inner bar. Eighteen thousand guineas marked on the
brief. The singular case of the red-headed men.

' By Scot!' said the Sergeant suddenly. He got up to pace
the flooring.

"I think the case can be satisfactorily met/ he said pleas-
antly, ' and ratified unconditionally.’

I did not like his smile and asked him for his explana-
tion.

"It istrue/ he said, ' that you cannot commit a crime
and that the right arm of the law cannot lay its finger on
you irrespective of the degree of your criminality. Anything
you do is alie and nothing that happens to you istrue.

I nodded my agreement comfortably.

' For that reason alone," said the Sergeant, ' we can take
you and hang the life out of you and you are not hanged at
all and there is no entry to be made in the death papers.
The particular death you die is not even a death (which is
an inferior phenomenon at the best) only an insanitary ab-
straction in the backyard, a piece of negative nullity neutra-
lised and rendered void by asphyxiation and the fracture of
the spinal string. If it is not a lie to say that you have been
given the final hammer behind the barrack, equally it is true
to say that nothing has happened to you.'

" You mean that because | have no name | cannot die
and that you cannot be held answerable for death even if
you kill me?

' That is about the size of it," said the Sergeant.

| felt so sad and so entirely disappointed that tears came
into my eyes and a lump of incommunicable poignancy
swelled tragically in my throat. | began to fed intensely
every fragment of my equal humanity. The life that was
bubbling at the end of my fingers was real and nearly pain-
ful in intensity and so was the beauty of my warm face and
the loose humanity of my limbs and the racy health of my
red rich blood. To leave it all without good reason and to
smash the little empire into small fragments was a thing too
pitiful even to refuse to think about.

The next important thing that happened in the day-room
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was the entry of Policeman MacCruiskeen. He marched in
to a chair and took out his black notebook and began perus-
ing his own autographed memoranda, at the same time
twisting hislipsinto anarticle likea purse

'Did you take the readings? the Sergeant asked.

"1 did," MacCruiskeen said.

! Read them till | hear them,' the Sergeant said, ' and
until 1 make mental comparisons inside the interior of my
inner heed

MacCruiskeen eyed his book keenly.”

' Ten point five' he said.

" Ten point five' said the Sergeant. ' And what was the
reading on the beam?

' Five point three'

" And how much on the lever?

' Two point three'

" Two point three is high," said the Sergeant. He put the
back of his fist between the saws of his ydlow teeth and
commenced working at his mental comparisons. After five
minutes his face got clearer and he looked again to Mac-
Crusken.

'Wasthereafall? heasked.

"Alight fall at fivethirty.'

'Five-thirty is rather late if the fall was a light one,' he
said.' Did you put charcoal adraitly in the vent?

"1 did,' said MacCruiskeen.

'From a chance and momentary perusua of the Policeman's note-
book it is possible for me to give here the rdative figures for a week's
readings. For obvious reasons the figures themselves are fictitious:

PILOT READING READING NATURE OF FALL
READING ON BEAM ON LEVER (>/ any) with time
102 49 -25 Light 4.15
102 46 ‘25 Lioht 18.16
9-5 6.a 17 Lioht  7.15
(with lumps)
105 4-25 1-9 Nil
126 7.0 373 Heavww 216
125 6-5 25 Black 9.0
9-25 5-0 6.0 Black 14.45
(with lumps)
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" How much?

' Seven pounds.'

" | would say eight,' said the Sergeant.

' Seven was satisfactory enough,” MacCruiskeen said, 'if
you recollect that the reading on the beam has been falling
for the past four days. | tried the shuttle but there was no
trace of play or loosenessin it.'

"1 would still say eight for safety-first,' said the Ser-
geant, ' but if the shuttle is tight, there can be no need for
timorous anxiety.'

"Noneat all,' said MacCruiskeen.

The Sergeant cleared his face of all the lines of thought
he had on it and stood up and clapped his flat hands on his
breast pockets. ' Wdl now," he said.

He stooped to put the clips on his ankles.

"I must go now to where | am going,' he said, ' and let
you,' he said to MacCruiskeen, ' come with me to the ex-
terior for two moments till 1 inform you about recent events
officialy.’

The two of them went out together, leaving me in my
sad and cheerless loneliness. MacCruiskeen was not gone
for long but | was lonely during that diminutive meantime.
When he came in again he gave me a cigarette which was
warm and wrinkled from his pocket.

* | believe they are going to stretch you,' he said pleas-
antly.
| replied with nods.

"It is a bad time of the year, it will cost a fortune,' he
said. ' You would not believe the price of timber.’

'Would atree not suffice? | inquired, giving tongue to
ahollow whim of humour.

"I do not think it would be proper,’ he said, ' but | will
mention it privately to the Sergeant.'

' Thank you.'

' The last hanging we had in this parish,’ he said, ' was
thirty years ago. It was a very famous man called MacDadd.
He held the record for the hundred miles on a solid tyre.
| need to tell you what the solid tyre did for him. We had
to hang the bicycle!'

' Hang the bicycle?

104



' MacDadd had a first-class grudge against another man
called Figgerson but he did not go near Figgerson. He knew
how things stood and gave Figgerson's bicycle a tearible
thrashing with a crowbar. After that MacDadd and Figger-
son had a fight and Figgerson—a dark man with glasses—
did not live to know who the winner was. There was a great
wake and he was buried with his bicycle. Did you ever see
abicyde-sheped coffin?

‘No.'

"It is a very intricate piece of wood-working, you would
want to be a first-class carpenter to make a good job of the
handlebars to say nothing of the pedals and the back-step.
But the murder was a bad piece of criminality and we could
not find MacDadd for a long time or make sure where the
most of him was. We had to arrest his bicycle as well as
himsdf and we watched the two of them under secret ob-
sarvation for a week to see where the mgjority of MacDadd
was and whether the bicycle was mostly in MacDadd's
trousers pan passu if you understand my meaning.'

‘What happened?

"The Sergeant gave his ruling at the end of the week.
His position was painful in the extremity because he was a
very close friend of MacDadd after office hours. He con-
demned the bicycle and it was the bicycle that was hanged.
We entered a nolle prosequi in the day-book in respect of
the other defendant. | did not see the stretching mysdf be-
cause | am a delicate man and my stomach is extremely re-
adionary.’

He got up and went to the dresser and took out his patent
music-box which made sounds too esoterically rarefied to
be audible to anybody but himsdf. He then sat back again in
his chair, put his hands through the handstraps and began
to entertain himself with the music. What he was playing
could be roughly inferred from his face. It had a happy
broad coarse satisfaction on it, a sign that he was occupied
with loud obstreperous barn-songs and gusty shanties of the
sea and burly roaring marching-songs. The silence in the
room was so unusually quiet that the beginning of it seemed
rather loud when the utter stillness of the end of it had been
encountered
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How long this eeriness lasted or how long we were listen-
ing intently to nothing is unknown. My own eyes got tired
with inactivity and closed down like a public house at ten
o'clock. When they opened again | saw that MacCruiskeen
had desisted from the music and was making preparations for
mangling his washing and his Sunday shirts. He had pulJed
a great rusty mangle from the shadow of the wall and had
taken a blanket from the top of it and was screwing down
the pressure-spring and spinning the hand wheel and
furbishing the machine with expert hands.

He went over then to the dresser and took small
articles like dry batteries out of a drawer and also an instru-
ment like a prongs and glass barrds with wires inside them
and other cruder articles resembling the hurricane lamps
utilised by the County Council. He put these things into
different parts of the mangle and when he had them all
satisfactorily adjusted, the mangle looked more like a rough
scientific instrument than a machine for wringing out a
day's washing.

The time of the day was now a dark time, the sun being
about to vanish completely in the red west and withdraw
all the light. MacCruiskeen kept on adding small well-made
articles to his mangle and mounting indescribably delicate
glass instruments about the metal legs and on the super-
structure. When he had nearly finished this work the room
was almost black, and sharp blue sparks would fly some-
times from the upside-down of his hand when it was at
work.

Underneath the mangle in the middle of the cast-iron
handiwork | noticed a black box with coloured wires com-
ing out of it and there- was a small ticking sound to be
heard as if there was aclock in it. All in all it was the most
complicated mangle | ever saw and to the inside of a steam
thrashing-mill it was not inferior in complexity.

Passing near my chair to get an additional accessory,
MacCruiskeen saw that | was awake and watching him.

" Do not worry if you think it is dark/ he said to me,
' because | am going to light the light and then mangle it
for diversion and also for scientific truth.’

' Did you say you were going to mangle the light?
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"Wait till you see now.’

What he did next or which knobs he turned | did not
ascertain on account of the gloom but it happened that a
queer light appeared somewhere on the mangle. It was a
local light that did not extend very much outside its own
brightness but it was not a spot of light and till less a bar-
shaped light. It was not steady completely but it did not
dance like candldight. It was light of a kind rarely seen in
this country and was possibly manufactured with raw
materials from abroad. It was a gloomy light and looked
exactly asif there was a small area somewhere on the mangle
and was merdy devoid of darkness.

What happened next is astonishing. | could see the dim
contours of MacCruiskeen in attendance at the mangle. He
made adjustments with his cunning fingers, sooping for a
minute to work at the lower-down inventions on the iron
work. He rose then to full life-size and started to turn the
whed of the mangle, slowly, sending out a clamping creaki-
ness around the barrack. The moment he turned the
whed, the unusual light began to change its appearance and
situation in an extremely difficult fashion. With every turn
it got brighter and harder and shook with such a fine delicate
shaking that it achieved a steadiness unprecedented in the
world by defining with its outer shakes the two lateral
boundaries of the place where it was incontrovertibly stu-
ated. It grew stedier and so intense in its livid pallor that it
stained the inner screen of my eyes so that it still confronted
me in all quarters when | took my stare far away from the
mangle in an effort to preserve my sight. MacCruiskeen
kept turning slowly at the handle till suddenly to my sick
utter horror, the light seemed to burst and disappear and
smultaneously there was a loud shout in the room, a shout
which could not have come from a human throat.

| sat on the chair's edge and gave frightened looks at the
shadow of MacCruiskeen, who was stooping down again at
the diminutive scientific accessories of the mangle, making
minor adjustments and carrying out running repairs in the
dak.

' What was that shouting? | stuttered over at him.

‘| will tell you that inatick,' he called, " if you will in-
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form me what you think the words of the shout were. What
would you say was said in the shout now?

This was a question | was already working with in my
own head. The unearthly voice had roared out something
very quickly with three or four words compressed into one
ragged shout. | could not be sure what it was but several
phrases sprang into my head together and each of them
could have been the contents of the shout. They bore an
eqrie resemblance to commonplace shouts | had often heard
such as Change for Tinahely and Shillelagh! Two to one
the fidd! Mind the step! Finish him off! | knew, however,
that the shout could not be so foolish and trivial because it
disturbed me in a way that could only be done by something
momentous and diabolical.

MacCruiskeen was looking at me with a question in his
eye

"1 could not make it out,' | said, vaguely and feebly,
"but I think it was railway-station talk.'

" | have been listening to shouts and screams for years,’
he said," but | can never surely catch the words. Would you
say that hesaid " Don't press so hard "7

‘No.'

' Second favourites always win?

"Not that.'

"It is a difficult pancake' MacCruiskeen said, ' a very
compound crux. Wait till wetry again.'

This time he screwed down the rollers of the mangle till
they were whining and till it was nearly out of the question
to spin the whed. The light that appeared was the thinnest
and sharpest light that | ever imagined, like the inside of
the edge of a sharp razor, and the intensification which came
upon it with the turning of the whed was too delicate a pro-
cessto be watched even sideways.

What happened eventually was not a shout but a shrill
scream, a sound not unlike the call of rats yet far shriller
than any sound which could be made by man or animal.
Again | thought that words had been used but the exact
meaning of them or the language they beonged to was quite
uncertain.

Two bananas a penny "?
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"Not bananas,’ | said.

M acCruiskeen frowned vacantly.

"It is one of the most compressed and intricate pancakes
| have ever known,' hesaid.

He put the blanket back over the mangle and pushed it
to one side and then lit a lamp on the wall by pressing some
knob in the darkness. The light was bright but wavery and
uncertain and would be far from satisfactory for reading
with. He sat back in his chair as if waiting to be questioned
and complimented on the strange things he had been doing.

‘What is your private opinion of all that?' he asked.

' What were you doing? | inquired.

' Stretching the light.'

"1 do not understand your meaning.'

"1 will tell you the size of it,’ he said, ' and indicate
roughly the shape of it. It is no harm if you know unusual
things because you will be a dead man in two days and you
will be held incognito and incommunicate in the meantime.
Did you ever hear tdl of omnium?

' Omnium?

" Omnium is the right name for it although you will not
find it in the books."

" Are you sure that is the right name? | had never heard
thisword before except in Latin.

' Certain.'

'How certain?

' The Sergeant says so.'

" And what is omnium the right name for?

MacCruiskeen smiled at me indulgently.

"You are omnium and | am omnium and so is the mangle
and my boots here and so is the wind in the chimney.'

' That isenlightening,’ | said.

"It comesinwaves,' he explained.

"What colour?

' Every colour.'

"Highor low?

'Both.'

The blade of my inquisitive curiosity was sharpened but
| saw that questions were putting the matter further into
doubt instead of clearing it. | kept my silencetill Mac-
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Cruiskeen spoke again.

' Some people,’ he said, ' call it energy but the right name
is omnium because there is far more than energy in the in-
side of it, whatever it is. Omnium is the essential inherent
interior essence which is hidden inside the root of the
kerne of everything and it isalways the same'’

| nodded wisdly.

"It never changes. But it shows itself in a million ways
and it always comes in waves. Now take the case of the light
on the mangle.'

' Takeit, | said.

' Light is the same omnium on a short wave but if it
comes on a longer wave it is in the form of noise, or sound.
With my own patents | can stretch a ray out until it be-
comes sound.'

"I see

'‘And when | have a shout shut in that box with the
wires, | can squeezeit till | get heat and you would not be-
lieve the convenience of it all in the winter. Do you see that
lamp on the wall there?

‘Ida’

, " That is operated by a patent compressor and a secret
instrument connected with that box with the wires. The
box is full of noise. Mysdf and the Sergeant spend our
spare time in the summer collecting noises so that we can
have light and heat for our official life in the dark winter.
That is why the light is going up and down. Some of the
noises are noiser than the others and the pair of us will be
blinded if we come to the time when the quarry was work-
ing last September. It is in the box somewhere and it is
bound to come out of it in the due course inevitably.'

' Blasting operations?

' Dynamiteering and extravagant combustions of the
most far-reaching kind. But omnium is the business-end of
everything. If you could find the right wave that resultsin
a tree, you could make a small fortune out of timber for
export.'

" And policemen and cows, arethey all in wares?

' Everything is on a wave and omnium is at the back of the
whol e shooting-match unless | am a Dutchman from the
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distant Netherlands. Some people call it God and there are
other names for something that is identically resembling it
and that thing is omnium also into the same bargain.’

'Cheese?

"Yes. Omnium.’

'Even braces?

' Even braces'

' Did you ever see apiece of it or what colour it is?

MacCruiskeen smiled wryly and spread his hands into
redfans

' That is the supreme pancake,' he said. ' If you could
say what the shouts mean it might be the makings of the
amsng.

'And storm-wind and water and brown bread and the
fedl of hailstones on the bare head, are those all omnium on
adfferent wave?

'All omnium.'

' Could you not get a piece and carry it in your waistcoat
so that you could change the world to suit you when it
suited you?

"It is the ultimate and the inexorable pancake. If you
had a sack of it or even the half-full of a small matchbox
of it, you could do anything and even do what could not be
described by that name’

" | understand you.'

MacCruiskeen sighed and went again to the dresser, tak-
ing something from the drawer. When he sat down at the
table again, he started to move his hands together, per-
forming intricate loops and convolutions with his fingers as
if they were knitting something but there were no needles
in them at all, nothing to be seen except his naked hands.

'‘Are you working again at the little chest?' | asked.

"l am," he said.

| sat watching him idly, thinking my own thoughts. For
the first time | recalled the wherefore of my unhappy visit
to the queer situation | was in. Not my watch but the black
box. Where was it? If MacCruiskeen knew the answer,
would he tell me. if |1 asked him? If by chance | did not
escape safely from the hangman's morning, would | ever
see it or know what was inside it, know the value of the
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money | could never spend, know how handsome could
have been my volume on de Selby? Would | ever see John
Divney again? Where was he now? Where was my watch?

You have no watch.

That was true. | felt my brain cluttered and stuffed with
questions and blind perplexity and | also felt the sadness of
my position coming back into my throat. | felt completdy
alone, but with a smail hope that | would escape safely at
thetail end of everything.

I had made up my mind to ask him if he knew anything
about the cashbox when my attention was distracted by an-
other surprising thing.

The door was flung open and in came Gilhaney, his red
face puffed from the rough road. He did not quite stop or
sit down but kept moving restlessly about the day-room,
paying no attention to me at all. MacCruiskeen had reached
a meticulous point in his work and had his head nearly on
the table to make sure that his fingers were working cor-
rectly and making no serious mistakes. When he had passed
the difficulty he looked up somewhat at Gilhaney.

* |sit about a bicycle? he asked casualy.

' Only about timber,' said Gilhaney.

" And what is your timber news?

' The prices have been put up by a Dutch ring, the cost
of agood scaffold would cost afortune.'

' Trust the Dutchmen,' MacCruiskeen said in a tone that
meant that he knew the timber trade inside out.

" A three-man scaffold with a good trap and satisfactory
steps would set you back ten pounds without rope or labour,'
Gilhaney said.

' Ten pounds is a lot of money for a hanger,’ said Mac-
Cruiskeen.

' But a two-man scaffold with a push-off instead of the
mechanical trap and a ladder for the steps would cost the
best majority of six pound, rope extra.'

" And dear at the same price,' said MacCruiskeen.

' But the ten-pound scaffold is a better job, there is more
class about it,' said Gilhaney. ' There is a charm about a
scaffold if it is well-made and satisfactory.'

What occurred next | did not see properly because | was
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listening to this pitiless talk even with my eyes. But some-
thing astonishing happened again. Gilhaney had gone near
MadCruiskeen to talk down at him seriously and | think he
made the mistake of stopping dead completely instead of
keeping on the move to preserve his perpendicular balance.
The outcome was that he crashed down, half on bent Mac-
Cruiskeen and half on the table, bringing the two of them
with him into a heap of shouts and legs and confusion on the
floor. The policeman’s face when | saw it was a frightening
sight. It was the colour of a dark plum with passion, but his
eyes burned like bonfires in the forehead and there were
frothy discharges at his mouth. He said no words for awhile,
only sounds of jungle anger, wild grunts and clicks of
demoniacal hostility. Gilhaney had cowered to the wall and
raised himself with the hdp of it and then retreated to the
door. When MacCruiskeen found his tongue again he used
the most unclean language ever spoken and invented dirtier
words than the dirtiest ever spoken anywhere. He put names
on Gilhaney too impossible and revolting to be written with
known letters. He was temporarily insane with anger because
he rushed ultimately to the dresser where he kept al his
properties and pulled out a patent pistol and swept it round
the room to threaten the two of us and every breakable
aticleinthehouse

'‘Get down on your four knees, the two of you, on the
floor," he roared,’ and don't stop searching for that chest you
have knocked down till you find it!"

Gilhaney slipped down to his knees at once and | did the
same thing without troubling to look at the Policeman's face
because | could remember distinctly what it looked like the
last time | had eyed it. We crawled feebly about the floor,
peering and feeling for something that could not be felt or
seen and that was really too small to be lost at all.

Thisisamusing. You are going to be hung for murdering
a man you did not murder and now you will be shot for not
finding a tiny thing that probably does not exist at all and
which in any event you did not lose.

| deserveit al, | answered, for not being here at all, to
quote the words of the Sergeant.

How long we remained at our peculiar task, Gilhaney and
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I, it is not easy to remember. Ten minutes or ten years, per-
haps, with MacCruiskeen seated near us, fingering the iron
and glaring savagely at our bent forms. Then | caught Gil-
haney showing his face to me sideways and giving me a
broad private wink. Soon he closed his fingers, got up erect
with the assistance of the door-handle and advanced to
where MacCruiskeen was, smiling his gappy smile.

"Hereyou areand hereit is,' he said with his closed hand
outstretched.

" Put it on the table," MacCruiskeen said evenly.

Gilhaney put his hand on the table and opened it.

" You can now go away and take your departure, Mac-
Cruiskeen told him, ' and leave the premises for the purpose
of attending to the timber.'

When Gilhaney was gone | saw that most of the passion
had ebbed from the Policeman's face. He sat silent for a
time, then gave his customary sigh and got up.

"1 have more to do tonight," he said to me civilly, ' so |
will show you where you areto deep for the dark night-time.'

He lit a queer light that had wires to it and a diminutive
box full of minor noises, and led me into a room where there
were two white beds and nothing else.

' Gilhaney thinks he is a clever one and a master mind,’
he said.

' He might be or maybe not," | muttered.

" He does not take much account of coincidental chances.'

' He does not look like a man that would care much.’

" When he said he had the chest he thought he was mak-
ing me into a prize pup and blinding me by putting his
thumb in my eye'’

' That iswhat it looked like.'

' But by arare chance he did accidentally close his hand on
the chest and it was the chest and nothing else that he re-
placed in due course on the table.’

There was some silence here.

"Which bed? | asked.

'Thisone,' said MacCruiskeen.

114



Vil

AFTER MACCRUISKEEN had tiptoed delicately
from the room like a trained nurse and shut the door without
a sound, | found mysdf standing by the bed and wondering
stupidly what | was going to do with it. | was weary in body
and my brain was numb. | had a curious feeling about my
left leg. | thought that it was, so to speak, spreading—that
its woodenness was dowly extending throughout my whole
body, a dry timber poison killing me inch by inch. Soon my
brain would be changed to wood completely and | would
then be dead. Even the bed was made of wood, not metal.
If | weretolieinit—

Will you sit down for Pity's sake and stop standing there
like a gawm, Joe said suddenly.

I am not sure what | do next if | stop standing, |
answered. But | sat down on the bed for Pity's sake.

There is nothing difficult about a bed, even a child can
learn to use a bed. Take off your clothes and get into bed and
lieonit and keep lying on it even if it makes you fed foolish.

| saw the wisdom of this and started to undress. | felt
almost too tired to go through that simple task. When all
my clothes were laid on the floor they were much more num-
erous than | had expected and my body was surprisingly
whiteand thin.

| opened the bed fastidiously, lay into the middle of it,
closed it up again carefully and let out a sigh of happiness
and rest. | fdt asif all my weariness and perplexities of the
day had descended on me pleasurably like a great heavy
quilt which would keep me warm and sleepy. My knees
opened up like rosebuds in rich sunlight, pushing my shins
two inches further to the bottom of the bed. Every joint be-
came loose and foolish and devoid of true utility. Every inch
of my person gained weight with every second until the total
burden on the bed was approximately five hundred thousand
tons. This was evenly digtributed on the four wooden legs of
the bed, which had by now become an integral part of the

115



universe. My eydids, each weighing no less than four tons,
dewed ponderously across my eyeballs. My narrow shins,
itchier and more remote in their agony of relaxation, moved
further away from me till my happy toes pressed closdy
on the bars. My position was completely horizontal, pon-
derous, absolute and incontrovertible. United with the bed
| became momentous and planetary. Far away from the bed
I could see the outside night framed neatly in the window as
if it were a picture on the wall. There was a bright star in
one corner with other smaller stars e sewhere littered about
in sublime profusion. Lying quietly and dead-eyed, | re-
flected on how new the ni ghtl was, how distinctive and un-
accustomed its individuality. Robbing me of the reassurance
of my eyesight, it was disintegrating my bodily personality
into a flux of colour, smdl, recollection, desire—all the
strange uncounted essences of terrestrial and spiritual exist-
ence. | was deprived of definition, position and magnitude
and my significance was considerably diminished. Lying
there, | felt the weariness ebbing from me slowly, like a
tide retiring over limitless sands. The fedling was so pleasur-
able and profound that | sighed again along sound of happi-

1 Not excepting even the credulous Kraus (see his De Selbys Leben),
all the commentators have treated de Selby's disquisitions on night
and sleep with considerable reserve. This is hardly to be wondered at
since he held (a) that darkness was simply an accretion of ' black air',
i.e., astaining of the atmosphere due to vol canic eruptions too fine to
be seen with the naked eye and also to certain ' regrettable’ industrial
activities involving coal-tar by-products and vegetable dyes; and (b)
that deep was smply a succession of fainting-fits brought on by semi-
asphyxiation due to (a). Hatchjaw brings forward his rather facile and
ever-ready theory of forgery, pointing to certain unfamiliar syntactical
constructions in the first part of the third so-called ' prosecanto' in
Golden Hours. He does not, however, suggest that there is anything
spurious in de Selby's equally damaging rhodomontade in the Lay-
man's Atlas where he inveighs savagely against ' the insanitary con-
ditons prevailing everywhere after six o'clock' and makes the famous
gaffe that death is merely ' the collapse of the heart from the strain of
a lifetime of fits and fainting'. Bassett (in Lux Mundi) has gone to
considerable pains to establish the date of these passages and shows
that de Selby was hors de combat from his long-standing gall-bladder
disorders at least immediately before the passages were composed. One
cannot lightly set aside Bassett's formidable table of dates and his
corroborative extracts from contemporary newspapers which treat of
an unnamed ' elderly man ' being assisted into private houses after
having fits in the street. For those who wish to hold the balance for
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ness. Almost at once | heard another sigh and heard Joe
murmuring some contented incoherency. His voice was near
me, yet did not seem to come from the accustomed place
within. | thought that he must be lying beside me in the bed
and | kept my hands carefully at my sides in case | should
accidentally touch him. | felt, for no reason, that his diminu-
tive body would be horrible to the human touch—scaly'or
dimy like an ed or with a repeling roughness like a cat's

That's not very logical—or complimentary ether, he said
suddanly.

What isn't?

That about my body. Why scaly?

That's only my joke, | chuckled drowsily. | know you have

no body. Except my own, perheps.

But why scaly?

I don't know. How can | know why | think my thoughts?

By God | won't be called scaly.

His voice to my surprise had become shrill with petu-
lance Then he seemed to fill the world with his resentment,
not by speaking but by remaining silent after he had spoken.

themsel ves, Henderson's Hatchjaw and Bassett is not unuseful.
Kraus, usualy unscientific and unreliable, is worth reading on this
poirt. (Leben, pp. 17/37.)

As in many other of de Selby's concepts, it is difficult to get to grips
with his process of reasoning or to refute his curious conclusions. The
'volcanic eruptions, which we may for convenience compare to the
infra-visual activity of such substances as radium, take place usually
in the ' evening' are stimulated by the smoke and industrial combus-
tions of the ' day ' and are intensified in certain places which may, for
the want of a better term, be called ' dark places. One difficulty is
precisely this question of terms. A ' dark place ' is dark merely because
it is a place where darkness ' germinates ' and ' evening' is a time of
twilight merely because the ' day ' deteriorates owing to the stimulating
effect of smuts on the volcanic processes. De Selby makes no attempt
to explain why a ' dark place' such as a cellar need be dark and does
not define the atmaospheric, physical or minera conditions which must
prevail uniformly in al such places if the theory is to stand. The ' only
straw offered ', to use Bassett's wry phrase, is the statement that ' black
air' is highly combustible, enormous masses of it being instantly con-
sumed by the smallest flame, even an electrical luminance isolated in
avacuum. ' This," Bassett observes, ' seems to be an attempt to pro-
tect the theory from the shock it can be dealt by simply striking
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Now, now, Joe, | murmured soothingly.

Because if you are looking for trouble you can have your
bellyful, he snapped.

Y ou have no body, Joe.

Then why do you say | have? And why scaly?

Here | had a strange idea not unworthy of de Selby. Why
was Joe so disturbed at the suggestion that he had a body?
What if he had a body? A body with another body inside it
in turn, thousands of such bodies within each other like the
skins of an onion, receding to some unimaginable ultimum?
Was | in turn merdy alink in a vast sequence of imponder-
able beings, the world | knew merdy the interior of the being
whose inner voice | mysdf was? Who or what was the core
and what monster in what world was the final uncontained
colossus? God? Nothing? Was | receiving these wild
thoughts from Lower Down or were they brewing newly in
me to be transmitted Higher Up?

From Lower Down, Joe barked.

Thank you.

I'mleaving.

What?

matches and may be taken as the final proof that the great brain was
out of gear.'

A significant feature of the matter is the absence of any authoritative
record of those experiments with which de Selby always sought to
support his ideas. It is true that Kraus (see below) gives a forty-page
account of certain experiments, mostly concerned with attempts to
bottle quantities of ' night' and endless sessions in locked and
shuttered bedrooms from which bursts of loud hammering could be
heard. He explains that the bottling operations were carried out with
bottles which were, ' for obvious reasons ', made of black glass. Opaque
porcelain jars are also stated to have been used ' with some success.
To use the frigid words of Bassett, ' such information, it is to be feared,
makes little contribution to serious deselbiana (sic).'

Very little is known of Kraus or his life. A brief biographical note
appears in the obsolete Bibliographic de de Sdby. He is stated to have
been born in Ahrensburg, near Hamburg, and to have worked as a
young man in the office of his father, who had extensive jam interests
in North Germany. He is said to have disappeared completely from
human ken after Hatchjaw had been arrested in a Sheephaven hotel
following the unmasking of the de Selby letter scanda by The Times,
which made scathing references to Kraus's ' discreditable ' machina-
tions in Hamburg and clearly suggested his complicity. If it isrcmeni-
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Clearing out. We will see who is scaly in two minutes.

These few words sickened me ingtantly with fear although
their meaning was too momentous to be grasped without
doseressoning.

The scaly idea—where did | get that from? | cried.

Higher Up, he shouted.

Puzzled and frightened | tried to understand the com-
plexities not only of my intermediate dependence and my
catenal unintegrity but also my dangerous adjunctiveness
and my embarrassing unisolation. If one assumes—

Listen. Before | go | will tell you this. | am your soul and
all your souls. When | am gone you are dead. Past humanity
is not only implicit in each new man born but is contained in
him. Humanity is an ever-widening spiral and life is the
beam that plays briefly on each succeeding ring. All human-
ity from its beginning to its end is already present but the
beam has not yet played beyond you. Your earthly successors
await dumbly and trust to your guidance and mine and all
my people inside me to preserve them and lead the light
further. You are not now the top of your peopl€e's line any
mor e than your mother was when she had you inside her.
When | leaveyou | take with me all that has made you what

bered that these events occurred in the fateful June when the Country
Album was beginning to appear in fortnightly parts, the significance
of the whole affair becomes apparent. The subsequent exoneration of
Hatchjaw served only to throw further suspicion on the shadowy
Kras

Recent research has not thrown much light on Kraus's identity or
his ultimate fate. Bassett's posthumous Recoll ections contains the inter-
esting suggestion that Kraus did not exist at dl, the name being one of
the pseudonyms adopted by the egregious du Garbandier to further his
' campaign of calumny'. The Leben, however, seems too friendly in
tone to encourage such a speculation.

Du Garbandier himself, possibly pretending to confuse the char-
acteristics of the English and French languages, persistently uses ' black
hair' for ' black air ', and makes extremely elaborate fun of the raven-
headed lady of the skies who deluged the world with her tresses every
night when retiring.

The wisest course on this question is probably that taken by the
little-known Swiss writer, Le Clerque. ' This matter,' he says, 'is
Outside the true province of the conscientious commentator inasmuch
as being unable to say aught that is charitable or useful, he must pre-
srveslence!
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you are—/ take all your sgnificance and importance and all
the accumulations of human ingtinct and appetite and wis-
dom and dignity. You will be left with nothing behind you
and nothing to give the waiting ones. Woe to you when they
find you out! Good-bye!

Although | thought this speech was rather far-fetched and
ridiculous, he was gone and | was dead.

Preparations for the funeral were put in hand at once.
Lying in my dark blanket-padded coffin | could hear the
sharp blows of ahammer nailing down the lid.

It soon turned out that the hammering was the work of
Sergeant Pluck. He was standing smiling at me from the
doorway and he looked large and lifelike and surprisingly full
of breakfast. Over the tight collar of his tunic he wore a red
ring of fat that looked fresh and decorative as if it had come
directly from the laundry. His moustache was damp from
drinking milk.

Thank goodness to be back to sanity, Joe said.

His voice was friendly and reassuring, like pockets in an
old suit.

" Good morning to you in the morning-time,' the Sergeant
said pleasantly.

| answered him in a civil way and gave particulars of my
dream. He leaned listening on the jamb, taking in the diffi-
cult parts with a skilled ear. When | had finished he smiled
at mein pity and good humour.

" Y ou have been dreaming, man,' he said.

Wondering at him, | looked away to the window. Night
was gone from it without a trace, leaving in substitution a
distant hill that lay gently against the sky. Clouds of white
and grey pillowed it and on its soft shoulder trees and
boulders were put pleasingly to make it true. | could hear a
morning wind making its way indomitably throughout the
world and all the low unsilence of the daytime was in my
ear, bright and restless like a caged bird. | sighed and looked
back at the Sergeant, who was still leaning and quietly pick-
ing his teeth, absent-faced and still.

"1 remember well,' he said, ' a dream that | had six years
ago on the twenty-third of November next. A nightmare
would be a truer word. | dreamt if you pleasethat | had a
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dow pundure’

' That isasurprising thing,' | said idly," but not astonish-
ing. Wasit thework of atintack?

" Not atintack,' said the Sergeant. ' but too much starch.’

"1 did not know,' | said sarcagtically, ' that they starched
Creroas’

"It was not the road, and for a wonder it was not the
fault of the County Council. | dreamt that | was cycling on
official business for three days. Suddenly | fdt the saddle
getting hard and lumpy underneath me. | got down and felt
the tyres but they were unexceptionable and fully pumped.
Then | thought my head was giving me a nervous outbreak
from too much overwork. | went into a private house where
there was a qualified doctor and he examined me completely
and told me what the trouble was. | had a slow puncture.’

He gave a coarse laugh and half-turned to me his enor-
mousbecksde

' Here, look," helaughed.

"l see' | murmured.

Chuckling loudly he went away for a minute and came
beckagain

"1 have put the stirabout on the table,' he said, ' and the
milk is still hot from being inside the cow's milk-bag.'

I put on my clothes and went to my breakfast in the day-
room where the Sergeant and MacCruiskeen were talking
about their figures.

' Six point nine six three circulating,” MacCruiskeen was
Syrg

" High,' said the Sergeant. ' Very high. There must be a
ground heat. Tdl me about thefall.'

' A medium fall at midnight and no lumps.'

The Sergeant laughed and shook his head.

" No lumps indeed," he chuckled, ' there will be hell to
pay tomorrow on the lever if it istruethereisaground hesat.'

MacCruiskeen gat up suddenly from his chair.

‘I will give her half a hundredweight of charcoal,” he
announced. He marched straight out of the house muttering
calculations, not.looking where he was going but staring
straight into the middle of his black notebook.

| had almost finished my crock of porridge and lay back
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to look fully at the Sergeant.

' When are you going to hang me? | asked, looking fear-
lessly into his large face. | fdt refreshed and strong again
and confident that | would escape without difficulty.

' Tomorrow morning if we have the scaffold up in time
and unlessit is raining. Y ou would not believe how dlippery
the rain can make a new scaffold. You could dip and break
your neck into fancy fractures and you would never know
what happened to your life or how you lost it.'

"Very well," | said firmly. ' If | am to be a dead man in
twenty-four hours will you explain to me what these figures
in MacCruiskeen's black book are?

The Sergeant smiled indulgently.

' The readings?

'Yes!'

¢ 1f you are going to be dead completely there is no in-
soluble impedimenrum to that proposal,’ he said, ' but it is
easier to show you than to tell you verbally. Follow behind
me like a good man.'

He led the way to adoor in the back passage and threw it
open with an air of momentous revelation, standing asde
politely to give me a complete and unobstructed view.

' What do you think of that? he asked.

| looked into the room and did not think much of it. It
was a small bedroom, gloomy and not too clean. It was in
great disorder and filled with a heavy smell.

"It is MacCruiskeen's room," he explained.

"| do not see much,' | said.

The Sergeant smiled patiently.

' You are not looking in the right quarter,’ he said.

" | have looked everywhere that can be looked,' | said.

The Sergeant led the way in to the middle of the floor and
took possession of awalking-stick that was convenient.

"If | ever want to hide' he remarked, ' | will always go
upstairs in a tree. People have no gift for looking up, they
sddom examine the lofty altitudes.’

| looked at the ceiling.

' Thereis little to be seen there,' | said, ‘except a blue-
bottle that |ooks dead.'

The Sergeant looked up and pointed with his stick.

122



! That is not a bluebottle/ he said, ' chat is Gogarty's out-
house!

| looked squardy at him in a mixed way but he was paying
me no attention but pointing to other tiny marks upon the
adling

' That,’ he said, ' is Martin Bundle's house and that is
Tiernahins and that one there is where the married sister
lives. And here we have the lane from Tiernahins to the
main telegraph trunk road.’ He drew his stick along a waver-
in(I:;faint crack that ran down to join a deeper crack.

A map!' | cried excitedly.

" And here we have the barrack,' he added. ' It is all as
planasapikesick.

When | looked carefully at the ceiling | saw that Mr
Mathers' house and every road and house | knew were
marked there, and nets of lanes and neighbourhoods that
| did not know also. It was a map of the parish, complete,
rdiableand astonishing.

The Sergeant looked at me and smiled again.

" You will agree,' he said, ' that it is a fascinating pan-
cake and a conundrum of great incontinence, a phenomenon
of thefirg rarity."

' Did you makeit yoursdf?

"1 did not and nobody dse manufactured it either. It was
always there and MacCruiskeen is certain that it was there
even before that. The cracks are natural and so are small
aacks'

With my cocked eye | traced the road we came when Gil-
haney had found his bicycle at the bush.

' The funny thing is," the Sergeant said, ' that MacCruis-
keen lay for two years staring at that ceiling before he saw
it wasamap of superb ingenuity.'

" Now that was stupid,’ | said thickly.

" And he lay looking at the map for five years more before
he saw that it showed the way to eternity.’

To eternity?

'Ceatainly.'

'‘Will it be possible for us to eome back from there? |
whigpered

' Of course. Thereisalift. But wait till | show you the
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secret of the map.'

He took up the stick again and pointed to the mark that
meant the barracks.

' Here we are in the barracks on the main telegraph trunk
road/ he said. ' Now use your internal imagination and tell
me what |eft-hand road you meset if you go forth from the
barrack on the main road.’

| thought this out without difficulty.

" You meet the road that meets the main road at Jarvis's
outhouse,' | said, * Where we came from the finding of the
bicycle'

' Then that road is the first turn on the left-hand lati-
tude?

lYS.'

"And hereitis—here.

He pointed out the left-hand road with his stick and
tapped Mr Jarvis's outhouse at the corner.

" And now,' he said solemnly, ' kindly inform me what
thisis.'

He drew the stick along a faint crack that joined the crack
of the main road about half-way between the barrack and
theroad at Mr Jarviss.

" What would you call that? he repeated.

' There is no road there,' | cried excitedly, ' the left-hand
road at Jarviss is the first road on the left. | am not a fool.
Thereisno road there!'

By God if you're not you will be. You're a goner if you
listen to much more of this gentleman's talk.

' But there is a road there,' the Sergeant said triumph-
antly, " if you know how to look knowledgeably for it. And a
very old road. Come with metill we seethesize of it.'

"Isthistheroad to eternity?

"It isindeed but there is no signpost.’

Although he made no move to release his bicycle from
solitary confinement in the cell, he snapped the clips adroitly
on his trousers and led the way heavily into the middle of
the morning. We marched together down the road. Neither
of us spoke and neither listened for what the other might
have to say.

When the keen wind struck me in the face it snatched
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away the murk of doubt and fear and wonder that was
anchored on my brain like a raincloud on a hill. All my
senses, rdieved from the agony of dealing with the existence
of the Sergeant, became supernaturally alert at the work of
interpreting the genial day for my benefit. The world rang
in my ear like a great workshop. Sublime feats of mechanics
and chemistry were evident on every side. The earth was
agog with invisible industry. Trees were active where they
stood and gave uncompromising evidence of their strength.
Incomparable grasses were forever at hand, lending their
distinction to the universe. Patterns very difficult to imagine
were made together by everything the eye could see, merg-
ing into a supernal harmony their unexceptionable variies.
Men who were notable for the whiteness of their shirts
worked diminutively in the distant bog, toiling in the brown
turf and heather. Patient horses stood near with their useful
carts and littered among the boulders on a hill beyond were
tiny sheep at pasture. Birds were audible in the secrecy of
the bigger trees, changing branches and conversing not
tumultuoudly. In afied by the road a donkey stood quietly
as if he were examining the morning, bit by bit unhurry-
ingly. He did not move, his head was high and his mouth
chewed nothing. He looked as if he understood completely
these unexplainable enjoyments of the world.

My eye ranged round unsatisfied. | could not see enough
in sufficient fulness before | took the left turn for eternity
in company with the Sergeant and my thoughts remained
entangled in what my eyeswerelooking at.

You don't mean to say that you believe in this eternity
busness?

What choice have 1?1t would be foolish to doubt anything
after yesterday.

That is all very well but | think I can claim to be an
authority on the subject of eternity. There must be a limit to
this gentleman's monkey-tricks.

| am certain thereisnt.

Nonsense. You are becoming demoralised.

I will be hung tomorrow.

That is doubtful but if it has to be faced we will make a
braveshow.
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we?

Certainly. | will be there to the end. In the meantime let
us make up our minds that eternity is not up a lane that is
found by looking at cracksin the ceiling of a country police-
man's bedroom.

Then what isup the lane?

/ cannot say. If he said that eternity was up the lane and
left it at that, | would not kick so hard. But when we are
told that we are coming back from there in a lift—well, |
begin to think that he is confusing night-clubs with heaven.
Alift!

Surely, | argued, if we concede that eternity is up the
lane, the question of thelift isaminor matter. That is a case
for swallowing a horse and cart and straining at a flea.

No. | bar thelift. I know enough about the next world to be
surethat you don't get there and come back out of it in a lift.
Besides, we must be near the place now and | don't see any
elevator-shaft running up into the clouds. Gilhaney had no
handlebars on him, | pointed out. Unless the word' lift'
has a special meaning. Like' drop' when you are talking
about a scaffold. | suppose a smash under the chin with a
heavy spade could be called a ' lift". If that isthe case you
can be certain about eternity and have the whole of it
yoursdf and welcome. | still think thereis an dectric lift.
My attention was drawn away from this conversation to
the Sergeant, who had now slackened his pace and was mak-
ing curious inquiries with his stick. The road had reached
a place where there was rising ground on each side, rank
grass and brambles near our feet, with a tangle of bigger
things behind that, and tall brown thickets beset with green
creeper plants beyond.

"It is here somewhere," the Sergeant said, ' or beside a
place somewhere near the next place adjacent.’

He dragged his stick along the green margin, probing at
the hidden ground.

' MacCruiskeen rides his bicycle along the grass here,' he
said, ' it is an easier pancake, the wheels are surer and the
seat is a more sensitive instrument than the horny hand.'
After another walk and more probing he found what he
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was searching for and suddenly dragged me into the under-
growth, parting the green curtains of the branches with a
practised hand.

"This is the hidden road,' he called backwards from
aed

It is not easy to say whether road isthe correct name for
aplace that must be fought through inch by inch at the cost
of minor wounds and the sting of strained branches dapping
back against the person. Nevertheess the ground was even
againg the foot and some dim distance to each side | could
see the ground banking up sharply with rocks and gloomi-
ness and damp vegetation. There was a sultry smell and
many flies of the gnat class were at home here.

A yard in front of me the Sergeant was plunging on wildly
with his head down, thrashing the younger shoots severdy
with his stick and calling muffled warnings to me of the
strong distended boughs he was about to rdeasein my direc-
tian

I do not know how long we travelled or what the distance
was but the air and the light got scarcer and scarcer until |
was sure that we were lost in the bowels of a great forest.
The ground was still even enough to walk on but covered
with the damp and rotting fall of many autumns. | had fol-
lowed the noisy Sergeant with blind faith till my strength
was nearly gone, so that | reded forward instead of walking
and was defenceless against the brutality of the boughs. |
felt very ill and exhausted. | was about to shout to him that
| was dying when | noticed the growth was thinning and
that the Sergeant was calling to me, from where he was
hidden and ahead of me, tha