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INTRODUCTION

Thc art of self-tormenting 1s an ancient one, with a long and
"~ honourable literary tradition. Man, not satisfied with the mental
confusion and unhappiness to be derived from contemplating the
cruelties of life and the riddle of the universe, delights to occupy his
leisure moments with puzzles and bugaboos. The pages of every
magazine and newspaper swarm with cross-words, mathematical
tricks, puzzle-pictures, enigmas, acrostics, and detective-stories, as
also with stories of the kind called ‘‘ powerful > (which means
unpleasant), and those which make him afraid to go to bed. It may
be that in them he finds a sort of catharsis or purging of his fears
and self-questionings. These mysteries made only to be solved,
these horrors which he knows to be mere figments of the creative
brain, comfort him by subtly persuading that life is a mystery
which death will solve, and whose horrors will pass away as a tale
that is told. Or it may be merely that his animal faculties of fear
and inquisitiveness demand more exercise than the daily round
affords. Or it may be pure perversity. The fact remains that if you
search the second-hand bookstalls for his cast-off literature, you
will find fewer mystery stories than any other kind of book.
Theology and poetry, philosophy and numismatics, love-stories
and biography, he discards as easily as old razor-blades, but
Sherlock Holmes and Wilkie Collins are cherished and read and
re-read, till their covers fall off and their pages crumble to
fragments.

Both the detective-story proper and the pure tale of horror are
~ very ancient in origin. All native folk-lore has its ghost tales, while
the first four detective-stories in this book hail respectively from
the Jewish Apocrypha, Herodotus, and the Zneid. But, whereas the
tale of horror has flourished in practically every age and country,
the detective-story has had a spasmodic history, appearing here
and there in faint, tentative sketches and episodes, until it sud-
denly burst into magnificent flower in the middle of the last

century.
Earry History oF DETECTIVE FICTION

Between 1840 and 1845 the wayward genius of Edgar Allan Poe
(himself a past-master of the horrible) produced five tales, in
which the general principles of the detective-story were laid down
for ever. In The Murders in the Rue Morgue and, with a certain re-
pulsive facetiousness, in Thou Art the Man he achieved the fusion
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f the two distinct genres and created what we may call the Story
or the

75 ure detection on the one han(g ,
of mystery, as c:;f:ﬂfliioﬁ flns fused genre, thf: readfﬁr’s bIOOdnii
pure hf::vrrﬂ'lt:1 0};1 some horrible and apparcnt'ly inexplicable ;.
first curdle t}_r the machinery of detection 1s fhen brought ip, i
iy POftCﬂte: and punish the murderer. Since Poe’s time all
aﬁlvc E:erl}l] Zs_lzietection, mystery, and horror—have Hourisheq
;Vzeiavc such pleasant little Puzzles as Cona;]n D_?)dft’s G- . of
Identity, in which there 1s nothing to shock or *Org ¥i3. We. have
mere fantasies of blood and terror—human, as i Conan Doy]e’

The Case of Lady Sannox,* or supernatural, as in Marion Crawford’s

erth ;* most satisfactory of all, perhaps, we have sy},
é:fongpiesr 'Iﬁifze Speckled Band,® or The Hammﬁr of God,* in which
the ghostly terror is invoked only to be dispelled.

It is rather puzzling that the detective-story §hould have had to
wait so long to find a serious exponent. Havmg startcd.so well,
why did it not develop earlier ? The Oriental races, with thejr
keen appreciation of intellectual subtlety, should surely haye
evolved it. The germ was there. * Why do you not come to pay
your respects to me ? ** says Asop’s lion to the fox. *“ I beg your
Majesty’s pardon,” says the fox, “ but I noticed the track of the
animals that have already come to you ; and, while I see many
hoof-marks going in, I see none coming out. Till the animals that
have entered your cave come out again, I prefer to remain in the
open air.” Sherlock Holmes could not have reasoned more
lucidly from the premises. - |

Cacus the robber, be it noted, was apparently the first criminal
to use the device of forged footprints to mislead the pursuer, though
it is a long development from his primitive methods to the horses

shod with cow-shoes in Conan Doyle’s Adventure of the Priory

School.* Hercules’s me
of the rough and read
observe that this early
his grateful clients,

The Jews, with their strongly moral

thods of Investigation, too, were rather
y sort, though the reader will not fail to
detective was accorded divine honours by

preoccupation, were, as

* Conan Doyle : Round #,
: Oyle : Ro; ¢ Red .
* Marion Crawford - Urzcann; 7{5::{?

criures of Sherlock Holmes.
g Doﬂsf:{ tUE : The Innocence of Father Brown.
volume), - 7 * XU of Sherlock "Hgimes, (P, 178 in the present

I3 = ‘M'h.-. e
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our two Apocryphal stories show, peculiarly fitted to produce the
roman policier.* 'The Romans, logical and given to law-making,
might have been expected to do something with it, but they did
not. In one of the folk-tales collected by the Grimms, twelve
maidens disguised as men are set to walk across a floor strewn
with peas, in the hope that their shuffling feminine tread will be-
tray them ; the maidens are, however, warned, and baffle the
detectives by treading firmly. In an Indian folk-tale a similar
ruse is more successtul. Here a suitor is disguised as a woman, and
has to be picked out from the women about him by the wise
princess. The princess throws a lemon to each in turn, and the
disguised man is detected by his instinctive action in clapping his
knees together to catch the lemon, whereas the real women spread
their knees to catch it in their skirts. Coming down to later
European literature, we find the Bel-and-the-Dragon motif of the
ashes spread on the floor reproduced in the story of Tristan. Here
the king’s spy spreads flour between Tristan’s bed and that of
Iseult ; Tristan defeats the scheme by leaping from one bed to the
other.

It may be, as Mr. E. M. Wrong has suggested in a brilliant little
study,® that throughout this early period ¢‘ a faulty law of evidence
was to blame, for detectives cannot flourish until the public has an
1dea of what constitutes proof, and while a common criminal pro-
cedure is arrest, torture, confession, and death.”” One may go
further, and say that, though crime stories might, and did, flourish,
the detective-story proper could not do so until public sympathy
had veered round to the side of law and order. It will be noticed
that, on the whole, the tendency in early crime-literature is to
admire the cunning and astuteness of the criminal.® This must be
so while the law is arbitrary, oppressive, and brutally administered.

We may note that, even to-day, the full blossoming of the de-
tective-stories is found among the Anglo-Saxon races. It is notor-
lous that an English crowd tends to side with the policeman in a

‘In Bel and the Dragon the science of deduction from material
clues, in the popular Scotland Yard manner, is reduced to its simplest
expression. Susanna, on the other hand, may be taken as fore-
shadowing the Gallic method of eliciting the truth by the confrontation
of witnesses.

* Preface to Tules of Crime and Detection. World’s Classics. (Oxford
- University Press, 1924.)

*e.g. The Story of Rhampsinitus ; Facob and Esau ; Reynard the Fox ;
Ballads of Robin Hood, etc.
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B with its tradition of ‘¢ Sportsmangh, »
row.}"hf_: Br;tls}};igt;lccgfiri;inal ” is particularly favourable (, It)hfa
and ** fair poz?;{etcc tive fiction, allowing, as 1t Floes, sufficient rope
production ondvides ding-dong chase, rich in up-and-doy,
Fo t_he QuaIH'Y e ol though the street policeman ig
incident. In ) land, the detective-force is admirabjy

- eatly looked up to. France has a good oytpy,
z;gzzizsz?iogéﬁ, t}};c)ugh considerably smaller than that of It)he
English-speaking races. In the Southern States of Europe
law is less loved and the detective story less frequent. We may
unreasonably trace a connection here. |

Some further light is thrown on the qucstl?n by a_rcmark made
by Herr Lion Feuchtwanger when broadcasting dl:lrmg his visit to
London in 1927. Contrasting the tastes of the English, French, and
German publics, he noted the great attention paid by the English.-
man to the external details of men and things. The Englishman
likes material exactness in the books he reads ; the German and
the Frenchman, in different degrees, care little for it in com-
parison with psychological truth. It is hardly surprising, then,
that the detective-story, with its insistence on footprints, blood-
stains, dates, times, and places, and its reduction of character-
drawing to bold, flat outline, should appeal far more strongly to
Anglo-Saxon taste than to that of France or Germany.

Laking these two factors together, we begin to see why the de-
tective-story had to wait for its full development for the establish-
ment of an effective police orgamisation in the Anglo-Saxon

countries. This was achieved—in England, at any rate—during
the early part of the nineteenth century,! and was followed about

the m{ddle of that century by the first outstanding examples of the
detectlve-story as we know it to-day.?

t Totltlhls afgument we may add another. In the nineteenth cen-
1Ty the vast, unexplored limits of the world began to shrink at an

“In a letter to W Th :
e - Lthornbury, dated February 18 1862, Dickens
2ays : = The Bow Street Runners ceased out of thrg lanii soon after the

Introduct; .
foduction of the new police, remember them very well. . . . They

ept COmpany wj : / o
police do, ] (Bifon}l:h tuicves ang such-like, much more than the detective

principa cf:}rnplfe:mk‘:r:\1{}:;ir what their pay was, but I have no doubt thﬂli
mstitution, and jts headwcrc 80t under the rose. It was a very slac

a public hg juarters were the Brown Bear, in Bow Street
Ty peclen o doubtful reputation, opposite the polic®
The significance Y Yere established in 1829.

' : and the necessity for scientific Caf
fstood at quite an early date, thoug™
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amazing and unprecedented rate. The electric telegraph circled
the globe ; railways brought remote villages into touch with civi-
lisation ; photographs made known to the stay-at-homes the
marvels of foreign landscapes, customs, and animals ; science
reduced seeming miracles to mechanical marvels ; popular edu-
cation and improved policing made town and country safer for
the common man than they had ever been. In place of the adven-
turer and the knight errant, popular imagination hailed the doc-
tor, the scientist, and the policeman as saviours and protectors.
But if one could no longer hunt the manticora, one could still hunt
the murderer ; if the armed escort had grown less necessary, yet
one still needed the analyst to frustrate the wiles of the poisoner ;
from this point of view, the detective steps into his right place as
the protector of the weak—the latest of the popular heroes, the
true successor of Roland and Lancelot.

Epcar ALLAN PoE : EvoLutioN OF THE DETECTIVE.

Before tracing further the history of detective fiction, let us look
a little more closely at those five tales of Poe’s, in which so much
of the future development is anticipated. Probably the first thing
that strikes us is that Poe has struck out at a blow the formal out-
line on which a large section of detective fiction has been built up.
In the three Dupin stories, one of which figures in the present col-
lection, we have the formula of the eccentric and brilliant private
detective whose doings are chronicled by an admiring and thick-
headed friend. From Dupin and his unnamed chronicler springs
a long and distinguished line : Sherlock Holmes and his Watson ;
Martin Hewitt and his Brett ; Raffles and his Bunny (on the
criminal side of the business, but of the same breed) ; Thorndyke
and his various Jardines, Ansteys, and Jervises ; Hanaud and his
Mr. Ricardo ; Poirot and his Captain Hastings ; Philo Vance and
his Van Dine. It is not surprising that this formula should have
been used so largely, for it is obviously a very convenient one for
the writer. For one thing, the admiring satellite may utter expres-
sions of eulogy which would be unbecoming in the mouth of the
author, gaping at his own colossal intellect. Again, the reader,

In the absence of an efficient detective police, investigations were
usually carried out by private persons at the instigation of the coroner.
A remarkable case, which reads like a Freeman Wills Crofts novel, was
that of R. ». Thornton (1818).
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s i in R. L. Stevenson’s phrase, ““ always a ma, . ©
S A irl‘?gcnuit}’ than the writer,” is usually  fiy), |
such vas LE:JS than Watson. He sees a little further through the
with which the detective cnvc:lops himself. “ Aha ! > he Says tq
himself, © the average reader is supposed to see no further thap,
Watson. But the author has not rt?ckoned WIFh me. | am one toq
many for him.”” He 1S dcludetfl. It is all a device oi- the ?vntcr’s for
fattering him and putting him on good terms w1_th himself, Fo,
though the reader likes to be mystified, hc: also likes to say, «J
told you so,” and ““ I spotted that.”” And this l?ads us to the third
great advantage of the Holmes-Watson convention : b)'r describing
the clues as presented to the dim eyes and bemused mind of Wat.
son, the author is enabled to preserve a spurious appearance of
frankness, while keeping to himself the special knowledge on which
the interpretation of those clues depends. This is a question of
paramount importance, involving the whole artistic ethic of the
detective-story. We shall return to it later. For the moment, let
us consider a few other interesting types and formula which make
their first appearance in Poe. |
The personality of Dupin is eccentric, and for several literary
generations eccentricity was highly fashionable among detective
heroes. Dupin, we are informed, had a habit of living behind
closed shutters, illumined by ““ a couple of tapers which, strongly
perfumet:l, threw out only the ghastliest and feeblest of rays.”
From t'hlS stror:‘g.hold.he issued by night, to promenade the streets
zﬁge:i?;;h% infinity of mental excitement *’ afforded by quiet
. He

was also given to startling his friends by analysing

their thought-processes and h the
methods of the police, ) ¢ had a rooted contempt for
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traditional detective than ’—so-and-so. He may be elderly and
decrepit, like Baroness Orczy’s Old Man in the Corner, whose
characteristic habit is the continual knotting of string. Or he may
be round and innocent-looking, like Father Brown or Poirot.
There is Sax Rohmer’s Moris Klaw,! with his bald, scholarly
forehead ; he irrigates his wits with a verbena spray, and carries
about with him an °‘ odically-sterilised > cushion to promote
psychic intuition. There 1s the great Dr. Thorndyke, probably the
handsomest detective in fiction ; he is outwardly bonhomous,
but spiritually detached, and his emblem is the green research-
~ case, filled with miniature microscopes and scientific implements.
Max Carrados has the distinction of being blind ; Old Ebbie
wears a rabbit-skin waistcoat ; Lord Peter Wimsey (if I may refer
to him without immodesty) indulges in the buying of incunabula
and has a pretty taste in wines and haberdashery. By a final twist
of the tradition, which brings the wheel full circle, there is a strong
modern tendency to produce detectives remarkable for their
ordinariness ; they may be well-bred walking gentlemen, like
A. A. Milne’s Anthony Gillingham, or journalists, like Gaston
Leroux’s Rouletabille, or they may even be policemen, like
Freeman Wills Crofts’ Inspector French, or the heroes of Mr. A. ]J.
Rees’s sound and well-planned stories. 2

There have also been a few women detectives,® but on the
whole, they have not been very successful. In order to justify their
choice of sex, they are obliged to be so irritatingly intuitive as to
destroy that quiet enjoyment of the logical which we look for in
our detective reading. Or else they are active and courageous, and
insist on walking into physical danger and hampering the men
engaged on the job. Marriage, also, looms too large in their view
of life ; which is not surprising, for they are all young and beau-
tiful. Why these charming creatures should be able to tackle
abstruse problems at the age of twenty-one or thereabouts, while

' Sax Rohmer : The Dream Detective.

P AT Reds!: The Shrieking Pit ; The Hand tn the Dark ; (with J. R.
Watson) The Hampstead Mystery ; The Mpystery of the Downs, etc. Messrs.
Rees and Watson write of police affairs with the accuracy born of inside
knﬂwlcdge, but commendably avoid the dullness which is apt to result
from a too-faithful description of correct official procedure.

' e.g. Anna Katherine Green : The Golden Slipper; Baroness Orczy :
Lady Molly of Scotland Yard ; G. R. Sims : Dorcas Dene ; Valentine : The
Adjusters ; Richard Marsh : Fudith Lee; Arthur B. Reeve : Constance
Dunlop ; etc.
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the male detectives are usually content to wait till their thirties or
torties before setting up as experts, it is hard to say. Where do they
pick up their worldly knowledge ? Not from personal experience,
for they are always immaculate as the driven snow. Presumably
it is all intuition. | ;

Better use has been made of women in books where the detect-
ing is strictly amateur—done, that is, by members of the family
or house-party themselves, and not by a private consultant.
Evelyn Humblethorne? is a detective of this kind, and so is Joan
Cowper, in The Brooklyn Murders.* But the really brilliant woman
detective has yet to be created.? '

While on this subject, we must not forget the curious and inter-
esting development of detective fiction which has produced the
Adventures of Sexton Blake, and other allied cycles. This is the
Holmes tradition, adapted for the reading of the board-school boy
and crossed with the Buffalo Bill adventure type. The books are
written by a syndicate of authors, each one of whom uses a set of
characters of his own invention, grouped about a central and tra-
ditional group consisting of Sexton Blake and his boy assistant,
Iinker, their comic landlady Mrs. Bardell, and their bulldog
Pedro. As might be expected, the quality of the writing and the
detective methods employed vary considerably from one author
to another. The best specimens display extreme ingenuity, and
an 1mmense vigour and fertility in plot and incident. N evertheless,
the central types are pretty consistently preserved throughout the
series. Blake and Tinker are less intuitive than Holmes, from whom
however, they are directly descended, as their address in Baker
Streetshows. They are more careless and reckless in their methods :
more given to displays of personal heroism and pugilism ; more
simple and human in their emotions. The really interesting point
about them is that they present the nearest modern approach to a
national folk-lore, conceived as the centre for a cycle of loosely
connected romances in the Arthurian manner. Their significance
in popular literature and education would richly repay scientific
investigation.

* Lord Gorell : In the Night.

*G. D. H. & M. Cole.

* Wilkie Collins—who was curiously fascinated by the °‘strong-
minded ” woman—made two attempts at the woman detective in
No Name and The Law and the Lady. The spirit of the time was, however,
too powertul to allow these attempts to be altogether successful.
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Epcar ALLAN PoE : EVOLUTION OF THE Pror

As regards plot also, Poe laid down a number of sound keels
for the use of later adventurers. Putting aside his instructive €x-
cursions into the psychology of detection—instructive, because we
can trace their influence in so many of Poe’s successors down to
the present day—putting these aside, and discounting that at-
mosphere of creepiness which Poe so successfully diffused about
nearly all he wrote, we shall probably find that to us, sophisticated
and trained on an intensive study of detective fiction, his plots are
thin to transparency. But in Poe’s day they represented a new -
technique. As a matter of fact, it is doubtful whether there are
more than half a dozen deceptions in the mystery-monger’s bag
of tricks, and we shall find that Poe has got most of them, at any
rate in embryo. |

Take, first, the three Dupin stories. In The Murders in the Rue
Morgue, an old woman and her daughter are found horribly
murdered in an (apparently) hermetically sealed room. An in-
nocent person is arrested by the police. Dupin proves that the
police have failed to discover one mode of entrance to the room,
and deduces from a number of observations that the ™ murder *’
was committed by a huge ape. Here is, then, a combination of
three typical motifs : the wrongly suspected man, to whom all
the superficial evidence (motive, access, etc.) points ; the her-
metically sealed death-chamber (still a favourite central theme) ;
finally, the solution by the unexpected means. 1n addition, we have
Dupin drawing deductions, which the police have overlooked,
from the evidence of witnesses (superiority in inference), and dis-
covering clues which the police have not thought of looking for
owing to obsession by an idée fixe (superiority in observation based
on inference). In this story also are enunciated for the first time
those two great aphorisms of detective science : first, that when
you have eliminated all the impossibilities, then, whatever re-
mains, however improbable, must be the truth ; and, secondly, that
the more oulré a case may appear, the easier it is to solve. Indeed,
take it all round, The Murders in the Rue Morgue constitutes in itself
almost a complete manual of detective theory and practice.

In The Purloined Letter, we have one of those stolen documents
on whose recovery hangs the peace of mind of a distinguished per-
sonage. It is not, indeed, one of the sort whose publication would
spread consternation among the Chancelleries of Europe, but it
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is important enough.

: ' ac w350 3 pin! |
takm-lrg]glt;“rz;eiir: Illcsnowledgc of the minister’s character, decides
argul

hat subtlety must be met by subtlety. He calls on t.he Minister ang
ctzlisacovers the letter, turned insidle out-and stuckin a Ietter“rack

! : ' ual observer. ;
in Ii;:licvi: }?:vil:cb(;sa?des the reiteration, In im:erted form,! of &
aphorism No. 2 (above), the method of p.s_'y_cfzolagzcal dedzfction and
the solution by the formula of the most m?mow place. This trick ;;
the forerunner of the diamond concealed in the tumbler of Water,
the man murdered in the midst of a battle, Chesl.:erton’s In.
visible Man (the postman, SO familiar s i.igur.e that_h}S presence
goes unnoticed),* and a whole line of similar Ingenuities.

The third Dupin story, The Mpystery of Marie Rogét, has fewer
imitators, but is the most interesting of all to the connoisseur, It
consists entirely of a series of newspaper cuttings relative to the
disappearance and murder of a shopgirl, with Dupin’s comments
thereon. The story contains no solution of the problem, and,
indeed, no formal ending—and that for a very good reason. The
disappearance was a genuine one, its actual heroine being one
Mary Cecilia Rogers, and the actual place New York. The news-
paper cuttings were also, mutatis mutandis, genuine. The paper
which published Poe’s article dared not publish his conclusion.
- Years later, however, the general lines of his argument were shown,
by the confession of the parties involved, to have been perfectly
correct, Po? may, therefore, be ranked among the small band of
mystery-writers who have put their skill in deduction to the acid
test of a problem which they had not in the first place invented.’

The police suspect a certain Minister ¢ &
k every corner of his house, in vain. Dy

_ ' ciently well ourselves ; but then I thought Dupin
would like to hear of it b : ves 5 but then I thoug P
“ Simple and od d,’l’ saciiimgi:i;? S0 excessively odd.”’

6 ‘Vh'y} i :
been 2 goﬂyd dé;imd not exactly that either. The fact is, we have all

us altogether * Puzzled because the affair is so simple, and yet baffles

“ Perhaps it 3 : A
fault,” saig Dlu Ifn*ht Very simplicity of the thing which puts you 2!

* The Innocence of Father Brown.

5 C ,
Edalji anq Oscar S{:]-z;?; ?0}’[6 S splendid efforts on behalf of George

serve special mention.
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Of the other Poe stories, one, Thou Art the Man, is very slight in
theme and unpleasantly flippant in treatment. A man is mur-
dered ; a hearty person, named, with guileless cunning, Good-
fellow, is very energetic in fixing the crime on a certain person.
The narrator of the story makes a repulsive kind of jack-in-the-
box out of the victim’s corpse, and extorts a confession of guilt
from—Goodfellow ! Of course. Nevertheless, we have here two
more leading motifs that have done overtime since Poe’s day :
the trail of false clues laid by the real murderer?, and the solution
by way of the most unlikely person.

The fifth story is The Gold Bug. In this a man finds a cipher
which leads him to the discovery of a hidden treasure. The cipher
is of the very simple one-sign-one-letter type, and its solution, of
themark-where-the-shadow-falls-take-three-paces-to-the-east-and-
dig variety. In technique this story is the exact opposite of Marie
Rogét ; the narrator is astonished by the antics of his detective
friend, and 1s kept in entire ignorance of what he is about until
after the discovery of the treasure ; only then is the cipher for the
first time either mentioned or explained. Some people think that
The Gold Bug 1s Poe’s finest mystery-story.

Now, with The Gold Bug at the one extreme and Marze Rogét at
the other, and the other three stories occupying intermediate
places, Poe stands at the parting of the ways for detective fiction.
From him go the two great lines of development—the Romantic
- and the Classic, or, to use terms less abraded by ill-usage, the
purely Sensational and the purely Intellectual. In the former, thrill
1s piled on thrill and mystification on mystification ; the reader is
led on from bewilderment to bewilderment, till everything is ex-
plained in a lump in the last chapter. This school is strong in
dramatic incident and atmosphere ; its weakness is a tendency to
confusion and a dropping of links —its explanations do not
always explain ; it is never dull, but it is sometimes nonsense. In
the other—the purely Intellectual type—the action mostly
takes place in the first chapter or so ; the detective then follows
up quietly from clue to clue till the problem is solved, the
reader accompanying the great man in his search and being
allowed to try his own teeth on the material provided. The
strength of this school is its analytical ingenuity ; its weakness
18 1ts liability to dullness and pomposity, its mouthing over the
Infinitely little, and its lack of movement and emotion.

1 See also The Story of Susanna.
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INTELLECTUAL AND SENSATIONAL LINES OF DEVELOPMENT

The purely Sensational thriller 1s not pa_rlfcularly raré—we may

. +he work of William Le Queux, Edg,,

find plenty of examples 10 v . gar §

Wallace. and others. The purely Intellectual is rare indeed ; fe,, |

writers Lave consistently followed the Marie Rogét formula f ;

simply spreading the whole evidence bt?fore the rfzac.:ler and leaving
him to deduce the detective’s conclusion from 1t if he can.

M. P. Shiel, indeed, did so in his trilogy, Prince aleski, whose
curious and elaborate beauty recaptures 11 cvery arab?sque Ser.
tence the very accent of Edgar Allan Poe. Prince .ZaIE:Skl, * victim
of a too importunate, too unfortunate Love, ?vhlclh the fulgor of
the throne itself could not abash,” sits apart in his ruined tower
in “ the semi-darkness of the very faint greenish lustre radiated
from an open censer-like lampas in the centre of the domed en-
causted roof,” surrounded by Flemish sepulchral brasses, runic
tablets, miniature paintings, winged bulls, Tamil scriptures on
lacquered leaves of the talipot, medizval reliquaries richly
gemmed, Brahmin gods, and Egyptian mummies, and lulled by
““ the low, liquid tinkling of an invisible musical-box.” Like
Sherlock Holmes, he indulges in a drug—* the narcotic cannabis
satwa : the base of the bhang of the Mohammedans.” A friend
brings to him the detective problems of the outside world, which
he proceeds to solve from the data given and (except in the final
story) without stirring from his couch. He adorns his solutions with
phi_losophical discourses on the ‘social progress of mankind, all
dFll\Ff_‘:red with the same melancholy grace and remote intellectual
disdain. The reasoning is subtle and lucid, but the crimes them-

s_'.elves are fant‘astic and incredible—a fault which these tales have
in common with those of G. K. Chesterton

horted to : “P;Sltory part of the story is done, the reader is ex-

lYour:;T‘c i?oment and see if you can arrive at the ex-
. )

This pure » DEIOTe you read the Qld Man’s solution.

puzzle is a for : : TRl
Nearest to this amon mula which obviously has its limitations-

whose Painstaking sige?tiiﬁm writers comes Freeman Wills Croft.?,
clues to the reader always play fair > and display ther

tellectually mindeg o " 25 they have picked them up. The in-
€d reader cap hatdly.Heslind #ope than this
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The aim of the writer of this type of detective-story is to make the
reader say at the end, neither : ““ Oh well, I knew it must be that
all along,” nor yet : * Dash itall ! I couldn’t be expected to guess
that >’ ; but : ‘ Oh, of course ! What a fool 1 was not to see it !
Right under my nose all the time ! > Precious tribute ! How often

.~ striven for ! How rarely earned !

On the whole, however, the tendency is for the modern educated
public to demand fair play from the writer, and for the Sensa-
tional and Intellectual branches of the story to move further apart.

Before going further with this important question, we must
look back once more to the middle of the last century, and see
what development took place to bridge the gap between Dupin
and Sherlock Holmes.

Poe, like a restless child, played with his new toy for a little
while, and then, for some reason, wearied of it. He turned his

 attention to other things, and his formula lay neglected for close

on forty years. Meanwhile a somewhat different type of detective-
story was developing independently in Europe. In 1843 the elder

" Dumas, always ready to try his hand at any novel and ingenious

thing, suddenly inserted into the romantic body of the Vicomite de

. Bragelonne a passage of pure scientific deduction. This passage 1s

L - __!':""L —-|--1I -‘-:—.I‘_-u._-"l"r—'p—'_ -TWW“‘"""T‘?EI"“T‘T'-_. LR o B B o s L L e | bl 2

quite unlike anything else in the Musketeer cycle, and looks like
the direct outcome of Dumas’ keen interest in actual crime.?

But there is another literary influence which, though the fact
is not generally recognised, must have been powerfully exerted at
this date upon writers of mystery fiction. Between 1820 and 1850
the novels of Fenimore Cooper began to enjoy their huge popular-
ity, and were not only widely read in America and England, but
translated into most European languages. In The Pathfinder, The
Deerslayer, The Last of the Mohicans, and the rest of the series, Cooper
revealed to the delighted youth of two hemispheres the Red
Indian’s patient skill in tracking his quarry by footprints, 1n in-
terrogating a broken twig, a mossy trunk, a fallen leaf. The 1magi-
nation of childhood was fired ; every boy wanted to be an Unecas
or a Chingachgook. Novelists, not content with following and
imitating Cooper on his own ground, discovered a better way, by
transferring the romance of the woodland tracker to the sur-
roundings of their native country. In the ‘sixties the generation
who had read Fenimore Cooper in boyhood turned, as novelists
and readers, to tracing the spoor of the criminal upon their own

i He published a great collection of famous crimes.
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ined ma niﬁc
: for Cooper combine g ently
. he enthusiasm
native heath. 1

. interest in crime and detcctiop which bette,
with that absorbing . tion and an improved police sy?tem haq £
methods of comﬂll';l_lféc .1 France, Gaboriau and Fortuné du} Bois. §
made POSSlblz;rge; Lpoﬂ the police novel pure and simple,
gobey conce

{ f

' ters. still permeated by the i ;Ind mzfs.‘ 322 Of,’tht .

English wr ev c;nent and influenced by the ewgate novel » o _
romantic mo ;

led and imaginatjy. ¢
: erfected a more varie ginative
Bulwer andhi;ln:::;i;Euity of the detective problem allied itge]f |
1 :
g?Itl}iet’li: :zmbrc terrors of the weird and supernatural.
wi

Tue Pre-DoyLE PERIOD

Of the host of writers who attemp?cd this form of ﬁ_ctlon m_tlm
: : - be picked out for special mention,
‘sixties and ’seventies, three may be p q ts o
That voluminous writer, Mrs. Henry Wood, represents, orfl hc
whole, the melodramatic and adveflturous devclc:-prner'lj;:‘ho t E
crime-story as distinct from the dctcctn:'e Problcm proPeI(;l. roug
East Lynne, crude and sentimental as it 1s, Shf':' exercised an enor-
mous influence on the rank and file of sensational novelists, and
at her best, she 1s a most admirable spinner of plots. Whether her
problem concerns a missing will, a vanished heil:, a murder, or a
family curse, the story spins along without flagging, and, though
she 1s a little too fond of calling in Providence to cut the knot
of intrigue with the sword of coincidence, the mystery is fully and
properly unravelled, in a workmanlike manner and without any
loose ends. She makes frequent use of supernatural thrills. 'Some-
times these are explained away : a " murdered >’ person is seen
haunting the local churchyard, and turns out never to have been
killed at all. Sometimes the supernatural remains supernatural,
as, for instance, the coffin-shaped appearance in The Shado‘w of
Ashlydyat. Her morality is perhaps a little oppressive, but she is by

no means without humour, and at times can produce a shrewd
piece of characterisation.

.Melodramatic, but a writer of real literary attainment, alfd

where the aged Uncle Lorne appcarsi]:
illaj Ehis ' ich— nt t
villainous I,ake Al 4r€ not certain which—to confro
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« « Mark Wylder is in evil plight,’ said he.

« ¢ Is he ? ’ said Lake with a sly scoff, though he seemed to me
a good deal scared. ¢ We hear no complaints, however, and fancy
he must be tolerably comfortable notwithstanding.’

«« ¢« You know where he 1s,” said Uncle Lorne.

¢ ¢ Aye, in Italy ; everyone knows that,” answered Lake.

““ ¢ Tn Italy,’ said the old man reflectively, as if trying to gather
up his ideas, ‘¢ Italy. ... He has had a great tour to make. It is
nearly accomplished now ; when it is done, he will be like me,
humano major. He has seen the places which you are yet to see.’

‘“ ¢ Nothing I should like better ; particularly Italy,” said Lake.

“ ¢ Yes,” said Uncle Lorne, lifting up slowly a different finger
at each name in his catalogue. ° First, Lucus Mortis ; then
Terra Tenebrosa ; next, Tartarus ; after that Terra Obli-
vionis ; then Herebus; then Barathrum ; then Gehenna,
and then Stagnum Ignis.’

“ ¢ Of course,” acquiesced Lake, with an ugly sneer. . ..

‘““ ¢ Don’t be frightened—but he’s alive ; I think they’ll make
him mad. It is a frightful plight. Two angels buried him alive in
Vallombrosa by night ; I saw it, standing among the lotus and
hemlock. A negro came to me, a black clergyman with white
eyes, and remained beside me ; and the angels imprisoned
Mark ; they put him on duty forty days and forty nights, with
his ear to the river listening for voices ; and when it was over
we blessed them ; and the clergyman walked with me a long
while, to-and-fro, to-and-fro upon the earth, telling me the
wonders of the abyss.’

““ ¢ And is it from the abyss, sir, he writes his letters ? > enquired
the Town Clerk, with a wink at Lake.

““ Yes, yes, very diligent ; it behoves him ; and his hair 1s
always standing straight on his head for fear. But he’ll be sent
up again, at last, a thousand, a hundred, ten and one, black
marble steps, and then it will be the other one’s turn. So it was
prophesied by the black magician.” ”’

This chapter leads immediately to those in which Larkin, the
crooked attorney, discovers, by means of a little sound detective
work of a purely practical sort, that Mark Wylder’s letters have
Indeed been written ¢ from the abyss.”” Mark Wylder has, in fact,
I'bcen murdered, and the letters are forgeries sent abroad to be
despatched by Lake’s confederate from various towns in Italy.
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I'rom this point we gradually learn to expect the ghastly moment
when he is “ sent up again at last ** from the grave, in the Black-

berry Dell at Gylingden.

* In the meantime the dogs continued their unaccountable yell-
ing close by. '

*“ * What the devil’s that ? ’ said Wealden.

** Something like a stunted, blackened branch was sticking -
out of the peat, ending in a set of short, thickish twigs. This is.
what it seemed. The dogs were barking at it. It was, really, a
human hand and arm. . . .” |

In this book the detection is done by private persons, and the
local police are only brought in at the end to secure the criminal,
Lhis is also the case in that extremely interesting book Checkmate
(1870), in which the plot actually turns upon the complete altera-
tion of the criminal’s appearance by a miracle of plastic surgery.
It seems amazing that more use has not been made of this device
in post-war days, now that the reconstruction of faces has become
comparatively common and, with the perfecting of aseptic surgery,
infinitely easier than in Le Fanu’s day. I can only call to mind two
recent examples of this kind : one, Mr. Hopkins Moorhouse’s
Gauntlet of 4lceste ; the other, a short story called The Losing of
Jasper Virel, by Beckles Willson.' In both stories the alterations
include the tattooing of the criminal’s eyes from blue to
brown.

For sheer grimness and power, there is little in the literature of
horror to compare with the trepanning scene in Le Fanu’s The :
House by the Churchyard. Nobody who has ever read it could pos-
sibly forget that sick chamber, with the stricken man sunk in his
deathly stupor ; the terrified wife ; the local doctor, kindly and
absurd—and then the pealing of the bell, and the entry of the
brilliant, brutal Dillon *“ in dingy splendours and a great draggled
wig, with a gold-headed cane in his bony hand . . . diffusing a
reek of whisky-punch, and with a case of instruments under his
arm,” to perform the operation. The whole scene is magnificently
written, with the surgeon’s muttered technicalities heard through
the door, the footsteps—then the silence while the trepanning is
proceeding, and the wounded Sturk’s voice, which no one ever

! Strand Magazine, July 19009.
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thought to hear again, raised as if from the grave to denounce his

 murderer. That chapter in itself would entitle L.e Fanu to be called

» master of mystery and horror.
Most important of all during this period we have Wilkie Collins.

" An extremely uneven writer, Collins is less appreciated to-day

than his merits and influence deserve.* He will not bear compari-
son with Le Fanu in his treatment of the weird, though he was
earnestly ambitious to succeed in this line. His style was too dry
and inelastic, his mind too legal. Consider the famous dream 1n
Armadale, divided into seventeen separate sections, each elabor-
ately and successively fulfilled in laborious detail ! In the curious
semi-supernatural rhythm of The Woman in While he came nearer
to genuine achievement, but, on the whole, his eerieness 1is wire-
drawn and unconvincing. But he greatly excels Le Fanu in humour,
in the cunning of his rogues,? in character-drawing, and espcc-
ially in the architecture of his plots. Taking everything into con-
sideration, The Moonstone is probably the very finest detective
story ever written. By comparison with its wide scope, its dove-
tailed completeness and the marvellous variety and soundness of
its characterisation, modern mystery fiction looks thin and
mechanical. Nothing human is perfect, but The Moonstone comes
about as near perfection as anything of its kind can be.

In The Moonstone Collins used the convention of telling the story
in a series of narratives from the pens of the various actors con-
cerned. Modern realism—often too closely wedded to externals—
is prejudiced against this device. It is true that, for example, Bet-
teredge’s narrative is not at all the kind of thing that a butler
would be likely to write ; nevertheless, it has an ideal truth—it is
the kind of thing that Betteredge might think and feel, even if he
could not write it. And, granted this convention of the various
narratives, how admirably the characters are drawn ! The pathetic

1 Tn the British Museum catalogue only two critical studies of this
celebrated English mystery-monger are listed : one is by an American,
the other by a German.

* Coollins made peculiarly his own the art of plot and counter-plot.
Thus we have the magnificent duels of Marion Halcombe and Count
Fosco in The Woman in White ; Captain Wragge and Mrs. Lecount in
No Name ; the Pedgifts and Miss Gwilt in Armadale. Move answers to
move as though on a chessboard (but very much more briskly), until
the villain is manceuvred into the corner where a cunningly contrived
legal checkmate has been quietly awaiting him from the beginning ot
the game.
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figure of Rosanna Spea.rman, with hef deformity and g, ..
warped devotion, is beautifully handled, with a freed::}m from gep, |
timentality which 1s very remarkable. In Rachel Verlnder’ Collir,
has achieved one of the novelist’s hardest tasks_ ; he has depicteq ;
girl who is virtuous, a gentlewoman, and I‘C?ll}.’ Interesting, and ¢p,, |
without the slightest exaggeration or dcwatlon.fmm naturalneg |
and probability. From his preface to the book it is clear thyy he
took especial pains with this characte}', and his success was S0
great as almost to defeat itself. Rachel 1s so little Spectacular thyy |
we fail to realise what a singularly fine and truthful piece of work
she 1s.

The detective part of the story is well worth attention. The E
figure of Sergeant Cuff is drawn with a restraint and sobriety
which make him seem a little colourless beside Holmes and §
Lhorndyke and Carrados, but he is a very living figure. One cap B
believe that he made a success of his rose-growing when he re. |
tired ; he genuinely loved roses, whereas one can never feel that §
th§ great Sherlock possessed quite the right feeling for his bees, [
Being an ofﬁcial_detectiv?, Sergeant Cuff is bound by the eti.
quette of his calling. He is never really given a free hand with |
Rach.el, and the conclusion he comes to is a wrong one. But he
;)s;s tll?eas tga?ggdp;?cztof detf.:,ctive work in th.e matter of Rosanna
i knowledg g?vifln ; and the scenes in which his shrewd- 1
Bltiodieniig sk idige Of Sumanf nature are contrasted with the §
T maIx)m e:yofoPoeupenntendcnt Seagrave read like an

Itis, of course, a fact that the Dupin stor; h ished
fifteen years op oo ki pin stories had been pubh's ed B

en The Moonstone appeared. But there is no |

need to - e
> seek in them for the original of Sergeant Cuff. He had

.the whole nightgown incident was
10ns, upon a famous case of the early
William Kent by his sixteen-year-
- Those who are interested in origins will

acco s
unt of the “ Road murder,” as it is called,

153 Tennysq :
ySon Jesse’s Murder and its Motives, or in Atkey’s

b Agngtemﬁf Gentury, and may compare the
uff’ with thoge of the real Detective
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““I wish,” he cries angrily to a friend, ¢ before people make
such assertions, they would think what they are writing or
talking about. I know of very few instances in which fiction
exceeds the probability of reality. I’ll tell you where I got
many of my plots from. I was in Paris, wandering about the
streets with Charles Dickens, amusing ourselves by looking
into the shops. We came to an old book stall—half-shop and
half-store—and I found some dilapidated volumes and records
of French crime—a sort of French Newgate Calendar. I said
to Dickens ** Here is a prize ! ” So it turned out to be. In them
I found some of my best plots.’ >

Not that Collins was altogether disingenuous in his claim never
to have o’erstepped the modesty of nature. While each one of his
astonishing contrivances and coincidences might, taken separ-
ately, find its parallel in real life, it remains true that in cramming
a whole series of such improbabilities into the course of a single
story he does frequently end by staggering all belief. But even SO,
he was a master craftsman, whom many modern mystery-mongers
might imitate to their profit. He never wastes an incident ; he
never leaves a loose end ; no incident, however trivial on the one
hand or sensational on the other, is ever introduced for the mere
sake of amusement or sensation. Take, for example, the great
* sensation-scene >’ in No Name, where for half an hour Magdalen
sits, with the bottle of laudanum in her hand , counting the passing
ships. ““ If, in that time, an even number passed her—the sign
given should be a sign to live. If the uneven number prevailed,
the end should be—death.”” Here, you would say, is pure sensa-
tionalism ; it is a situation invented deliberately to wring tears
and anguish from the heart of the reader. But you would be
wrong. That bottle of laudanum is brought in because it will be
wanted again, later on. In the next section of the story it 1s found
in Magdalen’s dressing-case, and this discovery, by leading her
husband to suppose that she means to murder him, finally induces
Elim to cut her out of his will, and so becomes one of the most
Important factors in the plot.

In The Moonstone, which of all his books comes nearest to being
a detective-story in the modern sense, Collins uses with great

' Wybert Reeve : © Recollections of Wilkie Collins,” Chambers’
Journal, Vol, IX., p. 458.
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la of the most unlikely person' at}d tl}e uney,
effect the formula junction. Opium is the means in this cag,

pected m?ahns ikrnlo::tﬂ"ects we are tolcrabl}’.familiar to-day, , §
a c.‘l-rug wit wlrl'ns’s time was still something of an unknoy, £
which in Coll thstanding. In the opium of 7,

: : notwi
ﬁaiﬁz; :::d%?;n;faystic surgery of Checkmale we have the dis.

tinguished forebears of a long succession of medical and sciep tif
myiteries which stretches down to tlte.pre:wnt l:lay}.

During the ’seventies and early ’eighties the Oi]g n?"el.ﬂf
marvel and mystery held the field, slowly unrolling its abyrlnth{nﬁ
complexity through its three ample volumes crammed i

incident and leisurely drawn characters.?

Suerrock HorMeEs AND His INFLUENCE

In 1887 A Study in Scarlet was flung like a bombshell into the
field of detective fiction, to be followed within a few short ang
brilliant years by the marvellous series of Sherlock Holmes short
stories. The effect was electric. Conan Doyle took up the Poe
formula and galvanised it into life and popularity. He cut ouf
the elaborate psychological introductions, or restated them in
crisp dialogue. He brought into prominence what Poe had only
lightly touched upon—the deduction of staggering conclusions
from trifling indications in the Dumas-Cooper-Gaboriau manner.
Fe was sparkling, surprising, and short. It was the triumph of the
epigram.

A comparison of the Sherlock Holmes tales with the Dupin
tales shows clearly how much Doyle owed to Poe, and, at the

e though unconscious thief. By an
» this discovery does not end the story. The diamond 1s
ds to the really guilty party (Godlrey
gentleman is enough to betray his
to readers in the ‘sixtine. 1o 10U it may have seemed less repulsive

ive, however, is made less obvious,
reader to guess, v and fairly hinted at for.the observant

this period wi Yo il
Anna K : period without mentioning the stories
Leﬂvmwaraz;:hz‘l:;ein(}ggm of which the long series bei'ms with T/ff
They are genyjne dﬁte(?thil_ld extends right down to the present day.

marred by ap uncritical Stories, often of considerable ingenuity, l?u!
makes them dJ;
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same time, how greatly he modified Poe’s style and formula.
Read, for instance, the opening pages of The Murders in the Rue
Morgue, which introduce Dupin, and compare them with the first
chapter of A Study in Scarlet. Or merely set side by side the two
passages which follow and contrast the relations between Dupin
and his chronicler on the one hand, and between Holmes and
Watson on the other :

“ I was astonished, too, at the vast extent of his reading ;
and, above all, I felt my soul enkindled within me by the wild
fervour, and the vivid freshness of his imagination. Seeking in
Paris the objects I then sought, I felt that the society of such a
man would be to me a treasure beyond price ; and this feeling
I frankly confided to him. It was at length arranged that we
should live together . . . and as my worldly circumstances were
somewhat less embarrassed then his own, I was permitted to
be at the expense of renting, and furnishing in a style which
suited the rather fantastic gloom of our common temper, a
time-eaten and grotesque mansion . . . in a retired and desolate
portion of the Faubourg Saint Germain . . . It was a freak of
fancy in my friend (for what else shall I call it ?) to be enam-
oured of the Night for her own sake ; and into this bizarrerie,
as 1nto all his others, I quietly fell, giving myself up to his wild
whims with a perfect abandon.”’:

" An anomaly which often struck me in the character of my
friend Sherlock Holmes was that, though in his methods of
thought he was the neatest and most methodical of mankind,
and although also he affected a certain quiet primness of dress,
he was none the less in his personal habits one of the most
untidy men that ever drove a fellow-lodger to distraction. Not
that I am in the least conventional in that respect myself. The
rough-and-tumble work in Afghanistan, coming on the top of a
natural Bohemianism of disposition, has made me rather more
lax than befits a2 medical man. But with me there is a limit, and
when I find a man who keeps his cigars in the coal-scuttle, his
tobacco in the toe-end of a Persian slipper, and his unanswered
correspondence transfixed by a jack-knife into the very centre
of his wooden mantelpiece, then I begin to give myself virtuous

' The Murders in the Rue Morgue.
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= that pistol-practice shoyld g4
irs. I have always held, .too, P : dis.
airs. en-air pastime ; and when I‘I{?lmﬁﬁf In one of
tinctly be an Opwould sit in an arm-chair, with his hail‘-triggEr
queer hltlﬂtl:?'dl::d Boxer cartridges, and proceed to adorn the
zgio:ite 1;311 with a patriotic V.R. done in bullet-pocks, T g,

strongly that neither the atmosphere nor the appearance b
' At 514 |
our room was improved by 1t.

See how the sturdy independence of Watson adds salt apg
savour to the eccentricities of Holmes, _ﬂﬂd IhOW ﬂjiVPul‘{ess beside
it is the hero-worshipping sclf—abnegatlf}n _Of Dupin’s fnenc%, See,
too, how the concrete details of .dall}r life in Bakcxﬁ* Street lift the
story out of the fantastic and give it a solid reality. The Bake;
Street ménage has just that touch of humorous commonplace
which appeals to British readers. |

Another pair of parallel passages will be found in The Purloine
Letter and The Naval Treaty. They show the two detectives in
dramatic mood, surprising their friends by their solution of
the mystery. In The Adventure of the Priory School, also, a
similar situation occurs, though Holmes is here shown in 2
grimmer vein, rebuking wickedness in high places.

Compare, also, the conversational styles of Holmes and Dupin,
and the reasons for Holmes’s popularity become clearer than

ever. Holmes has enriched English literature with more than one
memorable aphorism and turn of speech.

:‘ " You know my methods, Watson.’
" A long shot, Watson—a very long shot.’

f6 & .
o little monograph on the hundred-and-fourteen
varieties of tobacco-ash.’

€ ¢
These are deep waters, Watson.’

HOlmES}fcellent ” cried Mr. Acton,—* But very superficial,’ said

enti : SR L
beyond the ofgtl?ned your name as if I should recognise it, but
aF V10U facts that you are a bachelor, a solicitor;

1 Thﬂ' Mu-fgrﬂﬂﬂ thuaz-
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‘“ ¢ Every problem becomes very childish when once it is
explained to you.” ™

Nor must we forget that delightful form of riposto which Father
. Ronald Knox has wittily christened the Sherlockismus * ;

““I would call your attention to the curious incident of the
dog in the night-time.’

“““The dog did nothing in the night-time.’

“““That was the curious incident.’

So, with Sherlock Holmes, the ball—the original nucleus
. deposited by Edgar Allan Poe nearly forty years earlier—was at
last set rolling. As it went, it swelled into a vast mass—it set off
- others—it became a spate—a torrent—an avalanche of mystery
- fiction. It is impossible to keep track of all the detective-stories pro-
duced to-day. Book upon book, magazine upon magazine pour
" out from the Press, crammed with murders, thefts, arsons, frauds,
'- conspiracies, problems, puzzles, mysteries, thrills, maniacs,
- crooks, poisoners, forgers, garrotters, police, spies, secret-service
" men, detectives, until it seems that half the world must be engaged
'~ 1n setting riddles for the other half to solve.

THE SciENTIFIC DETECTIVE

¢ The boom began in the ’nineties, when the detective short
 story, till then rather neglected, strode suddenly to the front and
-made the pace rapidly under the &gis of Sherlock Holmes. Of
Particular interest is the long series which appeared under
- various titles from the pens of L. T. Meade and her collaborators.
* These struck out a line—not new, indeed, for, as we have seen,
it is as old as Collins and Le Fanu, but important because it was
Paving the way for great developments in a scientific age—the
‘medical mystery story. Mrs. Meade opened up this fruitful vein
- With Stories from the Diary of a Doctor in 1893,' and pursued it in
| various magazines almost without a break to The Sorceress of
the Strand* in 1902. These tales range from mere records of

:In collaboration with “ Clifford Halifax.”’

In collaboration with Robert Eustace. In these stories the scientific
basis was provided by Robert Eustace, and the actual writing done,
E' -ﬁ_:-r the most part, by L. T. Meade. A more recent example of Mr.
EIEusta_(:e’s collaboration, this time with Edgar Jepson, is The Tea-
,=_L“"?ﬁ In the present volume.

1
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queer cases to genuine detective-stories in which the solution.has .
4 scientific or medical foundation. During this long collaboration, _
the authors dealt with such subjects as h}fpnotisn“;t, catzz.llepsy |
(so-called—then a favourite disease among fiction-writers), §
somnambulism, lunacy, murder by the use of X-rays and hyd_ra-
cyanic acid gas, and a variety of other medical and scientific .'
discoveries and inventions. |

More definitely in the Holmes tradition 1s the sound and §
excellent work of Arthur Morrison in the * Martin Hewitt” |
books. Various authors such as John Oxenham and Man. §
ville Fenn also tried their hands at the detective-story, betore §
turning to specialise in other work. We get also many lively tales
of adventure and roguery, with a strong thread of detective §
interest, as, for example, the * African Millionaire ” series by §
Grant Allen.

Now in the great roar and rush of enthusiasm which greeted
Sherlock Holmes, the detective-story became swept away on a
single current of development. We observed, in discussing the
Poe tales, that there were three types of story—the Intellectual
(Marie Rogét), the Sensational (The Gold Bug), and the
Mixed (Murders in the Rue Morgue). *Sherlock Holmes™ tales,
as a rule, are of the mixed type. Holmes—I regret to say it—
does not always play fair with the reader. He *° picks up,” or
“ pounces upon,”’ a ‘‘ minute object’ and draws a brilliant
deduction from it, but the reader, however brilliant, cannot him-
self anticipate that deduction because he is not told what the
“small object” 1s. It is Watson’s fault, of course—Holmes,
indeed, remonstrated with him on at least one occasion about his
unscientific methods of narration.

An outstanding master of this “surprise” method i1s Melville
Davisson Post. His tales are so admirably written, and his ideas
so ingenious, that we fail at first reading to realise how strictly
sensational they are in their method. Take, for instance, An
Act of God from Uncle Abner (1911). In this tale, Uncle Abner
uses the phonetic mis-spelling in a letter supposed to be written
by a deaf mute to prove that the letter was not, in fact, written
by him. If the text of the letter were placed before the reader,
and he were given a chance to make this deduction for himself,
the tale would be a true detective-story of the Intellectual type ;
but the writer keeps this clue to himself, and springs the detective’s
conclusions upon us like a bolt from the blue.
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Tue MODERN ‘‘ FAIR-PLAY ”’ METHOD

For many years, the newness of the genre and the immense
prestigc of Holmes blinded readers’ eyes to these feats of leger-
demain. Gradually, however, as the bedazzlement wore off, the
oublic became more and more exacting. The uncritical are still
~atered for by the * thriller,” in which nothing is explained, but
~onnoisseurs have come, more and more, to call for a story which
puts them on an equal footing with the detective himself, as
regards all clues and discoveries.!

Seeing that the demand for equal opportunities 1s coupled
to-day with an insistence on strict technical accuracy in the
«mallest details of the story, it is obvious that the job of writing
detective-stories is by no means growing easier. The reader must be
given every clue—but he must not be told, surely, all the detective’s
deductions, lest he should see the solution too far ahead. Worse
= still, supposing, even without the detective’s help, he interprets
~ all the clues accurately on his own account, what becomes of the
. surprise ? How can we at the same time show the reader every-
thing and yet legitimately obfuscate him as to its meaning ?

Various devices are used to get over the difficulty. Frequently
the detective, while apparently displaying his clues openly, will
- keep up his sleeve some bit of special knowledge which the reader
- does not possess. Thus, Thorndyke can cheerfully show you all
. his finds. You will be none the wiser, unless you happen to have
. an intimate acquaintance with the fauna of local ponds ; the
effect of belladonna on rabbits ; the physical and chemical pro-
- perties of blood ; optics ; tropical diseases ; metallurgy ; hiero-
. glyphics, and a few other trifles. Another method of misleading
- 1s to tell the reader what the detective has observed and deduced
.~ —but to make the observations and deductions turn out to be
~ incorrect, thus leading up to a carefully manufactured surprise-
- packet in the last chapter.?

- Some writers, like Mrs. Agatha Christie, still cling to the
- Watson formula. The story is told through the mouth, or at least

- ' Yet even to-day the naughty tradition persists. In The Crime at
D‘M’:s Pool, for instance (1927), V. L. Whitechurch sins notably, twice
- Over, in this respect, in the course of an otherwise excellent tale. But
- Such crimes bring their own punishment, for the modern reader is
quick to detect and resent unfairness, and a stern, though kindly letter
f of Tebuke is presently dispatched to the erring author !

- “E. C. Bentley: Treat’s Last Case ; Lord Gorell : In the Night :
E eorge Pleydell : The Ware Case ; etc.

3 B
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through the eyes, of a Watson.? Others, like A. A. Milne 1n his §
Red House Mystery, adopt a mixed method. Mr. Milne begins by |
telling his tale from the position of a detached spectator ; later ¢
on, we find that he has shifted round, and is telling it through §
the personality of Bill Beverley (a simple-minded but not unin-
telligent Watson) ; at another moment we find ourselves actually

looking out through the eyes of Anthony Gillingham, the detective
himself.

IMPORTANCE OF THE VIEWPOINT

The skill of a modern detective novelist is largely shown by the §

play he makes with these various viewpoints.* Let us see how

it is done in an acknowledged masterpiece of the genre. We will '_

examine for the purpose a page of Mr. A. C. Bentley’s Trent’s Last
Case. Viewpoint No. 1 is what we may call the Watson viewpoint ;
the detective’s external actions only are seen by the reader.
Viewpoint No. 2 is the middle viewpoint ; we see what the
detective sees, but are not told what be observes. Viewpoint No. 3
is that of close intimacy with the detective ; we see all he sees,
and are at once told his conclusions.

We begin from Viewpoint No. 2.

““Two bedroom doors faced him on the other side of the
passage. He opened that which was immediately opposite, and
entered a bedroom by no means austerely tidy. Some sticks
and fishing-rods stood confusedly in one corner, a pile of books
in another. The housemaid’s hand had failed to give a look of
order to the jumble of heterogeneous objects left on the dressing-
table and on the mantel-shelf—pipes, penknives, pencils, keys,
golf-balls, old letters, photographs, small boxes, tins, and
bottles. Two fine etchings and some water-colour sketches

! An exceptional handling of the Watson theme is found in Agatha
Christie’s Murder of Roger Ackroyd, which is a tour de force. Some critics,
'~ as, for instance, Mr. W. H. Wright in hisintroduction to The Great Detective

Stories (Scribners, 1927), consider the solution illegitimate. I fancy,

- however, that this opinion merely represents a natural resentment at

having been ingeniously bamboozled. All the necessary data are given.

Thereader ought to be able toguess the criminal, if he is sharp enough,

and nobody can ask for more than this. It is, after all, the reader’s job

to keep his wits about him, and, like the perfect detective, to suspect
everybody.

*For a most fascinating and illuminating discussion of this question
of viewpoint in fiction, see Mr. Percy Lubbock : The Craft of Fiction.

SR ST STAROT R 2 4
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hung on the walls ; leaning against the end of the wardrobe,
unhung, were a few framed engravings.”

First Shift : Viewpoint No. 1.

‘““ A row of shoes and boots was ranged beneath the window.
Trent crossed the room and studied them intently ; then he
measured some of them with his tape, whistling very softly.
This done, he sat on the side of the bed, and his eyes roamed
gloomily about the room.”

Here we observe Trent walking, studying, measuring, whistling,
jooking gloomy ; but we do not know what was peculiar about
the boots, nor what the measurements were. From our knowledge
of Trent’s character we may suppose that his conclusions are
unfavourable to the amiable suspect, Marlowe, but we are not
ourselves allowed to handle the material evidence.

Second Shift : Back to Viewpoint No. 2.

““ The photographs on the mantel-shelf attracted him pre-
sently. He rose and examined one representing Marlowe and
Manderson on horseback. Two others were views of famous
peaks in the Alps. There was a faded print of three youths—
one of them unmistakably his acquaintance of the haggard
blue eyes [i.e. Marlowe]—clothed in tatterdemalion soldier’s
gear of the sixteenth century. Another was a portrait of a
majestic old lady, slightly resembling Marlowe. Trent, mechani-
cally taking a cigarette from an open box on the mantel-sheli,
lit it and stared at the photographs.”

Here, as at the op'ening'of the paragraph, we are promoted to

- a more privileged position. We see all the evidence, and have an
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- equal opportunity with Trent of singling out the significant detail
. —the fancy-costume portrait—and deducing from it that Mar-

lowe was an active member of the O.U.D.S., and, by inference,
capable of acting a part at a pinch.

Third Shift : Viewpoint No. 3.
“ Next he turned his attention to a flat leathern case that
lay by the cigarette-box. It opened easily. A small and light

revolver, of beautiful workmanship, was disclosed, with a score
or 50 of loose cartridges. On the stock were engraved the initials

‘J' Ml, * o o
CE . o . .
With the pistol in its case between them, Trent and the
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Inspector looked into each other’s eyes for some mome}nts. :
Trent was the first to speak. ¢ This mystery 1s alliwrong, he
observed. ¢ It is insanity. The symptoms of mania are very §

marked. Let us see how we stand.’ 2

Throughout the rest of this scene we are taken into Trent’s §
confidence. The revolver is described, we learn what Trent
thinks about it from his own lips. | |

Thus, in a single page, the viewpoint is completely Sh_lf:th three |
times, but so delicately that, unless we are looking for it, we do |
not notice the change. ‘

In a later chapter, we get the final shift to a fourth viewpoint— §
that of complete mental identification with the detective :

““ Mrs. Manderson had talked herself into a more emotional §
mood than she had yet shown to Trent. Her words flowed
freely, and her voice had begun to ring and give play to a
natural expressiveness that must hitherto have been dulled, he §
thought, by the shock and self-restraint of the past few days.” §

Here the words “ had yet shown to Trent ”’ clinch the identifi-
cation of viewpoint. Throughout the book, we always, in fact,
see Mrs. Manderson through Trent’s emotions, and the whole
second half of the story, when Trent has abandoned his own
enquiries and is receiving the true explanation from Marlowe §
and Cupples, is told from Viewpoint No. 4.

The modern evolution in the direction of ¢ fair play ’* is to a
great extent a revolution. It is a recoil from the Holmes influence §
and a turning back to The Moonstone and its contemporaries.
There is no mystification about The Moonstone—no mystification
of the reader, that is. With such scrupulous care has Collins laid
the clues that the ‘‘ ideal reasoner  might guess the entire outline

' It is needless to add that the detectives must be given fair play, too.
Once they are embarked upon an investigation, no episode must ever
be described which does not come within their cognisance. It is artistic-
ally shocking that the reader should be taken into the author’s confidence
behmd_ the investigator’s back. Thus, the reader’s interest in 7/
?eductmns_qf Colonel Gore (Lynn Brock) is sensibly diminished by the

act of his knowing (as Gore does not) that it was Cecil Arndale

~. virlho witnessed the scene between Mrs. Melhuish and Barrington near
" the beginning of the book. Those tales in which the action is frequently

punctuated by eavesdropping of this kind on the reader’s part belong

to th : : : :
i fn;l;é':;};li?matlonal class of detective-story, and rapidly decline
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¢ the story at the end of the first ten chapters of Betteredge’s
Grst narrative.’

ARTISTIC STATUS OF THE DETECTIVE-STORY

As the detective ceases 10O be impenetrable and infallible and
hecomes a man touched with the feeling of our infirmities, so the
rigid technique of the art necessarily expands a little. In 1its
ceverest form, the mystery-story is a pure analytical exercise, and,
.s such, may be a highly finished work of art, within its highly
artificial limits. ‘There is one respect, at least, in which the detec-
. (ive-story has an advantage OVEr every other kind of novel. It
possesses an Aristotelian perfection of beginning, middle, and
nd. A definite and single problem is set, worked out, and solved ;
its conclusion 1s not arbitrarily conditioned by marriage or

death.® It has the rounded (though limited) perfection of a
 triolet. The farther it escapes from pure analysis, the more
' difficulty it has in achieving artistic unity.

- It does not, and by hypothesis never can, attain the loftiest
~ level of literary achievement. Though it deals with the most
~ desperate effects of rage, jealousy, and revenge, it rarely touches
' the heights and depths of human passion. It presents us only with
- the fait accompli, and looks upon death and mutilation with a
~ dispassionate eye. It does not show us the inner workings of the
- murderer’s mind—it must not ; for the identity of the murderer
" is hidden until the end of the book.® The victim is shown rather

' Poe performed a similar feat in the case of Barnaby Rudge, of which
- he correctly prognosticated the whole development after reading the
- first serial part. Unhappily, he was not alive to perform the same office
. for Edwin Drood ! Dickens came more and more to hanker after plot
- and mystery. His early efforts in this style are crude, and the mystery
- as a rule pretty transparent. In Edwin Drood he hoped that the ** story
- would turn upon an interest suspended until the end,” and the hope
was only too thoroughly fulfilled. Undoubtedly his close friendship
- with Collins helped to influence him in the direction of mystery fiction ;
~ in the previous year (1867) he had pronounced 7he Moonstore : “ Much
- better than anything he [Collins] has done.”

- *This should appeal to Mr. E. M. Forster, who 1s troubled by the
.~ irrational structure of the novel from this point of view. Unhappily, he
; has openly avowed himself ¢ too priggish ”* to enjoy detective-stories.
- This is bad luck, indeed. '

> An almost unique example of the detective-story told from the
li)omt of view of the hunted instead of the hunter is Ashes to Ashes by
[sabel Ostrander. This shows the clues being left by the murderer, who
is then compelled to look on while they are picked up, one after the
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as a subject for the dissecting-table than as a husband and father,
A too violent emotion flung into the glittering mechanism of the
detective-story jars the movement by disturbing its delicate
balance. The most successful writers are those who contrive to ¢
keep the story running from beginning to end upon the same |
emotional level, and it is better to err in the direction of too little 1
feeling than too much. Here, the writer whose detective is a |
member of the official force has an advantage : from him a
detached attitude is correct ; he can suitably retain the im- @
personal ,attitude of the surgeon. The sprightly amateur must
not be sprightly all the time, lest at some point we should §
be reminded that this is, after all, a question of somebody’s §
being foully murdered, and that flippancy is indecent. To §
make the transition from the detached to the human point of §
view is one of the writer’s hardest tasks. It is especially hard when §
the murderer has been made human and sympathetic. A real
person has then to be brought to the gallows, and this must not
be done too lightheartedly. Mr. G. K. Chesterton deals with this
problem by merely refusing to face it. His Father Brown (who
looks at sin and crime from the religious point of view) retires
from the problem before the arrest is reached. He is satisfied with
a confession. The sordid details take place ““ off.””> Other authors
permit sympathetic villains to commit suicide. Thus, Mr. Milne’s
Gillingham, whose attitude starts by being flippant and ends by
being rather sentimental, warns Cayley of his approaching
arrest, and Cayley shoots himself, leaving a written confession.
Monsters of villainy can, of course, be brought to a bad end
without compunction ; but modern taste rejects monsters, there-
fore the modern detective-story is compelled to achieve a higher
level of writing, and a more competent delineation of character.
As the villain is allowed more good streaks in his composition,

- so the detective must achieve a tenderer human feeling beneath
his frivolity or machine-like efficiency.

other, by the detectives, despite all his desperate efforts to cover them.
It 15 a very excellent piece of work which, in the hands of a writer of a’
little more distinction, might have been a powerful masterpiece. Isabel
Ostrander, who also wrote under the name of Robert Orr Chipperfield
and other pseudonyms, was a particularly competent spinner of yarns.
Her straightforward police-detective, McCarty, is always confounding
the conclusions of Terhune—a ** scientific *’ private detective, who
believes in modern psycho-analytical detective apparatus.
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LoveE INTEREST

One fettering convention, from which detective fiction 1s only
very slowly freeing itself, is that of the * love interest.”” Pub-
lishers and editors still labour under the delusion that all stories
must have a nice young man and woman who have to be united
:n the last chapter. As a result, some of the finest detective-stories
are marred by a conventional love-story, irrelevant to the action
and perfunctorily worked in. The most harmless form of this di-
<ease is that taken, for example, in the works of Mr. Austin
Freeman. His secondary characters fall in love with distressing
regularity, and perform a number of conventional antics suitable
to persons in their condition, but they do not interfere with the
course of the story. You can skip the love-passages if you like, and
nothing is lost. Far more blameworthy are the heroes who 1nsist
on fooling about after young women when they ought to be put-
ting their minds to the job of detection. Just at the critical moment
when the trap is set to catch the villain, the sleuth learns that his
best girl has been spirited away. Heedlessly he drops everything,
and rushes off to Chinatown or to the lonely house on the marshes
or wherever it is, without even leaving a note to say where he is
going. Here he is promptly sandbagged or entrapped or otherwise
made a fool of, and the whole story is impeded and its logical
development ruined.

The instances in which the love-story is an integral part of the
plot are extremely rare. One very beautiful example occurs in
The Moonstone. Here the entire plot hangs on the love of two women
for Franklin Blake. Both Rachel Verinder and Rosanna Spearman
know that he took the diamond, and the whole mystery arises
from their efforts to shield him. Their conduct is, in both cases,
completely natural and right, and the characters are so finely
conceived as to be entirely convincing. E. C. Bentley, in Trent’s
Last Case, has dealt finely with the still harder problem of the
detective in love. Trent’s love for Mrs. Manderson is a legitimate
part of the plot ; while it does not prevent him from drawing
the proper conclusion from the evidence before him, it does pre-
vent him from acting upon his conclusions, and so prepares the
way for the real explanation. Incidentally, the love-story is
handled artistically and with persuasive emotion.

In The House of the Arrow and, still more strikingly, in No Other
Tiger, A. E. W. Mason has written stories of strong detective
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interest which at the same time have the convincing psychological
structure of the novel of character. The characters are presented
as a novelist presents them-—romantically, it is true, but without
that stark insistence on classifying and explaining which turns the
persons of the ordinary detective-story into a collection of museu
exhibits.

Apart from such unusual instances as these, the less love in 3
detective-story, the better.  L’amour au thédtre,” says Racine, *‘ ng
peut pas Etre en seconde place,” and this holds good of detective fiction,
A casual and perfunctory love-story is worse than no love-story
at all, and, since the mystery must, by hypothesis, take the first
place, the love is better left out. *%

Lynn Brock’s The Deductions of Colonel Gore affords a curious
llustration of this truth. Gore sets out, animated by an unselfish
devotion to a woman, to recover some compromising letters for
her, and, in so doing, becomes involved in unravelling an intri-
cate murder plot. As the story goes on, the references to the beloved
woman become chillier and more perfunctory ; not only does the
author seem to have lost interest, but so does Colonel Gore. A-t_-
length the author notices this, and explains it in a paragraph :

rather, felt that he ought to accuse himself—of an undue cold-.
bloodedness in these speculations of his. The business was a
horrible business. One ought to have been decently shocked by
it. One ought to have been horrified by the thought that three
old friends were involved in such a business. |

*“ But the truth was—and his apologies to himself for that
truth became feebler and feebler—that the thing had now so
caught hold of him that he had come to regard the actors in it
as merely pieces of a puzzle baffling and engrossing to the verge
of monomania.”

There is the whole difficulty about allowing real human beings
into a detective-story. At some point or other, either their emotions
make hay of the detective interest, or the detective interest gets
hold of them and makes their emotions look like pasteboard. It is,
of course, a fact that we all adopt a detached attitude towards *“ a
good murder * in the newspaper. Like Betteredge in 7he Moon-
stone, we get ** detective fever,” and forget the victim in the fun
of tracking the criminal. For this reason, it is better not to pitch
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the emotional key too high at the start ; the inevitable drop is

thus made less jarring.

FuTurRE DEVELOPMENTS : FASHIONS AND FORMULZE

Just at present, therefore, the fashion in detective fiction is to
have characters credible and lively ; not conventional, but, on
the other hand, not too profoundly studied—people who live

more or less on the Punch level of emotion. A little more psycho-
Jogical complexity is allowed than formerly ; the villain may not

be a villain from every point of view ; the heroine, if there is one,
is not necessarily pure ; the falsely accused innocent need not be
a sympathetic character.? The automata—the embodied vices
and virtues—the weeping fair-haired girl—the stupid but manly
young man with the biceps—even the colossally evil scientist
with the hypnotic eyes—are all disappearing from the intellec-
tual branch of the art, to be replaced by figures having more in
common with humanity.

An interesting symptom of this tendency is the arrival of a
number of books and stories which recast, under the guise of fic-
tion, actual murder cases drawn from real life. Thus, Mrs. Belloc
Lowndes and Mrs. Victor Rickard have both dealt with the Bravo
Poisoning Mystery. Another author has retold the Maybrick case ;
Mr. E. H. W. Meyerstein has published a play based on the Sed-
don poisoning case, and Mr. Aldous Huxley, in The Gioconda
Smile, has reinterpreted in his own manner another famous case
of recent years.? | .

We are now in a position to ask ourselves the favourite question
of modern times : What next ? Where is the detective-story going ?
Has it a future ? Or will the present boom see the end of it ?

Tae Most UNLIKELY PERSON

In early mystery fiction, the problem tends to be, who did the

b crime ? At first, while readers were still unsophisticated, the

formula of the Most Unlikely Person had a good run. But the

‘e.g. in J. J. Connington’s The Tragedy at Ravensthorpe, where the

agoraphobic Maurice is by no means an agreeable person to have
about the house.

fWkat Really Happened, by Mrs. Belloc Lowndes ; Not Sufficient
Evidence, by Mrs. Victor Rickard ; The Wychford Poisoning Drama, by
the Author of The Layton Court Mystery ; Heddon, by E. H. W. Meyerstein ;

« Mortal Coils, by Aldous Huxley.
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reader soon learned to see through this. If there was a single per-
son in the story who appeared to have no motive for the crime and
who was allowed to amble through to the penultimate chapter
free from any shadow of suspicion, that character became a
marked man or woman. “I knew he must be guilty because
nothing was said about him,” said the cunning reader. Thus we
come to a new axiom, laid down by Mr. G. K. Chesterton in a
brilliant essay in the New Statesman : the real criminal must be
suspected at least once in the course of the story. Once he is sus-
pected, and then (apparently) cleared, he is made safe from future
suspicion. This is the principle behind Mr. Wills Crofts’ impreg-
nable alibis, which are eventually broken down by painstaking.

enquiry. Probably the most baffling form of detective-story is still
that in which suspicion is distributed equally among a number of
candidates, one of whom turns out to be guilty. Other develop- .
ments of the Most Unlikely Person formula make the guilty person °
a Juror at the inquest or trial ;! the detective himself ;2 the coun-§
sel for the prosecution ;? and, as a supreme effort of unlikeliness,
the actual narrator of the story.* Finally, resort has been made to ;
the double-cross, and the person originally suspected turns out

to be the right person after all.s

THE UNEXPECTED MEANS

There are signs, however, that the possibilities of the formula |
are becoming exhausted, and of late ‘years much has been done
in exploring the solution by the unexpected means. With recent
discoveries in medical and chemical science, this field has become
exceedingly fruitful, particularly in the provision of new methods
of murder. It is fortunate for the mystery-monger that, whereas,
up to the present, there is only one known way of getting born,
there are endless ways of getting killed. Here is a brief selection of -
handy short cuts to the grave : Poisoned tooth-stoppings ; licking
poisoned stamps ; shaving-brushes inoculated with dread di
seases ; poisoned boiled eggs (a bright thought); poison-gas ; a
cat with poisoned claws ; poisoned mattresses ; knives dropped

' Robert Orr Chipperfield : The Man in the Jury-Box.

* Bernard Capes : The Skeleton Key ; Gaston Leroux : Mystére de la
Chambre Faune ; etc. .

: G.) K. Chesterton : The Mirror of the Magistrate (Innocence of Father
Brown).

* Agatha Christie : The Murder of Roger Ackroyd.

® Father R. Knox : The Viaduct Murder, and others.
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~ through the ceiling ; stabbing with a sharp icicle ; electrocution
by telephone ; biting by plague-rats and typhoid-carrying lice ;
boiling lead in the ears (much more effective than cursed hebanon
in a vial) : air-bubbles injected into the arteries ; explosion of a
gigantic ““ Prince Rupert’s drop >’ ; frightening to death ; hang-
ing head-downwards ; freezing to atoms in liquid air ; hypo-
dermic injections shot from air-guns ; exposure, while insensible,
to extreme cold ; guns concealed in cameras ; a thermometer
which explodes a bomb when the temperature of the room reaches
a certain height ; and so forth.

The methods of disposing of inconvenient corpses are also varied
and peculiar ; burial under a false certificate obtained in 2 num-
ber of ways ; substitution of one corpse for another (very common
in fiction, though rare in real life) ; mummification ; reduction
to bone-dust ; electro-plating ; arson ;  planting > (not in the
churchyard, but on innocent parties)—a method first made famous
by R. L. Stevenson.! Thus, of the three questions, Who ? How ?
and Why ? How is at present the one which offers most scope for
surprise and ingenuity, and is capable of sustaining an entire book
on its own, though a combination of all three naturally provides
the best entertainment. ?

The mystery-monger’s principal difficulty is that of varying his
surprises.  You know my methods, Watson,” says the detective,
and it is only too painfully true. The beauty of Watson was, of
course, that after thirty years he still did not know Holmes’s
methods ; but the average reader is sharper-witted. After reading
half a dozen stories by one author, he is sufficiently advanced in
Dupin’s psychological method? to see with the author’s eyes. He
knows that, when Mr. Austin Freeman drowns somebody in a
pond full of water-snails, there will be something odd and localised
about those snails ; he knows that, when one of Mr. Wills Crofts’s
characters has a cast-iron alibi, the alibi will turn out to have holes
in it ; he knows that if Father Knox casts suspicion on a Papist,
the Papist will turn out to be innocent ; instead of detecting the

! The Wrong Box.

*Mr. Austin Freeman has specialised in a detective-story which
rejects all three questions. He tells the story of the crime first, and relies
for his interest on the pleasure afforded by following the ingenious
methods of the investigator. The Singing Bone contains several tales of this
type. Mr. Freeman has had few followers, and appears to have himself
abandoned the formula, which is rather a pity.

* As outlined in The Purloined Letter.
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murderer, he is engaged in detecting the writer. That is why he
gets the impression that the writer’s later books are seldom or never
““ up to ” his earlier efforts. He has become married to the writer’s
muse, and marriage has destroyed the mystery.

Lhere certainly does seem a possibility that the detective-story
will some time come to an end, simply because the public will have
learnt all the tricks. But it has probably many years to go yet, and
in the meantime a new and less rigid formula will probably have
developed, linking it more closely to the novel of manners and
separating it more widely from the novel of adventure. The latter
will, no doubt, last as long as humanity, and while crime exists,
the crime thriller will hold its place. It is, as always, the higher
type that is threatened with extinction. :-
At the time of writing (1928) the detective-story is profiting by
a reaction against novels of the static type. Mr. E. M. Forster is
indeed left murmuring regretfully, ““ Yes, ah ! yes—the novel te
a story ” ; but the majority of the public are rediscovering that
fact with cries of triumph. Sexual abnormalities are suffering a
slight slump at the moment ; the novel of passion still holds the
first place, especially among women, but even women seem to be.
growing out of the simple love-story. Probably the cheerful
cynicism of the detective-tale suits better with the spirit of the
times than the sentimentality which ends in wedding bells. For,
make no mistake about it, the detective-story is part of the litera~
ture of escape, and not of expression. We read tales of domestic’
unhappiness because that is the kind of thing which happens to
us ; but when these things gall too close to the sore, we fly to.
mystery and adventure because they do not, as a rule, happen to
us. ©° The detective-story,” says Philip Guedalla, * is the normal’
recreation of noble minds.”” And it is remarkable how strong is the
fascination of the higher type of detective-story for the intellectu-
ally-minded, among writers as well as readers. The average de-
tective-novel to-day is extremely well written, and there are few |
good living writers who have not tried their hand at it at one time
or another.?

' Among men of letters distinguished in other lines who have turned
their attention to the detective-story may be mentioned A. E. W. Mason,
Eden Phillpotts, * Lynn Brock > (whose pseudonym protects the per-
sonality of a well-known writer), Somerset Maugham, Rudyard Kipling,
A. A. Milne, Father R. Knox, J. D. Beresford.

It 1s owing to the work of such men as these that the detective-novel
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TAILES OF MYSTERY AND HORROR

~ Concerning mystery and horror apart from detection, it 1s more
difficult to attempt an historical outline. The early tales in this kind
belong to the region of folk-lore rather than of fiction, and are
 easily available for study. Certain supernatural themes—witch-
. craft, fairies, vampires, were-wolfs, ghosts friendly and unfriendly,
| wraiths of the living—appear with comparatively little variation -
" i the traditions of all countries. In modern stories of the weird,
. we may trace the same themes, rationalised or semi-rationalised,
to suit our altered conceptions of the relation between flesh and
spirit. |
Among living masters, Dr. M. R. James 1s one who holds to the
older methods. His hauntings are real hauntings, his ghosts and
demons have an actual objective reality, and he offers no explana-
tion of their existence. The vampires of E. F. Benson and Marion

Crawford, similarly, are real vampires, visibly and carnally suck-
. ing the blood of their victims. To another school of writers, of
" whom Algernon Blackwood and Robert Hichens may be taken
| as examples, the ghostly presence or elemental spirit has become
rather the ¢ thought-shell *’ of an earth-bound mind—a. record left
upon the ether by passions existing in the past. 1t possesses, indeed,
an objective existence, but this existence has been bestowed upon
it by the power of human thought, and can be dissipated by the
same means. The were-wolf is reinterpreted as the astral body of
desire ; the radiant energy released by ancient beliefs continues
to vibrate wherever a psychic diaphragm is found to receive and
reproduce it. The study of psychology has produced in addition a
new kind of terror—the nightmare country between sanity and
madness ; the pressure of mind upon living mind, and the lonely
horror of the dark places of the soul. In the purely human sphere
of horror, spiritual cruelty now holds its place alongside with
bodily cruelty, and we can place Ethel Colburn Mayne’s The
Separate Room next door to H. G. Wells’s T he Cone as examples of
man’s inhumanity to man. |

As in every other kind of fiction, so in this : each day the public
taste demands a greater subtlety of theme and treatment. The old |/
raw-head-and-bloody-bones, with its apparatus of white sheet and

reaches a much higher artistic level in England than in any other
country. At every turn the quality of the writing and the attention to
beauty of form and structure betray the hand of the practised novelst.
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clanking chains, no longer alarms us. It rouses us to ribald laugh. 1
ter, no less than the marvels of Otranto, and the statue from whose
nose three drops of blood slowly and solemnly fall. Nor are we
impressed by descriptions of hair standing on end with tcrror,- or
by flat-footed emphasis on the ghastly helped out with exclamation ¢
marks. It needs to-day the utmost cunning of the writer’s craft to ©
" put across ” a ghost-story ; the slightest touch of sentimentality ¢
- or exaggeration is fatal to success.
In nothing is individual fancy so varied and capricious as in its
perception of the horrible. To one person, E. L. 'White’s Lukundoo ¢
1s terrible beyond all imagination ; to another, this story seems §
merely grotesque, and it is the imbecile endearments of the thing
whose love ““ came to Professor Guildea *’ in Robert Hichens’s story |
which arouse in him that delicious nausea we look for in a horror £
yarn. One cannot argue about these things. I remember reading
somewhere about an old sundial, around whose face was written :
IT IS LATER THAN YOU THINK. If that motto does not give you a
" cauld grue,” then nothing that I or any other person can say
will convince you of its soul-shaking ghastliness. So that in any §
anthology of the horrible there must be many tales which the
reader may think silly or dull ; and also many gaps, representing |
the tales which frighten him but have not frightened the editor.
In such a case, editors can but do their best and hope for the best,
within the limits imposed by an eight-and-sixpenny volume.

It remains to be added that many tales which on their merits
lay claim to inclusion have had to be left out of the present book
for one unavoidable reason or another. Space has necessitated the
neglect of the whole vast field of foreign literature, in order that
something like a representative selection of English tales might
be attempted. Difficulties connected with copyright have caused
a few regrettable omissions, Sometimes, also, a many times re-
printed masterpiece has been deliberately passed over in favour
of something less readily available. And, finally, many lacunz
must be attributed to ignorance, madam, pure ignorance on the
editor’s part.

It 1s hoped, however, that, in running through the present
volun}c, the reader will find himself presented with a kind of bird’s-
c¢ye view of the general subject, extending from the literature of
pure deduction on the one hand, through various types of mys-
tery—natural and supernatural, explained and unexplained—to
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rales of sheer horror, without any mystery at all. Every tale in this
hook is guaranteed to have puzzled or horrified somebody ; with
any luck at all, some of them may puzzle and horrify you.

What a piece of work 1s man, that he should enjoy this kind of

thing ! :
A very odd piece of work—indeed, a mystery.

DoroTHYy L. SAYERS.

Note.—The majority of the stories in this book are copyright, and may
not be reprinted without the permission of the authors and publishers
concerned. While the greatest diligence has been used to ascertain
the owners of the rights and to secure the necessary permission to
include the stories in the present collection, the editor and publishers
desire to offer their apologies in any possible case of accidental
infringement.

In addition to the publishers mentioned in the body of the book,
my thanks and acknowledgments are due to the following : T'o Messrs.
The Richards Press for The Novel of the Black Seal; Messrs. Wm.
Collins for The Absentminded Coterie ; Messrs. Hutchinson for Father
Meuron’s Tale; Messrs. George Newnes for The Adventure of the
Singular Cipher ; Messrs. John Murray for The Wrong House ; Messrs.
Hodder & Stoughton for 7he Blue Sequin.

I have also to thank all the authors included and their respective
agents, not only for the permissions accorded, but for the untiring
patience and courtesy with which they have assisted me in disen-
tangling copyright complications and straightening out difhiculties.
[ am also indebted to Miss R. Bolland and to Miss Winifred Pearce
for their invaluable secretarial help, and to Mr. Robert Bevan for a
spirited ad hoc rendering of the Story of Hercules and Cacus.

g

D. L. 5.
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T he Apocryphal Scriptures

I

f 308 o B S i I g B 0 N s iy

Thc Babylonians had an idol called Bel, and there were spent
upon him every day twelve great measures of fine flour, and forty
sheep, and six vessels of wine. And the king worshipped it, and
went daily to adore it ; but Daniel worshipped his own God.
And the king said unto him : ‘° Why dost not thou worship
Bel ? > Who answered and said : “ Because I may not worship
idols made with hands, but the living God, who hath created the
heaven and the earth, and hath sovereignty over all flesh.”
Then said the king unto him : * Thinkest thou not that Bel is
a living God ? Seest thou not how much he eateth and drinketh
. every day ? ” Then Daniel smiled, and said : *“ O king, be not
. deceived, for this is but clay within, and brass without, and did
. never eat or drink any thing.”
So the king was wroth, and called for his priests and said unto
- them : °° If ye tell me not who this is that devoureth these
. expences, ye shall die. But if ye can certify me that Bel devoureth
. them, then Daniel shall die, for he hath spoken blasphemy against
- Bel.” And Daniel said unto the king, *“ Let it be according to thy
- word.” Now the priests of Bel were three score and ten, besides their
. wives and children ; and the king went with Daniel into the
- temple of Bel.
~ So Bel’s priests said : ¢ Lo, we go out, but thou, O king, set on
the meat, and make ready the wine, and shut the door fast, and
seal 1t with thine own signet. And to-morrow, when thou comest in,
~ if thou findest not that Bel hath eaten up all, we will suffer death ;
- or else Daniel that speaketh falsely against us.”
. And they little regarded it ; for under the table they had made
a privy entrance, whereby they entered in continually, and con-
- sumed those things.
. So when they were gone forth, the king set meats before Bel.
- Now Daniel had commanded his servants to bring ashes, and those
~ they strewed throughout all the temple, in the presence of the king
- alone ; then went they out, and shut the door, and sealed it with
4 the king’s signet, and so departed.
Now in the night came the priests with their wives and children
- (as they were wont to do), and did eat and drink up all.
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In the morning betime the king arose, and Daniel with h}m_ :
And the king said : *° Daniel, are the seals whole ? > And he said : §
“Yea, O king, they be whole.” And as soon as ht:: had 0pened_ the §
door, the king looked upon the table, and cried with a loud voice : §
*“ Great art thou, O Bel, and with thee is no deceit at all.”’ |

Then laughed Daniel, and held the king that he should not go §
in, and said : *° Behold now the pavement, and mark well whose .
footsteps are these.”” And the king said : ““ I see the footsteps of
men, women, and children.” 3

And then the king was angry, and took the.priests with their
wives and children, who showed him the privy doors where they
came in, and consumed such things as were upon the table.,

Therefore the king slew them, and delivered Bel into Daniel’s
power, who destroyed him and his temple.

Lhe Apocryphal Seriptures
[1
IT'HE HISTORY OF SUSANNA

The;'e dwelt a man in Babylon, called Joacim. And he took a
wife, whose name was Susanna, the daughter of Chelcias, a very
tair woman, and one that feared the Lord. Her parents also were
righteous, and taught their daughter according to the law of
Moses.

- Now Joacim was a great, rich man, and had a'fajr garden join-
ing unto his house, and to him resorted the Jews, because he was
more honourable than all others.

The same year were appointed two of the ancients of the people
to be judges, such as the Lord spake of, that wickedness came from
Babylon from ancient judges, who seemed to govern the people.
These kept much at Joacim’s house ; and all that had any suits
In law came unto them. |

Now, when the people departed away at noon, Susanna went
int_o h?r husband’s garden to walk. And the two elders saw her

SOINg 1n every day and walking, so that their lust was inflamed
toward her. And they perverted their own mind, and turned away

their eyes, that they might not look unto heaven, nor remember
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just judgments. And albeit they both were wounded with her
love ; yet durst not one show another his grief. For they were
ashamed to declare their lust, that they desired to have to do with
her. Yet they watched diligently from day to day to see her.

And the one said to the other : * Let us now go home, for it is

dinner-time.”’
~ So when they were gone out, they parted the one from the other,
and, turning back again, they came to the same place, and, after
they had asked one another the cause, they acknowledged their
lust ; then appointed they a time both together when they might
find her alone.

And it fell out as they watched a fit time, she went in as before,
- with two maids only, and she was desirous to wash herself in the
garden, for it was hot. And there was nobody there save the two
elders that had hid themselves, and watched her.

Then she said to her maids : * Bring me oil and washing-balls,
and shut the garden doors, that I may wash me.”” And they did as
she bade them, and shut the garden doors, and went out them-
- selves at privy doors to fetch the things that she had commanded
- them ; but they saw not the elders, because they were hid.

Now, when the maids were gone forth, the two elders rose up,
and ran unto her, saying : ‘‘ Behold the garden doors are shut,
that no man can see us, and we are in love with thee ; therefore
consent unto us, and lie with us. If thou wilt not, we will bear
wiitness against thee, that a young man was with thee, and there-
fore thou didst send away thy maids from thee.”

Then Susanna sighed, and said : *‘ I am straitened on every side;
lorif T do this thing, it is death unto me, and if I do it not, I cannot
€scape your hands. It is better for me to fall into your hands, and
not to do it, than to sin in the sight of the Lord.”

With that Susanna cried with a loud voice ; and the two elders
cried out against her.

Then ran the one and opened the garden door.

So when the servants of the house heard the cry in the garden,
they rushed in at a privy door, to see what was done unto her.
But when the elders had declared their matter, the servants were
8reatly ashamed, for there never was such a report made of
Susanna,

And it came to pass the next day, when the people were assem-
blf:d to her husband Joacim, the two elders came also full of
Mischievous imagination against Susanna to put her to death,
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and said before the people : “ Send for Susanna, the daughter of '.:

Chelcias, Joacim’s wife.”” And so they sent. :
So she came with her father and mother, her children, and all §

her kindred. : ;

Now Susanna was a very delicate woman, and beauteous to §
behold. And these wicked men commanded to uncover her face ¥
(for she was covered) that they might be filled with her beauty.
Therefore her friends, and all that saw her, wept.

Then the two elders stood up in the midst of the people, and laid
their hands upon her head. And she, weeping, looked up towards
heaven, for her heart trusted in the Lord.

And the elders said : ““ As we walked in the garden alone, this
woman came in with two maids, and shut the garden doors,
and sent the maids away. Then a young man, who there was hid, #
came unto her, and lay with her. Then we that stood 1n a corner
of the garden, seeing this wickedness, ran unto them. And when
we saw them together, the man we could not hold, for he was
stronger than we, and opened the door, and leaped out. But
having taken this woman, we asked who the young man was, but
she would not tell us. These things do we testify.”

Then the assembly believed them, as those that were the
elders and judges of the people; so they condemned her to
death. ; |

Then Susanna cried out with a loud voice, and said.: *“ O ever-
lasting God, that knowest the secrets, and knowest all things before
they be ; thou knowest that they have borne false witness against
me, and, behold, I must die ; whereas I never did such things as
these men have maliciously invented against me.”

And the Lord heard her voice.

Therefore when she was led to be put to death, the Lord raised
up the holy spirit of a young youth, whose name was Daniel, who
cried with a loud voice : “I am clear from the blood of this
woman {1 |

Then all the people turned them towards him, and said :
“ What mean these words that thou hast spoken ? *’

So he, standing in the midst of them, said : “ Are ye such fool,
ye sons of Israel, that, without examination or knowledge of
the truth, ye have condemned a daughter of Israel ? Return again

to the place of judgment, for they have borne false witness
against her.”

Wherefore all the people turned again in haste, and the elders
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said unto him : ‘“ Come, sit down among us, and show it us, see-
ing God hath given thee the honour of an elder.”
Then said Daniel unto them : ** Put these two aside one far
" from another, and I will examine them.”
So when they were put asunder one from another, he called one

. of them, and said unto him : * O thou that art waxen old in
~ vickedness, now thy sins, which thou hast committed aforetime,
are come to light. For thou hast pronounced false judgment, and
hast condemned the innocent, and hast let the guilty go free,
. .lbeit the Lord saith : * The mnocent and righteous shalt thou
!- not slay.” Now, then, if thou hast seen her, tell me, under what
tree sawest thou them companying together ? > Who answered :
. “ Under a mastick-tree.”
. And Daniel said : “ Very well ; thou hast lied against thine

own head, for even now the angel of God hath received the sen-
' tence of God to cut thee in two.”
. So he put him aside, and commanded to bring the other, and
. said unto him : *“ O thou seed of Chanaan, and not of Juda,
. beauty hath deceived thee, and lust hath perverted thine heart.
- Thus have ye dealt with the daughters of Israel, and they for fear
- companied with you ; but the daughter of Juda would not abide
- your wickedness. Now therefore tell me, under what tree didst
- thou take them companying together? >> Who answered : ** Under
- a holm-tree.” :
. Then said Daniel unto him : * Well, thou hast also lied against
. thine own head, for the angel of God waiteth with the sword to
- cut thee in two, that he may destroy you.” '
- With that all the assembly cried out with a loud voice, and
- praised God, who saveth them that trust in him. And they arose
-ﬂgaimt the two elders (for Daniel had convicted them of false
- Witness by their own mouth), and according to the law of Moses,
they did unto them in such sort as they maliciously intended to do
1o their neighbour : and they put them to death. Thus the
innocent blood was saved the same day.
- Therefore Chelcias and his wife praised God for their daughter
5usanna, with Joacim her husband, and all the kindred, because
-_-ihcrc was no dishonesty found in her. |

From that day forth was Daniel had in great reputation in the
bt of the people.

. »
"'h.



Publius Vergiius Maro

THE STORY OF
HERCULES AND CACUS

from Tue ANEID, Book VIII

This is the story of Hercules and Cacus, as told by King Evander &
to his guest Aineas : f
“ These ceremonies, these ritual feasts, this altar of powerful ©
divinity have not been set up by us through empty superstition &
or neglect of the old gods. We render sacrifice, my Trojan friend,
hecause we were saved from deadly perils, and pay honour each §
year where honour is due. First of all, look at that rock-hung cliff : §
see how great masses of rock have been flung far apart and the §
mountain made desolate, how the boulders have left a great trail §
of ruin behind them. Here was a vast and yawning cavern, so §
deeply set that the sun’s light could never penetrate it—the home §
of that dread figure Cacus, half man, half beast. The ground was §
always steaming with fresh slaughters, and, nailed to the insolent '
gates hung pale faces of men, grimly stained with blood. Vulcan
was the father of this monster, and as Cacus moved his great bulk
about, his mouth belched his father’s deadly fires. But there came §
a time when help was brought to us in our longing through the §
coming of a god. | "
““ For the great avenger came : Hercules, fresh from killing the &
three-formed Geryon, and proudly rich in spoils, drove the huge §
bulls this way in triumph—and his oxen filled the valley and the &
river-banks. But Cacus, with his wild robber’s mind, determined §
that there should be no limit to his daring attempts in crime and §
cunning, bore off from the folds four splendid bulls and as many §
lovely heifers. And in order that their footprints might not give
the true course away, he dragged them by the tails to his cave, &
and hid them beneath the dark rock, with the tracks of their §
journey pointing in the opposite direction. Thus, if anyone§
looked, no clues led to the cavern. “
“ In the meantime, when Hercules was moving his well-fed &
herds from their folds and getting ready for his departure, the§
oxen began to bellow at leaving, and all the woods were filled
with their plaint and cry as they left the hills. One of the cows
returned the call, and by lowing, where she was imprisoned i
the great cavern, cheated Cacus of his hopes. Then did Hercules




HERCULES AND CACUS 57

anger blaze out in fierce wrath ; he snatched up his arms and his
great knobbed club, and rushed to the heights of the towering
crag. For the first time then our eyes saw Cacus afraid and in
~onfusion. He fled straightway, swifter than the east wind, to his
cave, and fear gave wings to his feet.

“« He had scarcely shut himself in, and broken the chains to
let down the huge boulder which his father’s skill’had hung in
ron—he had scarcely fortified his entrance with this barmer,
when Hercules was on him in his anger, ranging over every
approach, facing this way and that, gnashing his teeth. Three
imes in the heat of his wrath he covered all the Aventine Hill,
three times essayed the rocky entrance in vain, three times sank
back weary in the valley. Now a sharp crag of flint, cut sheer from
the rock on every side, rose high and clear over the ridge of the
cavern—a proper nesting-place for birds of ill omen. It sloped
from the ridge and leant towards the river on the left. Coming on
it from the right, Hercules pushed in the opposite direction, shook

it hard, tore it free from its lowest roots, and hurled it violently

down. The great space of heaven thundered with the shock, the
banks were flung apart, and the water flowed back in terror. But
the den and great palace of Cacus were now revealed, and the
gloomy caverns lay open to their depths ; as if the depths of the
earth were forced wide open, unlocking the infernal regions and
disclosing those pale kingdoms hated of the gods ; as if one gazed

 down upon the vast abyss with the Shades trembling at the
- inrush of light.

“ On Cacus then, bellowing strangely now that he was caught

- by the unexpected light of day and pent up in the hollow of the
- rock, Hercules rained missiles, calling all his weapons into assist-
~ ance and pressing him hard with branches and great mill-stones.
- But the giant, who had no other way of escape from his danger,

belched great clouds of smoke from his jaws (a wonder, indeed),

- and wrapped his den in impenetrable obscurity, blinding the

sight of the eye. The cavern was filled with a smoky night of

- flame whirled together with darkness. The great heart of Hercules

h
E

v

could not let this be, and he flung himself through the fire in one
great leap, where the smoke whirled thickest and the great cave
Seethed in black cloud. Here, where Cacus was vomiting out his
useless fires in the gloom, he caught him and clasped him as if in

- knot. Inexorably he choked him till his eyes burst forth and his
- throat was dry of blood.

3
|
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““ Straightway the doors were torn down and the gloonzly C!en
flung open. The stolen oxen and the booty that had‘ been denieqd
on oath were revealed to the light of day, and the }.udeous corpse
was dragged out by its feet. Men could not have their fill o'f gazing |
on those terrible eyes, on the face of the monster a_nd 1315 hairy,
bristly chest, on the flames that had been dried up in his throat,
From that time has this divine honour been paid to Hercules

and a happy posterity celebrates the day.”

Herodotus, Book 11

THE STORY OF RHAMPSINITUS’
TREASURE-HOUSE

(Zranslated by William Cary)

King Rhampsinitus possessed a great quantity of money, such
as no one of the succeeding kings was able to surpass, or even nearly
come up to ; and he, wishing to treasure up his wealth in safety, §
built a chamber of stone, of which one of the walls adjoined the &
outside of the palace. But the builder, forming a plan against it,
devised the following contrivance ; he fitted one of the stones so £
that it might be easily taken out by two men, or even one. When &
the chamber was finished, the king laid up his treasures in it ; but §
in course of time the builder, finding his end approaching, called
h:_ls sons to him, for he had two, and described to them how (pro- §
viding for them that they might have abundant sustenance) he had §
contri_ved when building the king’s treasury ; and having clearly §
explained to them everything relating to the removal of the stone,
htf: gave them its dimensions, and told them, if they would observe
his mst.ructiogs, they would be stewards of the king’s riches. He

lent in treasure ; but he was not
were unbroken, and the
therefore, on his opening it two or
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‘hree times, the treasures were always evidently diminished (for
‘he thieves did not cease plundering), he adopted the following
plan ; he ordered traps to be made, and placed them round the
vessels in which the treasures were. But when the thieves came
.5 before, and one of them had entered, as soon as he went near a
vessel, he was straightway caught in the trap ; perceiving therefore
in what a predicament he was, he immediately called to his
brother, and told him what had happened, and bade him enter
as quick as possible, and cut off his head, lest, if he was seen and
recognised, he should ruin him also ; the other thought that he
spoke well, and did as he was advised ; then, having fitted in the
stone, he returned home, taking with him his brother’s head.

When day came, the king having entered the chamber, was
astonished at seeing the body of the thief in the trap without the
head, but the chamber secure, and without any means of entrance
or exit. In this perplexity he contrived the following plan ; he
hung up the body of the thief from the wall, and having placed
sentinels there, he ordered them to seize and bring before him
whomsoever they should see weeping or expressing commisera-
tion at the spectacle. The mother was greatly grieved at the body
being suspended, and coming to words with her surviving son,
commanded him, by any means he could, to contrive how he
might take down and bring away the corpse of his brother ; but,
should he neglect to do so, she threatened to go to the king, and
inform him that he had the treasures.

When the mother treated her surviving son harshly, and when
with many entreaties he was unable to persuade her, he contrived
lh'e following plan : having got some asses, and having filled some
skins with wine, he put them on the asses, and then drove them
along ; but when he came near the sentinels that guarded the
suspended corpse, having drawn out two or three of the necks of
the skins that hung down, he loosened them ; and when the wine

~ 'anout, he beat his head, and cried out aloud, as if he knew not
‘o which of the asses he should turn first ; but the sentinels, when
iht;ye LW wine flowing in abundance, ran into the road, with
y nkis in their hqnds, caug?t the wine that was being spilt,
R dng‘ it all their own gain ; but the man, feigning anger,
cd bitterly against them all ; howeyer, as the sentinels soothed

him, he at length pretended to be pacified, and to forego his anger ;

F at | 3 . ,
E o f:tst he drove his asses out of the road, and set them to rights
- “8ain. When Inore conversation passed, and one of the sentinels
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joked with him and moved him to laughter, he gave them angtl.ler
of the skins ; and they, just as they Ak, }ay dm..«vn and set to to rfnk X
and joined him to their party, and invited him to stay gnd drink |
with them ; he was persuaded, forsooth, and I:em_amed with them ; §
. and as they treated him kindly during the drinking, he gave them §
another of the skins ; and the sentinels, having taken very copious &
draughts, became exceedingly drunk, and being overgow'ered by |
the wine, fell asleep on the spot where they had been drinking. Bl}t |
he, as the night was far advanced, took down the body of his i
brother, and by way of insult shaved the right cheeks of all the ¥
sentinels : then having laid the corpse on the asses, he drove home, @&
having performed his mother’s injunctions. _ .
The king, when he was informed that the body of the thief had
been stolen, was exceedingly indignant, and resolving by any
means to find out the contriver of this artifice, had recourse, as 1t is
said, to the following plan, a design which to me seems incredible::
he placed his own daughter in a brothel, and ordered her to admit
all alike to her embraces, but before they had intercourse with her,
to compel each one to tell her what he had done during his life
most clever and most wicked, and whosoever should tell her the
facts relating to the thief, she was to seize, and not suffer him to
escape. When, therefore, the daughter did what her father com-
manded, the thief, having ascertained for what purpose this con- §
trivance was had recourse to, and being desirous to outdo the king &
in craftiness, did as follows : having cut off the arm of a fresh §
corpse at the shoulder, he took it with him under his cloak, and
having gone in to the king’s daughter, and being asked the same
questions as all the rest were, he related that he had done the most
wicked thing when he cut off his brother’s head who was caught
In 2 trap in the king’s treasury ; and the most clever thing, when,
having made the sentinels drunk, he took away the corpse of his
brotl}er th.at was hung up : she, when she heard this, endeavoured
to Acize him, but the thief in the dark held out to her the dead
man’s arm, and she seized it and held it fast, imagining that she
had got holgl of the man’s own arm ; then the thief, having let 1t
go, made his escape through the door.
Sh\Nhe:nL this was als? reported to the king, he was astonished at the
rewdness and daring of the man ; and at last, sending through-
out all the cities, he caused a proclamation to be made, offering

a‘free parcl-on, and promising great reward to the man, if he would
discover himself. The thief, relying on this promise, went to the
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king’s palace ; and Rhampsinitus greatly admired him and gave
him his daughter 1n marriage, accounting him the most knowing
of all men ; for that the Egyptians are superior to all others, but
’

he was superior to the Egyptians.

Mys. Henry Wood
THE EBONY BOX

from Jounny LubpLow, sth Series

Bentley, 1890

I

In one or two of the papers already written or you, 1 have
spoken of ““ Lawyer Cockermuth,” as he was usually styled by
his fellow-townspeople at Worcester. I am now going to tell of
something that happened in his family ; that actually did happen,
and is no invention of mine. |

Lawyer Cockermuth’s house stood in the Foregate Street. He
had practised in it for a good many years ; he had never married,
and his sister lived with him. She had been christened Betty ; it
was 2 more common name in those days than it is in these. There
was a younger brother named Charles. They were tall, wiry men
with long arms and legs. John, the lawyer, had a smiling, homely
face ; Charles was handsome, but given to be choleric.

Charles had served in the militia once, and had been ever since
called Captain Cockermuth. When only twenty-one he married
a young lady with a good bit of money ; he had also a small
income of his own ; so he abandoned the law, to which he had
been bred, and lived as a gentleman in a pretty little house on the
outskirts of Worcester. His wife died in the course of a few years,
leaving him with one child, a son, named Philip. The interest of
Mrs. Charles Cockermuth’s money would be enjoyed by her
hushand until his death, and then would go to Philip.

When Philip left school he was articled to his uncle, Lawyer
Cockermuth, and took up his abode with him. Captain Cocker-
Tu&} (who was of a restless disposition, and fond of roving) gave
wF’ his house then and went travelling about. Philip Cockermuth
4 a very nice steady young fellow, and his father was liberal to
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i of pocket-money, allowing him a guinea a wccl.:. __
%l*:;rlyn lt/l;zn‘:lr:; mtl:rning LB:WYCI’ Cockcrmpth l}aﬂqﬂd (fo:h his &
brother) to Philip a guinea In gold ; the coin being 1fn u.sc de};-l,
Philip spent most of this in books, but he savcd- some of 1t ; and by |
the time he was of age he had sixty golden guineas put as1d:e Ina
<mall round black box of carved ebony. * What are you going to |
do with it, Philip ? >’ asked Miss Cockermuth, as he brought ;-.
++ down from his room to show her. “I don’t know what yet, |
Aunt Betty,” said Philip, laughing. “I call it my nest-cgg.”-

He carried the little black box (the sixty guineas quite filled it) |
back to his chamber and put it back into one of the pigeon-holes |
of the old-fashioned bureau which stood in the room, where he
always kept it, and left it there, the bureau locked as usual. After |
that time, Philip put his spare money, now increased by a salary,
into the Old Bank ; and it chanced that he did not again look at
the ebony box of gold, never supposing but that it was safe in its
hiding-place. On the occasion of his marriage some years later,
he laughingly remarked to Aunt Betty that he must now take
his box of guineas into use ; and he went up to fetch it. The box
" was not there.

Consternation ensued. The family flocked upstairs ; the lawyer,
Miss Betty, and the captain—who had come to Worcester for the
wedding, and was staying in the house—one and all put their
hands into the deep, dark pigeon-holes, but failed to find the box.
The captain, a hot-tempered man, flew into a passion and swore
over 1t ; Miss Betty shed tears ; Lawyer Cockermuth, always cool
and genial, shrugged his shoulders and absolutely joked. None
of them could form the slightest notion as to how the box had
gone or who was likely to have taken it, and it had to be glven up
as a bad job.

Philip was married the next day, and left his uncle’s house for
good, having taken one out Barbourne way. Captain Cockermuth
felt very sore about the loss of the box, he strode about Worcester
talkn_lg of it, and swearing that he would send the thief to Botany
Bay if he could find him.

A few years more yet, and poor Philip became ill. Ill of the
disorder which had carried off his mother—decline. When Captain
Coclfermuth heard that his son was lying sick, he being (as usual)
on his travels, he hastened to Worcester and took up his abode at
his l?rather’s——always his home on these visits. The disease was
making very quick progress indeed ; it was what is called *¢ rapid
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» The captain called in all the famed doctors of the

e
dechin hey had not been called before : but there was no

5 hor;;ic day before Philip died, his father spoke to him about the

hox of guineas. It had always seemed- to the cap.tain that Philip
must have, Or ought to have,‘som notion of how it went. And he
put the question to him again, solemnly, foF the last time.

« Father,” said the dying man—who retained all his faculties
' .nd his speech to the very end—*‘ I declare to you that I have

~one. 1 have never been able to set up any idea at all upon the

loss. or attach suspicion to a soul, living or dead. The two maids
L were honest ; they would not have touched it ; the clerks had no
'~ gpportunity of going upstairs. I had always kept the key salely,
~ and you know that we found the lock of the bureau had not been
| tampered with.”
~ Poor Philip died. His widow and four children went to live at
. a pretty cottage on Malvern Link—upon a hundred pounds a year,
~ supplied to her by her father-in-law. Mr. Cockermuth added
the best part of another hundred. These matters settled,
. Captain Cockermuth set off on his rovings again, considering
. himself hardly used by Fate at having his limited income docked
-~ of nearly half its value. And yet some more years passed on.
~ This much has been by way of introduction to what has to
. come. It was best to give it.
Mr. and Mrs. Jacobson, our neighbours at Dyke Manor, had
- a whole colony of nephews, what with brothers’ sons and sisters’
sons ; of nieces also ; batches of them would come over in relays
to stay at Elm Farm, which had no children of its own. Samson
- Dene was the favourite nephew of all ; his mother was sister to
Mr. Jacobson, his father was dead. Samson Reginald Dene he
- Was christened, but most people called him ““ Sam.” He had been
- articled to the gentleman who took to his father’s practice ; a lawyer
- navillage in Oxfordshire. Later, he had gone to a firm in [.ondon
- for a year, had passed, and then came down to his uncle at Elm
i‘“‘m: asking what he was to do next. For, upon his brother-in-
1 W's death, Mr. Jacobson had taken upon himself the expenses
1 of “53-111, the eldest son.

Want to know what you are to do now, eh?” cried old
* EOESUE: ‘W}_m was smoking his evening pipe by the wide firc f-’f
1 cbmzr -wainscoted, handsome dining-parlour, one evening in
" ry. He was a tall, portly man with a fresh-coloured, healthy

I g h N e e —

b
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face ; and not, I dare say,

you like to do >——what 1s Y '
¢ T should like to set up 1n practice for myse :
¢ Oh, indeed ! In what quarter of the globe, pray ?

« ITn Worcester. I have always wished to practise at Worcester,
It is the assize town : 1 don’t care for pettifogging places : one

can’t get on 1n them.”’ _
«“ Vou'd like to emerge all at once inlo a full-blown lawyer

there ? That’s your notion, is it, Sam [ &3

Sam made no answer. He knew by the tone his notion was
being laughed at.

“ No, my lad. When you have been in some good office for
another year or two maybe, then you might think about setting |

up. The office can be in Worcester if you like.”
““ 1 am hard upon twenty-three, Uncle Jacobson. I have as

much knowledge of law as I need.”

“ And as much steadiness also, perhaps ? ”’ said old Jacobson.

‘Sam turned as red as the table-cover. He was a frank-looking,
slender young fellow of middle height, with fine wavy hair almost
a gold colour and worn of a decent length. The present fashion—
to be cropped as if you were a prison-bird and to pretend to like
it so—was not favoured by gentlemen in those days.

“ You may have been acquiring a knowledge of law in London,
Sam ; I hope you have ; but you’ve been kicking up your heels
over it. What about those sums of money you’ve more than once
got out of your mother ?

Sam’s face was a deeper red than the cloth now. *“ Did she
tell you of it, uncle ? > he gasped.

*“ No, she didn’t ; she cares too much for her graceless son to '
betray him. I chanced to hear of it, though.”

“ One has to spend so much in London,” murmured Sam, in
lame apology. . |

1 dare say ! In my past days, sir, a young man had to cut his
coat according to his cloth. We didn’t rush into all kinds of random |
games and then go to our fathers or mothers to help us out of
thim[.) Which iskwhat you've been doing, my gentleman.”

oes aunt know ? ”’ ‘ : '
Ay i burst out Sam in a fright, as a step was .
I've not told her,” said Mr. Jacobson, listening—* she i

gone on into the kitchen. How much is i :
1n London’ Sam ? | youve left owing

far off sixty years old. “ What would :-_

# L - ,_
our own opinion upon 1t, Sam 7™
If, uncle.” ‘
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sam nearly choked. He di_d not perceive !:his was just a
. _ndom shot : he was wondering whether magic had been at
- york. ; . >3
« 1,eft owing in London ? *” stammered he.

.« That’s what I asked. How much ? And I mean to know.
srwon’t be of any use your fencing about the bush. Come ! tell
it in a lump.” : _
.« Fifty pounds would cover it all, sir,’
desperation into the avowal.
. «] want the truth, Sam.”

“That 1s the truth, uncle, I put it all down in a list before
. eaving London ; it comes to just under fifty pounds.”

. “ How could you be so wicked as to contract it ? *’

“There has not been much wickedness about it,” said Sam
miserably, *‘ indeed there hasn’t. One gets drawn into expenses
unconsclously 1n the most extraordinary manner up in London.
Uncle Jacobson, you may believe me or not, when 1 say that until
1 added 1t up, I did not think it amounted to twenty pounds
bin all.”’

“And then you found it to be fifty ! How do you propose to
ipay this ? ”’

" lintend to send it up by instalments, as I can.”

- " Instead of doing which, you’ll get into deeper debt at Wor-
ester. It 1t’s Worcester you go to.”

"I hope not, uncle. I shall do my best to keep out of debt.
I mean to be steady.”
- Mr. Jacobson filled a fresh pipe, and lighted it with a spill from

e mantelpiece. He did not doubt the young fellow’s intentions ;
% only doubted his resolution.

. " You shall g0 Into some lawyer’s office in Worcester for two
Jtars, Sam, when we shall see how things turn out,” said he
sesently. * And, look here, I’ll pay these debts of yours myself,
Povided you promise me not to get into trouble again. There,
0 more “—interrupting Sam’s grateful looks—*‘ your aunt’s
[mng in.” |

:_ Sam opened the door for Mis. Jacobson. A little pleasant-faced
‘‘man 1n a white net cap, with small flat silver curls under it.

‘¢ carried a small basket lined with blue silk, in which lay
T knitting.

 “I’ve been looking
“mfortable for you,’
C

b

said Sam, driven by

to your room, my dear, to see that all’s
' she said to Sam, as she sat down by the
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table and "the candles. ¢ That new housemaid qf ours 18 not :
altogether to be trusted. I suppose you’ve been telling your uncle .}

all about the wonders of London ? | s _
«« And something else, too,” put in old Jacobson gruffly. “ He §

wanted to set up in practice for himself at Worcester : off-hand, &

red-hot ! ”’
« Oh dear ! > said Mrs. Jacobson.

¢« That’s what the boy wanted, nothing less. No. Another year &
or two’s work in some good house, to acquire stability and experi- &
ence, and then he may talk about setting up. It will be all for the | '.
best, Sam ; trust me.”

““ Well, uncle, perhaps it will.”” It was of no use for him to say §
perhaps it won’t : he could not help himself. But it was a dis- §
appointment. |

Mr. Jacobson walked over to Dyke Manor the next day, to §
consult the Squire as to the best lawyer to place Sam with, him- ¥
self suggesting their old friend Cockermuth. He described all *
Sam’s wild ways (it was how he put it) in that dreadful place,
London, and the money he had got out of amidst its snares. The '_
Squire took up the matter with his usual hearty sympathy, and §
quite agreed that no practitioner in the law could be so good for &
Sam as John Cockermuth.

John Cockermuth proved to be agreeable. He was getting to
be an elderly man then, but was active as ever, saving when a fif :
of the gout took him. He received young Dene in his usual cheery '
manner, upon the day appointed for his entrance, and assigned
him his place in the office next to Mr. Parslet. Parslet had been §
thf:rc more than twenty years ; he was, so to say, at the top and §
tail of all the work that went on in it, but he was not a qualified
solicitor. Samson Dene was qualified, and could therefore repre-
sent Mr. Cockermuth before the magistrates and what not, of
which the old lawyer expected to find the benefit. ;

" Where are you going to live ? ”” he questioned of Sam that
first morning.

‘I don’t knox:v yet, sir. Mr. and Mrs. jacobson are about the
town i I beheve, looking for lodgings for me. Of course they
gouldn t let me look ; they’d think I should be taken in,” added

am. |

“ Taken in and done for,” laughed the lawyer. I shéuld not

wonder but Mr.,
Pdtaleti "u r. Parslet could accommodate you. Can you;
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Mr. Parslet looked up from his desk, his Fhin cheeks flushing.
He was small and slight, with we:ak l?rown hair, and had a patient,
sﬁd sort of look in his face and in bis meek, dark eyes. _ .

James Parslet was one of those men who are said to spoil their
own lives. Left alone early, he was looked after by a bachelor
yncle, a minor canon of the cathedral, who perhaps tried to do
his duty by him in a mild sort of manner. But young Parslet liked
«o go his own ways, and they were not very good ways. He did
ot stay at any calling he was put to, trying first one and then
another : either the people got tired of him, or he of them. Money
(when he got any) burnt a hole in his pocket, and his coats grew
shabby and his boots dirty. “ Poor Jamie Parslet | how he has
spoilt his life ! > cried the town, shaking its pitying head at him :
and thus things went on till he grew to be nearly thirty years of
age. Then, to the public astonishment, Jamie pulled up. He got
aken on by Lawyer Cockermuth as copying clerk at twenty
shillings a week, married, and became as steady as Old Time.
He had been nothing but steady from that day to this, had forty
shillings a week now, instead of twenty, and was ever a meek,
subdued man, as if he carried about with him a perpetual repent-
ance for the past, regret for the life that might have been. He
ived in Edgar Street, which is close to the cathedral, as every
~ one knows, Edgar Tower being at the top of it. An old gentleman
attached to the cathedral had now lodged in his house for ten
years, occupying the drawing-room floor ; he had recently died,
and hence Lawyer Cockermuth’s suggestion.

Mr. Parslet looked up. ““ I should be happy to, sir,” he said ;
" if our rooms suited Mr. Dene. Perhaps he would like to look
at them ?

- " I'will,” said Sam. ‘“‘ If my uncle and aunt do not fix on any
. lor me.”
__ }s there any subtle mesmeric power, I wonder, that influences
- things unconsciously ? Curiously to say, at this very moment Mr.
- and Mrs. Jacobson were looking at these identical rooms. They
'_ bad driven into Worcester with Sam very early indeed, so as to
| %Tavc a long day before them, and when breakfast was over at the
- 0, took the opportunity, which they very rarely got, of slipping
ontﬂ the Cat_hedral to hear the beautiful ten o’clock service. Coming
: ut the cloister way when it was over, and so down Edgar Street,
¥ vy JaCGbson_ espied a card in a window with ‘* Lodgings »’ on
- I'wonder if they would suit Sam ? *” she cried to her husband.
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« Edgar Street is a nice, wide, open streel, and quiet. Suppose §
emy

wc;:ii;; ::rvant-maid, called by her mistr.ess :8aliy, ansv:rered
the knock. Mrs. Parslet, a capable, bustling woman of ready
speech and good manners, came out of the parlour, and took the |
visitors to the floor above. They liked the rooms and they liked
Mrs. Parslet ; they also liked the moderate rent asked, for respect- |
able country people in those days did not live by shaving one
another ; and when it came out that the house’s master had been |
clerk to Lawyer Cockermuth for twenty years, they settled the |
matter off-hand, without the ceremony of consulting Sam. Ms,
Jacobson looked upon Sam as a boy still. Mr. Jacobson might
have done the same but for the debts made in London.

And all this, you will say, has been yet more explanation ; but
I could not help it. The real thing begins now, with Sam Dene’s
sojourn in Mr. Cockermuth’s office, and his residence in Edgar
Street.

The first Sunday of his stay there, Sam went out to attend the
morning service in the cathedral, congratulating himself that that
grand edifice stood so conveniently near, and looking, it must be
confessed, a bit of a dandy, for he had put a little bunch of
spring violets into his coat, and *‘ button-holes > were quite out
of the common way then. The service began with the Litany,
the earlier service of prayers being held at eight o’clock. Sam Dene
has not yet forgotten that day, for it is no imaginary person I am
telling you of, and never will forget it. The Reverend Allen Wheeler
chanted, and the prebendary in residence (Somers Cocks)
preached. While wondering when the sermon (a very good one)
would be over, and thinking it rather prosy, after the custom of
young men, Sam’s roving gaze was drawn to a young lady sitting
in the long seat opposite to him on the other side of the choir,
whose whole attention appeared to be given to the preacher, to
whom her head was turned. It is a nice face, thought Sam ; such
a sweet expression in it. It really was a nice face, rather pretty,
gentle and thoughtful, a patient look in the dark brown eyes.
Sh:e: had on a well-worn dark silk, and a straw bonnet ; all very
; Sanga and plain ; but she looked very much of a lady. Wonder if
she sits there always ? thought Sam.

Service over, he went home, and was about to turn tHe handle
of the door 'to enter (looking another way) when he found it
turned for him by some one who was behind and had stretched
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.t a hand to do it. Turning quickly, he saw the same young
.

b

i:td}’. |
« Oh, I beg your pardon,
n'i:‘ih to Ccomc in here ? ’9
“ If you please,’” she s etk i e ek i e

said Sam, all at sea ; ““ did you

Ler manner modest.
« Oh,” repeated Sam, rather taken aback at the answer. *“ You

| : ;
® did not want me, did you ?’

i o il

L I T e e g e L i B

il e S e e Rl L e

il e i BBt G R

| Sam had 4
; 5100111. On

i
®far more than he had thought for, and how he should contrive

“ Thank you, it is my home,” she said.

“ Your home ? > stammered Sam, for he had not seen the
chost of any one in the house yet, saving his landlord and land-
ladv and Sally. ‘‘ Here ?

“ Yes. I am Maria Parslet.”

He stood back to let her enter ; a slender, gentle girl of middle
height ; she looked about eighteen, Sam thought (she was that and
two years on to it), and he wondered where she had been hidden.
He had to go out again, for he was invited to dine at Lawyer
Cockermuth’s, so he saw no more of the young lady that day ; but
she kept dancing about in his memory. And somehow she so fixed
werself in 1t, and as the time went on so grew in it, and at last so
hiled it, that Sam may well hold that day as a marked day—the

- one that introduced him to Maria Parslet. But that is anticipating.

On the Monday morning all his ears and eyes were alert,

-'-, ;istening and looking for Maria. He did not see her ; he did not
- fiear a sound of her. By degrees he got to learn that the young

ady was resident teacher in a ladies’ school hard by ; aud that

.~ she was often allowed to spend the whole day at home on Sundays.
=_. ()ne- Sunday evening he ingeniously got himself invited to take
. '*21n Mrs. Parslet’s parlour, and thus became acquainted with
i Maria ; but his opportunities for meeting her were rare.

 d

. Some young men, left to themselves, can’t help making—at

ﬁfm: they’d tell you they can’t. Sundry friends of Sam’s in

;-' inuth’s ears

There’s not much to tell of the first twelvemonth. It passed in
1€ course. Sam Dene was fairly steady. He made a few debits,

orcester knew of this, and somehow it reached Mr. Cocker-

_ » who gave Sam a word of advice privately.

This was just as the first year expired. According to agreement,

nother year to stay. He entered upon it with inward

ey adding,up his scores, w%ﬁch he deemed it as well to
1S master’s lecture, he again found that they amounted
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ut of his own resources he knew no more _tha.n the .
man in the moon. In short, he could not do it ; he was in 2 fix §
and lived in perpetual dread of its coming to the ears of his uncle

Jacobson.

The spring assize, taking place early in March, was just over ;
the judges had left the town for Stafford, and Worcester was &
settling down again to quietness. Miss Cockermuth gave herself
and her two handmaidens a week’s rest—assize time being always
a busy and bustling period at the lawyer’s, no end ?f chance
company looking in—and then the house began its spring clc.an-
ing, a grand institution with our good srandmothers, often lasting
a couple of weeks. This time, at the lawyer’s house, it was to be
2 double bustle ; for visitors were being prepared for.

It had pleased Captain Cockermuth to write word that he
should be at home for Easter ; upon which, the lawyer and his
sister decided to invite Philip’s widow and her children also to
spend it with them ; they knew Charles would be pleased. Easter-
Day was very early indeed that year, falling at the end of March.

To make clearer what’s coming, the house had better have a
word or two of description. You entered from the street into a
wide passage ; no steps. On the left was the parlour and general
sitting-room, in which all meals were usually taken. It was a long,
low room, its two rather narrow windows looking upon the street,
the back of the room being a little dark. Opposite the door was
the fireplace. On the other side the passage, facing the parlour-
door, was the door that opened to the two rooms (one front, one
back) used as the lawyer’s offices. The kitchens and staircase
were at the back of the passage, a garden lying beyond ; and
there was a handsome drawing-room on the first floor, not much
used.

The house, I say, was in a commotion with the spring cleaning,
and ‘the other preparations. To accommodate so many visitors
r(?qmred contllivance : a bedroom for the captain, a bedroom for
his dau_ghter-m-law, two bedrooms for the children. Mistress
and maids held momentous consultations together.

“We havi de(':ided. to put the three httle girls in Philip’s old
room, John,” said Miss Betty to her brother, as they sat in the
G e s o St e
ety apeesmitian hév an 1tt_le Ph111P can h_ave the small room

: ¢ to get in a child’s bed, though ; I can't




