The Fifth Mission

CHAPTER XIX
ASTOLD BY GEORGE OSWALDSON

Can any one overprase the charms of Bournemouth? Is there another such watering-place in
England? If 1 were a poet, nothing could afford me fairer scope for my verses than the pine-clad
chines, full of natura beauties and rich odours. If | were an atist it would be long ere | could
exhaust the subjects for my canvas—no greener vaes, no bluer skies, no more romantic waks
could be found from John 0’ Groat’s to Land’'s End. But | am neither poet nor artis—only plan
indggnificant George Oswadson, and | never want to enjoy a holiday more than | can do here. In
the morning | take my bath, not in a few inches of cold water, but out in the glorious ses, as blue
as the ky itsdf. Then after | have heartily breskfasted, | droll out again from my lodging in St
Michad’s Road, past the Mancetler and Glencraig boarding-houses, out on the West Cliff, and
thence down to the pier. For the princely sum of twopence | can hear one of the best bands in
England, and enjoy the spectacle of the hundreds of holiday-makers who tramp round and round
the shdters, dl in ther summer's best. When | am tired of sudying this trudging humanity |
need only wak a few yads to reech a anat little salling-boat, and bargain with its owner for a
run across the bay among myriads of other white sails. If | want to tempt the deep further, there
lie the Brodrick Castle and the Monarch, ready for the cruise round the Ide of Wight or to the
Channd Idands. In the evening, when the sun has logt its fervour, the winter-gardens, full of
choice flowers and enchanting music, offer many attractions and, as | turn homewards,
Bournemouth goes to deep under the crescent moon, and |, wearied with pleasures, do likewise.
No, there is not another watering-place in England dare enter the lists againgt Bournemouth!

To me 19— promised to be an eventful year. Indeed, the criss of my fortunes must shortly
come. | was even now expecting to hear the result of my find examination for the London B.A.
Much depended on this result. Should | fail, nothing remained but to pack up my few beongings
and migrate to the States. Should | succeed, an honour-able career lay in front of me.

I must make my postion clearer. Both my parents died shortly after my birth, and Fate handed
me over to the care of an uncde—a wdl-meaning man, | know, but hard, terribly hard—a
Scotsman. No man could have taken more pains with my mora welfare, nor shown me in a more
pointed manner how wel the devil caters for the British public, and how ready he is to thrugt his
menu under our notice. | am certain that, if dl my uncde has told me be true, he will have heaven
pretty much to himsdif.

Busness men generdly lack the power of appreciaing anything devoid of busness interests,
and have no sympathy with the young, who would prefer a professon to trade. My uncle wished
me to enter his tea-house in Glasgow, and threw out gentle hints that | might get something
worth having a his death if 1 stuck to the busness. |, however, refused. We quarrelled, and as he
had money and | had none, the odds were strongly in his favour. After a long struggle he agreed
to dlow me one chance, on condition that if | failed | should enter his busness. | was loath to
consent to this condition: but 1 went to London to read for my degree, intending, if successful, to
become a schoolmaster.

Nether the mariculation nor the intermediste gave me much trouble, and | was congratulating
mysdf tha Fortune was smiling on me, when an unexpected cdamity upset my reading and
threw meinto a gtate of nervous darm.



My uncle married again!

It would have seemed bad enough had the lady done been the question. But she, too, had been
married before, and she brought a little son with her to the house in Glasgow. She was a
scheming woman, and she worked upon my uncl€'s affections so completely that not a particle
of his regard was left for me. “Home’ soon became a mockery, and | came to look back upon the
past with a yearning that was amost unbearable. More than once | fet madly inclined to put an
end to my exigence, and find mysdf a new home in the Shadowland, far from dl daly
annoyances.

After this domestic calamity my prospects underwent a change. My uncle's love faded away,
and he grew to regard me as an encumbrance, and a usdess piece of furniture which wanted
remova. At lagt he told me that, did | fal in my examination, there lay before me, not business,
but emigration, with just money enough to keep me dive for a few months. Then, it seemed, |
must be clamed either by the purlieus of the West, or by the grave!

The examination was in July. In August, with a smdl cheque in my pocket, | managed to run
down to Bournemouth, to have a breath of fresh ar after my hot weeks of study in the south-east
of London. It was twenty years Snce we had so hot asummer. My landlady remembered the last.

Bournemouth had had a splendid season, every house in the town crammed with vistors, and
with the exception of one thundersorm, no ran had fdlen from the fourth of Augud ftill the
fifteenth of September. What wonderful memories old women havel

Tramp! tramp! tramp! Fat women, old women, thin women, young women, al kinds of women
pass in front of me. The men do not interet me so much. You see, my uncle had aways warned
me agang women—they were the devil’s satdlites, and most of them had the evil eye. This was
before he married. Since then | have spared no pains in looking into women's eyes to see where
the evil lies

Here comes a girl with a queer eye—such a queer eye, the lid hdf drawn over the pupil. But
there is no evil in it. And here (jingle, jingle—why do they al wear such a profuson of bangles
to rattle as they wak?) come three girls am-inrarm, with smart, upright carriage, and frank,
daring eyes. | seeno evil inthese.

Look & this girl as she approaches, dl in white except for a large crimson hat. Why crimson?
To suit her complexion? She has beautiful dark eyes, but they are not evil. She is a shop-girl, |
am sure. Look at the two lrge buttons on the back of her dress; they have the very air of saying,
“What can we do for you this morning?’

Here come a troop of servants—yes, they must be servants. How dovenly their walk isl Look
a ther dresses buttoning up the back, their large boots, their watch-chains a the breast. Their
eyes? Oh, brown and grey, mere openings in a rather shiny surface. Evil? Why, good gracious
nol!

| grow quite weary in trying to discover something to bear out my uncl€'s satement. The eyes
of these women are perhaps not saintly, but certainly not evil.

A canvas awvning has been spread over the place where the band plays, but arriving too late to
obtain a seat beneath it, | have to be content in my post of observation outsde, squashed in
between a stout matron and a nervous little lady who is knitting—who knows what. It is hard to
describe in its present stage-possibly a comforter, or a portion of baby's clothing. | give it up,
and rivet my attention on the passers-by; for some 4ill defy the reentless sun. £ may make them
uncomfortable, but it does not conced their best clothes from those gtting down. How | envy
these folk their apparent thoughtlessness as to the future!



“My future” 1 muse, “is black enough. At the best, if | have passed, | shdl be a dave, working
on and on a the beck and cdl of generations of smdl boys—saving a few pounds a yesar, if | an
fortunate, againg the inevitable loss of drength and power which waits for us workers like a
hideous bogey.”

| am busy studying the face of a petty girl—the firg undenigbly attractive girl | have seen to-
day—when afigure looms across my vison and blots her out.

Muttering an expresson that would have corvinced my unce of my utter profligacy, | glance
up and recognise one of my felow-lodgersin &. Michadl’ s Road.

“What the deuce does he want with me,” | grumble.

“Sorry to interrupt your meditations, Mr Oswadson,” he says, in the grave voice little men of
the dapper kind so often assume, “but this telegram arrived hdf an hour ago, and giessng you
were here and thinking you might want it, | brought it with me.”

Lagt night | had snubbed this little man to check his advances, sufficiently to offend him, and
his was a type to require good solid reason for taking offence. Why had he taken tis trouble to
do me agood turn?

“Much obliged,” I murmur. Yet on taking the ydlow envelope | fed an ominous premonition
of its contents.

“Failed in mathematics, Smpson.” It was from my tutor.

“Bad news?’ queries my fellow-lodger gently.

How could | swear a a man who speaks so sympatheticaly? “It is so bad that it couldn’'t be
worse. What do you think of that?’

There is such a hitterness in my answer that it gppears ruder than | meant. My sympathiser
heaves a dgh, whether for my sorrows or my manners | know not, and turning dowly on his
hedls walks down the pier.

What am | to do? Drown myself a once and be done with it? The blue water looks too pretty to
hurt much. Or go to Glasgow and beg to be taken into the business in any capacity? Or pack my
belongings and get on the firg liner from Southampton to New York. | spring from my sedt,
somewhat scattering my neighbours as | do so, and without waiting to see them pick themsdves
up, | return to my lodgings.

All the pleasure in life disgppears. | redise the gulf between mysdf and these cardless crowds.
The Chrigy mingdres easly winning ther chegp agoplause, the cabbies gossping with the
policeman, the hearty boatmen—every one has probably a home and occupation, however poor it
may be.

| could eat no luncheon, and lay on my bed, usdesdy planning and thinking, till & four o' clock
another telegram:

“Y our uncle died this morning, heat apoplexy. Oswaldson.”

The shock of the news, coming as it did on the top of the first disaster, was terrible. Man as |
was, | gave way to afit of hystericd crying.

Unsympathetic, stern, cautious as my uncle had aways been, he was yet dl | had to care for,
al 1 could cdl my own. And now that he was dead, gone in an ingant, | fet the loss as keenly as
if we had lived closdly united on the mogt affectionate terms.

Degth was indeed my enemy. In my infancy he took from me both my naturd protectors, and
now, when | was amogt helpless, done and unknown, he had taken even the poor reliance left to
me. | had no need to think of my financid prospects; there was but one—pauperism.

| knew not a penny of my unceés money would be mine, it would dl pass to his wife, my
implacable enemy. What could | do with Lw, my scanty wardrobe, and a smdl library of



vaudess books. | had no trade, no references, no business training, | knew mysdf to be
medicaly unfit for enligment, and did | turn to the West, | had not the srength for the rough
ranch life. Truly my case was a puzzling one, even to a good mathematician wel up in dl the
problems men have been fools enough to work out. And | an no mathematician, merely a fair
classc, with the unpractised qudities of most men who revel in such studies.

But pauperism need not mean the workhouse. There were other byways down which paupers
may wande—which should | choose? Some professons were open to me, after dl. A crossing-
sweeper’s life might not be so bad as it looked—even a burglar’s life does not dways end in
gaol—even—even—but | stopped short. Desperate enough to teke my own life, | yet could not
lay hands on another.

Weary with trouble, | left my amost untasted supper, and wandered out into the delicious cool
of the evening. Quite by force of habit | found mysdf in the winter-gardens, and inginctively
directed my course to the building whence issued drains of music. Going to my usud corner, |
threw mysdf upon a lounge and watched the crowd with dmost my old interest. Then | fell
adeep and dreamed.

In my dream | was ill in the building, but upstairs, ensconced in a shug post of observation,
watching the moving masses. And down the gdlery, swaying to and fro, keeping time to the
music, now quick, now dow, | saw a ghodly figure—a ydlow-haired man with a short ragged
beard and pae blue eyes, such eyes as seek death and may not find it. So haggard, so spectra a
being seemed drangely out of place in the gaudy assembly. Then the blue eyes met mine and |
shivered, and shrank in cringing fear into my corner, for | knew that he had some terrible secret
influence over my fate, and that it was an influence for evil.

When | looked again he had disappeared. No—there he was again, his pae wicked face
peering from behind a pam, like one contemplating a crime and greedy in anticipation of it. His
eyes were fixed on the girl who sa in front, and | knew that he meant her ham. Agan he
vanished, and | looked for him in vain. Then a cold moist hand touched my cheek—adl the lights
in the building gave one flare and died out. | was left done in the dark with the horror. | felt a
cold breath on my cheek, and, with an agonisng effort a escape, | plunged forward and was
awake.

* * %

A man in a snuffy coloured knickerbocker suit was dtting contemplating me hdf-a-dozen yards
away. There was something in his expression that worried me; we both seemed to have a dim
puzzled reminiscence of a former meeting. What tricks memory plays us, and to wha petty
devices it sometimes stoops!

| srove earnedtly to recal when and where | had met this man—his watery eyes with arrioudy
far lashes, his overhanging brows, the highly developed perceptive group in preponderance over
the reflectives—I have dabbled in phrenology—the thin, narrow jaw. All the while | dtared at
him, he sared a me. So we played this fool’s game, like two new schoolboys, wishing to spesk,
yet afraid to be thefird.

Taking advantage of alull inthe music, | hazarded aremark.

“Pardon my rudeness in daring,” | exclamed, swinging my feet off the lounge to the ground
and gtting up. “I am under the impression that | must have met you a some period of my
exigence, but when and where | cannot for the life of me remember.”



The man darted at the sound of my voice. It seemed to give him the cue he sought, and he
replied, not without cordidity:

“Why, bless my soul, you must be George Oswadson.”

“Yes” | replied, dill in amaze.

“Don’'t you remember Jack Andrews, who shared a study with you at Giggleswick?’

Now | have it! This snuffy coloured man was one of my old schoolfelows, rather a scapegrace
| remembered, but a good enough fellow for al that.

“I should think |1 do remember you!” | replied, giving his hand such a heaty shake tha he
winced. “And how goes the world with you? Upon my word it does me good to run against some
one who knew mein my pamier days!”

“Eh? why—what's wrong?’ There was not exactly a plessant glitter in Andrews eyes. They
used to be bold, truthful eyes now there seemed a nasty cunning underlying them. “Is it financid
trouble or domedtic affliction?’

“Both.”

At this he grew s0 eagerly interested that | was astonished. Why on earth did he look like that
as if he wanted to probe my character to its depths? Did he think | was a drunkard, or a cut-
throat, or did he fancy | was going to ask him for money?

“Down on your luck?’” he said. “Damn queer thing luck is, isn't it, Oswadson?’

“Yes, luck’'s a queer thing” | agreed. “I never had much, though, so | can't discuss it. Luck has
never been a homewhen | paid my morning cals.”

“You don't say s0, George! I'm sorry to hear it, ‘pon my word | am. I've had my bad luck too.
When | left Giggleswick | went West, to that most ungodly hole, the State of Oregon—does your
geography hold good for that?”

“Oh, | know where Oregon is, right enough.”

“Wadl, if you know where it is, take the straight tip and don't go. It's a hell-trap. Like a green
horn 1 went out with a thousand pounds capitd, invested it in a ranch, had fever and Heaven
knows what, lost haf my stock, and couldn’t raise enough money to keep me in tobacco. | led a
dog's life for two years, and came back, broken in hedth and pocket. At my wits end | reached
London, looked for work and found none-at least none that | could do. Pen-driving may have
charms for some, but it has none for me. Wedl, George, pardon me if I’'m o familiar, but | fed
like your pad over agan—I was a the end of my tether and was thinking of a trip to the next
world when my luck changed.”

Andrews paused—and a spasm of sudden pan convulsed his features, leaving me more
perplexed than ever.

“Your luck changed—yes” | sad, trying to keep up an ar of indifference, for | saw tha
severd people were waiching us attentively.

“Yes, it changed.”

“For your financia or mord good? The question dipped from me | knew not why. | fdt it
was amistake. Andrews’ face becamelivid.

“Mora good—what in thunder do you mean?’ he hissed, asif it hurt him to articulate.

“Oh, never mind, go on—I was only chaffing”; | tried to laugh, after a perceptibly awkward
pause. “ Thetide turned, and—7"

“And | am no longer in dread of starvation,” he whispered, leaning his face close to mine. “I no
longer think of the workhouse, or of begging, or of a crossng in the city, but—" He paused, and
| watched him suspicioudy. He trembled al over. Had my question struck the keynote of a guilty
conscience? Was he afraid of any onein this vast assembly? Or was he mad?



“But you are afraid of some one or something,” | said, for | was determined to probe the
mystery to its depths.

“Yes, George, | am,—horribly, hideoudy afrad. So afrad that a nightmare is nothing to it. Do
you believe that there is a devil, and can he be incanated in the form of a wedthy
philanthropist? Does Satan ever leave hdl and wander in our midgt, a man visble to mortd eyes,
on the lookout for victims to carry out the damnable ideas of his brain? Do you believe this?’

Y es, the man was mad! What could | do? To begin with, it was best to humour him.

“Yes” | sad soothingly, “of course, of course. We al know of the eccentricities of Satan, his
mary hobbies and the ddightful facility his ethered condition offers for gratifying them. Why, |
dreamt | saw him only a few minutes ago; he was a tadl thin man with a yelow beard and very
pae blue eyes.”

| stopped, for Andrews expresson made me turn sck and cold, as he sared a me with
dilating eyes, and a look that | hope never to see agan on mortd face. Then he sad, with a
forced amile

“Oh, you know al about him.”

“About him?’ | asked.

“Why, the Chief—him, of course.”

“The devil, you mea?’

“Yes, thedevil if you like; it s the best name for him. Are you fooling, or was heredly here?

“Who do you mean? Are you crazy?’

“No more than you are. That's enough! Is be here?’

We were playing a cross questions with a vengeance; one of us must be mad or drunk.

“I don’'t know anything about the Chief, or what you cal him. Who or what is he?’

Andrews had recovered his composure and replied drily:

“For aman who doesn't know a person you described him awfully well.”

A grim foreboding seized me. “Are dreams aways nothings?’ | wondered. It was my turn to
tremble now.

“An autumnd evening, evidently,” said Andrews, with a hoarse laugh, as he noticed it.

“Colds are catching,” | said, snappishly enough. “There, don't let's quarrd, Oswadson,” he
replied dmogt affectionately. “Times change, and we with time, | know—but, hang it dl, you
can't have choked off all fellow-feding and all wish to talk over Giggleswick affars.”

“We are both in trouble; what's the good of talking of dear old times that won't come back?’ |
answered.

“You are in trouble then—redly?’

“I am pretty wdl. If you want to know, | am left in the world with a few pounds and not a
living friend. Pretty criticd, isn't it?”

“But you are one of us?’

“One of us?’ | repeated mydtified. “What do you mean?’

“Look here, George Oswdadson,” he said sulkily, “you may as well be candid. Why can't you
admit that you know the Chidf, if 1 do? | am one of his sadlites—so there, you have me on
toast.”

“But I'm in a fog,” | excdamed, “the man | described was a figure in a bad dream | had just
before | awoke and saw you. There was not any actual person.”

“You are very cautious, George, but I'm too old for such gammon. Why tell alie about it?’

A sudden idea came to me. | might derive some benefit from solving this mysery—so for
perhapsthefirst timein my life | diverged from the truth and resorted to crooked tactics.



“Wdl,” | sad firmly, looking him so full in the face as to cause him to shift his gaze uneesly,
“I have met the Chie—but | am not yet one of you.”

Andrews bresthed hard.

“You have met him and yet have not joined. How is that? Then he muttered, but | heard,
“Odd—odd—I thought the Chief never faled.” Aloud he added, “But why didn't you join?
There must be some extraordinary reason.”

“Because,” | interrupted, “1 was afool!”

Andrews laughed doud.

“Ha, hal” he shouted, “a fool. You're a smarter chap than | should have thought, George; the
world has sharpened your wits. You refuse a tempting offer—such an offe—and cdl yoursdf a
fool. What ajoke! Why don’t you laugh?’

“Because I'm in no laughing mood,” | retorted, “and because | may yet join.”

“You don't say so?’

“1 do.”

“Wdl, that's dl right. The Chief will be here shortly—in fact, we expect him any moment; and
a fresh member is wanted. Bad business, that of our last departure—but there, of course you
haven't been sworn in, and | can't talk about it. There savacancy, a any rate.”

“Anything init?’ | aked cardedy.

“Yes—why, didn't he tdl you?’

“No—that is—not exactly. What' s the figure?”

“For a complete success £100, for any attempt, if proved genuine, £50, additiona of course to
the £200 a year sipendiary as member.”

“How many are you now?’

“Only three”

“And your full complement?’

“Four.”

“It sasmdl society evidently.”

“Yes—and select.”

“Select?’

“Yes, and with abinding oath.”

“] see—oncein, no getting out.”

“Not until Davy Jones lays his hand on your shoulder and says ‘Come’; then you leave the
league without much time to say good-bye. Davy Joneswon't be kept waiting.”

My temperament is, | think, peculiar, a least for a Scotsman. | am impulsve, and whally
reckless of my own persond safety. | have dways been ready to enter any escapade, regardless
of consequences, for sheer love of excitement. My father's nature was, | believe, the same. So in
my present case, with little to lose and a prospect of garvation, | was not loath to jump a such a
means of support—and Andrews mysterious warning rather attracted than deterred me. A secret
society removed from the drudgery of everyday routine, and emolument into the bargain!

“If you are in earnest, | am,” | sad. “I am willing to join your club as soon as possible; will
you arrange it for me?’

“For auld lang syne, George, | will; and for the good of the cause | will.”

“Why, you are abit of an enthusiagt,” | laughed.

“Every one becomes so. It is hisinfluence”

Our conversation was interrupted by the band driking up the naiond anthem. This being a
polite reminder that the evening’s entertainment was over, we exchanged cards and retired to our



repective abodes. Thus ended the firgt link in the strange chain which was to envelop me so
closdly during my stay at Bournemouith.

CHAPTER XX
A LUNCH AND A VISION

A week had passed snce my meeting with Jack Andrews, and my little store of money had so far
diminished, that | was doubting whether to wat a few days, or make tracks a once for
Southampton. However, the fascination of Bournemouth prevailed, and refused to let me go. The
tramp of the pleasure-seekers on the pier, the sound of the band, the breeze over the water, the
very blueness of the seq, itsdf conspired to hold and influence me.

So a whole week passed, bringing no good tidings, but a confirmation of my wors fears. My
uncle's wedth was left in bulk to his wife, not a penny, nay, not the fraction of a penny fdl to
my share.

“We are very sorry for you,” the widow wrote, “but after al my husband did for you in his life-
time you ought not to expect more. Your education was a great expense, and | am sure he was
aways liberd to you in the way of pocket-money.”

She didn't say she would be pleased to see me, if | dropped in for afternoon teg, for instance.
Perhaps she was afraid of my appetite; or perhaps she did not want to waste hospitaity on one
who could not repay it.

| began to sum up afars for the hundredth time—fifteen pounds in my purse, a few cdothes
and other poor sundries. What next? Await Jack Andrews' pleasure or decamp to the States?

Thinking deeply, | hdted by the wayside—in other words, opposite the door of the club, and
about a dozen yards away from the pier entrance. | tossed for it; the penny came down head—
Bournemouth won. | turned on my hed and gtrolled off dong the beach, determined to see &ck
Andrews without delay.

| ascended St Joseph’'s Steps towards the West Cliff Hotel. It was one o'clock, and, as |
guessed, | found him a luncheon. He looked in better spirits than when | had seen him last—Iess
careworn, more sprightly. With a gamile that was amost jocular he bade me “st down and lay
in"—an invitation 1 was not dow to accept, thinking of a humble piece of bread and cheese in St
Michael’s Road.

“Pretty girl, that,” he observed, nodding towards a table across the room. Following the
direction of his glance, | encountered the eyes of a girl certainly not more than twenty years of
age.

“Yes” | sadinahaf whisper, “sheis preity.”

“I hope” he continued with something like a sgh, “the Chief won't come across her.” Then in
the hdf-absent manner that had puzzled me before, he added as if to himsdf, “She is too young.
Let her befor ahit.”

“What the deuce are you jabbering over?’ | asked, taking another look at the girl. Yes, she was
pretty—even very pretty; nothing indpid or dollish, but a prettiness gpproaching actual beauty.
Her golden har—naturd golden, too-hung in curls over a compact forehead; her eyes were blue-
grey, her nose short and draight, her chin clearly defined without prominence. | aso noticed that
she was plainly dressed in dark blue, showing off her fine figure to perfection; and as she rose to
greet a gentleman who entered, | redised that she was just the ided height for awoman.



She had other friends with he—so even if she wished it she could not indulge n a téte-a-téte
with the newcomer. Opposite her sat a girl somewha resembling her in expresson, but shorter
and less griking, with dmogt black hair.

| was wondering if they were ssers, when Andrews spoke. “Do you know who that is with
them?’ he asked, drumming on the table with his fingers and trying to catch the newcomer’ s eye.

“No—how should |7’

“Nothing—I| only thought you might” He kept on drumming a peculiar ratling sound,
beginning with the Little finger and running dong to the thumb, three times—Iloudly, softly, and
then very loudly. After amoment the stranger turned his head and surveyed him leisurely.

“No,” | thought, “I never saw you before; | don't want ever to see you again.” Men may be
ugly and yet pleesng—there may be a nice expresson and a redeeming smile. But this man's
ugliness was repulsive. “Who is he, then?’ | asked.

“Tom Tombs. Not a pretty name, but it rather suits his professon,” and Andrews gave one of
those hoarse chuckles that led me to doubt his sanity.

“Tombs?’ | said, asquietly as| could. “An undertaker, | suppose?’

Ancther chuckle, more hideous than before.

“Not exactly, in the arbitrary meaning of the word—but—he—belongs to the Society.”

| grew interested. This Society had a peculiar style of members. “The gir—who is she?’ |
asked, finishing my meet and leaning back to wait for the next course.

“Miss Freeman. Y ou see the other girl?’

“Yes”

“Youd hardly imagine they were ssters. Some men admire the dark one most. She is not so
livdy—rather reserved—but in her style as pretty.”

| noted the name, and persuading mysdf it was ridiculous to hope to know them—I, the poor
outcast, they beautiful and doubtless weathy—I turned the conversation from the subject.

We talked for some time before | broached the actud purpose of my vigt.

“Will you join, a once—to-night?’ he asked. Then added, after a prolonged study of my face,
“I don't advise you, mind, as a friend. The other evening | spoke differently, partly because |
thought I'd rather have you enrolled than a stranger—and partly because | read your face wrong.
You seemed so desperate—s0 unlike the Oswadson | knew a Giggleswick—I thought you
might suit us. You know there is no going back once you learn the secret—to be one of us you
must kill your conscience, and—" his voice shook and sank to a hiss, his face paled, and his eyes
gleamed like points of steed—"by your deeds you hold your life a dteke. If you fal in what he
tells you, you incur his wrath, which is terrible; if you succeed you damn your soul. You will
have money enough, but you will be a dave and more wretched than a squalid gutter-boy. Think
wdl!”

He sank back exhausted and waited for my reply; there were beads of perspiration on his
forehead.

Then a curious sensation stole over me, carrying me far away from al human neghbourhood,
to a nameess place wrapped in a blinding mantle of migt. | seemed to float on clouds, thousands
of miles avay from the busy world, done, yet not done, for in the fog two figures were dimly
vighle. One was that of a woman—I could see the long hair fdling to her wag, the other was
like that of a man. But such a man—superhumanly tal, unnaurdly coloured! The woman
seemed to assume an attitude of pleading, and pointed in my direction. The great man shook his
head angrily and motioned her awvay. Then she placed a hand on his shoulder with a sudden
movement that he had not time to avoid. As she continued to plead he seemed for a moment



irresolute—but just as | expected to see him yield and let her pass, he was gtirred by sudden fury,
and shook off her hand. Then to my horror he sorang a her with a savage gesture of his long
ams, and tried to saize her by the throat. They swayed to and fro like those engaged in a struggle
for life, and | was astonished at the strength of the woman, for the man could not thrust her aside.
| struggled hard to move, to go to her assstance; but seemed glued to the spot without the power
of gpeech or motion. How long the fight lasted | knew not, but dowly and surdly the huge man
prevailed. His great hands sought her throat; he would murder her, and | must see him do it. One
more gruggle, and dl was blank. The fight was over, and the combatants gone myserioudy as
they came. | fdt the cold mist cut into my flesh, the damp settling on my limbs. Again a figure
loomed before me. | recognised the murderer, and, strangest of dl, | was no longer repelled by
his appearance. Perhaps, after dl, she deserved it! | remembered the words of Otway, “Every
woman is a heat a rake” A lurid light through the mist formed a hao round the srange man's
head. | saw his face—and then again lost consciousness.

“Been having anap, Sr?’

There was nothing supernaturd about this voice, nothing spectra in the portly figure from
which it proceeded. | rubbed my eyes and found mysdf Hill Stting a the table in the hotel room,
and awaiter regarding me with a broad smile of amusement.

“Where' smy friend?’ | asked.

“Gone out an hour and more, Sr,” he replied, pocketing a shilling which | dipped into his
hand. | fdt very foolish, and blamed the two glasses of excdlent claret in which, after my week
of low living, | had indulged.

“He left this note for you, sSr. ‘The gentleman,” says he, meaning you, ‘is having a nap, he's a
bit done after a long walk. So don't let him be disturbed!” With that off he goes. A nice gent is
Mr Andrews, very much liked by every one here, ir.”

“Indeed!” | said, heeding the contents of the note more than the fellow’s chatter. “Well, | had a
long nap. Good-day!”

Leaving the hotd, | returned to my lodgings, thinking over the message from Jack Andrews as
| went.

“Be here at 8.30 this evening.”

And, as | determined to obey, | fancied | heard a sob, a long sob as of great sorrow, coming
from a knot of pine-trees on the diff. But when | looked in that direction, | saw nothing but the
trees, and thar grotesque shadows on the yelow soil.

CHAPTER XXI
THE REASON OF THE BROTHERHOOD

Punctudly to the second | presented mysdf a the West Cliffe Hotd, and was shown into Room
36.

Before my drange dream | had hesitated whether or not to ligen to Jack’s friendly warning,
and | had fdt more than haf influenced by it. But after the dream | wavered no longer. | fdt a
grange wild longing to plunge into the myseries of his unknown society, for wed or woe. So |
decided to take the final step and leave the rest in the hands of fate.

The room into which | was shown was a kind of drawing-room, plainly but comfortably
furnished, with dark green leather chars, a round mahogany table in the centre, and a sofa under



the window, dso the usud complement of the usud pictures, indispensable, from the proprietor’'s
gandpoint, to satisfy the artigtic cravings of his guests.

Leaning againg the mantdpiece, with an ar of easy indolence, stood the man | was dready
beginning to hate, the man | saw in the dining-room in company with the pretty Miss Freeman~
If I thought him repulsve then | did not retract my opinion now. Somehow | was assured the
didike was mutua—for in the quick glance we exchanged | read distrust and averson a once.
The other stranger was more prepossessng—a dight, far young man with cdose-cropped light
hair, blue eyes, and afar moustache.

He wore a light grey suit eminently becoming to his sunburnt complexion. Andrews, risng
from his seat on the couch, shook hands and introduced me to his companions.

“Mr Tombs—Mr Oswaldson.”

My enemy—for my quick imagination had dready advanced him to tha dignity—gave me a
cold handshake, dlowing hisfingersto remain in mine for the briefest time possible.

“Mr Dowson—Mr Oswaldson.”

This grasp was much more cordid, though the blue eyes remained hard and keen and the lips
compressed.

No one spoke, and there was an awkward slence, unbroken till Andrews offered me a
cigarette. Then an odd impulse came over me, and | blurted out:

“How did you get to know the Freemans?’ | addressed the remark to Tombs, and an angry
wave reddened his sdlow face. | thought he was on the verge of teling me to mind my own
business, but, controlling himsdlf, he only said casudly:

“Met them quite by chance on the pier.” “Did you spesk without an introduction?” “Why not?
Girls like them aren’'t particular.” This raised my anger. He was plainly a man of the type | most
thoroughly abhorred—a man of the world who regarded dl women from his own viledy low
gandpoint. | was puzzled to know why girls like Miss Freeman should condescend to be seen
taking to him, and remembered an axiom of my uncd€'s tha “women dways liked the biggest
blackguards best.” | felt | must say something, SO went on, as cardesdy as | could between puffs
of smoke:

“If you rate the Freemans company a such low value, | wonder you cared to address them—at
Least on such a public spot asthe pier.”

The fdlow's eyes glared—he looked as if he wanted to swear—and | was glad to redise that
he hated me as much as| hated him.

“Oh, confound it!” he said, flicking a tobacco-ash from his deeve, “no one knows me down
here, s0 I’'m not very particular.”

“Nor apparently are they.”

| could not restrain the words, and Tombs started like an angry bull.

Andrews and Dowson drew nearer, one from the window, the other from the table where he
had commenced to write, and Jack intervened. “Come now, you two, don't fight aready. Why,
you've only been introduced about three minutes Let the ladies done If it will satisfy you,
George, I'll guarantee their respectability. As to letting a stranger spesk to them, why, this isn't
London; it's done a every seasde place al over England, in the holidays. It doesn't involve a
society acquaintance afterwards, and chaperons go in the background for July and Augus. If
Tombs has different ideess—why, he has every right to express them, provided no insult is
intended. Don't be an ass, George!”

In spite of this conciliatory effort on Andrews part, Tombs scowled darkly a me, and | met
his scowl with adecidedly contemptuous smile.



So matters remained, and no one feding inclined for more conversation, we kept our thoughts
to oursdves It was hdf-past nine, and the wonderful “Chief” had not come. Had he any
intention of coming?

| crossed the room and looked out of the window. A glorious evening! There were a few
clouds, but the crescent moon peeped out between and threw a naxrow stresk of light across the
sea. The road was brightly illuminated and dmost as clear as day. Swarms of people tramped up
and down in the pleasant coolness. Just as | was listening to the whistle of a Seamer crossing the
bay, a dight disturbance behind attracted my attention, and | turned quickly round to confront—
the Chief.

Never—never till the grave itsdf engulfs me, can | forget that meeting! For the man sanding
on the threshold in a light grey suit and cgp to match was the figure | had seen in my dream in
the winter-gardens—the vampire of the gdlery—the harbinger of my evil dedtiny. Here then was
the Chiel—and | understood what Andrews meant when be spoke of the devil. The others, who
were prepared for his coming, were amost equaly disconcerted. Jack, pale and trembling, was
the fird to acknowledge his gredting; the others dowly followed his example. Then my turn
came.

“Who is this” Nothing to show if the spesker were pleased or otherwise—a cold,
impassionate voice. The blue eyes st in the white face scanned me steadily.

“Who isthis, and why is he here? Tdl me!”

Andrews came to the rescue.

“He is an old friend of mine, Sr—George Oswald-son, adventurer, who, being just as we were
when you took pity on us, desires to enter your service.”

“His qualifications?’ the cold eyes fixed me lill.

Jack answered for me.

“The same—degpair, and no dternative but suicide.”

“Isthat so, Mr Oswaldson?’

“It is, gr,” | replied with an effort. “All my worldly goods amount to ~i5 and two suits of
clothes. | have ndther rdations, friends, nor progpects except emigration, which means
Sarvation; or that which my friend has just mentioned.”

“Come here. Let me examine you.”

| knew | was trembling when | walked up to him, and sat down in obedience to a sgn. Some-
thing cold was lad on my forehead, and | was a his mercy. Quickly and carefully he examined
the formation of my cranium, passing from group to group of affective or intelectud faculties.
Now and then the fingers paused, and they seemed to sink into my brain and drag from it a mute
confession of its own defects.

No one spoke during the examination. The three men stood watching intently.

“You are not my syle” came the measured words a last. “Your dispogtion is not in sympathy
with mine, nor is your character firm enough to endure the dangers which beset the lives of
others.”

Thinking he was about to dismiss me, and rendered desperate a the prospect of losing, as it
seemed, my only chance of earning bread and cheese, | seized him by the arm.

“Only try me, gar! | will prove fathful to the utmost in any charge given to me” It seemed
pitifully week and cringing, thus to go dmost on my knees to ask a favour, yet | could not do
otherwise. But | might as well have pleaded to a spectre from Hades, as to this bloodless man
with the lacklustre eyes. Did he hear me, or were his ears incgpable of conveying sound to his
brain. Would he answer, or were those white lips to remain irresponsive?



The glare of the dectric light under which he stood added to his death-like appearance. The
cheeks looked more cadaverous, the eyes more weird. Strange shadows crept from the walls and
dosed around me, and the Chief’s gppearance seemed a moments oddly mingled with that of the
copper-coloured murderer in the mis. Many other deluding fancies gripped my imagination, as |
stood and waited hungrily for his answer.

Greedy faces, with leering eyes and wicked fangs, hung round the wals, the tawdry picture-
frames gave birth to ungainly mongers, the furniture cresked mourrfully, and the smel of blood,
fresh, newly spilt blood, assailed my nodtrils. Y et he answered not.

The room whirled around. My companions faces were distorted into gpish countenances awry
with spite and mdice—a vell of darkness fdl over me—suddenly a flash of blinding brilliance
forced upon my notice these words:

“ISTHY SOUL THINE OWN TO BARTER?

| know not if 1 saw or heard them; they stung my smouldering conscience as the lash dings the
back of some recdcitrant animad. For a moment a fire burned within my bosom, the memory of
bygone vows to adhere to truth, virtue, and beauty. But the digpassonate voice of the Chief
broke the slence, and the impulse, with the phantom forms, was gone.

“George Oswadson!”

| was fully awake, keen, and attentive in an ingtant. The suspense was terrible.

“George Oswadson, by your own desire you came here to-night, with the intention of joining
the Brotherhood of the Women Haters?’

There was a death-like slence, suggestive of grim horror, and awful foreboding d what was to
come. For men like thesg, the title of “Women Haters’ could be no empty sound.

Wasiit the face of aman on which | looked, or that of some evil thing?

He spoke on. “Ten minutes ago | had no desire to admit you to the secrets of our Society, but |
have changed my mind. | believe that your temperament is such tha you could, work yoursdf up
to any degree of resentment under certain circumstances—even to that extremity of hate which
inevitably ends in murder.” The last word had a violent effect on al present. The fear on my
companions faces gave way to a wolfish greedy crudty. Their jaws tightened like those of
brutes till the muscles sood out in lumps, ther lips grinned savagdy, their eyes flashed in
hideous glee. “Murder!” It came out with a hissng sound and was prolonged till the whole room
echoed “Murder.” The moon went behind a cloud, the stars shrank away, and everywhere, from
beach to cliff, from pinewood to sea, echoed the long, low whisper, “Murder!”

As for me, | logt dl power to speak, to retract, to fly ere it was too late. | had to listen as the
even, metalic voice went steedily on:

“For the last time—do you wish to join us?’

Something like the heated poisonous breath of some loathsome cresture seemed to pour into
my |eft ear. Conscience made one feeble struggle—nbut | crushed it down and said firmly, “1 do.”

“You understand that once in possesson of our secrets, nothing cancels your membership
except death?’

And once more my better self drove to assart its right and kegp me out of this bondage. And
again that something bresthed into my left ear. | thought of the money, the means of living—and
assented.

The Chief turned to the others, and raising his hand with an impressive gesture, cried in a new,
ringing voice of command:

“Gentlemen, you will take this man to you as a brother.”

And the voices replied in unison:



“Wewill!”

The Chief went to the door of the room and stepped out cautioudy into the passage, leaving us
four together. No one spoke, but | felt the eyes d the three upon me, till he re-entered with an
dmog dlent tread, carrying an ail-lamp in his hand. The chinmey of the lamp was removed,
both wicks lighted, and Andrews thrust a long, pencil-shaped piece of dted, fitted with a glass
handle, into the flame. For minutes—to me it might have been hours—we stood and watched
him at histask.

When the end of the iron was heated to the Chief’s satisfaction, | was bidden to seat mysdf a
the table and rest my face upon it. This was more than | bargained for, and a grim spirit of
resgance arose in me. But & a sgn from the Chief | was gently seized by Tombs on the right
hand and by Dowson on the left, and pushed into the chair he indicated.

“Don’'t be darmed, Mr Oswadson,” the terrible man said in a soothing tone, so different to any
of his former phrases that | wondered anew; “we are not going to cause you any injury beyond
the trifing momentary pan which this iron will inflict. It is a prdiminay which dl the
brotherhood have willingly undergone, and which will be a lasing sign of your enrolment in our
sarvice”

“Ah—h!" | had not clenched my teeth firmly enough to prevent that cry of weskness escaping;
and in truth the smart was acute enough. The Chief, however, spoke on:

“Now, gentlemen, since our rew brother bears the insgnia of the skull upon his body, and has
thereby become pledged to the secrecy of our society, we may unfold to him, step by Step, the
nature, work, and object of the fraternity of Women Haters, of which, as he knows, |1 am the
head, the prime indtigator, treasurer, secretary, president, and life and soul besdes, while you,
gentlemen, peform the useful function of limbs yet each one lidble to be amputated for the
safety of the body. You, George Oswadson, will now swear in presence of us dl, by the God
who made you, by the life in your body, by the soul which came from the darkness and will go
back thither, that you will fathfully carry into execution, to the letter, every order of any sort
received from me. That, even in the fear of sudden and awful deeth, you will never swerve from
your purpose, nor divulge any secret of our Society, nor the names of your fdlow members. Do
you swear?’

Can you imagine in wha frame of mind | heard these words? If | had been in my ordinary
senses, less wrought up to overwheming excitement, less in awe of this angular, terrible Chief, |
believe | should have even then, a any risk, refused the awful oath. But dasl | was no longer the
George Oswaldson of a week ago. | had yidded my will and coud only obey in trembling. The
moments that followed burned into my mind as the branding iron into my flesh. | was the
helpless victim of my surroundings, the plaything of the night and of the hour, as, unresing, |
passed into my bondage. Word by word, syllable by syllable, | followed him as he pronounced
the oath. It was done. | was bound to him irrevocably.

Andrews was sent to see that there were no eavesdroppers in the passage; and then the mission
of the brotherhood was revedled to mein dl its hellisness

“Our duty to the cause” the Chief commenced, facing us full, as we stood like a row of
schoolboys opposite their magter, “is to root out from the world adl such women as ae
unprofitable to mankind. You shudder—poor, untried weekling as you yet are! Listen! Long ago,
the company of women gave me pleasure. As you have perhaps done, | saw much of them; | was
willing to believe that they were beings of a dightly better nature than man! | fancy | admired
and respected them. Everything far and good seemed to belong to them, and |—wdl, | was
different then, too.” The words seemed admost forced from him; for the first time | detected a



subtle change of expresson in voice and manner, which he speedily subdued. “Then things
changed. A saries of dreams showed me the fdgty of such primitive ddusons | saw, in
ungarnished nakedness, the baseness, vileness, and treachery innate in woman. And then there
came to me the voice of a madter, bidding me to enter into his service of Revenge; take up the
flaming sword, and go forth, with the watchword of Eden, to purge the world of this plague. So
the grandest misson that has yet fdlen to the lot of man has been gppointed to me. Do you
wonder that | am proud of it? So | move, and, by the power that is given b me, | know the
women of whom the world must be rid; and | never hestate. From town to town | go, marking
here and there, and sending secret word to each member of the brotherhood of what he must do.
If he fails, and is captured by the law of the land, he knows that he himself must bear the pendty
in dlence if he escapes he recelves haf the reward of success, provided | am satisfied that he
has done his best. For me, | know | am safe, so hidden in mystery is my dwelling-place that not
one of the brethren could betray me if he would. | am with you when you least expect it, and
what you do | have sure means of knowing. You have given your will to mine, and over a
distance of miles | can convey to you clearly what you must do. Never hedtate, or | shal know
it. If you dream of rebdlion, 1 shal know it too. For your reward you will receive an annud
income of f200 pad quaterly a an address which | will dlot to you: for every task fulfilled
£100, for every bona-fide atempt £50 | may tell you that it is very rardly that a brother has been
captured, and then only when he failed to obey my orders to the letter. So, above al, be fearless.
My methods are smple yet untraceable. And that, | think, is al,” he said, dropping suddenly
from the oraoricd to the conversaiond syle. “l see it is nearly midnight, and our worthy friend
the landlord has some scruple about respectable hours. Mr Tombs will tell you what you have to
do a present; and here, Mr Oswaldson, is your first cheque. | daresay you will find it ussful,
together with the address of your future headquarters. Good-night, gentlemen.” And with a curt
nod to each the Chief was gone.

For a few moments we remained talking, about Bournemouth amusements chiefly, for | do not
think any of us dared to spesk of the Chief. Andrews mentioned that he was to leave
Bournemouth next day, Dowson that he must go the day after. Neither mentioned his destination.
So Tombs and | alone were to remain. | managed not to shake hands with Tombs, got out of the
room, and once under a lamp, stopped to read the Chief’s ingructions. “Clarendon Hotd,
Waterloo Road, S.E. Cdl there on September 30th and await orders.”

It was the eighteenth of Augudt. | had more than a month free, and with money enough to live
in comfort. Free! Yet adave, in the service of surdly the vilest society that ever tainted the earth.

Somehow, out there under the gtars, | could not redise it. | tried to pray to the God whose
name | had so0 recklesdy used, to pity and forgive me. And | swore another oath that never, a
any cogt, would | perform any of its awful work. Yet | had no scruples about the payment | had
received. | needed it sordy, and the grim possbility of cheating this vampire out of his blood-
money pleased me for the moment.

Suddenly a cold blast of wind swept past me and stung with its chill. Again | was in a world of
phantoms. The broad white road assumed a weird, unreal aspect; the slent pines began to bend
to and fro, with a cry in the rustle of the leaves. The sea darkened, and the waves lapped hungrily
a the shore. The baying of a dog made me dart in terror, and the moonlight danced in grotesque
crcles round my feet. From nowhere came a thrilling whispe—"Think not to cheat the
brotherhood”; and it was in the unforgettable voice of the Chief. Turning fearfully, | expected to
see him gazing a me between the trees or leaning againg the white wal around the edge of the



diff. 1 did see a shadowy figure crouching behind a sest and peering & me through the
woodwork. Was it—no—not the face of the Chief?

“Ah! Mercy! Help! Takeit awvay!

A crud, sniger face, lean and copper-coloured, inhuman and devilish. It |eft its hiding-place
and advanced towards me in the moonlight.

“Chrigt, hdp me!” | cried.

The figure dopped, the face seemed convulsed with pan—and another figure, dight,
womanly, and shadowy, seemed to glide between us. Then both disappeared.

| turned, and with a Sckening fear & my heat, ran till 1 found refuge in my lodging in the S
Michad’s Road.

CHAPTER XXII
AGONOSTESTAKESUP THE TALE

Of dl the souls | have been bidden to win for my lord and medter, for few have | toiled as | did
for the soul of George Oswadson. All the clients | had previoudy had to ded with | helped me
by ther naturd tendencies—they ligened willingly, if not greedily, to my words Ida Temple and
Ralph Webster would have dways turned to me rather than to Sagathedla—and it was the same
with others—but not with Oswaldson.

There was no deep flaw in his character, no tendency to vice, not even the desperation of crime
as an dternative to his crushing poverty swayed him wholly. He was not given to dander or
senaudity, but, to my midfortune, was strongly inclined towards a high ided of honour and
manliness. If | could have tempted him to drink or gaming, | might have ruled him; but 1 could
not. He was a smpleminded, conscientious man, reckless at times, and, unlike most Lowlanders,
wildly romantic. Inthis| saw hiswesk point and played oniit.

My campaign opened with a success—I| over-powered Sagatheda in a druggle which, for
some reason or other, my client was permitted to witness. He was a Scot, and endowed with a
portion of what they cal “second sght’—so that, on occasons, his mortd eyes could win a
glimpse behind the veil, and this troubled me—for | loved to work under cover. Yet | thwarted
him here—for | met him asaman.

The fird success was followed by severd fallures—then | gained another ascendency, and he
dlowed himsdf to be sworn into the society. | thought | had conquered, but then followed a
worse defeat. This extraordinary man ill dared to pray—and while he could do so, the hands of
Sagatheda were dronger than mine. But could Segathedla fight the new admixture of the mortd
and immorta?

As George Oswadson returned from the medting, | went a little ahead, and indinctivey
becoming aware of an antagonistic presence, | sought refuge in one of the wooden shdlters.

Whether through Sagethedd's influence or not | know not—I became a source of the utmost
terror to my client. The humour of the Stuation struck me, and | was about to enjoy it to the full,
when he uttered those awful wordsl In an ingant | was helpless in the grasp of Sagatheda, who
thrust me from the path as easly as if | had been an evil deam—and | had perforce to leave her
victorious.

Ealy next morning Oswadson finished his breskfas—a more subgtantidd med than he had
latterly had—and grolled down towards the sea. It was a glorious morning, and al Bournemouth
laughed in the sunlight.



Leaning agang the seat a the foot of & Michad’s Road, facing the bay, and thinking of
nothing but the beauty and gladness of her surroundings, he saw Bertha Freeman, the younger
and taler of the two ssers. There was an unconsciousness, an unaffectedness about her that
magnified her prettiness into beauty.

George Oswadson stopped about a hundred paces off, and, under the time-worn pretext of
lacing his boot, was able to spend a good minute and a half in observing her.

The girl, suddenly aware that she was no longer done, turned round and looked a him with
wonder in her blue eyes—and a quick thrill of a new sentiment passed through the heart of the
young man.

It was absurd—meaningless—yet his seadfast and admiring gaze fell to her dress before that
look: and then ddiberately travelled back to the pretty face again. He finished his boot, and
urged by impulse, advanced nearer—the barriers of etiquette were forgotten; he came to a halt,
coloured to the roots of his hair, tried to say something and forgot it in the saying, and findly,
with much dammering, blurted out—"Ex—good- morning—oh—excuse—er—would—you tell
me the time?’

There was a sudden flash of meriment in the blue eyes, though the bright lips remained
demurely grave as she replied, “ Oh, certainly—it has struck eight o’ clock.”

Summoning up al his courage, he continued:

“It's ddightfully cool—the westher, | mean,” he said, as nervoudy as if he could meen
anything d<e.

“Yes, it is—" she answered—then hdf to hersdf, with the dightest emphasis on the last word,
“very cool.”

George started. Was her innocence mere finished coquetry?

After a few more ordinary remarks, which she answered quietly and without giving him the
dightest hint to remain or to depart, he grew bolder, and asked if he might wak with her dong
the diff.

“And my dger will come too—yes, with pleasure” Miss Freeman replied, a the same time
beckoning to agirl at the door of the Pendennis Boardinghouse.

The dder girl atracted him less—and during ther groll, such conversation as took place was
confined to the other two; she took no part init.

How much one of the three enjoyed that short ramble through dmogt fairy-like surroundings, it
would be hard to describe. He was transported from the torments of hdl his soul had been
enduring for the past hours, to paradise, with an ange for guide and companion!

Whenever she looked to her right, she met the eyes of the young man filled with adoring
admiration. Was she pleased? Perhgps. Girls like to enjoy the widening influence of ther beaty.
If they stopped to consder before exercisng their power, perhgps hel would not be so thickly
populated with ther victims.

Yet | must acknowledge that Bertha Freeman felt some of the respongbility of her charms. She
saw much to like in the smple-hearted youth who had stammered and Stuttered—there was
something refreshing in the deferentid, un-modern air he assumed towards her that rendered him
rather distingué. But he was a mere acquaintance, and she had no intertion of letting him make
any migtake in the matter.

This | soon discovered; so, doubtless, did Sagatheela, and rejoiced thereat. For Oswaldson's
peace of mind, it might have been wel if he had found it out; but he did not. They chatted about
their respective homes (poor George had to invent one for the occasion); they talked of London
and the shops, in which he began to manifest a sudden interest; its thestres, about which he did



not care to converse. (What right had his ided to display such worldly tastes?) It brought back
his doubts as to her sncerity, visons of possble lovers, of foolish badinage and chegp glitter.
Then the eder Miss Freeman remarked that they often had several “boys’ to tea on Sundays, and
“boys’ conveyed to George's mind a sharp pang of jedousy.

He wanted to ask if any of them found favour in her eyes—were they handsome or rich—but
he dared not—yet.

The hour passed dl too quickly, and as he watched the girls returning to the Pendennis for
breskfast, dl the redity and the pleasure of his life seemed to be concentrated in the dim, blue-
frocked figure, with its crown of golden har. Only in the zenith of youth can man's love live in
day-dreams wholly; when the heyday of boyhood is over, he looks on the practical sde of things
with eyes more critica and less generous.

George had not reached the age of scepticism—he was hardly more than a boy, and less
worldly wise than many boys. A certain Scotch canniness warned him againgt disspation—as he
would have sad, there were things in which the devil had the best of the game, and these he
avoided. Otherwise, he was innocent and unsuspecting as a child.

Is it likdy, 1 can hear some one quedtion, that this level-headed youth should act in such an
inconsgent manne—fling himsdf headlong into a crimind society, and try to rush into an
intimacy with astrange girl seen during a seeside holiday?

Incongstent perhaps, but it is the inconsstencies of life thet are true.

Besdes, he was desperate, he had me for his prompter—while the romantic faith of his father's
nature was developing under the gentler influence of Sagatheda Yes—I amiled when | saw this.
Besdes, he was young—and when was youth either stable or rationd? Ten days before he was in
the abyss of misery—now his sou was soaring among the fleecy clouds of the August morning.
In imagination, Bertha Freeman was dready his bride—no consideration of parents, of ways and
means, of anything, only that sweet home in which they could be together, far from the din and
bustle of other people. There is nothing she desires that he will not give her, dainty dresses,
picturesque hats, fragrant flowers, jewels. He suddenly remembered she wore none, not even a
ring. Of course she would want a carriage—he gravely consdered the colour of the footman's
livery. For himsalf he wanted nothing but the right to gaze into those blue eyes.

The acquaintanceship so oddly struck up on the cliff was not dropped. There were redly very
few nice young men a Bournemouth, and as Oswvadson was undoubtedly “nice” the Freeman
girls were not sorry to avall themselves of his company and escort. The elder remained reticent—
the younger aways bright and chaity. They sat in comfortable spots he chose among the pines or
on the sand, accepted his opinions, and listened to his anecdotes, in a manner most soothing to a
young man's vanity.

When he told them of his Scotch home he would quaintly drift into the locd didect, so tha
they often laughed outright—but aways good-humouredly, so that he could join them. Spesking
of his londy days in his uncl€s house, an unconscious pathos in his voice appeded for
sympathy; and he recaved it, which was most wonderful and beautiful of al. He was not the first
man who had migtaken kindness and pity for love.

Whether the conversation were meary or serious, his eyes in their admiraion sddom left the
mobile face of the younger girl. What a pefect profile, what tiny wayward curld And those
eyes, were they ever the same? Yederday they were pensve, to-day laughing—sometimes they
would soften with a strange light, and then his heart beat faster and he vowed to win or die,

But she would never accompany him without her sster. One day, by a rare chance, the eder
girl having wandered off to gather heather, he found her done and asked her to go for a sail. She



refused, with a amile of haf-mischievous pity. Another day he met her going to post a letter, and
the same request met with the same answer, but no smile. Oswaldson went home and worried
over it dl night.

It was the last days of August. They remember it & Bournemouth, for the sun surpassed dl its
former achievements; the “oldest inhabitant” never remembered anything likeit.

The Freemans and Oswaldson directed their steps towards Alum Chine. The white beach walk
was not comfortable even for men in their flat soled shoes; for women it was smply abominable,
the dantily-shod fest gnking until the high heds disappeared, and sand does not respect the
stocking! Each gtride became an effort, and the knowledge that they were hot and had ceased to
look ther best was not without effect on the feminine temper. Angels tha those girlish figures
may sometimes appear, yet they are dl daughters of Eve, and inherit much from her intercourse
with my megter.

On the occasion in question the sand was more pervading than ever. The heat was difling, the
very breath of the sea choked. And the Freeman girls vented their discomfort on my unhappy
client.

Neverthdess, so infatuated was he, though writhing under ther rebuffs, that he consoled
himsdf by remembering how he had heard that nothing was more uncertain than the temper of a
girl inlove

“For goodness sake, Mr Oswaldson, do let us st down! I’ve had quite enough of this wretched
walking.” Hisided shook the sand from her little foot impetiently.

“Where then?’ he asked, feadting his eyes on the ydlow hair, and longing to kiss the lips that
were S0 pretty even in their pouting.

“Oh, here, there, anywhere where the sun isn't! Under the dliff, that will a least protect our
backs. Oh, don’t stand staring, please—I’ m being baked dive!”

George was rather surprised a the last burst of pettishness, but, deciding that anger enhanced
her beauty, was not hurt, only hurried to choose a resting-place.

He found one under the diff, and there they subsided—the girls againgt the great brown wal,
he lying a ther fegt, in such a postion that he could now and then get a glimpse of her face,
without quite didocating his neck! He watched her playing with the sand, letting it dribble
through her fingers, shyly laughing as she sorinkled a little on his coa. It was so innocent, so
guildess—he let her tease him, and loved to watch the movement of the ddlicate white hand.

“A penny for your thoughts?’ she asked at last, her eyes brimming over with mischief.

It was a thrilling moment. In an anxious voice, lowered so that her Sster might not hear, he
sad:

“Do you—redly—wish—to know?’

It was unmigtakable. She coloured, while her sster, who evidently had heard, gave a short
cough that was suspicioudy like a note of warning.

He was about to repeat the question, and more emphaticaly, when she suddenly leaned
forward with the lightest of laughs, and with her stick tilted his hat over his eyes. Before he could
recover, her dster spoke:

“When do you intend to leave Bournemouth, Mr Oswadson?’

“I have not made up my mind.” Then he added to Bertha, with a faint lingering expression, “It
al depends upon circumstances.”

“Where do you go then?’” pursued the elder.

“Oh, back to London, | suppose” His tone was not complimentary—he was wondering why
the Creator dlowed two girlsin afamily.



“You will come and see us perhagps—we live a Blackheath.” It was a “society” tone, without
the faintes shade of cordidity in it. Oswadson decided that the dark girl could be exceedingly
disagreeable when she liked.

“Of course | will,” he sad eagerly enough. After dl it was an invitation, though it might have
been differently given. Again, to the younger, he added, “If you care to see me.”

She smiled indulgently. “We are dways glad to see our friends”

“Then you classify me in the lisg of your friends?” Perhaps, for the indant she forgot the role
she meant to play—perhaps the spirit of mischief, or perhgos her evil genius from Mondpisia
predominated. At any rate she did not answer, only let their eyes meet, and he thought it was
enough.

He was too wholly intoxicated to perceive a figure, dark and sniger, threading its way dong
the beach towards their corner; or to notice the flash of anger that for just one second prevailed in
the eyes of the dder sser—he saw nothing but Berthas glance, and fet that at last they
understood each other.

“You haven't given us your address” she was saying gently. Before he could reply, her sder
brokein:

“Redly, Bertha, he ian't going to-day—are you, Mr Oswadson? And | expect you know lots
of girlsin London, and won't care to burden yoursdlf with two more to cal upon. Isn't that so?’

She looked a him very draght, very resolutdy—and there was something in her face to make
him afraid. He only muttered helplesdy:

“No, | assure you, my circle of lady acquaintancesin London will be gtrictly limited to you.”

“Ah—s0 you say—Mr Oswaldson.”

“And so | mean!” He did not wish to be rude, but it was, to say the least of it, abruptly spoken.

“Shi Shi” interrupted Bertha, shaking her finger with a ddightfully tantalisng gesture and then
laying it on her lips. “Don’t bite her head off!”

“I thought you approved of men with tempers, Miss Freeman’?”

“So | do, but,” with an arch laugh, “1 prefer them at adistance.”

The encouragement in her eyes would have fired the heart of a more experienced man than
Oswadson.

Stretching out his hand, he lad it caressngly on hers—and she, ill smiling down a him, let it
day.

Her sster looked round and frowned; there was an ominous pause before she spoke.

“Did you tell Mr Oswaldson we expect father and mother down here at the end of the week?’

Bertha bit her lip confusedly—my client attributed it to bashfulness.

“No,” she sad—there was a hardness in her voice which puzzled him, and she disengaged her
hand and buslly thrust her fingersinto the loose sand, “I didn’t think it would interest him.”

“By the way, Bertie” the dark girl went on, “you heard from Tom to-day. When is he
coming?’

There was no mistake now. The colour that sprang to her cheeks made the blood leave
Oswaldson's.

“Tom—isthat your brother?’ hetried to say lightly, but he hardly knew his own voice.

There was a pitying softness in his ided’s eyes—but she did not speak. Her sgter did, with a
kind of solemn triumph in her tone.

“Her brother? Oh, dear me, no! her fiancé” This was a grand point for me. Those few words
did more to influence George Oswadson's soul than any | could have bresthed into his ears.
Bravo—what a check for Sagatheelal



During the following few moments of slence, the dark girl wondered what he would say or do.
The boyish face was drawn with pain, and the troubled eyes seemed like those of afar older man.

Then he spoke with an effort—a few words of forma wel-wishing. He did not go away
however—and the conversation became fitful and meaningless.

Just as they darted to go homeward, the figure | have aready mentioned, and which had been
watching the whole scene from a distance, unobserved, came forward. It proved to be
Oswadson’s particular averson, Tombs. Even his ariva was a relief. He looked from one to the
other and laughed—qgratingly and coarsdly.

“If you are waking towards the West Cliff, 1 will come too—unless” here he pretended to
notice Oswadson for the fird time, and with a look waned him not to clam previous
acquaintance—"“unless| am de trop. I'll clear out if you prefer it.”

But Miss Bertha assured him they would be glad of his company—and paired off with him,
leaving the other two to follow.

George retained but a vague recollection of that walk afterwards, he answered his companion’'s
remarks wholly a random. There had been a mighty fal of hope, and he had not yet cleared his
mind of the deburis.

When they halted before the house, however, he heard Tombs say:

“Then you will be at the end of the road, just by that seat, a ten o'clock sharp. Now, don't
fal!”

She laughed lightly.

“Oh, | dways keep appointments. Au revoir.”

With an aching sense of humiliation Oswvadson left them. He did not even say good-bye, nor
glance back at the trim figure that paused for a moment in the gateway with a pitying, remorssful
look a his dowly retregting form. | believe that a that moment Bertha Freeman was nearer to
tears than she ever had been before, or was often likely to be again.

CHAPTER XXIII
A SOUL SAVED

The sun continued to beat on sea and shore—Bournemouth was making its fortune. The vistors
idled, smoked, sewed, knitted, flirted, read, dept—adl agreeing tha summer was summer this
year—just asif it had never been so before.

Through dl the changes that the sun and moon brought to pass, George Oswadson lay
degping.

Tired with the heat, broken in soul and body, after a pretence a a med, he flung himsdf on his
bed, dl dressed as he was, and fdl into a heavy deep, | mysdf the watcher of his dumbers.

If 1 had been the sole controller of his mind, with no one to oppose me and give him contrary
advice, | could have filled his soul with dreams of vengeance, so that he would have wakened
ready to seek out and day the girl who had hurt him so sordy, but—aways “but”—I had not
only to contend againg his naturd tendencies, in themsdves generous, but dso agang the
advantage they offered to Sagatheda | knew she was present, though | could not see her—the
rubbing of the dark sandals on my feet conveyed awarning of peril.

No one came to arouse Oswaldson. In those happy, careless days he had fdlen into the habit of
having his supper left in the parlour, so that he took it when he happened to come in and fet
inclined for it. He dept on, unmissed; and thisis what he dreamed:



It seemed to him that, hagtily putting on a Norfolk jacket and knickerbockers, without waiting
to find a cap, he stepped out into the road and made for the dliff. Glancing a his watch he saw it
was lale—admog midnight. The solemn sound of a church dock filled him with a sudden
indefinable dread, and he hurried on, dmogt expecting to find himsdf pursued by some one or
something.

Drawn by an irresstible force, he descended S Joseph's Steps, dl the while feding sure that
he was not done, but followed by something evil. There was no one in sght, yet there was a
sound of footsteps as if hundreds of people were running over the loose sands—running away
from some grest and terrible danger.

To his right the headland of Swanage jutted out, a towering height fringed with ragged rocks
that glowed curioudy in the moonlight, here a pointed naked crag, there a flat idet covered with
shiny seaweed—and there agan—merciful Heaven! some drange brown object hdf hidden in
the water, like a great brown serpent waiting to drike. The diff ddes were seamed with
precipices, and from each one a phosphorescent ight showed forth grotesque shapes that made
him shudder with their foulness. To the left the shores of Boscombe doped away, and the sand
gleamed yellow and unbroken.

Urged on by unseen hands, he went down to the water and stepped into a boat which was
waiting. With nervous hands and gpprehensive glances he seized the oars and shot out from the
beach to the open sea.

Every object on the shores he passed sood out in the moonlight, magnified beyond
recognition. St Joseph’'s Steps seemed dive with skeletors that gnashed their teeth after him, and
fought and scrambled among themsdves with sharp, cracking screams, for foothold on the
dender ladder. Gradudly the stars seemed to take shgpe, and hang in mid-arr with demon faces,
great rocks that were never bere in the day-time sorang myserioudy from the sea and loomed
ahead. The waves swelled, the wind increased, and howled in his ears, while the white spray
hissed againg the diffs. Then followed thunder and lightning, while the whole sea boiled up like
a great cauldron of whirlpools. There was full danger on dl sdes. Now he was baanced on the
crest of an angry wave and menaced by the things that peopled the ar—agan he was down in
the trough of the sea, in a yawning pit filled with horrors—and this not once but many times.
Findly, he log an oar; and flinging himsdf into the bow of the boat, covered his face, only to
fed himsdf, and the fral craft with him, going down, down, into the cold water that tried to
drown him and could not.

“Surdly,” he gasped, “death will be merciful and end my torture” As he spoke, the choking
sensation vanished, and a sudden hush supervened, and the naturd warmth of his limbs came
back. A ddicious haf dumber fdl upon him—he experienced a happiness as great as his
previous misry. Visons of the mogt perfect kind—green valeys fragrant flowers, dlittering
dreams, gentle-faced girls snging and dancing and beckoning to him—filled dl his imaginetion.
He was lying on a bed of soft grass and daises, near a rippling stream, and shaded by wonderful
trees, where gay-plumaged birds fluttered and sang with a hundred different voices. As he
looked, the waters of the stream appeared to collect in one spot, where they rose into a fountain
tal as the trees and bright as new slve—and forth from the arch of it stepped a maiden of the
most radiant and dazzling fairness.

Her eyes were s0 sweet and kind that he felt no fear, only admiraion and an instant glow of
love. He fdl on his knees and begged her to take him for her knight, let him follow her, serve
her, and above dl, protect her from the men of the evil world. She smiled—oh, such a smile, and
leaning forward, gently laid her hand on his forehead and smoothed back his har. At her touch



the happiness of the gods flooded his soul, and he cried doud for very love and joy—and at his
cry there legped into each face the spirit of recognition, and they saw in one another George
Oswaldson and Bertha Freeman.

Recognition in her face gave place to pity—and a change took place; she was gone, and
ingead, in her place, with folded ams and changdess countenance, stood the Chief of the
Brotherhood.

“To-morrow,” rang the metalic voice, “she dies She is mine to love, mine to kill, and her soul
ismine. Will you save her? To-morrow she dies!”

He raised his voice so that the woods and skies re-echoed it—and my client awoke with a Sart.

But the effect did not wear off. He heard awoman singing beneath his window:

“Honey, my honey—oh come, my loveto me.”

He had met his love in dreamland and plighted his troth. Was she, then, to die? By Heavens,
no! not if his life could save hers. His heart was full of the glory of impending sacrifice, and |
knew again that Sagatheela was strong.

He sa log in thought. Suddenly there flashed into his mind a dim recollection of an
arrangement between Miss Freeman and “that hateful brute,” as he politely designated Tombs.

Now Tombs was a member of the Brotherhood, and for the work of the Brotherhood—ughl—
remaned a Bournemouth. Also, Tombs was not a man to indulge in mere flirting with a girl like
Betha Freeman, neither susceptible enough to fal in love nor sensud enough to please his
beadtly nature; so why did he seek her company? Why, did he stay in Bournemouth at dl. The
Chief, George remembered, had handed Tombs dso a packet. Of course it might contain his
quarterly dipend, yet—somehow he did not think it did. There was only one other and most
horrible dternative—Bertha Freeman elected for deeth by the will of the Chie—Tombs the
chosen ingrument!

The cay that burg from his lips summoned Sagatheda to his sde, not me Acting upon
impulse—her influence, for mine was as nothing—he saized his hat and dashed madly from the
room.

Desperate plans rushed through his mind as he hurried dong the road, now filled with couples
taking ther after-supper congtitutional. More than one turned to look a him, for such a pace was
not customary in ease-loving Bournemouth on a night when it was dmaost too warm to go to bed,
and the candles @llapsed in their holders. At the foot of the road he collided with a choleric old
gentleman, and heard a candid opinion of himsef expressed in choice language. A few yads
father on he ran over a little boy. Feding tha in this case he had gone periloudy near to a
coroner’s inquest, and wishing to think without further mishaps, he crossed the road and sat
down on agrassy eminence that overlooked the bay.

A slver path like the, wake of an unseen ship divided the dark water into two parts. Now and
then a red or green light gleamed far out a sea, and the lamps were 4ill twinkling on the
promenade. But the pier was in darkness, and the pleasure-seekers were turning homewards. His
thoughts were not in accordance with the peace of the night. He was trying hard to be cam, to
act wisdy—and among a host of more or less impracticable ideas, one adone stood out as
feasble, and that only to be carried out if his crud tormentor, Fortune, favoured him for once,

It required, at least, prompt action. With an earnest prayer to Heaven to help him, he sprang up,
and incautioudy stepping on a loose stone, dipped with a crash into the road, to the edification
of a group of rowdy passers-by. But nobody offered to play the rle of good Samaritan, so, a
good ded shaken, but fortunately uninjured, he picked himsdf up, and made the best of his way
to the West Cliffe Hotdl.



The hotd porter eyed him supercilioudy, and Oswaldson, standing on the lowest step, weary,
excited, and srouded in white dugt, with a rent in his nether garments, hardly presented an
imposing appearance.

In answer to his enquiries for Mr Tombs, the porter looked him over carefully, wondering was
he mad, or only drunk. “ "Ereé's a go,” he soliloquised, “broken down and ’df off 'is 'ead with
beer, or may be trouble. A chap with such a phiz could do a murder, | reckon. It makes me
creep.” Then doud, “You wantsto see him?’

Point number one scored for George. Tombs did live here.

“Ishein? he asked eagerly.

“No, he ain't—gone to the club like ’e adways does, and won't be back for ’af an hour, |
expect. Will you leave a message?’

“No, let me wait in his room. You needn’'t look a me like that, I'm not a burglar, though |
daresay | don't appear very respectable. | came a bit of a sorawler in the road—tripped over a
stone.”

Rather amused, and muttering something about a “bamy cove” the porter led the way dong
the well-furnished hdl and up the dairs to the second landing, when he knocked, “just to make
sure,” as he said, at Room 42, and receiving no answer, ushered Oswadson m.

My client’s heart beat fast as he looked round. It was a good-sized room, with bay-windows
opening towards the sea. The bed stood in an alcove. The other furniture conssted of a few cane
chairs, a round table covered with writing materids, a sofa littered with manuscripts, a few
books, and a amdl black trunk bearing the initids T. T. in white lettering. The little clock on the
mantelpiece showed tha it was 11 P.M. Time was flying, and unless he could do something &
once hisvist was usdess.

Firgt, he wanted to get hold of the packet given to Tombs by the Chief. Would he leave it in his
room? How was it to be recognised? for he had only had a glimpse of it. He remembered that
Tombs had worn a Norfolk coat, and dipped the letter into the breast-pocket. Also he had
noticed as a curious fact that the envelope was a bright ydlow, an unusud colour that he
believed he would know again. There was a Norfolk coat hanging on the door. He searched that
fird. Then with catlike steps and light fingers—expecting every moment to hear the door cresk
and to confront his enemy—he went through the pockets of other clothes and underlinen, and
passing over nothing, not even collars, he thoroughly overhauled the chest of drawers. He
glanced at the dock. Ten minutes were gone. There was a step in the corridor, it came nearer, it
stopped at the door—then, oh, thank Heaven, moved on.

He turned to the trunk, the manuscripts, the papers on the table—no, it was nowhere to be seen.
In despair he was about to give it up and quit the room when something he had not observed
before, atracted his attention. It was a Bible. Mere curiosity and the oddity of the idea, led him
to pick it up. It wasridiculoudy light for itsSze.

His eyes sparkled—it was a cunningly made dummy, after dl. Five minutes of the hdf-hour he
had counted on remained. He sought like a frenzied man for the opening. Two of the minutes
elapsed before he discovered it. It swung open amost unexpectedly at last, and he had his
reward. For, gleaming wickedly in the ectric light, lay the light bright yellow packet.

He opened it quickly, transferred the contents to his own pocket, replacing the wrapper where
he found it, and hurried out.

“I can't wait any longer,” he told the porter. “Never mind any message, I'll see Mr Tombs
mysdlf to-morrow.”

“All right, governor,” said the man deepily.



Again Fate helped Oswadson, for Tombs returned another way from the club, and they did not
meet. George's flight home was even swifter than his exit. He locked himsdf into his room, and
carefully spread out and perused the fatal sheet.

“EVERYWHERE YET NOWHERE.
“ August 10, 19—

“ToTHOMASTOMBS, Esq.,
“ Member of the Brotherhood of the
Per secutors of Eve.

“By the will of Providenceit is decreed that the next to fall under the vengeance of the Haters of
Eve is Bertha Emma Freeman, youngest daughter of Thomas Freeman, M.D., of Sunny Oaks,
Blackheath. This girl, young in years, is old in all the qualities which rendered her mother Eve
abominable; and so is selected, through my humble instrumentality, to die the death. Learn then, O
faithful servant, that she is to be found—in company with her equally accursed sister, who only
awaits her turn—at the West Cliffe Hotel, Bournemouth.

“If thou hast indeed obeyed my will, and art in full sympathy with my influence, though miles
may separate us, thou wilt have sought her out before this reaches thy hands.

“Learn, then, to know her well; exert thyself to please her, gain a foothold in her regard, flatter
and increase her vanity. Profess to be wealthy—this goes far with all her sex. Take her out, treat
her well—see thou hast no rival—then prepare the end.

“Over the heather that surmounts the hill above Dursley Chine there is a grey path—it leads to
the brink of a precipice, full a hundred and fifty yards above the beach. If thou standest there, thy
feet will be on a projecting ledge. Also, thou wilt be hid by two full-grown beeches, on either side,
and screened from prying eyes. Is not the spot well chosen, my servant? Thou shalt bring this girl
hithe—openly, and in the morning, and of her own free will; force her not, rather wait her
inclination. She is courageous enough, the edge will allure rather than repel her, and a very small
touch will do the rest. Act with decision. Raise an instant alarm, be outspoken, helpful, and above
al brokenhearted. Remember, she would not be restrained, she would see the cliff over the very
edge for herself. A small bruise obtained in the useless effort to save her would serve thee well. Be
wise, and there is no danger—and thou knowest where to find the gold that shall be paid to thee
within the week.”

It was not 9gned. This was dl. The crudty and hatefulness of it was reveded to the man who st
there staring at the paper, too sick at heart to think of rest or deep. For more than an hour he re-
mained in the same despondent attitude, his chin resting on his hands, racking his brain for a
chance of saving her.

At one moment it seemed to him that he should inform the police; yet he hestated. It meant
such haeful publicity, and again they would not believe his wild gtory, and act wisdy and in
time. No—he would try to see and warn the girl first.

Little deep vidted Oswadson as he tossed uneasly on his bed dl night. | dipped my hand
from time to time over his foreheed—it was burning. Hard as | struggled, and Diagphernes must
have known it from my frequent gopeds for ad—draning mysdf to my utmod, never leaving
that bedside, Sagatheela was stronger 4ill.

If I ganed his ear for a moment, she would win his atention back the next. Her low laugh of
happiness a each new advantage goaded me to fury.

When immorta meets immorta in such a sruggle, such violence of force is used as would put
to scorn the puny efforts of mere mortas. Yet no persona harm can be wrought, other than
thrusting aside or hurling to a distance, for our flesh does not tear, nor our blood flow. We spirits
fight for time!



So dl my attacks on Sagatheda led to nothing more than brief temporary advantage—a gain of
afew patry moments. Throughout the night we plied each other sore—she prevalling.

It was not till seven o'clock that Oswadson dept. Then nature gave in, and he did not open his
eyes until amaid came to the door and told him that breakfast was nearly cold.

He sprang up with a start. How late it was, how much there was to do! He dressed, snatched a
hurried morsdl, with smal regard for the laws of mastication, and set off for the Pendennis.

No sooner had he darted than he became aware of a strange feding of indecison. The Chief
had used no idle threat; the power of that tremendous oath and that dl-pervading influence was
dragging & his soul once more.

He began to be sceptica about the use of his misson. What a fool he was to take dl this
trouble, to expose himsdf to this risk, for a girl who had played skittles with his heart merdly
pour passer letemps.

Why in the name of common sense should he do it? He remembered the Chief’s ceartainty of
his own methods—if the doom was so inevitable, why delay it? Why not let her die now—and
get it over? It would be a d— good thing.

Just as he got to this last stage, | felt assured of victory, and legped into the air with joy.

And | believe Oswadson would have dunk sullenly homewards, assuring himsdf that it was
no afar of his, when some peverse accident—or influence—showed him the figure of Bertha
Freeman coming towards the gate, and looking, | doubt not, divindy fair in his eyes.

His smple unsdfish love swelled up in a torrent and swept asde the current of mere will. |
heard Sagatheda s soft laugh of content as he walked up straight to the girl.

“Miss Freeman, may | speak to you for amoment?’

She looked startled at his earnest tones, and wondered what he could have to say. Did he mean
to accuse her of robbing him of a lifeé's happiness-or merely to beg for her love? But she was a
kind-hearted girl, and redly sorry for the mischief she had thoughtlesdy done—so in an
unusudly gentle manner she consented. At the sght of those blue eyes looking so kindly into his
own, he grew hot and cold dl over, he could hardly restrain a love apped, and began muttering
some incoherent some-things that made her wonder if the heat had affected his brain.

So long as she remained cool he was embarrassed, but when she got tired and a little cross, and
rather sharply told him she had an appointment to keep, he found his cue, and broached the
subject without any further to-do.

Miss Freeman, | heard you promise © meet Mr Tombs a 10.30,” he began, but she interrupted
ialy:

“Is not that my business, Mr Oswaldson?’

It was clear to her that he was suffering from a bad atack of jedousy; she had known men
affected in that way before.

“I know it is, but forgive me, Miss Freeman, | only want to be of service to you. Don't—for
God'’ s sake, don’t go out with him.”

The suspicion that his brain was turned began to make her uneasy. She saw a new expresson
in the eyes usudly full of adoration of hersdf, misread it, ad indinctivdy moved away a few
steps.

“You think I am mad!” he cried, rasng his cap to brush away the perspiration. “But you need
not be afraid of me—it is he—that man Tombs—he will kill you.”

She was certain of his madness now, and fdt faint and weak with fear. But with a great effort
she made a show of composure and said, forcing alaugh:



“Aren't you drawing it rather srong, Mr Oswadson? | confess | have never discovered
anything of the hired villain, the stage assassn—you know the sort of style—about Mr Tombs.
Infact, | redly don't believe he would kill afly.”

Most men when driven to extremes have a trump card to play. George Oswaldson had—it lay
in his pocket. He quickly put the momentous letter into her hand, only saying:

“Please read thet.”

She was on the point of doing so when a third person came upon the scene. It was Tombs
himsdif.

A death-like gdlence fdl on them. Betha Freeman looked into the faces of the two men and
redised that the fate of both lay in the paper she held. Tombs did not spesk—~but the expression
in his eyes was one to make her tremble.

Hatred of Oswaldson—germinated a their fird meeting and since developed into a full-grown,
dominating passion, terror of discovery—for he was a coward and suffered from the craven,
abject fear to which only such natures as his descend; rage at finding himsdf baked on the verge
of success, dl sufficed to turn Tombs into a pitiful object enough. He stood and cringed, he lost
dike df-control and sdf-respect—and when a last he spoke, it was to give himsdf utterly
away.

“Have you read it, Miss Freeman?’ he asked, his voice shaking.

“Not yet. Does it refer to you?' The girl was hersdf again, and faced him dauntlesdy, her
words ringing with a scorn that made him wince.

He put aside her question with another.

“Did he say 07’

“If you mean my friend Mr Oswaldson, he did.”

George's heart legped at the way she sad “my friend.” Oh, it was wel worth it—he could die
gladly now, thinking of the look she gave him.

“1 did,” he sad, and the men confronted each other. “I not only said that it referred to you, but |
explained something of the contents.”

Tombs' snister face went aghcolour.

“You gole it from my room last night?’

“Wedl—yes, | did!” He could even amile.

“Do you know you are athief?’ blustered Tombs.

“Then, don’t you think you had better give me in charge?’

Oswadson went up in the girl’s estimation; he was a finer felow than she had thought, and
had evidently risked a good ded for her sake. The paper dmost burned her fingers, with a
woman's curiodty she longed to make hersdf acquainted with the drange secret it evidently
contained. Tombs only answered Oswadson’s question with an oath. This was George' s chance.

“Kindly remember you are in the presence d a lady,” he said. “If you swear again | shdl think
of referring the matter to the police”

“Y ou will have some difficulty in finding them.”

“| assure you they will be found quite soon enough for you.”

“What do you ingnuate?’

But severd people were stopping in the road to find out the cause of the dtercation. Bertha
scarcely knew what to do. She was too keenly interested in the matter to waive the issue. On the
other hand, things were assuming an ugly aspect, with danger of publicity.

“I think, gentlemen,” she sad, “I am entitled to an explanation. Supposing then, since we are
no longer aone, we adjourn our mesting to the beach.”



Oswaldson acquiesced; but not so Tombs. As far as he was concerned, the game was up, and
the sooner he left Bournemouth the better, so he trimmed his course accordingly.

“I do not wish to quarrd with any one, Miss Freeman, least of dl with you,” he sad in well-
oiled accents. “l only came to tel you how sorry | was to cance the gppointment. Urgent
business makes it necessary that | leave a once for London. Will you kindly pardon me?’

The girl was convinced; she nodded coldly, and without noticing his outstretched hand,
addressed hersdlf to George.

“Will you see me to the town, Mr Oswa dson?’

Before he could speak, Tombs struck in:

“I should like to have my letter, please, Miss Freeman. It can hardly interest you; besdes, it is
my private property, taken from my room in my absence by this gentleman.”

The snering emphass on the last word, coupled with a warning glance from Oswadson,
decided her. She refused point-blank.

Whether it was intentiona or not | cannot tell, but Tombs certainly did raise his fig with dl the
appearance of a threat. Before he could lower it again, a hand clutched the collar of his @at, and
he heard the quiet, stern command of the man he hated.

“Go away! And if you ever show yoursdf here again, it will be the worse for you. Also, you
may tdl the Chief that George Oswaldson is no longer one of his precious Brotherhood.”

This ended the matter as far as Tombs was concerned. An hour later he was speeding on his
way to London, minus the letter, and with black rage gnawing at his vitals.

As for Oswadson, he spent three hours in paradise that morning; and had it not been for the
arivd of a young man in flannds whom she grested as “Tom,” Bertha Freeman might have
done something rash. As it was, they only parted with a pressure of the hands that meant a
sincere and well-understood friendship.

And so my misson ended—in falure. My sandds gave me no more time, and with my tde of
defeat, | was borne back speedily whence | came. Nevertheless | have heard since that the
Brotherhood was not to be robbed of its vengeance.

The dseerage passengers on the outward-bound S.S. Bristd, log one of ther number
overboard, on a dark night when the sea was running high. The only man near him a the time of
the accident told a smple and probable story of vertigo induced by seasickness, and neither the
captain nor any one else saw any reason to doubt hisword.

But the immorta soul of George Oswaldson did not comeinto my keeping.



