1st September 1921

tragedian is huppy who fotters frem the
stage, weeping with his feigned sorrows
while the andience thunders its applause
behind him. At the exit, his gait of sober
dignity caused him to fumble with the
swinging doors; and the Lig revolver in
his jacket pocket hit him on the funny-
hone. He enme forth to the pavement
reeling, with his right elbow passionately
clatehed 1 Ius lefi hand.

A couple of winutes sufficed to restore
him.  He hesitated, standing eclose to a
briliiant. shop window, to let the pave-
ment-throng flow past him. s appetite
was whelfed by the encounter in the eafé:
but the impact of the revolver-butt upon
his sensitive elbow had re-awalkened that
dismal, dim, inward sense. He needed at

least one more effeeiive audicnee.  His
mind pawed the air resoureefully.  The
Iea eame.

O conrse! He nearly said it alond

—it was so obviows.  “Lucille—a last,
slow, signifieant glance; she werits that
—in spite of all! A souveniv I leave hier
—1, who depart to- er—to the clernal
limrmony of the spheres!™

Tt Leartened him like another
ieally combined absinthe; he Neuzished s
cloalk again aeross lis bosem and  hig
shoulder, rescttled Lis hat ot o considered
angle, and, with a dark and dominating
look upon those human worms who shared
the street with him, he strode a1 the divee-
tion of the abode of Lueille.

“Five minules with her-
—whatever she says;
news will shatier her. And then -—7

His thonght halted, brought up short
by the stone wall of reality. Ile pon-
dered.

“She’s o good  child,” he  refleetod.
HShell see reason ! He brooded douhi-
fully wpon that. “She must! Or
dan i, P have to do it1”

arlist-

perhaps ten
for to-moerrow the

vlse,

He was a little subdued 2s he eame to

fhe large apartment-house, a honeveomb
of tiny flats, in which Lueille had her
dwelling.  The front door was already
stnt, whieh made it easicr, upon the Pavis
svatem, for lim o gain admission.  He

Passed the concierge’s lair with a growl
that might have been the name of a
fenanf, and  aseended {lie long narrow

slairs with the gaif of a1 man deep in
thought.

Lueille’s door stood open for the width
of & hand., Whal was strange was that no
light shone throngls it from within, With
a land uplifted, and a thumb poised aver
the hell-push, Guiseard puaised to Hsten.
It scomed to him—hut he eould net he
sure— that someene move + within,  He
thought he deteeted o sound of light feet;
then c¢amne unmistakably the noise of a
picee of furniture knocked aeainst and
shifting.  Theu silenec.

The poet reflecied.  “She is af hoine,”
be concluded, “Since the door is open.
But the light is out. 1s she walking in
fier sleep, then?  Ov-—is it anotler, same
usurper of my place, who awaits her
the dark? We shall see into this!

He waited only to fling his eloak into
place, to drag his hat-hrim formidably
over his brow, then pushing the door
genlly open, he entered the little hall- -way.
Tt seemed to him, as be did se, (hal foot
moved swiftly in the little salon at the
otlier end of it and as suddenly were still,
Witl: three strides he was across the Lall:
Uts intimate uand, reaching  areund the
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pillar of the half-open door, touclied the
clectric-light switch; the cluster of lamps
in the ceiling blazed; and, heetling lis
brows, setting his mouih to the shape of

tired and tolerant irouy, le slepped
within.
“Saer —" he got no further. The

showy oath upon his lips tailed off to a
weall seream as the other ocenpant of the
room hurtied toward him like a shell from
a gun. Ile had only time to see i and
recognise, m  lLeart-stopping horror, the
charaeler and guality of it—the tight-
walsted,  baggv-lrouscered,  Jivid-Laced
Apache, the murderous, hounse-robbing
vermin of the eity-—and the knife in is
lifted hand.  His swiftly apprehending
eyes took in the drng-hleached face, the
lips red as a wonnd, {he cold snake's
eyes of the ereature even while it mshed,
famished for murder, with the thirsty
blade fore-thrust for the plunge.  All this
he saw in a horrid {raction of an mstant,

as o mae might see the lighinine-flash
that blasts hims (he taste of deaih was

salt on his hipsy and then—-

"THERE was a rug in the middle of

the waxed parquel floor; the robber's
ceeomd bound earried him to the centre
of ity s thred shoull have bronght him
to the grapple.  But instead, the g slid
wder hin; there was a marvellons secoml
in whieh he seemed fo the paralysed poet
to exhibit the combined qualitics nf o
confortionist and an acrobat; |
like a shaving planed {rom o hozu‘tl; and
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with a skull-jarring thump, he landed on

his haek and eame skidding {o Guiseard’s
fect, The feet departed frowm nnder Guis
ard and he fell—Jierally and quite n-
voluntarily fell- upon the robber. The
long Jean knife, jarred loose f{rom the
hand that grasped it, went skating aeross
the glass-smooth floor,

The thief ultered two quite unprintable
worils in tones of mild remonstranee and
surprise; hut there was nothing mild in
the manner in whieh he grappled with
the poet.  From a living projectile he
turned without a moment’s interval to o
human octopus, all tentacles and yenom.
He was as flinsy as a paper (lo]l, as
stauneh as a plece of string; there was
nothing to him but desperation and dope;
and he fought like a pronged snake. ‘Hin;
horrible hands, that seemed as great
shovel-hlades upon his pipe-slem \\1lst.=,
tore and gouged and struck: he battled
with his feet like a wild cat that strikes
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fo eviscerate; the poet saw his hlood-red
lips writhe baek over his teeth as he
wormed in towards the neck to bite and
worry. He was vile and dangerons and
shuddersome as a venomous reptile.

UISCARD, every nerve outraged and

unstrung, was scarcely aware that he
fought; he only knew that he sereamed.
e hwd to deeant his forees and liis
terror infto yells, inlo artieulate shricks
that should aronse the Guartier and bring
help.  His brain vang with the noise he
thonght Die wus making; but actually he
nttered only oceasional gasping  velps,
while all that was instinetively resistant
mm him, all the atrophied batile- eapacity
of his bmh wag surging at his plunging,
writhing  antagonist.  Ile had  fallen
squarely on top of the other, and therchy
squelehed most of the wind ont of him
ke a trodden bladider at the very onset;
doubtless it was to that, in the first plae e,
that he owed his bd]\dh(}[l And then,
though there was not muel of i, there
was aetually less of the thief; and as he
squirmed and slapped, he ehaneed upon
i telling blow or two,

The thief’s drendful hands, with fingers
hard as elaws, were for ever seratehing
ahont los neek and faee. A stift thumb
Jahbed aboul his ehieeks, groping for Lis
eves; he knew inoterror what it felt Tor
as 1he ernel nail of it tore and seraped
his skin. Sl windnilling with a1l four
limhs, Lie tried to tear away; the thumb,
plunging blindly, {ook him stquarely in
the mouth.

Then,

reaching down the ages wilh 2
ehastly Tand, some ancestor, seme remote
progenitor far haele in the seale of evolu-
tion, nudged into aetion what mayv— -who
can tell 7= have heen a family trait of the
neolithic Quiseards.  As the thnml, hard
aml haetfal, hit him upon the lips he
opened hig numlh and received it, elamped
down his teeth upon it, and Leld on.

“Let go!™ yelled tlie (hiel.  He had not
uttered a sound, save (he 1wo unprintable
words, up till then.  “Let
Help! Let go! Il-eoc-elp ™

He, at any rate, was not nitering fechle
windy velpm: he sereamed like a woman.
“H-E-I-ELP! he howled in a high,
piereing treble; and Guiseard, coming to
himself with this encouragement (o his
prowess, held on the tighter, The howls
bore Tnm testimony.

Then, it seemed to him, there were other
sownds —syueaks and  wails.  Out of a
corner of one eyve he was aware of Lnetlle,
newly returned 1o her domestie ity, staring
at the :nr:m'wnwnl on her salon floor with
eves of erazy amazement.  And on the
heels of Iltl there came the Lelp whieh ne
one degired move {han the {hief,

And presently, after explanations and
congraiulalions, the police led the sobbing
prisoner away.  And Lueille

“To think,” she said tearfully, “that 1
should have 10])1'0:1:*119(1 thee for thy weak-
ness!  Oh, Gaston!”

co!  Aaow!

T was very liitle after the hour of that

trinmphant reconcilintion that Baies,
having elimbed into his bed, drew the
shicets up around bis neek and promptly
threw them off again.

“Now what the—- - ho began, and com-
pleted the phrase as with one Land he
rubbed his neck where the poet’s pin had

{Continwed an page 32.)



