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The Japanned Box - by Sir 
Arthur Conan Doyle 

It WAS a curious thing, said the private 
tutor; one of those grotesque and 
whimsical incidents which occur to one 
as one goes through life. I lost the best 
situation which I am ever likely to have 
through it. But I am glad that I went to 
Thorpe Place, for I gained̶well, as I tell 
you the story you will learn what I 
gained. 
I don't know whether you are familiar 
with that part of the Midlands which is 
drained by the Avon. It is the most 
English part of England. Shakespeare, the 
flower of the whole race, was born right 
in the middle of it. It is a land of rolling 
pastures, rising in higher folds to the 



westwards, until they swell into the 
Malvern Hills. There are no towns, but 
numerous villages, each with its grey 
Norman church. You have left the brick 
of the southern and eastern counties 
behind you, and everything is stone̶
stone for the walls, and lichened slabs of 
stone for the roofs. It is all grim and solid 
and massive, as befits the heart of a great 
nation. 
It was in the middle of this country, not 
very far from Evesham, that Sir John 
Bollamore lived in the old ancestral home 
of Thorpe Place, and thither it was that I 
came to teach his two little sons. Sir John 
was a widower̶his wife had died three 
years before̶and he had been left with 
these two lads aged eight and ten, and 
one dear little girl of seven. Miss 
Witherton, who is now my wife, was 



governess to this little girl. I was tutor to 
the two boys. Could there be a more 
obvious prelude to an engagement? She 
governs me now, and I tutor two little 
boys of our own. But, there̶I have 
already revealed what it was which I 
gained in Thorpe Place! 
It was a very, very old house, incredibly 
old̶pre-Norman, some of it̶and the 
Bollamores claimed to have lived in that 
situation since long before the Conquest. 
It struck a chill to my heart when first I 
came there, those enormously thick grey 
walls, the rude crumbling stones, the 
smell as from a sick animal which 
exhaled from the rotting plaster of the 
aged building. But the modern wing was 
bright and the garden was well kept. No 
house could be dismal which had a pretty 



girl inside it and such a show of roses in 
front. 
Apart from a very complete staff of 
servants there were only four of us in the 
household. These were Miss Witherton, 
who was at that time four-and-twenty and 
as pretty̶well, as pretty as Mrs. Colmore 
is now̶myself, Frank Colmore, aged 
thirty, Mrs. Stevens, the housekeeper, a 
dry, silent woman, and Mr. Richards, a 
tall military-looking man, who acted as 
steward to the Bollamore estates. We four 
always had our meals together, but Sir 
John had his usually alone in the library. 
Sometimes he joined us at dinner, but on 
the whole we were just as glad when he 
did not. 
For he was a very formidable person. 
Imagine a man six feet three inches in 
height, majestically built, with a high-



nosed, aristocratic face, brindled hair, 
shaggy eyebrows, a small, pointed 
Mephistophelian beard, and lines upon 
his brow and round his eyes as deep as if 
they had been carved with a penknife. He 
had grey eyes, weary, hopeless-looking 
eyes, proud and yet pathetic, eyes which 
claimed your pity and yet dared you to 
show it. His back was rounded with study, 
but otherwise he was as fine a looking 
man of his age̶five-and-fifty perhaps̶as 
any woman would wish to look upon. 

But his presence was not a cheerful one. 
He was always courteous, always refined, 
but singularly silent and retiring. I have 
never lived so long with any man and 
known so little of him. If he were indoors 
he spent his time either in his own small 
study in the Eastern Tower, or in the 



library in the modern wing. So regular 
was his routine that one could always say 
at any hour exactly where he would be. 
Twice in the day he would visit his study, 
once after breakfast, and once about ten 
at night. You might set your watch by the 
slam of the heavy door. For the rest of the 
day he would be in his library̶save that 
for an hour or two in the afternoon he 
would take a walk or a ride, which was 
solitary like the rest of his existence. He 
loved his children, and was keenly 
interested in the progress of their studies, 
but they were a little awed by the silent, 
shaggy-browed figure, and they avoided 
him as much as they could. Indeed, we 
all did that. 

It was some time before I came to know 
anything about the circumstances of Sir 



John Bollamore's life, for Mrs. Stevens, 
the housekeeper, and Mr. Richards, the 
land-steward, were too loyal to talk easily 
of their employer's affairs. As to the 
governess, she knew no more than I did, 
and our common interest was one of the 
causes which drew us together. At last, 
however, an incident occurred which led 
to a closer acquaintance with Mr. 
Richards and a fuller knowledge of the 
life of the man whom I served. 

The immediate cause of this was no less 
than the falling of Master Percy, the 
youngest of my pupils, into the mill-race, 
with imminent danger both to his life and 
to mine, since I had to risk myself in 
order to save him. Dripping and 
exhausted̶for I was far more spent than 
the child̶I was making for my room 



when Sir John, who had heard the 
hubbub, opened the door of his little 
study and asked me what was the matter. 
I told him of the accident, but assured 
him that his child was in no danger, while 
he listened with a rugged, immobile face, 
which expressed in its intense eyes and 
tightened lips all the emotion which he 
tried to conceal. 
"One moment! Step in here! Let me have 
the details!" said he, turning back through 
the open door. 
And so I found myself within that little 
sanctum, inside which, as I afterwards 
learned, no other foot had for three years 
been set save that of the old servant who 
cleaned it out. It was a round room, 
conforming to the shape of the tower in 
which it was situated, with a low ceiling, 
a single narrow, ivy-wreathed window, 



and the simplest of furniture. An old 
carpet, a single chair, a deal table, and a 
small shelf of books made up the whole 
contents. On the table stood a full-length 
photograph of a woman̶I took no 
particular notice of the features, but I 
remember, that a certain gracious 
gentleness was the prevailing impression. 
Beside it were a large black japanned box 
and one or two bundles of letters or 
papers fastened together with elastic 
bands. 
Our interview was a short one, for Sir 
John Bollamore perceived that I was 
soaked, and that I should change without 
delay. The incident led, however, to an 
instructive talk with Richards, the agent, 
who had never penetrated into the 
chamber which chance had opened to 
me. That very afternoon he came to me, 



all curiosity, and walked up and down the 
garden path with me, while my two 
charges played tennis upon the lawn 
beside us. 
"You hardly realise the exception which 
has been made in your favour," said he. 
"That room has been kept such a mystery, 
and Sir John's visits to it have been so 
regular and consistent, that an almost 
superstitious feeling has arisen about it in 
the household. I assure you that if I were 
to repeat to you the tales which are flying 
about, tales of mysterious visitors there, 
and of voices overheard by the servants, 
you might suspect that Sir John had 
relapsed into his old ways." 
"Why do you say relapsed?" I asked. 
He looked at me in surprise. 



"Is it possible," said he, "that Sir John 
Bollamore's previous history is unknown 
to you?" 
"Absolutely." 
"You astound me. I thought that every 
man in England knew something of his 
antecedents. I should not mention the 
matter if it were not that you are now one 
of ourselves, and that the facts might 
come to your ears in some harsher form if 
I were silent upon them. I always took it 
for granted that you knew that you were 
in the service of 'Devil' Bollamore." 
"But why 'Devil'?" I asked. 
"Ah, you are young and the world moves 
fast, but twenty years ago the name of 
'Devil' Bollamore was one of the best 
known in London. He was the leader of 
the fastest set, bruiser, driver, gambler, 



drunkard̶a survival of the old type, and 
as bad as the worst of them." 
I stared at him in amazement. 
"What!" I cried, "that quiet, studious, sad-
faced man?" 
"The greatest rip and debauchee in 
England! All between ourselves, Colmore. 
But you understand now what I mean 
when I say that a woman's voice in his 
room might even now give rise to 
suspicions." 

"But what can have changed him so?" 
"Little Beryl Clare, when she took the risk 
of becoming his wife. That was the 
turning point. He had got so far that his 
own fast set had thrown him over. There 
is a world of difference, you know, 
between a man who drinks and a 
drunkard. They all drink, but they taboo a 



drunkard. He had become a slave to it̶
hopeless and helpless. Then she stepped 
in, saw the possibilities of a fine man in 
the wreck, took her chance in marrying 
him though she might have had the pick 
of a dozen, and, by devoting her life to it, 
brought him back to manhood and 
decency. You have observed that no 
liquor is ever kept in the house. There 
never has been any since her foot crossed 
its threshold. A drop of it would be like 
blood to a tiger even now." 
"Then her influence still holds him?" 
"That is the wonder of it. When she died 
three years ago, we all expected and 
feared that he would fall back into his old 
ways. She feared it herself, and the 
thought gave a terror to death, for she 
was like a guardian angel to that man, 
and lived only for the one purpose. By 



the way, did you see a black japanned 
box in his room?" 
"Yes." 

"I fancy it contains her letters. If ever he 
has occasion to be away, if only for a 
single night, he invariably takes his black 
japanned box with him. Well, well, 
Colmore, perhaps I have told you rather 
more than I should, but I shall expect you 
to reciprocate if anything of interest 
should come to your knowledge." 
I could see that the worthy man was 
consumed with curiosity and just a little 
piqued that I, the newcomer, should have 
been the first to penetrate into the 
untrodden chamber. But the fact raised 
me in his esteem, and from that time 
onwards I found myself upon more 
confidential terms with him. 



And now the silent and majestic figure of 
my employer became an object of greater 
interest to me. I began to understand that 
strangely human look in his eyes, those 
deep lines upon his care-worn face. He 
was a man who was fighting a ceaseless 
battle, holding at arm's length, from 
morning till night, a horrible adversary 
who was forever trying to close with him
̶an adversary which would destroy him 
body and soul could it but fix its claws 
once more upon him. As I watched the 
grim, round-backed figure pacing the 
corridor or walking in the garden, this 
imminent danger seemed to take bodily 
shape, and I could almost fancy that I 
saw this most loathsome and dangerous 
of all the fiends crouching closely in his 
very shadow, like a half-cowed beast 



which slinks beside its keeper, ready at 
any unguarded moment to spring at his 
throat. And the dead woman, the woman 
who had spent her life in warding off this 
d ang e r, t o o k s h ape a l s o t o my 
imagination, and I saw her as a shadowy 
but beautiful presence which intervened 
for ever with arms uplifted to screen the 
man whom she loved. 
In some subtle way he divined the 
sympathy which I had for him, and he 
showed in his own silent fashion that he 
appreciated it. He even invited me once 
to share his afternoon walk, and although 
no word passed between us on this 
occasion, it was a mark of confidence 
which he had never shown to anyone 
before. He asked me also to index his 
library (it was one of the best private 
libraries in England), and I spent many 



hours in the evening in his presence, if 
not in his society, he reading at his desk 
and I sitting in a recess by the window 
reducing to order the chaos which existed 
among his books. In spite of these close 
relations I was never again asked to enter 
the chamber in the turret. 
And then came my revulsion of feeling. A 
single incident changed all my sympathy 
to loathing, and made me realise that my 
employer still remained all that he had 
ever been, with the additional vice of 
hypocrisy. What happened was as follows. 

One evening Miss Witherton had gone 
down to Broadway, the neighbouring 
village, to sing at a concert for some 
charity, and I, according to my promise, 
had walked over to escort her back. The 
drive sweeps round under the eastern 



turret, and I observed as I passed that the 
light was lit in the circular room. It was a 
summer evening, and the window, which 
was a little higher than our heads, was 
open. We were, as it happened, engrossed 
in our own conversation at the moment 
and we had paused upon the lawn which 
skirts the old turret, when suddenly 
something broke in upon our talk and 
turned our thoughts away from our own 
affairs. 
It was a voice̶the voice undoubtedly of 
a woman. It was low̶so low that it was 
only in that still night air that we could 
have heard it, but, hushed as it was, there 
was no mistaking its feminine timbre. It 
spoke hurriedly, gaspingly for a few 
sentences, and then was silent̶a piteous, 
breathless, imploring sort of voice. 
MissWitherton and I stood for an instant 



staring at each other. Then we walked 
quickly in the direction of the hall-door. 

"It came through the window," I said. 
"We mu s t n o t p l a y t h e p a r t o f 
eavesdroppers," she answered. "We must 
forget that we have ever heard it." 
There was an absence of surprise in her 
manner which suggested a new idea to 
me. 
"You have heard it before," I cried. 
"I could not help it. My own room is 
higher up on the same turret. It has 
happened frequently." 
"Who can the woman be?" 
"I have no idea. I had rather not discuss 
it." 
Her voice was enough to show me what 
she thought. But granting that our 
employer led a double and dubious life, 



who could she be, this mysterious woman 
who kept him company in the old tower? 
I knew from my own inspection how 
bleak and bare a room it was. She 
certainly did not live there. But in that 
case where did she come from? It could 
not be anyone of the household. They 
were all under the vigilant eyes of Mrs. 
Stevens. The visitor must come from 
without. But how? 
And then suddenly I remembered how 
ancient this building was, and how 
probable that some mediaeval passage 
existed in it. There is hardly an old castle 
without one. The mysterious room was 
the basement of the turret, so that if there 
were anything of the sort it would open 
through the floor. There were numerous 
cottages in the immediate vicinity. The 
other end of the secret passage might lie 



among some tangle of bramble in the 
neighbouring copse. I said nothing to 
anyone, but I felt that the secret of my 
employer lay within my power. 

And the more convinced I was of this the 
more I marvelled at the manner in which 
he concealed his true nature. Often as I 
watched his austere figure, I asked myself 
if it were indeed possible that such a man 
should be living this double life, and I 
tried to persuade myself that my 
suspicions might after all prove to be ill-
founded. But there was the female voice, 
there was the secret nightly rendezvous in 
the turret-chamber̶how could such facts 
admit of an innocent interpretation. I 
conceived a horror of the man. I was 
filled with loathing at his deep, consistent 
hypocrisy. 



Only once during all those months did I 
ever see him without that sad but 
impassive mask which he usually 
presented towards his fellow-man. For an 
instant I caught a glimpse of those 
volcanic fires which he had damped 
down so long. The occasion was an 
unworthy one, for the object of his wrath 
was none other than the aged charwoman 
whom I have already mentioned as being 
the one person who was allowed within 
his mysterious chamber. I was passing the 
corridor which led to the turret̶for my 
own room lay in that direction̶when I 
heard a sudden, startled scream, and 
merged in it the husky, growling note of a 
man who is inarticulate with passion. It 
was the snarl of a furious wild beast. 
Then I heard his voice thrilling with 



anger. "You would dare!" he cried. "You 
would dare to disobey my directions!" An 
instant later the charwoman passed me, 
flying down the passage, white-faced and 
tremulous, while the terrible voice 
thundered behind her. "Go to Mrs. 
Stevens for your money! Never set foot in 
Thorpe Place again!" Consumed with 
curiosity, I could not help following the 
woman, and found her round the corner 
leaning against the wall and palpitating 
like a frightened rabbit. 

"What is the matter, Mrs. Brown?" I 
asked. 
"It's master!" she gasped. "Oh, 'ow 'e 
frightened me! If you had seen 'is eyes, 
Mr. Colmore, sir. I thought 'e would 'ave 
been the death of me." 
"But what had you done?" 



"Done, sir! Nothing. At least nothing to 
make so much of. Just laid my 'and on 
that black box of 'is̶'ain't even opened 
it, when in 'e came and you ‘eard the way 
'e went on. I've lost my place, and glad I 
am of it, for I would never trust myself 
within reach of 'I'm again." 
So it was the japanned box which was the 
cause of this outburst̶the box from 
which he would never permit himself to 
be separated. What was the connection, 
or was there any connection between this 
and the secret visits of the lady whose 
voice I had overheard? Sir John 
Bollamore's wrath was enduring as well as 
fiery, for from that day Mrs. Brown, the 
charwoman, vanished from our ken, and 
Thorpe Place knew her no more. 
And now I wish to tell you the singular 
chance which solved all these strange 



questions and put my employer's secret in 
my possession. The story may leave you 
with some lingering doubts as to whether 
my curiosity did not get the better of my 
honou r, and whe the r I d i d no t 
condescend to play the spy. If you choose 
to think so I cannot help it, but can only 
assure you that, improbable as it may 
appear, the matter came about exactly as 
I describe it. 
The first stage in this denouement was 
that the small room in the turret became 
uninhabitable. This occurred through the 
fall of the worm-eaten oaken beam which 
supported the ceiling. Rotten with age, it 
snapped in the middle one morning, and 
brought down a quantity of plaster with it. 
Fortunately Sir John was not in the room 
at the time. His precious box was rescued 
from amongst the debris and brought into 



the library, where, henceforward, it was 
locked within his bureau. Sir John took 
no steps to repair the damage, and I 
never had an opportunity of searching for 
that secret passage, the existence of 
which I had surmised. As to the lady, I 
had thought that this would have brought 
her visits to an end, had I not one 
evening heard Mr. Richards asking Mrs. 
Stevens who the woman was whom he 
had overheard talking to Sir John in the 
library. I could not catch her reply, but I 
saw from her manner that it was not the 
first time that she had had to answer or 
avoid the same question. 
"You've heard the voice, Colmore?" said 
the agent. 
I confessed that I had. 
"And what do YOU think of it?" 



I shrugged my shoulders, and remarked 
that it was no business of mine. 
"Come, come, you are just as curious as 
any of us. Is it a woman or not?" 
"It is certainly a woman." 
"Which room did you hear it from?" 
"From the turret-room, before the ceiling 
fell." 
"But I heard it from the library only last 
night. I passed the doors as I was going to 
bed, and I heard something wailing and 
praying just as plainly as I hear you. It 
may be a woman̶̶" 
"Why, what else COULD it be?" 
He looked at me hard. 
"There are more things in heaven and 
earth," said he. "If it is a woman, how 
does she get there?" 
"I don't know." 



"No, nor I. But if it is the other thing̶but 
there, for a practical business man at the 
end of the nineteenth century this is 
rather a ridiculous line of conversation." 
He turned away, but I saw that he felt 
even more than he had said. To all the 
old ghost stories of Thorpe Place a new 
one was being added before our very 
eyes. It may by this time have taken its 
permanent p lace , fo r though an 
explanation came to me, it never reached 
the others. 

And my explanation came in this way. I 
had suffered a sleepless night from 
neuralgia, and about midday I had taken 
a heavy dose of chlorodyne to alleviate 
the pain. At that time I was finishing the 
indexing of Sir John Bollamore's library, 
and it was my custom to work there from 



five till seven. On this particular day I 
struggled against the double effect of my 
bad night and the narcotic. I have already 
mentioned that there was a recess in the 
library, and in this it was my habit to 
work. I settled down steadily to my task, 
but my weariness overcame me and, 
falling back upon the settee, I dropped 
into a heavy sleep. 
How long I slept I do not know, but it was 
quite dark when I awoke. Confused by 
the chlorodyne which I had taken, I lay 
motionless in a semi-conscious state. The 
great room with its high walls covered 
with books loomed darkly all round me. A 
dim radiance from the moonlight came 
through the farther window, and against 
this lighter background I saw that Sir 
John Bollamore was sitting at his study 
table. His well-set head and clearly cut 



profile were sharply outlined against the 
glimmering square behind him. He bent 
as I watched him, and I heard the sharp 
turning of a key and the rasping of metal 
upon metal. As if in a dream I was 
vaguely conscious that this was the 
japanned box which stood in front of him, 
and that he had drawn something out of 
it, something squat and uncouth, which 
now lay before him upon the table. I 
never realised̶it never occurred to my 
be-muddled and torpid brain that I was 
intruding upon his privacy, that he 
imagined himself to be alone in the room. 
And then, just as it rushed upon my 
horrified perceptions, and I had half risen 
to announce my presence, I heard a 
strange, crisp, metallic clicking, and then 
the voice. 



Yes, it was a woman's voice; there could 
not be a doubt of it. But a voice so 
charged with entreaty and with yearning 
love, that it will ring for ever in my ears. 
It came with a curious faraway tinkle, but 
every word was clear, though faint̶very 
faint, for they were the last words of a 
dying woman. 

"I am not really gone, John," said the thin, 
gasping voice. "I am here at your very 
elbow, and shall be until we meet once 
more. I die happy to think that morning 
and night you will hear my voice. Oh, 
John, be strong, be strong, until we meet 
again." 
I say that I had risen in order to 
announce my presence, but I could not 
do so while the voice was sounding. I 
could only remain half lying, half sitting, 



paralysed, astounded, listening to those 
yearning distant musical words. And he̶
he was so absorbed that even if I had 
spoken he might not have heard me. But 
with the silence of the voice came my 
h a l f a r t i c u l a t e d a p o l o g i e s a n d 
explanations. He sprang across the room, 
switched on the electric light, and in its 
white glare I saw him, his eyes gleaming 
with anger, his face twisted with passion, 
as the hapless charwoman may have seen 
him weeks before. 
"Mr. Colmore!" he cried. "You here! What 
is the meaning of this, sir?" 
With halting words I explained it all, my 
neuralgia, the narcotic, my luckless sleep 
and singular awakening. As he listened 
the glow of anger faded from his face, 
and the sad, impassive mask closed once 
more over his features. 



"My secret is yours, Mr. Colmore," said 
he. "I have only myself to blame for 
relaxing my precautions. Half confidences 
are worse than no confidences, and so 
you may know all since you know so 
much. The story may go where you will 
when I have passed away, but until then I 
rely upon your sense of honour that no 
human soul shall hear it from your lips. I 
am proud still̶God help me!̶or, at 
least, I am proud enough to resent that 
pity which this story would draw upon 
me. I have smi led a t envy, and 
disregarded hatred, but pity is more than 
I can tolerate. 
"You have heard the source from which 
the voice comes̶that voice which has, as 
I understand, excited so much curiosity in 
my household. I am aware of the rumours 



to which it has given rise. These 
speculations, whether scandalous or 
superstitious, are such as I can disregard 
and forgive. What I should never forgive 
wou ld be a d i s loya l spy ing and 
eavesdropping in order to satisfy an illicit 
curiosity. But of that, Mr. Colmore, I 
acquit you. 
"When I was a young man, sir, many 
years younger than you are now, I was 
launched upon town without a friend or 
adviser, and with a purse which brought 
only too many false friends and false 
advisers to my side. I drank deeply of the 
wine of life̶if there is a man living who 
has drunk more deeply he is not a man 
whom I envy. My purse suffered, my 
character suffered, my constitution 
suffered, stimulants became a necessity to 
me, I was a creature from whom my 



memory recoils. And it was at that time, 
the time of my blackest degradation, that 
God sent into my life the gentlest, 
sweetest spirit that ever descended as a 
ministering angel from above. She loved 
me, broken as I was, loved me, and spent 
her life in making a man once more of 
that which had degraded itself to the level 
of the beasts. 
"But a fell disease struck her, and she 
withered away before my eyes. In the 
hour of her agony it was never of herself, 
of her own sufferings and her own death 
that she thought. It was all of me. The 
one pang which her fate brought to her 
was the fear that when her influence was 
removed I should revert to that which I 
had been. It was in vain that I made oath 
to her that no drop of wine would ever 
cross my lips. She knew only too well the 



hold that the devil had upon me̶she 
who had striven so to loosen it̶and it 
haunted her night and day the thought 
that my soul might again be within his 
grip. 
"It was from some friend's gossip of the 
sick room that she heard of this invention
̶this phonograph̶and with the quick 
insight of a loving woman she saw how 
she might use it for her ends. She sent me 
to London to procure the best which 
money could buy. With her dying breath 
she gasped into it the words which have 
held me straight ever since. Lonely and 
broken, what else have I in all the world 
to uphold me? But it is enough. Please 
God, I shall face her without shame when 
He is pleased to reunite us! That is my 
secret, Mr. Colmore, and whilst I live I 
leave it in your keeping." 



Story 2 

The Baron's Quarry - by 
Egerton Castle 

"Oh, no, I assure you, you are not boring 
Mr. Marshfield," said this personage 
himself in his gentle voice̶that curious 
voice that could flow on for hours, 
promulgating profound and startling 
theories on every department of human 
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knowledge or conducting paradoxical 
arguments without a single inflection or 
pause of hesitation. "I am, on the 
contrary, much interested in your hunting 
talk. To paraphrase a well-worn quotation 
somewhat widely, nihil humanum a me 
alienum est. Even hunting stories may 
have their point of biological interest; the 
philologist sometimes pricks his ear to the 
jargon of the chase; moreover, I am not 
incapable of appreciating the subject 
matter itself. This seems to excite some 
derision. I admit I am not much of a 
sportsman to look at, nor, indeed, by 
instinct, yet I have had some out-of-the-
way experiences in that line̶generally 
when intent on other pursuits. I doubt, for 
instance, if even you, Major Travers, 
notwithstanding your well-known exploits 
against man and beast, notwithstanding 



that doubtful smile of yours, could match 
the strangeness of a certain hunting 
adventure in which I played an important 
part." 
The speaker's small, deep-set, black eyes, 
that never warmed to anything more 
human than a purely speculative scientific 
interest in his surroundings, here 
wandered round the skeptical yet 
expectant circle with bland amusement. 
He stretched out his bloodless fingers for 
another of his host's superfine cigars and 
proceeded, with only such interruptions 
as were occasioned by the lighting and 
careful smoking of the latter. 
"I was returning home after my prolonged 
stay in Petersburg, intending to linger on 
my way and test with mine own ears 
certain among the many dialects of 
Eastern Europe̶anent which there is a 



symmetrical little cluster of philological 
knotty points it is my modest intention 
one day to unravel. However, that is 
neither here nor there. On the road to 
Hungary I bethought myself opportunely 
of proving the once pressingly offered 
hospitality of the Baron Kossowski. 

"You may have met the man, Major 
Travers; he was a tremendous sportsman, 
if you like. I first came across him at 
McNeil's place in remote Ireland. Now, 
being in Bukowina, within measurable 
distance of his Carpathian abode, and 
curious to see a Polish lord at home, I 
remembered his invitation. It was already 
of long standing, but it had been warm, 
born in fact of a sudden fit of enthusiasm 
for me"̶here a half-mocking smile 
quivered an instant under the speaker's 



black moustache̶"which, as it was 
characteristic, I may as well tell you 
about. 

"It was on the day of, or, rather, to be 
accurate, on the day after my arrival, 
toward the small hours of the morning, in 
the smoking room at Rathdrum. Our host 
was peacefully snoring over his empty 
pipe and his seventh glass of whisky, also 
empty. The rest of the men had slunk off 
to bed. The baron, who all unknown to 
himself had been a subject of most 
interesting observation to me the whole 
evening, being now practically alone with 
me, condescended to turn an eye, as wide 
awake as a fox's, albeit slightly bloodshot, 
upon the contemptible white-faced person 
who had preferred spending the raw 
hours over his papers, within the radius 



of a glorious fire's warmth, to creeping 
slyly over treacherous quagmires in the 
pursuit of timid bog creatures (snipe 
shooting had been the order of the day)-
the baron, I say, became aware of my 
existence and entered into conversation 
with me. 
"He would no doubt have been much 
surprised could he have known that he 
was already mapped out, chronologically 
and physiognomically, catalogued with 
care and neatly laid by in his proper 
ethnological box, in my private type 
museum; that, as I sat and examined him 
from my different coigns of vantage in 
library, in dining and smoking room that 
evening, not a look of his, not a gesture 
went forth but had significance for me. 
"You, I had thought, with your broad 
shoulders and deep chest; your massive 



head that should have gone with a tall 
stature, not with those short sturdy limbs; 
with your thick red hair, that should have 
been black for that matter, as should your 
wide-set yellow eyes̶you would be a real 
puzzle to one who did not recognize in 
you equal mixtures of the fair, stalwart 
and muscular Slav with the bilious-
sanguine, thick-set, wiry Turanian. Your 
pedigree would no doubt bear me out: 
there is as much of the Magyar as of the 
Pole in your anatomy. Athlete, and yet a 
tangle of nerves; a ferocious brute at 
bottom, I dare say, for your broad 
forehead inclines to flatness; under your 
bristling beard your jaw must protrude, 
and the base of your skull is ominously 
thick. And, with all that, capable of ideal 
transports: when that girl played and sang 
to-night I saw the swelling of your eyelid 



veins, and how that small, tenacious, 
claw-like hand of yours twitched! You 
would be a fine leader of men̶but God 
help the wretches in your power! 
"So had I mused upon him. Yet I confess 
that when we came in closer contact with 
each other, even I was not proof against 
the singular courtesy of his manner and 
his unaccountable personal charm. 
"Our conversation soon grew interesting; 
to me as a matter of course, and evidently 
to him also. A few general words led to 
interchange of remarks upon the country 
we were both visitors in and so to 
national characteristics̶Pole and 
Irishman have not a few in common, both 
in their nature and history. An 
observation which he made, not without a 
certain flash in his light eyes and a 
transient uncovering of the teeth, on the 



Irish type of female beauty suddenly 
suggested to me a stanza of an ancient 
Polish ballad, very full of milk-and-blood 
imagery, of alternating ferocity and 
voluptuousness. This I quoted to the 
astounded foreigner in the vernacular, 
and this it was that metamorphosed his 
mere perfection of civility into sudden 
warmth, and, in fact, procured me the 
invitation in question. 
"When I left Rathdrum the baron's last 
words to me were that if I ever thought of 
visiting his country otherwise than in 
books, he held me bound to make Yany, 
his Galician seat, my headquarters of 
study. 
"From Czernowicz, therefore, where I 
stopped some time, I wrote, received in 
due time a few lines of prettily worded 
reply, and ultimately entered my sled in 



the nearest town to, yet at a most 
forbidding distance from, Yany, and 
started on my journey thither. 
"The undertaking meant many long hours 
of undulation and skidding over the 
November snow, to the somniferous bell 
jangle of my dirty little horses, the only 
impression of interest being a weird gypsy 
concert I came in for at a miserable 
drinking-booth half buried in the snow 
where we halted for the refreshment of 
man and beast. Here, I remember, I 
discovered a very definite connection 
between the characteristic run of the 
tsimbol, the peculiar bite of the Zigeuner's 
bow on his fiddle-string, and some 
distinctive points of Turanian tongues. In 
other countries, in Spain, for instance, 
your gypsy speaks differently on his 
instrument. But, oddly enough, when I 



later attempted to put this observation on 
paper I could find no word to express it." 
A few of our company evinced signs of 
sleepiness, but most of us who knew 
Marshfield, and that he could, unless he 
had something novel to say, be as silent 
and retiring as he now evinced signs of 
being copious, awaited further 
developments with patience. He has his 
own deliberate way of speaking, which he 
evidently enjoys greatly, though it be 
occasionally trying to his listeners. 
"On the afternoon of my second day's 
drive, the snow, which till then had fallen 
fine and continuous, ceased, and my 
Jehu, suddenly interrupting himself in the 
midst of some exciting wolf story quite in 
keeping with the time of year and the 
wild surroundings, pointed to a distant 
spot against the gray sky to the northwest, 



between two wood-covered folds of 
ground̶the first eastern spurs of the 
great Carpathian chain. 
"'There stands Yany,' said he. I looked at 
my far-off goal with interest. As we drew 
nearer, the sinking sun, just dipping 
behind the hills, tinged the now distinct 
frontage with a cold copper-like gleam, 
but it was only for a minute; the next the 
building became nothing more to the eye 
than a black irregular silhouette against 
the crimson sky. 

"Before we entered the long, steep avenue 
of poplars, the early winter darkness was 
upon us, rendered all the more depressing 
by gray mists which gave a ghostly aspect 
to such objects as the sheen of the snow 
rendered visible. Once or twice there 
were feeble flashes of light looming in 



iridescent halos as we passed little 
clusters of hovels, but for which I should 
have been induced to fancy that the great 
Hof stood alone in the wilderness, such 
was the deathly stillness around. But even 
as the tall, square building rose before us 
above the vapour, yellow lighted in 
various stories, and mighty in height and 
breadth, there broke upon my ear a deep-
mouthed, menacing bay, which gave at 
once almost alarming reality to the eerie 
surroundings. 'His lordship's boar and 
wolf hounds,' quoth my charioteer calmly, 
unmindful of the regular pandemonium, 
of howls and barks which ensued as he 
skilfully turned his horses through the 
gateway and flogged the tired beasts into 
a sort of shambling canter that we might 
land with glory before the house door: a 



weakness common, I believe, to drivers of 
all nations. 

"I alighted in the court of honour, and 
while awaiting an answer to my tug at the 
bell, stood, broken with fatigue, 
depressed, chilled and aching, 
questioning the wisdom of my 
proceedings and the amount of comfort, 
physical and moral, that was likely to 
await me in a tête-à-tête visit with a well-
mannered savage in his own home. 
"The unkempt tribe of stable retainers 
who began to gather round me and my 
rough vehicle in the gloom, with their 
evil-smelling sheepskins and their 
resigned, battered visages, were not 
calculated to reassure me. Yet when the 
door opened, there stood a smart 
chasseur and a solemn major-domo who 



might but just have stepped out of 
Mayfair; and there was displayed a 
spreading vista of warm, deep-coloured 
halls, with here a statue and there a 
stuffed bear, and under foot pile carpets 
strewn with rarest skins. 
"Marvelling, yet comforted withal, I 
followed the solemn butler, who received 
me with the deference due to an expected 
guest and expressed the master's regret 
for his enforced absence till dinner time. I 
traversed vast rooms, each more 
sumptuous than the last, feeling the 
strangeness of the contrast between the 
outer desolation and this sybaritic excess 
of luxury growing ever more strongly 
upon me; caught a glimpse of a picture 
gallery, where peculiar yet admirably 
executed latter-day French pictures hung 
side by side with ferocious boar hunts of 



Snyder and such kin; and, at length, was 
ushered into a most cheerful room, 
modern to excess in its comfortable 
promise, where, in addition to the tall 
stove necessary for warmth, there burned 
on an open hearth a vastly pleasant fire of 
resinous logs, and where, on a low table, 
awaited me a dainty service of fragrant 
Russian tea. 

"My impression of utter novelty seemed 
somehow enhanced by this unexpected 
refinement in the heart of the solitudes 
and in such a rugged shell, and yet, when 
I came to reflect, it was only 
characteristic of my cosmopolitan host. 
But another surprise was in store for me. 
"When I had recovered bodily warmth 
and mental equilibrium in my downy 
armchair, before the roaring logs, and 



during the delicious absorption of my 
second glass of tea, I turned my attention 
to the French valet, evidently the baron's 
own man, who was deftly unpacking my 
portmanteau, and who, unless my 
practiced eye deceived me, asked for 
nothing better than to entertain me with 
agreeable conversation the while. 
"'Your master is out, then?' quoth I, 
knowing that the most trivial remark 
would suffice to start him. 
"True, Monseigneur was out; he was 
desolated in despair (this with the 
national amiable and imaginative 
instinct); 'but it was doubtless important 
business. M. le Baron had the visit of his 
factor during the midday meal; had left 
the table hurriedly, and had not been 
seen since. Madame la Baronne had been 



a little suffering, but she would receive 
monsieur!' 
"'Madame!' exclaimed I, astounded, 'is 
your master then married?̶since 
when?'̶visions of a fair Tartar, fit mate 
for my baron, immediately springing 
somewhat alluringly before my mental 
vision. But the answer dispelled the 
picturesque fancy. 
"'Oh, yes,' said the man, with a somewhat 
peculiar expression. 'Yes, Monseigneur is 
married. Did Monsieur not know? And 
yet it was from England that Monseigneur 
brought back his wife.' 
"'An Englishwoman!' 
"My first thought was one of pity; an 
Englishwoman alone in this wilderness̶
two days' drive from even a railway 
station̶and at the mercy of Kossowski! 
But the next minute I reversed my 



judgment. Probably she adored her rufous 
lord, took his veneer of courtesy̶a 
veneer of the most exquisite polish, I 
grant you, but perilously thin̶for the 
very perfection of chivalry. Or perchance 
it was his inner savageness itself that 
charmed her; the most refined women 
often amaze one by the fascination which 
the preponderance of the brute in the 
opposite sex seems to have for them. 
"I was anxious to hear more. 
"'Is it not dull for the lady here at this 
time of the year?' 
"The valet raised his shoulders with a 
gesture of despair that was almost 
passionate. 

"Dull! Ah, monsieur could not conceive to 
himself the dullness of it. That poor 
Madame la Baronne! not even a little 



child to keep her company on the long, 
long days when there was nothing but 
snow in the heaven and on the earth and 
the howling of the wind and the dogs to 
cheer her. At the beginning, indeed, it 
had been different; when the master first 
brought home his bride the house was 
gay enough. It was all redecorated and 
refurnished to receive her (monsieur 
should have seen it before, a mere 
rendezvous-de-chasse̶for the matter of 
that so were all the country houses in 
these parts). Ah, that was the good time! 
There were visits month after month; 
parties, sleighing, dancing, trips to St. 
Petersburg and Vienna. But this year it 
seemed they were to have nothing but 
boars and wolves. How madame could 
stand it̶well, it was not for him to speak
̶and heaving a deep sigh he delicately 



inserted my white tie round my collar, 
and with a flourish twisted it into an 
irreproachable bow beneath my chin. I 
did not think it right to cross-examine the 
willing talker any further, especially as, 
despite his last asseveration, there were 
evidently volumes he still wished to pour 
forth; but I confess that, as I made my 
way slowly out of my room along the 
noiseless length of passage, I was 
conscious of an unwonted, not to say 
vulgar, curiosity concerning the woman 
who had captivated such a man as the 
Baron Kossowski. 

"In a fit of speculative abstraction I must 
have taken the wrong turning, for I 
presently found myself in a long, narrow 
passage. I did not remember. I was 
retracing my steps when there came the 



sound of rapid footfalls upon stone flags; 
a little door flew open in the wall close to 
me, and a small, thick-set man, huddled 
in the rough sheepskin of the Galician 
peasant, with a mangy fur cap on his 
head, nearly ran headlong into my arms. I 
was about condescendingly to interpellate 
him in my best Polish, when I caught the 
gleam of an angry yellow eye and noted 
the bristle of a red beard̶Kossowski! 
"Amazed, I fell back a step in silence. 
With a growl like an uncouth animal 
disturbed, he drew his filthy cap over his 
brow with a savage gesture and pursued 
his way down the corridor at a sort of 
wild-boar trot. 
"This first meeting between host and guest 
was so odd, so incongruous, that it 
afforded me plenty of food for a fresh line 
of conjecture as I traced my way back to 



the picture gallery, and from thence 
successfully to the drawing room, which, 
as the door was ajar, I could not this time 
mistake. 
"It was large and lofty and dimly lit by 
shaded lamps; through the rosy gloom I 
could at first only just make out a slender 
figure by the hearth; but as I advanced, 
this was resolved into a singularly 
graceful woman in clinging, fur-trimmed 
velvet gown, who, with one hand resting 
on the high mantelpiece, the other 
hanging listlessly by her side, stood 
gazing down at the crumbling wood fire 
as if in a dream. 
"My friends are kind enough to say that I 
have a cat-like tread; I know not how that 
may be; at any rate the carpet I was 
walking upon was thick enough to 
smother a heavier footfall: not until I was 



quite close to her did my hostess become 
aware of my presence. Then she started 
violently and looked over her shoulder at 
me with dilating eyes. Evidently a 
nervous creature, I saw the pulse in her 
throat, strained by her attitude, flutter like 
a terrified bird. 
"The next instant she had stretched out 
her hand with sweet English words of 
welcome, and the face, which I had been 
comparing in my mind to that of Guido's 
Cenci, became transformed by the arch 
and exquisite smile of a Greuse. For more 
than two years I had had no intercourse 
with any of my nationality. I could 
conceive the sound of his native tongue 
under such circumstances moving a man 
in a curious unexpected fashion. 
"I babbled some commonplace reply, after 
which there was silence while we stood 



opposite each other, she looking at me 
expectantly. At length, with a sigh 
checked by a smile and an overtone of 
sadness in a voice that yet tried to be 
sprightly: 
"'Am I then so changed, Mr. Marshfield?' 
she asked. And all at once I knew her: the 
girl whose nightingale throat had 
redeemed the desolation of the evenings 
at Rathdrum, whose sunny beauty had 
seemed (even to my celebrated cold-
blooded aestheticism) worthy to haunt a 
man's dreams. Yes, there was the subtle 
curve of the waist, the warm line of 
throat, the dainty foot, the slender tip-
tilted fingers̶witty fingers, as I had 
classified them̶which I now shook like a 
true Briton, instead of availing myself of 
the privilege the country gave me, and 
kissing her slender wrist. 



"But she was changed; and I told her so 
with unconventional frankness, studying 
her closely as I spoke. 
"'I am afraid,' I said gravely, 'that this 
place does not agree with you.' 
"She shrank from my scrutiny with a 
nervous movement and flushed to the 
roots of her red-brown hair. Then she 
answered coldly that I was wrong, that 
she was in excellent health, but that she 
could not expect any more than other 
people to preserve perennial youth (I 
rapidly calculated she might be two-and-
twenty), though, indeed, with a little 
forced laugh, it was scarcely flattering to 
hear one had altered out of all 
recognition. Then, without allowing me 
time to reply, she plunged into a general 
topic of conversation which, as I should 



have been obtuse indeed not to take the 
hint, I did my best to keep up. 
"But while she talked of Vienna and 
Warsaw, of her distant neighbours, and 
last year's visitors, it was evident that her 
mind was elsewhere; her eye wandered, 
she lost the thread of her discourse, 
answered me at random, and smiled her 
piteous smile incongruously. 

"However lonely she might be in her 
solitary splendour, the company of a 
countryman was evidently no such 
welcome diversion. 
"After a little while she seemed to feel 
herself that she was lacking in cordiality, 
and, bringing her absent gaze to bear 
upon me with a puzzled strained look: 'I 
fear you will find it very dull,' she said, 
'my husband is so wrapped up this winter 



in his country life and his sport. You are 
the first visitor we have had. There is 
nothing but guns and horses here, and 
you do not care for these things.' 
"The door creaked behind us; and the 
baron entered, in faultless evening dress. 
Before she turned toward him I was sharp 
enough to catch again the up-leaping of a 
quick dread in her eyes, not even so 
much dread perhaps, I thought 
afterwards, as horror̶the horror we 
notice in some animals at the nearing of a 
beast of prey. It was gone in a second, 
and she was smiling. But it was a 
revelation. 
"Perhaps he beat her in Russian fashion, 
and she, as an Englishwoman, was 
narrow-minded enough to resent this; or 
perhaps, merely, I had the misfortune to 



arrive during a matrimonial 
misunderstanding. 

"The baron would not give me leisure to 
reflect; he was so very effusive in his 
greeting̶not a hint of our previous 
meeting̶unlike my hostess, all in all to 
me; eager to listen, to reply; almost 
affectionate, full of references to old times 
and genial allusions. No doubt when he 
chose he could be the most charming of 
men; there were moments when, looking 
at him in his quiet smile and restrained 
gesture, the almost exaggerated politeness 
of his manner to his wife, whose fingers 
he had kissed with pretty, old-fashioned 
gallantry upon his entrance, I asked 
myself, Could that encounter in the 
passage have been a dream? Could that 



savage in the sheepskin be my courteous 
entertainer? 
"Just as I came in, did I hear my wife say 
there was nothing for you to do in this 
place?" he said presently to me. Then, 
turning to her: 
"You do not seem to know Mr. Marshfield. 
Wherever he can open his eyes there is 
for him something to see which might not 
interest other men. He will find things in 
my library which I have no notion of. He 
will discover objects for scientific 
observation in all the members of my 
household, not only in the good-looking 
maids̶though he could, I have no doubt, 
tell their points as I could those of a 
horse. We have maidens here of several 
distinct races, Marshfield. We have also 
witches, and Jew leeches, and holy daft 
people. In any case, Yany, with all its 



dependencies, material, male and female, 
are at your disposal, for what you can 
make out of them. 

"'It is good," he went on gayly, 'that you 
should happen to have this happy 
disposition, for I fear that, no later than 
to-morrow, I may have to absent myself 
from home. I have heard that there are 
news of wolves̶they threaten to be a 
greater pest than usual this winter, but I 
am going to drive them on quite a new 
plan, and it will go hard with me if I don't 
come even with them. Well for you, by 
the way, Marshfield, that you did not pass 
within their scent to-day.' Then, musingly: 
'I should not give much for the life of a 
traveler who happened to wander in 
these parts just now.' Here he interrupted 
himself hastily and went over to his wife, 



who had sunk back on her chair, livid, 
seemingly on the point of swooning. 
"His gaze was devouring; so might a man 
look at the woman he adored, in his 
anxiety. 
"'What! faint, Violet, alarmed!' His voice 
was subdued, yet there was an 
unmistakable thrill of emotion in it. 
"'Pshaw!' thought I to myself, 'the man is a 
model husband.' 
"She clinched her hands, and by sheer 
force of will seemed to pull herself 
together. These nervous women have 
often an unexpected fund of strength. 

"'Come, that is well,' said the baron with a 
flickering smile; 'Mr. Marshfield will think 
you but badly acclimatised to Poland if a 
little wolf scare can upset you. My dear 
wife is so soft-hearted,' he went on to me, 



'that she is capable of making herself 
quite ill over the sad fate that might have, 
but has not, overcome you. Or, perhaps,' 
he added, in a still gentler voice, 'her fear 
is that I may expose myself to danger for 
the public weal.' 
"She turned her head away, but I saw her 
set her teeth as if to choke a sob. The 
baron chuckled in his throat and seemed 
to luxuriate in the pleasant thought. 
"At this moment folding doors were 
thrown open, and supper was announced. 
I offered my arm, she rose and took it in 
silence. This silence she maintained 
during the first part of the meal, despite 
her husband's brilliant conversation and 
almost uproarious spirits. But by and by a 
bright colour mounted to her cheeks and 
luster to her eyes. I suppose you will 
think me horribly unpoetical if I add that 



she drank several glasses of champagne 
one after the other, a fact which perhaps 
may account for the change. 
"At any rate she spoke and laughed and 
looked lovely, and I did not wonder that 
the baron could hardly keep his eyes off 
her. But whether it was her wifely anxiety 
or not̶it was evident her mind was not 
at ease through it all, and I fancied that 
her brightness was feverish, her 
merriment slightly hysterical. 
"After supper̶an exquisite one it was̶
we adjourned together, in foreign fashion, 
to the drawing-room; the baron threw 
himself into a chair and, somewhat with 
the air of a pasha, demanded music. He 
was flushed; the veins of his forehead 
were swollen and stood out like cords; the 
wine drunk at table was potent: even 
through my phlegmatic frame it ran hotly. 



"She hesitated a moment or two, then 
docilely sat down to the piano. That she 
could sing I have already made clear: 
how she could sing, with what pathos, 
passion, as well as perfect art, I had never 
realised before. 

"When the song was ended she remained 
for a while, with eyes lost in distance, 
very still, save for her quick breathing. It 
was clear she was moved by the music; 
indeed she must have thrown her whole 
soul into it. 
"At first we, the audience, paid her the 
rare compliment of silence. Then the 
baron broke forth into loud applause. 
'Brava, brava! that was really said con 
amore. A delicious love song, delicious̶
but French! You must sing one of our Slav 



melodies for Marshfield before you allow 
us to go and smoke.' 
"She started from her reverie with a flush, 
and after a pause struck slowly a few 
simple chords, then began one of those 
strangely sweet, yet intensely pathetic 
Russian airs, which give one a curious 
revelation of the profound, endless 
melancholy lurking in the national mind. 
"'What do you think of it?' asked the 
baron of me when it ceased. 
"'What I have always thought of such 
music̶it is that of a hopeless people; 
poetical, crushed, and resigned.' 
"He gave a loud laugh. 'Hear the analyst, 
the psychologic̶why, man, it is a love 
song! Is it possible that we, uncivilised, 
are truer realists than our hyper-cultured 
Western neighbours? Have we gone to 
the root of the matter, in our simple way?' 



"The baroness got up abruptly. She looked 
white and spent; there were bister circles 
round her eyes. 
"'I am tired,' she said, with dry lips. 'You 
will excuse me, Mr. Marshfield, I must 
really go to bed.' 
"'Go to bed, go to bed,' cried her husband 
gayly. Then, quoting in Russian from the 
song she had just sung: 'Sleep, my little 
soft white dove: my little innocent tender 
lamb!' She hurried from the room. The 
baron laughed again, and, taking me 
familiarly by the arm, led me to his own 
set of apartments for the promised smoke. 
He ensconced me in an armchair, placed 
cigars of every description and a Turkish 
pipe ready to my hand, and a little table 
on which stood cut-glass flasks and 
beakers in tempting array. 



"After I had selected my cigar with some 
precautions, I glanced at him over a 
careless remark, and was startled to see a 
sudden alteration in his whole look and 
attitude. 
"'You will forgive me, Marshfield,' he said, 
as he caught my eye, speaking with 
spasmodic politeness. 'It is more than 
probable that I shall have to set out upon 
this chase I spoke of to-night, and I must 
now go and change my clothes, that I 
may be ready to start at any moment. 
This is the hour when it is most likely 
these hell beasts are to be got at. You 
have all you want, I hope,' interrupting an 
outbreak of ferocity by an effort after his 
former courtesy. 
"It was curious to watch the man of the 
world struggling with the primitive man. 



"'But, baron,' said I, 'I do not at all see the 
fun of sticking at home like this. You 
know my passion for witnessing 
everything new, strange, and outlandish. 
You will surely not refuse me such an 
opportunity for observation as a midnight 
wolf raid. I will do my best not to be in 
the way if you will take me with you.' 
"At first it seemed as if he had some 
difficulty in realising the drift of my 
words, he was so engrossed by some 
inner thought. But as I repeated them, he 
gave vent to a loud cachinnation. 

"'By heaven! I like your spirit,' he 
exclaimed, clapping me strongly on the 
shoulder. 'Of course you shall come. You 
shall,' he repeated, 'and I promise you a 
sight, a hunt such as you never heard or 
dreamed of̶you will be able to tell them 



in England the sort of thing we can do 
here in that line̶such wolves are rare 
quarry,' he added, looking slyly at me, 
'and I have a new plan for getting at 
them.' 
"There was a long pause, and then there 
rose in the stillness the unearthly howling 
of the baron's hounds, a cheerful sound 
which only their owner's somewhat loud 
converse of the evening had kept from 
becoming excessively obtrusive. 
"'Hark at them̶the beauties!' cried he, 
showing his short, strong teeth, pointed 
like a dog's in a wide grin of anticipative 
delight. 'They have been kept on pretty 
short commons, poor things! They are 
hungry. By the way, Marshfield, you can 
sit tight to a horse, I trust? If you were to 
roll off, you know, these splendid fellows
̶they would chop you up in a second. 



They would chop you up,' he repeated 
unctuously, 'snap, crunch, gobble, and 
there would be an end of you!' 
"'If I could not ride a decent horse without 
being thrown,' I retorted, a little stung by 
his manner, 'after my recent three 
months' torture with the Guard Cossacks, 
I should indeed be a hopeless subject. Do 
not think of frightening me from the 
exploit, but say frankly if my company 
would be displeasing.' 
"'Tut!' he said, waving his hand 
impatiently, 'it is your affair. I have 
warned you. Go and get ready if you want 
to come. Time presses.' 
"I was determined to be of the fray; my 
blood was up. I have hinted that the 
baron's Tokay had stirred it. 
"I went to my room and hurriedly donned 
clothes more suitable for rough night 



work. My last care was to slip into my 
pockets a brace of double-barrelled 
pistols which formed part of my traveling 
kit. When I returned I found the baron 
already booted and spurred; this without 
metaphor. He was stretched full length on 
the divan, and did not speak as I came in, 
or even look at me. Chewing an unlit 
cigar, with eyes fixed on the ceiling, he 
was evidently following some absorbing 
train of ideas. 

"The silence was profound; time went by; 
it grew oppressive; at length, wearied out, 
I fell, over my chibouque, into a doze 
filled with puzzling visions, out of which I 
was awakened with a start. My 
companion had sprung up, very lightly, to 
his feet. In his throat was an odd, half-
suppressed cry, grew-some to hear. He 



stood on tiptoe, with eyes fixed, as though 
looking through the wall, and I distinctly 
saw his ears point in the intensity of his 
listening. 
"After a moment, with hasty, noiseless 
energy, and without the slightest 
ceremony, he blew the lamps out, drew 
back the heavy curtains and threw the tall 
window wide open. A rush of icy air, and 
the bright rays of the moon̶gibbous, I 
remember, in her third quarter̶filled the 
room. Outside the mist had condensed, 
and the view was unrestricted over the 
white plains at the foot of the hill. 
"The baron stood motionless in the open 
window, callous to the cold in which, 
after a minute, I could hardly keep my 
teeth from chattering, his head bent 
forward, still listening. I listened too, with 
'all my ears,' but could not catch a sound; 



indeed the silence over the great expanse 
of snow might have been called awful; 
even the dogs were mute. 

"Presently, far, far away, came a faint 
tinkle of bells; so faint, at first, that I 
thought it was but fancy, then distincter. 
It was even more eerie than the silence, I 
thought, though I knew it could come but 
from some passing sleigh. All at once that 
ceased, and again my duller senses could 
perceive nothing, though I saw by my 
host's craning neck that he was more on 
the alert than ever. But at last I too heard 
once more, this time not bells, but as it 
were the tread of horses muffled by the 
snow, intermittent and dull, yet drawing 
nearer. And then in the inner silence of 
the great house it seemed to me I caught 
the noise of closing doors; but here the 



hounds, as if suddenly becoming alive to 
some disturbance, raised the same 
fearsome concert of yells and barks with 
which they had greeted my arrival, and 
listening became useless. 
"I had risen to my feet. My host, turning 
from the window, seized my shoulder 
with a fierce grip, and bade me 'hold my 
noise'; for a second or two I stood 
motionless under his iron talons, then he 
released me with an exultant whisper: 
"Now for our chase!" and made for the 
door with a spring. Hastily gulping down 
a mouthful of arrack from one of the 
bottles on the table, I followed him, and, 
guided by the sound of his footsteps 
before me, groped my way through 
passages as black as Erebus. 
"After a time, which seemed a long one, a 
small door was flung open in front, and I 



saw Kossowski glide into the moonlit 
courtyard and cross the square. When I 
too came out he was disappearing into 
the gaping darkness of the open stable 
door, and there I overtook him. 
"A man who seemed to have been 
sleeping in a corner jumped up at our 
entrance, and led out a horse ready 
saddled. In obedience to a gruff order 
from his master, as the latter mounted, he 
then brought forward another which he 
had evidently thought to ride himself and 
held the stirrup for me. 

"We came delicately forth, and the 
Cossack hurriedly barred the great door 
behind us. I caught a glimpse of his worn, 
scarred face by the moonlight, as he 
peeped after us for a second before 



shutting himself in; it was stricken with 
terror. 
"The baron trotted briskly toward the 
kennels, from whence there was now 
issuing a truly infernal clangour, and, as 
my steed followed suit of his own accord, 
I could see how he proceeded dextrously 
to unbolt the gates without dismounting, 
while the beasts within dashed 
themselves against them and tore the 
ground in their fury of impatience. 
"He smiled, as he swung back the barriers 
at last, and his 'beauties' came forth. 
Seven or eight monstrous brutes, hounds 
of a kind unknown to me: fulvous and 
sleek of coat, tall on their legs, square-
headed, long-tailed, deep-chested; with 
terrible jaws slobbering in eagerness. 
They leaped around and up at us, much 
to our horses' distaste. Kossowski, still 



smiling, lashed at them unsparingly with 
his hunting whip, and they responded, 
not with yells of pain, but with snarls of 
fury. 
"Managing his restless steed and his cruel 
whip with consummate ease, my host 
drove the unruly crew before him out of 
the precincts, then halted and bent down 
from his saddle to examine some slight 
prints in the snow which led, not the way 
I had come, but toward what seemed 
another avenue. In a second or two the 
hounds were gathered round this spot, 
their great snake-like tails quivering, nose 
to earth, yelping with excitement. I had 
some ado to manage my horse, and my 
eyesight was far from being as keen as 
the baron's, but I had then no doubt he 
had come already upon wolf tracks, and I 



shuddered mentally, thinking of the sleigh 
bells. 
"Suddenly Kossowski raised himself from 
his strained position; under his low fur 
cap his face, with its fixed smile, looked 
scarcely human in the white light: and 
then we broke into a hand canter just as 
the hounds dashed, in a compact body, 
along the trail. 
"But we had not gone more than a few 
hundred yards before they began to falter, 
then straggled, stopped and ran back and 
about with dismal cries. It was clear to 
me they had lost the scent. My 
companion reined in his horse, and mine, 
luckily a well-trained brute, halted of 
himself. 
"We had reached a bend in a broad 
avenue of firs and larches, and just where 
we stood, and where the hounds ever 



returned and met nose to nose in frantic 
conclave, the snow was trampled and 
soiled, and a little farther on planed in a 
great sweep, as if by a turning sleigh. 
Beyond was a double-furrowed track of 
skaits and regular hoof prints leading far 
away. 
"Before I had time to reflect upon the 
bearing of this unexpected interruption, 
Kossowski, as if suddenly possessed by a 
devil, fell upon the hounds with his whip, 
flogging them upon the new track, 
uttering the while the most savage cries I 
have ever heard issue from human throat. 
The disappointed beasts were nothing 
loath to seize upon another trail; after a 
second of hesitation they had understood, 
and were off upon it at a tearing pace, we 
after them at the best speed of our horses. 



"Some unformed idea that we were going 
to escort, or rescue, benighted travellers 
flickered dimly in my mind as I galloped 
through the night air; but when I 
managed to approach my companion and 
called out to him for explanation, he only 
turned half round and grinned at me. 
"Before us lay now the white plain, 
scintillating under the high moon's rays. 
That light is deceptive; I could be sure of 
nothing upon the wide expanse but of the 
dark, leaping figures of the hounds 
already spread out in a straggling line, 
some right ahead, others just in front of 
us. In a short time also the icy wind, 
cutting my face mercilessly as we 
increased our pace, well nigh blinded me 
with tears of cold. 
"I can hardly realize how long this pursuit 
after an unseen prey lasted; I can only 



remember that I was getting rather faint 
with fatigue, and ignominiously held on to 
my pommel, when all of a sudden the 
black outline of a sleigh merged into sight 
in front of us. 

"I rubbed my smarting eyes with my 
benumbed hand; we were gaining upon it 
second by second; two of those hell 
hounds of the baron's were already within 
a few leaps of it. 
"Soon I was able to make out two figures, 
one standing up and urging the horses on 
with whip and voice, the other clinging to 
the back seat and looking toward us in an 
attitude of terror. A great fear crept into 
my half-frozen brain̶were we not 
bringing deadly danger instead of help to 
these travellers? Great God! did the baron 



mean to use them as a bait for his new 
method of wolf hunting? 
"I would have turned upon Kossowski 
with a cry of expostulation or warning, 
but he, urging on his hounds as he 
galloped on their flank, howling and 
gesticulating like a veritable Hun, passed 
me by like a flash̶and all at once I 
knew." 

Marshfield paused for a moment and sent 
his pale smile round upon his listeners, 
who now showed no signs of sleepiness; 
he knocked the ash from his cigar, twisted 
the latter round in his mouth, and added 
dryly: 
"And I confess it seemed to me a little 
strong even for a baron in the 
Carpathian's. The travellers were our 
quarry. But the reason why the Lord of 



Yany had turned man-hunter I was yet to 
learn. Just then I had to direct my 
energies to frustrating his plans. I used 
my spurs mercilessly. While I drew up 
even with him I saw the two figures in the 
sleigh change places; he who had hitherto 
driven now faced back, while his 
companion took the reins, there was the 
pale blue sheen of a revolver barrel under 
the moonlight, followed by a yellow flash, 
and the nearest hound rolled over in the 
snow. 

"With an oath the baron twisted round in 
his saddle to call up and urge on the 
remainder. My horse had taken fright at 
the report and dashed irresistibly forward, 
bringing me at once almost level with the 
fugitives, and the next instant the 
revolver was turned menacingly toward 



me. There was no time to explain; my 
pistol was already drawn, and as another 
of the brutes bounded up, almost under 
my horse's feet, I loosed it upon him. I 
must have let off both barrels at once, for 
the weapon flew out of my hand, but the 
hound's back was broken. I presume the 
traveler understood; at any rate, he did 
not fire at me. 

"In moments of intense excitement like 
these, strangely enough, the mind is 
extraordinarily open to impressions. I 
shall never forget that man's countenance 
in the sledge, as he stood upright and 
defied us in his mortal danger; it was 
young, very handsome, the features not 
distorted, but set into a sort of desperate, 
stony calm, and I knew it, beyond all 
doubt, for that of an Englishman. And 



then I saw his companion̶it was the 
baron's wife. And I understood why the 
bells had been removed. 
"It takes a long time to say this; it only 
required an instant to see it. The loud 
explosion of my pistol had hardly ceased 
to ring before the baron, with a fearful 
imprecation, was upon me. First he 
lashed at me with his whip as we tore 
along side by side, and then I saw him 
wind the reins round his off arm and 
bend over, and I felt his angry fingers 
close tightly on my right foot. The next 
instant I should have been lifted out of 
my saddle, but there came another shot 
from the sledge. The baron's horse 
plunged and stumbled, and the baron, 
hanging on to my foot with a fierce grip, 
was wrenched from his seat. His horse, 
however, was up again immediately, and I 



was released, and then I caught a 
confused glimpse of the frightened and 
wounded animal galloping wildly away to 
the right, leaving a black track of blood 
behind him in the snow, his master, 
entangled in the reins, running with 
incredible swiftness by his side and 
endeavouring to vault back into the 
saddle. 
"And now came to pass a terrible thing 
which, in his savage plans, my host had 
doubtless never anticipated. 
"One of the hounds that had during this 
short check recovered lost ground, 
coming across this hot trail of blood, 
turned away from his course, and with a 
joyous yell darted after the running man. 
In another instant the remainder of the 
pack was upon the new scent. 



"As soon as I could stop my horse, I tried 
to turn him in the direction the new chase 
had taken, but just then, through the 
night air, over the receding sound of the 
horse's scamper and the sobbing of the 
pack in full cry, there came a long 
scream, and after that a sickening silence. 
And I knew that somewhere yonder, 
under the beautiful moonlight, the Baron 
Kossowski was being devoured by his 
starving dogs. 
"I looked round, with the sweat on my 
face, vaguely, for some human being to 
share the horror of the moment, and I 
saw, gliding away, far away in the white 
distance, the black silhouette of the 
sledge." 

"Well?" said we, in divers tones of 
impatience, curiosity, or horror, according 



to our divers temperaments, as the 
speaker uncrossed his legs and gazed at 
us in mild triumph, with all the air of 
having said his say, and satisfactorily 
proved his point. 
"Well," repeated he, "what more do you 
want to know? It will interest you but 
slightly, I am sure, to hear how I found 
my way back to the Hof; or how I told as 
much as I deemed prudent of the 
evening's grew-some work to the baron's 
servants, who, by the way, to my 
amazement, displayed the profoundest 
and most unmistakable sorrow at the 
tidings, and sallied forth (at their head the 
Cossack who had seen us depart) to seek 
for his remains. Excuse the 
unpleasantness of the remark: I fear the 
dogs must have left very little of him, he 
had dieted them so carefully. However, 



since it was to have been a case of 'chop, 
crunch, and gobble,' as the baron had it, I 
preferred that that particular fate should 
have overtaken him rather than me̶or, 
for that matter, either of those two 
country people of ours in the sledge. 
"Nor am I going to inflict upon you," 
continued Marshfield, after draining his 
glass, "a full account of my impressions 
when I found myself once more in that 
immense, deserted, and stricken house, 
so luxuriously prepared for the mistress 
who had fled from it; how I philosophised 
over all this, according to my wont; the 
conjectures I made as to the first acts of 
the drama; the untold sufferings my 
countrywoman must have endured from 
the moment her husband first grew 
jealous till she determined on this 
desperate step; as to how and when she 



had met her lover, how they 
communicated, and how the baron had 
discovered the intended flitting in time to 
concoct his characteristic revenge. 
"One thing you may be sure of, I had no 
mind to remain at Yany an hour longer 
than necessary. I even contrived to get 
well clear of the neighbourhood before 
the lady's absence was discovered. 
Luckily for me̶or I might have been 
taxed with connivance, though indeed the 
simple household did not seem to know 
what suspicion was, and accepted my 
account with childlike credence̶very 
typical, and very convenient to me at the 
same time." 
"But how do you know," said one of us, 
"that the man was her lover? He might 
have been her brother or some other 
relative." 



"That," said Marshfield, with his little flat 
laugh, "I happen to have ascertained̶
and, curiously enough, only a few weeks 
ago. It was at the play, between the acts, 
from my comfortable seat (the first row in 
the pit). I was looking leisurely round the 
house when I caught sight of a woman, in 
a box close by, whose head was turned 
from me, and who presented the 
somewhat unusual spectacle of a young 
neck and shoulders of the most exquisite 
contour̶and perfectly gray hair; and not 
dull gray, but rather of a pleasing tint like 
frosted silver. This aroused my curiosity. I 
brought my glasses to a focus on her and 
waited patiently till she turned round. 
Then I recognised the Baroness 
Kassowski, and I no longer wondered at 
the young hair being white. 



"Yet she looked placid and happy; 
strangely so, it seemed to me, under the 
sudden reviving in my memory of such 
scenes as I have now described. But 
presently I understood further: beside her, 
in close attendance, was the man of the 
sledge, a handsome fellow with much of a 
military air about him. 
"During the course of the evening, as I 
watched, I saw a friend of mine come into 
the box, and at the end I slipped out into 
the passage to catch him as he came out. 
"'Who is the woman with the white hair?' 
I asked. Then, in the fragmentary style 
approved of by ultra-fashionable young 
men̶this earnest-languid mode of 
speech presents curious similarities in all 
languages̶he told me: 'Most charming 
couple in London̶awfully pretty, wasn't 
she?̶he had been in the Guards̶



attaché at Vienna once̶they adored 
each other. White hair, devilish queer, 
wasn't it? Suited her, somehow. And then 
she had been married to a Russian, or 
something, somewhere in the wilds, and 
their names were̶' But do you know," 
said Marshfield, interrupting himself, "I 
think I had better let you find that out for 
yourselves, if you care." 
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The Fowl in the Pot  - by 
Stanley J. Weyman 

‘An Episode Adapted from the Memoirs 
of Maximilian de Bethune, Duke of 
Sully’ 

What I am going to relate may seem to 
some merely to be curious and on a 
party with the diverting story of M. 
Boisrosé, which I have set down in an 
earlier part of my memoirs. But among 
the calumnies of those who have never 
ceased to attack me since the death of 
the late king, the statement that I kept 
from his majesty things which should 
have reached his ears has always had a 



prominent place, though a thousand 
times refuted by my friends, and those 
who from an intimate acquaintance with 
events could judge how faithfully I 
laboured to deserve the confidence with 
which my master honoured me. 
Therefore, I take it in hand to show by 
an example, trifling in itself, the full 
knowledge of affairs which the king had, 
and to prove that in many matters, 
which were never permitted to become 
known to the idlers of the court, he took 
a personal share, worthy as much of 
Haroun as of Alexander. 

It was my custom, before I entered upon 
those negotiations with the Prince of 
Conde which terminated in the recovery 
of the estate of Villebon, where I now 



principally reside, to spend a part of the 
autumn and winter at Rosny. On these 
occasions I was in the habit of leaving 
Paris with a considerable train of Swiss, 
pages, valets, and grooms, together with 
the maids of honour and waiting women 
of the duchess. We halted to take dinner 
at Poissy, and generally contrived to 
reach Rosny toward nightfall, so as to 
sup by the light of flambeaux in a 
manner enjoyable enough, though 
devoid of that state which I have ever 
maintained, and enjoined upon my 
children, as at once the privilege and 
burden of rank. 

At the time of which I am speaking I 
had for my favourite charger the sorrel 
horse which the Duke of Mercoeur 



presented to me with a view to my good 
offices at the time of the king's entry 
into Paris; and which I honestly 
transferred to his majesty in accordance 
with a principle laid down in another 
place. The king insisted on returning it 
to me, and for several years I rode it on 
these annual visits to Rosny. What was 
more remarkable was that on each of 
these occasions it cast a shoe about the 
middle of the afternoon, and always 
when we were within a short league of 
the village of Aubergenville. Though I 
never had with me less than half a score 
of led horses, I had such an affection for 
the sorrel that I preferred to wait until it 
was shod, rather than accommodate 
myself to a nag of less easy paces; and 
would allow my household to precede 



me, staying behind myself with at most 
a guard or two, my valet, and a page. 
The forge at Aubergenville was kept by 
a smith of some skill, a cheerful fellow, 
whom I always remembered to reward, 
considering my own position rather 
than his services, with a gold livre. His 
joy at receiving what was to him the 
income of a year was great, and never 
failed to reimburse me; in addition to 
which I took some pleasure in 
unbending, and learning from this 
simple peasant and loyal man, what the 
taxpayers were saying of me and my 
reforms̶a duty I always felt I owed to 
the king my master. 

As a man of breeding it would ill 
become me to set down the homely 



truths I thus learned. The conversations 
of the vulgar are little suited to a 
nobleman's memoirs; but in this I 
distinguish between the Duke of Sully 
and the king's minister, and it is in the 
latter capacity that I relate what passed 
on these diverting occasions. "Ho, 
Simon," I would say, encouraging the 
poor man as he came bowing and 
trembling before me, "how goes it, my 
friend?" 
"Badly," he would answer, "very badly 
until your lordship came this way." 
"And how is that, little man?" 
"Oh, it is the roads," he always replied, 
shaking his bald head as he began to set 
about his business. "The roads since 
your lordship became surveyor-general 
are so good that not one horse in a 



hundred casts a shoe; and then there 
are so few highwaymen now that not 
one robber's plates do I replace in a 
twelvemonth. There is where it is." 
At this I was highly delighted. 
"Still, since I began to pass this way 
times have not been so bad with you, 
Simon," I would answer. 
Thereto he had one invariable reply. 
"No; thanks to Ste. Geneviève and your 
lordship, whom we call in this village 
the poor man's friend, I have a fowl in 
the pot." 
This phrase so pleased me that I 
repeated it to the king. It tickled his 
fancy also, and for some years it was a 
very common remark of that good and 
great ruler, that he hoped to live to see 
every peasant with a fowl in his pot. 



"But why," I remember I once asked this 
honest fellow̶it was on the last 
occasion of the sorrel falling lame there
̶"do you thank Ste. Geneviève?" 
"She is my patron saint," he answered. 
"Then you are a Parisian?" 
"Your lordship is always right." 
"But does her saint-ship do you any 
good?" I asked curiously. 
"Certainly, by your lordship's leave. My 
wife prays to her and she loosens the 
nails in the sorrel's shoes." 

"In fact she pays off an old grudge," I 
answered, "for there was a time when 
Paris liked me little; but hark ye, master 
smith, I am not sure that this is not an 
act of treason to conspire with Madame 
Geneviève against the comfort of the 



king's minister. What think you, you 
rascal; can you pass the justice elm 
without a shiver?" 
This threw the simple fellow into a great 
fear, which the sight of the livre of gold 
speedily converted into joy as 
stupendous. Leaving him still staring at 
his fortune I rode away; but when we 
had gone some little distance, the 
aspect of his face, when I charged him 
with treason, or my own unassisted 
discrimination suggested a clew to the 
phenomenon. 
"La Trape," I said to my valet̶the same 
who was with me at Cahors̶"what is 
the name of the innkeeper at Poissy, at 
whose house we are accustomed to 
dine?" 
"Andrew, may it please your lordship." 



"Andrew! I thought so!" I exclaimed, 
smiting my thigh. "Simon and Andrew 
his brother! Answer, knave, and, if you 
have permitted me to be robbed these 
many times, tremble for your ears. Is he 
not brother to the smith at 
Aubergenville who has just shod my 
horse?" 
La Trape professed to be ignorant on 
this point, but a groom who had stayed 
behind with me, having sought my 
permission to speak, said it was so, 
adding that Master Andrew had risen in 
the world through large dealings in hay, 
which he was wont to take daily into 
Paris and sell, and that he did not now 
acknowledge or see anything of his 
brother the smith, though it was 



believed that he retained a sneaking 
liking for him. 
On receiving this confirmation of my 
suspicions, my vanity as well as my 
sense of justice led me to act with the 
promptitude which I have exhibited in 
greater emergencies. I rated La Trape 
for his carelessness of my interests in 
permitting this deception to be 
practiced on me; and the main body of 
my attendants being now in sight, I 
ordered him to take two Swiss and 
arrest both brothers without delay. It 
wanted yet three hours of sunset, and I 
judged that, by hard riding, they might 
reach Rosny with their prisoners before 
bedtime. 



I spent some time while still on the road 
in considering what punishment I 
should inflict on the culprits; and finally 
laid aside the purpose I had at first 
conceived of putting them to death̶an 
infliction they had richly deserved̶in 
favor of a plan which I thought might 
offer me some amusement. For the 
execution of this I depended upon 
Maignan, my equerry, who was a man 
of lively imagination, being the same 
who had of his own motion arranged 
and carried out the triumphal 
procession, in which I was borne to 
Rosny after the battle of Ivry. Before I 
sat down to supper I gave him his 
directions; and as I had expected, news 
was brought to me while I was at table 
that the prisoners had arrived. 



Thereupon I informed the duchess and 
the company generally, for, as was 
usual, a number of my country 
neighbours had come to compliment me 
on my return, that there was some sport 
of a rare kind on foot; and we 
adjourned, Maignan, followed by four 
pages bearing lights, leading the way to 
that end of the terrace which abuts on 
the linden avenue. Here, a score of 
grooms holding torches aloft had been 
arranged in a circle so that the 
impromptu theatre thus formed, which 
Maignan had ordered with much taste, 
was as light as in the day. On a sloping 
bank at one end seats had been placed 
for those who had supped at my table, 
while the rest of the company found 
such places of vantage as they could; 



their number, indeed, amounting, with 
my household, to two hundred persons. 
In the center of the open space a small 
forge fire had been kindled, the red 
glow of which added much to the 
strangeness of the scene; and on the 
anvil beside it were ranged a number of 
horses' and donkeys' shoes, with a full 
complement of the tools used by smiths. 
All being ready I gave the word to bring 
in the prisoners, and escorted by La 
Trape and six of my guards, they were 
marched into the arena. In their pale 
and terrified faces, and the shaking 
limbs which could scarce support them 
to their appointed stations, I read both 
the consciousness of guilt and the 
apprehension of immediate death; it 
was plain that they expected nothing 



less. I was very willing to play with their 
fears, and for some time looked at them 
in silence, while all wondered with 
lively curiosity what would ensue. I then 
addressed them gravely, telling the 
innkeeper that I knew well he had 
loosened each year a shoe of my horse, 
in order that his brother might profit by 
the job of replacing it; and went on to 
reprove the smith for the ingratitude 
which had led him to return my bounty 
by the conception of so knavish a trick. 
Upon this they confessed their guilt, and 
flinging themselves upon their knees 
with many tears and prayers begged for 
mercy. This, after a decent interval, I 
permitted myself to grant. "Your lives, 
which are forfeited, shall be spared," I 
pronounced. "But punished you must 



be. I therefore ordain that Simon, the 
smith, at once fit, nail, and properly 
secure a pair of iron shoes to Andrew's 
heels, and that then Andrew, who by 
that time will have picked up something 
of the smith's art, do the same to Simon. 
So will you both learn to avoid such 
shoeing tricks for the future." 
It may well be imagined that a judgment 
so whimsical, and so justly adapted to 
the offence, charmed all save the 
culprits; and in a hundred ways the 
pleasure of those present was evinced, 
to such a degree, indeed, that Maignan 
had some difficulty in restoring silence 
and gravity to the assemblage. This 
done, however, Master Andrew was 
taken in hand and his wooden shoes 
removed. The tools of his trade were 



placed before the smith, who cast 
glances so piteous, first at his brother's 
feet and then at the shoes on the anvil, 
as again gave rise to a prodigious 
amount of merriment, my pages in 
particular well-nigh forgetting my 
presence, and rolling about in a manner 
unpardonable at another time. However, 
I rebuked them sharply, and was about 
to order the sentence to be carried into 
effect, when the remembrance of the 
many pleasant simplicities which the 
smith had uttered to me, acting upon a 
natural disposition to mercy, which the 
most calumnious of my enemies have 
never questioned, induced me to give 
the prisoners a chance of escape. 
"Listen," I said, "Simon and Andrew. 
Your sentence has been pronounced, 



and will certainly be executed unless 
you can avail yourself of the condition I 
now offer. You shall have three minutes; 
if in that time either of you can make a 
good joke, he shall go free. If not, let a 
man attend to the bellows, La Trape!" 
This added a fresh satisfaction to my 
neighbours, who were well assured now 
that I had not promised them a novel 
entertainment without good grounds; for 
the grimaces of the two knaves thus 
bidden to jest if they would save their 
skins, were so diverting they would 
have made a nun laugh. They looked at 
me with their eyes as wide as plates, 
and for the whole of the time of grace 
never a word could they utter save 
howls for mercy. "Simon," I said gravely, 
when the time was up, "have you a 



joke? No. Andrew, my friend, have you 
a joke? No. Then̶" 
I was going on to order the sentence to 
be carried out, when the innkeeper 
flung himself again upon his knees, and 
cried out loudly̶as much to my 
astonishment as to the regret of the 
bystanders, who were bent on seeing so 
strange a shoeing feat̶"One word, my 
lord; I can give you no joke, but I can 
do a service, an eminent service to the 
king. I can disclose a conspiracy!" 
I was somewhat taken aback by this 
sudden and public announcement. But I 
had been too long in the king's 
employment not to have remarked how 
strangely things are brought to light. On 
hearing the man's words therefore̶
which were followed by a stricken 



silence̶I looked sharply at the faces of 
such of those present as it was possible 
to suspect, but failed to observe any 
sign of confusion or dismay, or anything 
more particular than so abrupt a 
statement was calculated to produce. 
Doubting much whether the man was 
not playing with me, I addressed him 
sternly, warning him to beware, lest in 
his anxiety to save his heels by falsely 
accusing others, he should lose his 
head. For that if his conspiracy should 
prove to be an invention of his own, I 
should certainly consider it my duty to 
hang him forthwith. 
He heard me out, but nevertheless 
persisted in his story, adding 
desperately, "It is a plot, my lord, to 



assassinate you and the king on the 
same day." 
This statement struck me a blow; for I 
had good reason to know that at that 
time the king had alienated many by his 
infatuation for Madame de Verneuil; 
while I had always to reckon firstly with 
all who hated him, and secondly with 
all whom my pursuit of his interests 
injured, either in reality or appearance. 
I therefore immediately directed that 
the prisoners should be led in close 
custody to the chamber adjoining my 
private closet, and taking the precaution 
to call my guards about me, since I 
knew not what attempt despair might 
not breed, I withdrew myself, making 
such apologies to the company as the 
nature of the case permitted. 



I ordered Simon the smith to be first 
brought to me, and in the presence of 
Maignan only, I severely examined him 
as to his knowledge of any conspiracy. 
He denied, however, that he had ever 
heard of the matters referred to by his 
brother, and persisted so firmly in the 
denial that I was inclined to believe 
him. In the end he was taken out and 
Andrew was brought in. The innkeeper's 
demeanor was such as I have often 
observed in intriguers brought suddenly 
to book. He averred the existence of the 
conspiracy, and that its objects were 
those which he had stated. He also 
offered to give up his associates, but 
conditioned that he should do this in his 
own way; undertaking to conduct me 



and one other person̶but no more, lest 
the alarm should be given̶to a place in 
Paris on the following night, where we 
could hear the plotters state their plans 
and designs. In this way only, he urged, 
could proof positive be obtained. 
I was much startled by this proposal, 
and inclined to think it a trap; but 
further consideration dispelled my fears. 
The innkeeper had held no parley with 
anyone save his guards and myself since 
his arrest, and could neither have 
warned his accomplices, nor acquainted 
them with any design the execution of 
which should depend on his confession 
to me. I therefore accepted his terms̶
with a private reservation that I should 
have help at hand̶and before 
daybreak next morning left Rosny, 



which I had only seen by torchlight, 
with my prisoner and a select body of 
Swiss. We entered Paris in the afternoon 
in three parties, with as little parade as 
possible, and went straight to the 
Arsenal, whence, as soon as evening 
fell, I hurried with only two armed 
attendants to the Louvre. 
A return so sudden and unexpected was 
as great a surprise to the court as to the 
king, and I was not slow to mark with 
an inward smile the discomposure 
which appeared very clearly on the 
faces of several, as the crowd in the 
chamber fell back for me to approach 
my master. I was careful, however, to 
remember that this might arise from 
other causes than guilt. The king 
received me with his wonted affection; 



and divining at once that I must have 
something important to communicate, 
withdrew with me to the farther end of 
the chamber, where we were out of 
earshot of the court. I there related the 
story to his majesty, keeping back 
nothing. 
He shook his head, saying merely: "The 
fish to escape the frying pan, grand 
master, will jump into the fire. And 
human nature, save in the case of you 
and me, who can trust one another, is 
very fishy." 
I was touched by this gracious 
compliment, but not convinced. "You 
have not seen the man, sire," I said, 
"and I have had that advantage." 
"And believe him?" 



"In part," I answered with caution. "So 
far at least as to be assured that he 
thinks to save his skin, which he will 
only do if he be telling the truth. May I 
beg you, sire," I added hastily, seeing 
the direction of his glance, "not to look 
so fixedly at the Duke of Epernon? He 
grows uneasy." 
"Conscience makes̶you know the rest." 
"Nay, sire, with submission," I replied, "I 
will answer for him; if he be not driven 
by fear to do something reckless." 
"Good! I take your warranty, Duke of 
Sully," the king said, with the easy grace 
which came so natural to him. "But now 
in this matter what would you have me 
do?" 
"Double your guards, sire, for to-night̶
that is all. I will answer for the Bastile 



and the Arsenal; and holding these we 
hold Paris." 
But thereupon I found that the king had 
come to a decision, which I felt it to be 
my duty to combat with all my 
influence. He had conceived the idea of 
being the one to accompany me to the 
rendezvous. "I am tired of the dice," he 
complained, "and sick of tennis, at 
which I know everybody's strength. 
Madame de Verneuil is at 
Fontainebleau, the queen is unwell. Ah, 
Sully, I would the old days were back 
when we had Nerac for our Paris, and 
knew the saddle better than the 
armchair!" 
"A king must think of his people," I 
reminded him. 



"The fowl in the pot? To be sure. So I 
will̶to-morrow," he replied. And in the 
end he would be obeyed. I took my 
leave of him as if for the night, and 
retired, leaving him at play with the 
Duke of Epernon. But an hour later, 
toward eight o'clock, his majesty, who 
had made an excuse to withdraw to his 
closet, met me outside the eastern gate 
of the Louvre. 

He was masked, and attended only by 
Coquet, his master of the household. I 
too wore a mask and was esquired by 
Maignan, under whose orders were four 
Swiss̶whom I had chosen because 
they were unable to speak French̶
guarding the prisoner Andrew. I bade 
Maignan follow the innkeeper's 



directions, and we proceeded in two 
parties through the streets on the left 
bank of the river, past the Châtelet and 
Bastile, until we reached an obscure 
street near the water, so narrow that the 
decrepit wooden houses shut out well-
nigh all view of the sky. Here the 
prisoner halted and called upon me to 
fulfil the terms of my agreement. I bade 
Maignan therefore to keep with the 
Swiss at a distance of fifty paces, but to 
come up should I whistle or otherwise 
give the alarm; and myself with the king 
and Andrew proceeded onward in the 
deep shadow of the houses. I kept my 
hand on my pistol, which I had 
previously shown to the prisoner, 
intimating that on the first sign of 
treachery I should blow out his brains. 



However, despite precaution, I felt 
uncomfortable to the last degree. I 
blamed myself severely for allowing the 
king to expose himself and the country 
to this unnecessary danger; while the 
meanness of the locality, the fetid air, 
the darkness of the night, which was 
wet and tempestuous, and the 
uncertainty of the event lowered my 
spirits, and made every splash in the 
kennel and stumble on the reeking, 
slippery pavements̶matters over which 
the king grew merry̶seem no light 
troubles to me. 
Arriving at a house, which, if we might 
judge in the darkness, seemed to be of 
rather greater pretensions than its 
fellows, our guide stopped, and 
whispered to us to mount some steps to 



a raised wooden gallery, which 
intervened between the lane and the 
doorway. On this, besides the door, a 
couple of unglazed windows looked out. 
The shutter of one was ajar, and showed 
us a large, bare room, lighted by a 
couple of rushlights. Directing us to 
place ourselves close to this shutter, the 
innkeeper knocked at the door in a 
peculiar fashion, and almost 
immediately entered, going at once into 
the lighted room. Peering cautiously 
through the window we were surprised 
to find that the only person within, save 
the newcomer, was a young woman, 
who, crouching over a smoldering fire, 
was crooning a lullaby while she 
attended to a large black pot. 



"Good evening, mistress!" said the 
innkeeper, advancing to the fire with a 
fair show of nonchalance. 
"Good evening, Master Andrew," the girl 
replied, looking up and nodding, but 
showing no sign of surprise at his 
appearance. "Martin is away, but he 
may return at any moment." 
"Is he still of the same mind?" 
"Quite." 
"And what of Sully? Is he to die then?" 
he asked. 
"They have decided he must," the girl 
answered gloomily. It may be believed 
that I listened with all my ears, while 
the king by a nudge in my side seemed 
to rally me on the destiny so coolly 
arranged for me. "Martin says it is no 
good killing the other unless he goes too



̶they have been so long together. But 
it vexes me sadly, Master Andrew," she 
added with a sudden break in her voice. 
"Sadly it vexes me. I could not sleep last 
night for thinking of it, and the risk 
Martin runs. And I shall sleep less when 
it is done." 
"Pooh-pooh!" said that rascally 
innkeeper. "Think less about it. Things 
will grow worse and worse if they are 
let live. The King has done harm 
enough already. And he grows old 
besides." 
"That is true!" said the girl. "And no 
doubt the sooner he is put out of the 
way the better. He is changed sadly. I 
do not say a word for him. Let him die. 
It is killing Sully that troubles me̶that 
and the risk Martin runs." 



At this I took the liberty of gently 
touching the king. He answered by an 
amused grimace; then by a motion of 
his hand he enjoined silence. We 
stooped still farther forward so as better 
to command the room. The girl was 
rocking herself to and fro in evident 
distress of mind. "If we killed the King," 
she continued, "Martin declares we 
should be no better off, as long as Sully 
lives. Both or neither, he says. But I do 
not know. I cannot bear to think of it. It 
was a sad day when we brought 
Epernon here, Master Andrew; and one 
I fear we shall rue as long as we live." 
It was now the king's turn to be moved. 
He grasped my wrist so forcibly that I 
restrained a cry with difficulty. 
"Epernon!" he whispered harshly in my 



ear. "They are Epernon's tools! Where is 
your guaranty now, Rosny?" 
I confess that I trembled. I knew well 
that the king, particular in small 
courtesies, never forgot to call his 
servants by their correct titles, save in 
two cases; when he indicated by the 
seeming error, as once in Marshal 
Biron's affair, his intention to promote 
or degrade them; or when he was 
moved to the depths of his nature and 
fell into an old habit. I did not dare to 
reply, but listened greedily for more 
information. 
"When is it to be done?" asked the 
innkeeper, sinking his voice and 
glancing round, as if he would call 
especial attention to this. 



"That depends upon Master la Rivière," 
the girl answered. "To-morrow night, I 
understand, if Master la Rivière can 
have the stuff ready." 
I met the king's eyes. They shone 
fiercely in the faint light, which issuing 
from the window fell on him. Of all 
things he hated treachery most, and La 
Rivière was his first body physician, and 
at this very time, as I well knew, was 
treating him for a slight derangement 
which the king had brought upon 
himself by his imprudence. This doctor 
had formerly been in the employment of 
the Bouillon family, who had 
surrendered his services to the king. 
Neither I nor his majesty had trusted 
the Duke of Bouillon for the last year 



past, so that we were not surprised by 
this hint that he was privy to the design. 

Despite our anxiety not to miss a word, 
an approaching step warned us at this 
moment to draw back. More than once 
before we had done so to escape the 
notice of a wayfarer passing up and 
down. But this time I had a difficulty in 
inducing the king to adopt the 
precaution. Yet it was well that I 
succeeded, for the person who came 
stumbling along toward us did not pass, 
but, mounting the steps, walked by 
within touch of us and entered the 
house. 
"The plot thickens," muttered the king. 
"Who is this?" 



At the moment he asked I was racking 
my brain to remember. I have a good 
eye and a fair recollection for faces, and 
this was one I had seen several times. 
The features were so familiar that I 
suspected the man of being a courtier in 
disguise, and I ran over the names of 
several persons whom I knew to be 
Bouillon's secret agents. But he was 
none of these, and obeying the king's 
gesture, I bent myself again to the task 
of listening. 
The girl looked up on the man's 
entrance, but did not rise. "You are late, 
Martin," she said. 
"A little," the newcomer answered. "How 
do you do, Master Andrew? What 
cheer? What, still vexing, mistress?" he 



added contemptuously to the girl. "You 
have too soft a heart for this business!" 
She sighed, but made no answer. 
"You have made up your mind to it, I 
hear?" said the innkeeper. 
"That is it. Needs must when the devil 
drives!" replied the man jauntily. He had 
a downcast, reckless, luckless air, yet in 
his face I thought I still saw traces of a 
better spirit. 
"The devil in this case was Epernon," 
quoth Andrew. 
"Aye, curse him! I would I had cut his 
dainty throat before he crossed my 
threshold," cried the desperado. "But 
there, it is too late to say that now. 
What has to be done, has to be done." 
"How are you going about it? Poison, 
the mistress says." 



"Yes; but if I had my way," the man 
growled fiercely, "I would out one of 
these nights and cut the dogs' throats in 
the kennel!" 
"You could never escape, Martin!" the 
girl cried, rising in excitement. "It would 
be hopeless. It would merely be 
throwing away your own life." 
"Well, it is not to be done that way, so 
there is an end of it," quoth the man 
wearily. "Give me my supper. The devil 
take the king and Sully too! He will soon 
have them." 
On this Master Andrew rose, and I took 
his movement toward the door for a 
signal for us to retire. He came out at 
once, shutting the door behind him as 
he bade the pair within a loud good 
night. He found us standing in the street 



waiting for him and forthwith fell on his 
knees in the mud and looked up at me, 
the perspiration standing thick on his 
white face. "My lord," he cried hoarsely, 
"I have earned my pardon!" 
"If you go on," I said encouragingly, "as 
you have begun, have no fear." Without 
more ado I whistled up the Swiss and 
bade Maignan go with them and arrest 
the man and woman with as little 
disturbance as possible. While this was 
being done we waited without, keeping 
a sharp eye upon the informer, whose 
terror, I noted with suspicion, seemed to 
be in no degree diminished. He did not, 
however, try to escape, and Maignan 
presently came to tell us that he had 
executed the arrest without difficulty or 
resistance. 



The importance of arriving at the truth 
before Epernon and the greater 
conspirators should take the alarm was 
so vividly present to the minds of the 
king and myself, that we did not 
hesitate to examine the prisoners in 
their house, rather than hazard the 
delay and observation which their 
removal to a more fit place must 
occasion. Accordingly, taking the 
precaution to post Coquet in the street 
outside, and to plant a burly Swiss in 
the doorway, the king and I entered. I 
removed my mask as I did so, being 
aware of the necessity of gaining the 
prisoners' confidence, but I begged the 
king to retain his. As I had expected, 
the man immediately recognized me 



and fell on his knees, a nearer view 
confirming the notion I had previously 
entertained that his features were 
familiar to me, though I could not 
remember his name. I thought this a 
good starting-point for my examination, 
and bidding Maignan withdraw, I 
assumed an air of mildness and asked 
the fellow his name. 

"Martin, only, please your lordship," he 
answered; adding, "once I sold you two 
dogs, sir, for the chase, and to your lady 
a lapdog called Ninette no larger than 
her hand." 
I remembered the knave, then, as a 
fashionable dog dealer, who had been 
much about the court in the reign of 
Henry the Third and later; and I saw at 



once how convenient a tool he might be 
made, since he could be seen in 
converse with people of all ranks 
without arousing suspicion. The man's 
face as he spoke expressed so much fear 
and surprise that I determined to try 
what I had often found successful in the 
case of greater criminals, to squeeze 
him for a confession while still excited 
by his arrest, and before he should have 
had time to consider what his chances 
of support at the hands of his 
confederates might be. I charged him 
therefore solemnly to tell the whole 
truth as he hoped for the king's mercy. 
He heard me, gazing at me piteously; 
but his only answer, to my surprise, was 
that he had nothing to confess. 



"Come, come," I replied sternly, "this 
will avail you nothing; if you do not 
speak quickly, rogue, and to the point, 
we shall find means to compel you. 
Who counselled you to attempt his 
majesty's life?" 
On this he stared so stupidly at me, and 
exclaimed with so real an appearance of 
horror: "How? I attempt the king's life? 
God forbid!" that I doubted that we had 
before us a more dangerous rascal than 
I had thought, and I hastened to bring 
him to the point. 
"What, then," I cried, frowning, "of the 
stuff Master la Rivière is to give you to 
take the king's life to-morrow night? Oh, 
we know something, I assure you; 
bethink you quickly, and find your 



tongue if you would have an easy 
death." 

I expected to see his self-control break 
down at this proof of our knowledge of 
his design, but he only stared at me 
with the same look of bewilderment. I 
was about to bid them bring in the 
informer that I might see the two front 
to front, when the female prisoner, who 
had hitherto stood beside her 
companion in such distress and terror 
as might be expected in a woman of 
that class, suddenly stopped her tears 
and lamentations. It occurred to me that 
she might make a better witness. I 
turned to her, but when I would have 
questioned her she broke into a wild 
scream of hysterical laughter. 



From that I remember that I learned 
nothing, though it greatly annoyed me. 
But there was one present who did̶the 
king. He laid his hand on my shoulder, 
gripping it with a force that I read as a 
command to be silent. 
"Where," he said to the man, "do you 
keep the King and Sully and Epernon, 
my friend?" 
"The King and Sully̶with the lordship's 
leave," said the man quickly, with a 
frightened glance at me̶"are in the 
kennels at the back of the house, but it 
is not safe to go near them. The King is 
raving mad, and̶and the other dog is 
sickening. Epernon we had to kill a 
month back. He brought the disease 
here, and I have had such losses 



through him as have nearly ruined me, 
please your lordship." 
"Get up̶get up, man!" cried the king, 
and tearing off his mask he stamped up 
and down the room, so torn by 
paroxysms of laughter that he choked 
himself when again and again he 
attempted to speak. 
I too now saw the mistake, but I could 
not at first see it in the same light. 
Commanding myself as well as I could, I 
ordered one of the Swiss to fetch in the 
innkeeper, but to admit no one else. 

The knave fell on his knees as soon as 
he saw me, his cheeks shaking like a 
jelly. 
"Mercy, mercy!" was all he could say. 



"You have dared to play with me?" I 
whispered. 
"You bade me joke," he sobbed, "you 
bade me." 
I was about to say that it would be his 
last joke in this world̶for my anger 
was fully aroused̶when the king 
intervened. 

"Nay," he said, laying his hand softly on 
my shoulder. "It has been the most 
glorious jest. I would not have missed it 
for a kingdom. I command you, Sully, to 
forgive him." 
Thereupon his majesty strictly charged 
the three that they should not on peril 
of their lives mention the circumstances 
to anyone. Nor to the best of my belief 
did they do so, being so shrewdly 



scared when they recognised the king 
that I verily think they never afterwards 
so much as spoke of the affair to one 
another. My master further gave me on 
his own part his most gracious promise 
that he would not disclose the matter 
even to Madame de Verneuil or the 
queen, and upon these representations 
he induced me freely to forgive the 
innkeeper. So ended this conspiracy, on 
the diverting details of which I may 
seem to have dwelt longer than I 
should; but alas! in twenty-one years of 
power I investigated many, and this one 
only can I regard with satisfaction. The 
rest were so many warnings and 
predictions of the fate which, despite all 
my care and fidelity, was in store for the 
great and good master I served. 
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