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“ I ’m   p o s s e s s e d   b y   th e   m o s t  e v il  a c h in g   o f   th e h e a d — s u c h   th a t  m y   e y e s   se e m   to   p re ss  d o w n   to   th e s iz e   o f   s e re  w h o le s ,  so   th a t  I  se e  as  i f   th ro u g h   a   te le s c o p e  tu rn e d  w ro n g  e n d  to .  L a u d a n u m  a lo n e  re lie v e s it,  b u t  fills   m e   w ith   d re a m s   e v e n   m o re   e v il  th a n   th e p a in   in   m y   f o re b ra in .  I ’m   c e rta in   th a t  th e   p a in   is  m y due.— th a t  it  is  a   ta s te   o f  h e ll,  a n d   n o th in g   le s s .  A n d I  c a n   fe e l  m y s e lf   d ec ay ,  fe e l  m y   tis s u e s   d ry in g   a n d r o ttin g   lik e   a  b e e tle -e a te n   fu n g u s  o n   a  s tu m p ,  a n d   m y b lo o d   p o u n d s   a c ro ss  th e   to p   o f   m y   s k u ll.  I  c a n   see m y   o w n   e y e s ,  w id e   a s  h a lf   c ro w n s   a n d   b la c k   w ith d e a th  an d  d ec ay , a n d  N a rb o n d o  a h e a d  w ith  th a t g h a s tly s h e a rs.  I  p u s h e d   h im   alo n g !  T h a t’s  th e   tru th   o f   it.  I r a ile d   at  h im .  I  h iss e d .  I ’d   h a v e   th a t  g la n d ,  is  w h a t I ’d   h a v e ,  a n d   b e fo re   th e  n ig h t  w a s  g o n e .  I ’d   h o ld   in m y   h a n d   m y   s a lv a t io n . . . ” 
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To Viki

A n d ,  th is   tim e , 

To  T im   P o w e rs , 

f o r   s c o re s   o f   g o o d   id e a s , u n e n d in g   f rie n d s h ip ,  a n d   g o o d   ch e er. 

To  S e re n a   P o w e rs , 

w h o   d e s e rv e s   m o re   th a n   th is   h u m b le   v o lu m e . 

W illia m   H a z litt  se n d s  h is   a p o lo g ie s   to Je n n y   B u n n . 
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W h a t  a   d e lic a te   sp e c u la tio n   it  is ,  a fte r  d rin k in g w h o le   g o b le ts   o f   te a ,  a n d   le ttin g   th e   fu m e s  a s c e n d in to   th e   b r a in ,  to   s it  c o n s id e rin g   w h a t  w e   sh a ll  h a v e f o r   s u p p e r — e g g s   a n d   a   ra s h e r,  a   ra b b it  s m o th e re d   in o n io n s ,  o r   a n   e x c e lle n t  v e a l  c u tle t!  S a n c h o   in   su c h   a situ a tio n   o n c e   fix e d   u p o n   c o w -h e e l;  a n d   h is   c h o ic e , th o u g h   h e   c o u ld   n o t  h e lp   it,  is  n o t  to   b e   d isp a ra g e d . 

W illia m   H a z litt 

“ O n   G o in g   a   J o u r n e y ” 

I  s h o u ld   w is h   to   q u o te   m o re ,  f o r   th o u g h   w e   are m ig h ty   fin e   fe llo w s   n o w a d a y s ,  w e   c a n n o t  w rite   lik e H a z litt.  A n d ,  ta lk in g   o f   th a t,  H a z litt’s  e s s a y s   w o u ld b e   a   c a p ita l  p o c k e tb o o k   o n   s u c h   a  jo u r n e y ;  so   w o u ld a  v o lu m e o f  A sh b le ss’s p o em s; a n d  fo r  Tristram  Shandy 

I  c a n   p le d g e   a   f a ir   e x p e rie n c e . 

R o b e rt  L o u is  S te v e n so n  

“ W a lk in g   T o u rs” 
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Prologue

London  1870


A b o v e  the  S t.  G eo rg es  C h annel  clo u d s  th ick   as  shorn  w ool arched  lik e  a  b en t  bow   from   C ardigan  B ay  ro u n d   S(rum ble head  an d   M ilford  H av en ,  and  hid  the  stars  fro m   S w an sea  and C ard iff.  B ey o n d   B ristol  they  grew   scanty  and  scattered   and w ere  blow n  along  a   h eavenly  avenue  th a t  d ro p p ed   d o w n   the sky  to w ard   the  sh ad o w s  o f  th e  C o tsw o ld   H ills  an d   the  rise  o f th e  R iv er  T h am es,  th en   aw ay  ea st  to w ard   O x fo rd   an d   M a id en h ead   an d   L ondon.  S tars  w in k ed   and  v an ish ed   an d   th e  new m o o n  slan ted  th in  an d  silv er belo w  th e m ,  the billo w ed  crescen t sail  o f   a  dark  sh ip ,  sw ept  to  w indw ard  o f   stellar  islands  on d ee p ,  sidereal  tides. 

A nd in th e w ake o f  the m oon floated an oval shadow , tossed by  th e   w h im s  o f  w in d ,  and  canting  southeast  fro m   Iceland across  th e   N orth  A tlan tic,  fallin g   gradually  tow ard  G reater L ondon. 

T w o   h o u rs  y et  before  d aw n ,  th e  w in d   b lew   in  fits  above C h elsea an d  th e sky  w as c le a r as bo ttled  w ater,  th e  clo u d s w ell to  th e w est and ea st o v e r th e in v isib le h o rizo n .  L eav es a n d  d u st an d  bits o f  p ap e r w h irled  th ro u g h  th e d ark n e ss, acro ss B attersea 1
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P ark  an d   th e  p leasure  b o ats  serried  alo n g   the  C h e lse a  sh o re, ro u n d   th e  to w er  o f   S t.  L u k e ’s  an d   into  d ark n ess.  T h e  w in d , ig nored by  m ost o f th e sleeping city,  w as cu rsed  at by a  h u n ch b ac k ed   fig u re  w h o   d ro v e  a   d o g cart  d o w n   th e  C h elsea  E m b an k m en t  to w ard   P im lic o ,  a   shabby  veh icle  w ith   a   tarpaulin tied  across  a   h u m p ed   an d   unnatural  load. 

H e  lo o k ed   b ack   o v e r  his  shoulder.  T h e  en d   o f   th e  can v as flapped  in   the  w ind.  It  w o u ld n ’t  d o   to  h ave  it  fly  lo o se,  but tim e w as p recio u s. T h e city  w as stirring. T h e carts o f  am bitious co sterm o n g ers an d  g reen g ro cers alread y  clattered  along to  m ark et,  an d  silen t o y ste r b o ats sailed  o u t o f  C h elsea R each tow ard B illingsgate. 

T he  m an  rein ed   in  h is  h o rse,  clam b ered   d o w n   o n to   the sto n es,  and  lashed  the  ca n v as  tight.  A  putrid  stench  b lew   out from   un d er  it.  T h e  w ind  w as  fro m   th e  n o rth east,  at  h is  b ack. 

S uch  w as  the  price  o f   science.  H e  put  a  fo o t  on  th e  running bo ard   and  th en   stopped  in  sud d en   d rea d ,  staring  at  an   open-m outhed and  w ide-eyed m an  standing on the em bankm ent ahead w ith   a  p u sh c art  full  o f  rags.  T he  h u n ch b ack   g ave  him   a  d ark lo o k ,  m o st  o f   it  lo st  in  the  night.  B u t  the  rag p ic k er  w a sn ’t p eerin g   at h im ,  h e   w as  staring  skyw ard  w h ere,  shad o w in g   the tip  o f  th e m o o n  o v erh ead ,  h o v ered th e dim  silh o u ette o f  a  great d irig ib le,  a   rib b y   g o n d o la  sw inging  ben eath .  R h y th m ic  h u m m in g   filled   th e  air,  b arely  au d ib le  b u t  utterly  p erv a siv e,  as  if it  ec h o ed   o ff the  d o m e  o f  th e  n ig h t  sky. 

T h e  h u n ch b ack   leap ed   ato p   the  seat,  w hipped  h is  startled h o rse,  an d  b u rst at a  run  p ast th e stu pefied rag p ick er,  k nocking his barro w  to  b its ag ain st a stone abu tm en t.  W ith  the  w ind  and the h u m  o f  th e b lim p 's pro p ellers driv in g  him  alo n g , th e h u n ch b ack   scoured  round  the  sw erve  o f   N ine  E lm s  R each   and  d isap p eared   into  W estm inster,  the  b lim p  d rifting  lo w er ov erh ead , sw inging  in  to w ard   the  W est  End. 

A lo n g   Jerm y n   S treet  the  h o u ses  w ere  d ark   an d   the  alleys em pty.  T h e  w ind banged  at lo ose shu tters and un latch ed  do o rs, a n d   b attered   th e  new   w ooden  sign  th a t  hu n g   b efo re  C aptain P o w e rs’ P ip e S h o p , yan k in g  it lo o se finally in th e early  m orning g ray   an d   th ro w in g   it  en d   o v e r  e n d   d o w n   S pode  S treet.  T he on ly   lig h t o th e r th an   th e  d im  g lo w   o f  a  p a ir o f  g aslam p s  shone from   an  attic  w in d o w  o p p o site,  a   w indow   w h ich ,  if  seen   from th e  in te rio r o f  C ap tain   P o w e rs’  sh o p ,  w o u ld  h av e  betray ed  the
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ex isten ce o f  w h at ap p eared  to  b e  a  p reh isto ric b ird  sp o rtin g  the rid icu lo u s  ru b b er  b ea k   o f   a   leering  pterodactyl.  B ey o n d   it  a sp ectacled   fa c e ,  h a lf  fro w n in g ,  ex a m in e d   a   ru b b er  ap e  w ith ap p aren t  dissatisfactio n .  It  w a sn ’t  th e  a p e ,  ho w ev er,  th a t  d istu rb ed   h im ;  it  w as  the  w ind.  S o m eth in g   ab o u t  th e  w in d   m ade h im   edgy,  restless.  T h ere  w as  to o   m u ch   n o ise  o n   it,  an d   the noises  seem ed   to  him   to  b e  p o rten to u s,  th reaten in g .  Ju st w hen the  cries  o f  the  w indy  n ig h t  reced ed   into  reg u larity   an d   fad ed from   n o tice,  som e  ru stlin g  th in g — a  leafy  b ranch b ro k en   from a  ca m p h o r  tree  in  S t.  Ja m es  S quare  o r  a   careerin g   cru m p le  o f g reasy   n ew sp a p er— b ru sh ed   a t  the  w in d o w p an e ,  cau sin g   him to   leap   in  sudden  d rea d   in   spite  o f  h im self.  It  w as  to o  early   to go  to   b ed ;  th e  sun  w ould  ch ase  h im   th ere  so o n   en o u g h .  H e stepped  across  to   the  w indow ,  threw   o p en   the  ca se m en t,  an d sh o v ed   his  head  o u t  into  the  nig h t.  T h ere  w as  so m ething  on the  w in d — the d ry   rustle o f  in sect  w in g s,  th e hu m  o f  b e e s ___

H e  c o u ld n ’t  qu ite  n am e  it.  H e  g lan ced   u p   at  the  starry  sky, m arv elin g   at  the  absen ce  o f   fo g   and  a t  th e   ivory  m o o n   that hu n g   in the  heav en s  like a  co ath o o k ,  b rig h t en o u g h , desp ite its siz e,  so  th a t th e  g h o sts o f  ch im n ey  p o ts and g ab les flo ated  o v er th e  street.  C lo sin g   the  ca se m en t,  he  tu rn ed   to   h is  b en ch   an d the  d isassem b led   shell  o f  a tiny  en g in e,  unaw are o f  the  fading o f  th e  in se ct hu m   an d  o f  the  o v al  shadow   th a t p assed  alo n g  o n th e  p av e m e n t  below ,  creep in g   tow ard  C o v e n t  G ard en . 

It  w a sn ’t  y et  four,  b u t  costerm o n g ers  o f   all  p ersu asio n s clu stered  at  the  m a rk e t,  p u sh in g   an d   shoving  am o n g   g reen g ro ce rs,  rag p ic k ers,  b eg g a rs,  m issio n aries,  a n d  ca ts.  C a rts an d w agons full o f  veg etab les w ere cram m ed  in to g e th er alo n g  three sides  o f   th e  sq u are,  h eap ed   w ith   o n io n s  a n d   ca b b ag e s,  p eas and celery.  O n  the w est side o f  th e sq u are sa t bo x es a n d  baskets o f  po tted   p lan ts  an d   flo w ers— ro ses,  v erb en a,  h elio tro p e  and fuschia— all o f  it em itting a fragrance w hich m om entarily called u p  m e m o ries,  su sp icio n s  o f  pla ce s  at o d d s  w ith   the cla tte r an d throng th a t stretched aw ay d o w n  B ow  S treet an d  M aid en  L an e , lost alm o st at o n ce am o n g  a  h u n dred co n flictin g  o d o rs.  D onkey carts  and  b arro w s  ch o k ed   th e   five  streets  lead in g   aw ay,  an d flo w er  g irls  w ith   b u n d les  o f  sw eet  b ria r  co m p eted   w ith   apple w o m en ,  sh o u tin g  am o n g  th e ca rts,  th e en tire  m ark et flickering in  the  lig h t  o f  g aslam p s  and  o f  a   th ousand  ca n d le s  th ru st  into p o tato es an d  b o ttles an d  m elted heap s o f  w ax ato p  brak e-lo ck ed cartw h eels  an d   low   w indow   sills,  yello w   lig h t  d an cin g   an d

[image: Image 29]

[image: Image 30]

4  

James  P.  Blaylock

d y in g   an d   flarin g   again  in  the  w ind. 

A  tall  an d   age-rav ag ed   m issio n ary   ad v ertisin g   h im s e lf  as S h ilo h , the S on o f  G o d ,  stood shivering in sackcloth and ashes, sh o u tin g   ad m o n ito ry   p h rases  every  few   seconds  as  if  it h elp ed him  k eep  w arm .  H e th ru st tracts into ran d o m  fac es, as o blivious to   th e  cu rses  an d   cu ffs  h e  w as  m et  w ith   as  th e  th ro n g   around him   w as  ob liv io u s  to   his ja b b e r  ab o u t  apocalypse. 

T h e  m o o n ,  y ellow   and  sm all,  w as  sin k in g   o v er  W aterloo, an d   th e  stars  w ere  o n e  by  one  w in k in g   o u t  w hen  the  d irigible sailed abo v e the m ark et, then sw ept b riefly  o u t o v e r the V icto ria Em bankm ent on  its  w ay tow ard  B illingsgate and Petticoat Lane. 

F o r a   few   b rie f seco n d s,  as  the  cry   w en t  ro u n d   and  th ousands o f   faces  p eered   sk y w ard ,  th e   slat-sided  gon d o la  th a t  sw ayed beneath  the  b lim p w as  illum inated  against the d y in g   m oon  and the  g lo w   it  ca st  on  the  clo u d s.  A   creaking  and  shuddering reach ed   th em   on  th e  w in d ,  m ingled  w ith  the  hu m   o f  spinning prop ellers.  W ithin  the  g o n d o la ,  looking  fo r  all  the  w orld  as  if he w ere p ilo tin g  the  m oon  itself,  w as  a rigid fig u re in  a cocked h at,  g rip p in g   the  w h eel,  his  legs  plan ted   w idely  as  if   set  to co u n ter  an   ocean   sw ell.  T h e  w ind  tore  at  his  tattered  co at, w hipping  it  o u t  b eh in d   him   an d   rev ealin g   the  d ark   cu rv e  o f  a rib ca g e,  em p ty   o f  flesh ,  ivory  m o o n lig h t  glo w in g   in  th e  cre scents  o f   a ir  b etw een  the  bon es.  H is  w rists  w ere  m anacled  to the  w h eel,  w hich  its e lf  w as  lashed  to  a   stru t  b etw een  tw o g lassless  w indow s. 

T he g o n d o la rig h ted  itself,  the m oon v an ish ed  beyond ro o fto p s,  and  th e  dirig ib le  had  p assed ,  hum m in g   in exorably  along to w ard   ea st  L ondon.  F o r  th e  m issionary,  the  issuance  o f   the b lim p  w as an o m e n ,  th e han d w ritin g  on th e w all, an ev en   surer sig n   o f  co m in g  d o o m   than  w ould  h ave  been  the  ap p earan ce  o f a co m et.  B u sin ess  pick ed   up considerably,  a  round d o zen  c o n verts h av in g  been reap ed   by  the  tim e th e sun ho isted   itself into th e  eastern   sky. 

It  w as  w ith  the  d aw n   that  the  b lim p   w as  sighted  o v e r  B illin gsgate.  T he  w eathered  go n d o la cre ak ed   in  the  w ind  like  the hull  o f  a  ship  to ssin g   on  slow   sw ells,  and  its  w eird  occu p an t, secured  to   the  w ooden  shell  o f   h is  strange  sw aying  aerie  like a   b arnacle  to  a  w av e-w ash ed   ro ck ,  stared  sightlessly  d o w n   on fish m o n g e rs’  carts  and  b u m m arees  and  creep in g   handbarrow s filled   w ith   bask ets  o f  shellfish  an d   ee ls,  the  w ind  w hirling  the sm ell  o f   it  all  e a st  d o w n   L o w er  T h am es  S treet,  b athing  the
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C u sto m   H ouse  and  the  T ow er  in  th e  o d o r  o f  seaw eed  and  salt spray  an d   tidal  flats.  A   squid  seller,  plu ck in g   o ff h is  ca p   and sq u in tin g   into  the  d a w n ,  sh ook  his  h ead   sadly  at  the  b lim p ’s p assin g ,  to u ch ed   tw o   fin g ers  to  his  fo reh ead   as  if  to   salute  th e stran g e p ilo t,  an d  tu rn ed  b ack to  h aw k in g  and rubbery, d o le fu ley ed   o ccu p an ts  o f  his  b ask et,  th ree  to   the  penny. 

P ettico at L an e  w as  fa r too  active  to  m uch  ack n o w led g e  the stran g e  cra ft,  w h ich ,  illu m in ated   b y   th e  sun  now   rath e r  than the  reflected   lig h t  o f  the  new   m o o n ,  had   lost  so m ething  o f  its m y stery  an d   po rten t.  H eads  tu rn ed ,  p eo p le  p o in te d ,  b u t  the on ly   m an  to   take  to  his  heels  and  run  w as  a  tw eed -co ated   m an o f  scien ce.  H e  had   been  hag g lin g   w ith  a  se lle r  o f  g y ro scopes an d   aban d o n ed   shoes  ab o u t  the  c o s te r's  supposed  kn o w led g e o f  a  cry stal e g g ,  sp irited  aw ay from  a  cu rio sity  sh o p  n ea r S even D ials  and  rum ored  to   be  a   w in d o w   through  w h ich ,  if  the  eg g w ere  held   ju s t  so   in  th e  su n lig h t,  an  o b se rv e r  w ith  th e  right sort  o f  ey esig h t co u ld   b eh o ld   a butterfly -h au n ted   lan dscape  on the ed g e s o f  a  M artian  city  o f  pin k   sto n e,  risin g   abo v e  a  broad grassy   law n  and  w inding  p la cid   canals.  T he  gyro sco p e  seller h ad  sh rugged.  H e co u ld  d o  little to help.  To b e su re, h e ’d  heard ru m o rs o f  its ap p earan ce so m ew h ere in th e W est E n d ,  sold  and resold  fo r  fab u lo u s  sum s.  H ad  the  g u v ’n o r  that  sort  o f   sum ? 

A nd  a   m an   o f   science  n eed ed   a   g o o d   g y ro sco p e ,  after  all,  to d em o n strate  and  study  the  law s  o f   gravity,  stability,  balan ce, and  spin.  B ut  L angdon  St.  Ives  had   sh aken  h is  h ead.  H e  required  no  gyro sco p e;  an d   y es,  h e  did  h ave  certain  sum s,  som e little  b it  o f  w hich  h e ’d   glad ly   part  w ith  fo r  real  know ledge. 

B ut th e hum  o f th e blim p  an d  the shouts o f  the cro w d  b ro u g h t him   u p   sh o rt  th e n ,  and  in  a  tric e 'h e   w as  pou n d in g   d o w n   M id dlesex  S treet  shouting  fo r  a  hansom   ca b ,  and  then  cran in g   his n eck   to  p e e r u p   o u t  o f  the  cab   w indow   as  it  rattled  aw ay  east, follo w in g   the  slow   w ake  o f   th e  b lim p  out  E ast  In d ia  D ock R o ad ,  losing  it  finally  as  it  ro se  o n   an  u p d raft  an d   w as  sw allow ed  by a  w hite b an k  o f  clo u d s th at fell  aw ay to w ard  G ra v esen d . 
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O n   A pril  4   o f  the  y e a r  1875— th irty -fo u r  cen tu ries  to   th e  day sin ce  E lija h ’s  flig h t  aw ay  to   th e  stars  in  th e  sup p o sed   flam ing c h a rio t,  and  w ell  o v er eig h ty   y ears  afte r th e  q u estio n ab le  p ro n o u n cem en t that Jo a n n a S o u th co te  su ffered fro m  d ro p sy  rath er th an   fro m   the  im m acu late  co n c ep tio n   o f   th e  n ew   m e ssia h —  

L an g d o n   S t.  Iv es  stood  in  th e  rain y   n ig h t  in  L eic e ste r  S quare an d  tried  w ith o u t su ccess to  lig h t a dam p  cigar.  H e lo oked aw ay u p   C h a rin g   C ro ss  R o a d ,  sq u in tin g   u n d er  th e  b rim   o f   a  soggy fe lt h at an d  w atch in g  fo r the ap p ro ach  o f — so m eo n e. H e w a sn ’t sure  w h o .  H e  felt  fo o lish   in  th e  to p   sh o es  an d   strip ed   tro u sers h e ’d   been  o b lig ed  to   w e a r to  a  d in n e r w ith  the  secretary o f  th e R oyal A cad em y  o f  S cien ces. In  h is o w n  lab o ratory in H arrogate h e w a sn ’t req u ired  to  p o stu re a b o u t in  sty lish  clo th es. T h e  cig ar w as  b eg in n in g   to  b ec o m e  irritatin g ,  b u t it w as  the  on ly   on e  he h a d ,  an d   h e   w as  dam n ed   if  h e ’d  le t  it  g et  the  b est o f  h im .  H e altern ately  c u rse d   the  c ig a r an d   the d rizz le.  T h is  la st h ad  b een fa llin g — h o v erin g ,  ra th e r— fo r  h o u rs,  a n d   it  co n fo u n d ed   St. 

Iv e s’  w ish   th a t  it  eith er  rain   o u trig h t  o r  g iv e  u p   th e  p retense an d   g o   hom e. 
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T h ere  w as  no  ro o m   in  th e  w o rld   o f  scien ce  fo r  m ediocrity, fo r h a lf m easu res,  fo r w et cigars.  H e  fin ally  p itch ed  it o v e r his sh o u ld e r  into  an  alley,  p atted  his  ov erco at  to   see  if  th e  pack et beneath  w as  still  th e re ,  and  h ad   a  lo o k   at  his  p o ck et  w atch.  It w as  ju s t  shy  o f   n in e  o ’clo ck .  T he  cru m p led   m essage  in   his h a n d ,  n eatly  blo ck ed   o u t  in  han d w ritin g   that  sm a ck e d   o f   the d raftsm a n ,  pro m ised   a   ren d ezv o u s  at  eight-thirty. 

“T h an k   y o u ,  sir,”  cam e  a   startling  v oice  fro m   b ehind  him . 

“ B u t  1  d o n ’t  sm oke.  H a v e n ’t  in  y e a rs.”  St.  Iv es  spun  ro u n d , nearly k n o ck in g   into a gen tlem an   u n d er a n ew sp ap er w h o  h u rried  along  the  co bbles.  B u t  it  w a sn ’t  he  w ho  had  spoken. 

B ey o n d ,  slo uching  out  o f   the  m o u th   o f   an  alley  w as  a   bent m an  w ith   a frazzle  o f  d am p  h air p ro truding  from   the  perim eter o f   a  w recked  L eibnitz  cap.  H is  ex ten d ed   h an d   h eld   S t.  Iv e s’ 

d iscard ed  cig ar as if  it w ere a  fo untain pen. “ M ak es m e b ilio u s,” 

he  w as  saying.  “ V apors,  it  is.  T h ey   say  it’s  a  th in g  a   m an  gets used  to ,  like  shellfish  o r  trip e.  B ut  th e y ’re  w rong  ab o u t  it. 

L eastw ay s  th e y ’re  w rong  w hen  it  co m es  to   old  B ill  K raken. 

B u t  y o u ’ve  g o t  a   d ead   go o d   aim ,  sir,  if  I  d o   say  so   m yself. 

S truck  m e  square  in  the  ch est.  H ad  it  b een  a  snake  o r  a  n ew t, I ’d   h ave  been  a  sorry  K rak en .  B ut  it  w e re n ’t.  It  w ere  a cig a r.” 

“ K rak en !”  cried   St.  Iv es,  gen u in ely   astonished  an d   taking the  p referre d   cigar.  “O w le sb y ’s  K raken  is  it?” 

“T h e very o n e, sir.  I t ’s been  a w h ile .” A nd w ith th a t, K raken p eered  b ehind him  dow n th e alley,  the m ysteries o f  w hich w ere h idden  in  im p enetrable  d ark n ess  and  m ist. 

In  K ra k e n ’s  left  hand  w as  an  oval  pot  w ith  a   sw in g   h an d le, the  p o t  sw ad d led   in  a  length  o f  clo th ,  as  if  K rak en   ca rrie d   the head  o f  a   H indu.  A ro u n d   his  n eck  w as  a  sm all  clo sed   bask et, w h ich ,  S t.  Ives  g u essed ,  held   salt,  p epper,  an d   vinegar.  “ A p e a  m a n ,  are you  n o w ?”  asked  S t.  Iv es,  ey ein g  the pot.  S tan d ing  in  th e  n ig h t  a ir  had  m ade  him   ravenous. 

“A y e,  sir,”  replied  K ra k en ,  shaking  h is  h ead .  “ B y  n ig h t  I am ,  usually up around C h eap sid e an d  L ead en h all.  I ’d  o ffe r y ou a  p o d ,  sir,  but  th e y ’ve  g o n e  stone  co ld   in  th e  w a lk .” 

A   d o o r  banged  sh u t  so m ew here  up  the  alley  b ehind  th e m , and K raken cu p p ed  a hand to  his e a r to listen . T h ere w as an o th er b an g   fo llo w ed   clo se  on  by  a   clap   o f   th under.  P eo p le  hu rried p ast,  h u d dled  an d   scam p erin g   fo r  co v e r  as  a   w ash  o f  rain , g ran tin g   S t.  Iv e s ’  w ish ,  sw ep t  across  the  sq u are.  It  w as  a desp icab le  n ig h t,  S t.  Ives  decid ed .  S om e  hot  p eas  w ould  have
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b een   n ice.  H e  n o d d ed   a t  K rak en   an d   th e  tw o  m en  hu n ch ed aw ay,  slo sh in g   th ro u g h   pu d d les  an d   rills  an d   into  the  d o o r  o f th e  O ld   S h ad es,  ju s t  as  th e  sky  seem ed   to   cra ck   in  h a lf lik e  a C h in a  p late  and  d ro p   an   o ce an   o f  rain   in  o n e e n o rm o u s  sheet. 

T h ey   stood  in  the  doo rw ay   an d   w atched. 

“T h ey  say it rain s lik e th a t ev e ry  d ay  d o w n  o n  the eq u a to r,” 

said  K ra k en ,  p u llin g   o f f  h is  cap . 

“ D o  th ey ?”  S t.  Iv es  hu n g   h is  c o a t o n   a   ho o k   an d   un w o u n d his  m uffler.  “A n y   p lace  special  on  th e  eq u ato r?” 

“ A lo n g  th e w hole b it o f  it,” said  K rak en .  “ I t ’s a  so rt o f  b elt, yo u   see,  that  g ird s  u s  fo und.  H o ld s  the  w hole  h eap   to g ether, i f  you  fo llo w   m e.  I t’s  co m p licated .  W e’re  sp in n in g   like  a   to p , yo u   k n o w .” 

“T h a t’s  rig h t,”  said  S t.  Iv es,  p ee rin g   th ro u g h   th e  tobacco clo u d   tow ard  the  bar,  w h ere  a   fat  m an   p o k ed   b an g e rs  w ith   a fo rk .  L azy  sm oke  cu rled   up  fro m   the  sau sag es  an d   m ingled w ith   th a t  o f   d o zen s  o f   p ip es  and  cig ars.  St.  Iv es  w as  faint. 

N o th in g   so unded  as  go o d   to   h im   as  b an g ers.  D am n  p ea  pods. 

H e ’d   sell  h is  soul  fo r a b an g er,  sell  h is  sp acecraft e v e n ,  sitting fo u r-fifth s  b u ilt  in  H arrogate. 

“N o w  th e earth  a in ’t n o th in g  b u t b its  and p ie ce s,  you know , shoved  in   to g e th e r.”  K rak en   fo llo w ed   S t.  Ives  alo n g   a   trail  o f sausage  sm oke  to w ard   the  bar,  cro ssin g   h is  arm s  in  fro n t  o f h is  p o t.  “ A n d   think  o f   w h at  w ould  co m e  o f   it  i f   y ou ju s t  set th e  w h o le  m ess  aspin.  L ike  a   to p ,  you  know ,  as  I  s a id .” 

“C o n fu sio n ,”  said  S t.  Ives.  “ U tter  co n fu sio n .” 

“T h a t’s the v ery  th in g .  It w ould all  g o  to  sm ash.  F ly to  bits. 

S traightaw ay.  M o u n tain s  w o u ld   sail  off.  O cean s  w ould  d is appear.  F ish  and such w ould sh o o t aw ay into th e sky lik e C h in ee ro ck ets.  A n d   w hat  o f  you  and  m e?  W h at  o f u s?” 

“ B angers  and  m ash  fo r m y  frien d   an d   m e ,”  said  S t.  Iv es  to th e  p u b lic an ,  w h o   looked  at  K ra k e n ’s  p eap o t  w ith   d isfavor. 

“ A nd tw o p in ts o f  N e w c a stle .” T h e  m a n ’s face  w as en o rm o u s, like  the  m oon. 

“ W h a t  o f   u s,  is  w h at  I  w ant  to   know .  I t’s  a   little-know n f a c t.” 

“W h at  is?”  ask ed   S t.  Iv es,  w atch in g   th e  m o o n -faced   m an sp earin g  up b an g ers,  slo w ly  and m eth o d ically  w ith  pudgy  little fin g ers,  alm o st  sausag es  th em selv es. 

“I t’s a  little-k n o w n  fac t th a t the eq u ato r, yo u  se e,  is a  b e lt—  

n o t  co w h id e ,  m ind  y o u ,  b u t  w h at  th e  d o cto r  called   elem en tal
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tw in es.  T h em ,  w ith   th e  la titu d e s,  is  w h at  b in d s  th is  earth   o f o u rs.  It  is n ’t  as  tig h t  as  it  m ig h t  b e ,  th o u g h ,  w hich  is  good b ecau se  o f   av ertin g   suffo catio n .  T h e   tid es  sh o w   th is — thank y o u ,  sir;  G o d   b le ss  y o u — w hen  th e y   g o   h eav in g   o f f  ea st  and w est,  ru n n in g   u p   ag a in st  th ese  b e lts,  so   to   sp eak .  A nd  lucky it is f o r u s ,  sir,  as I  sa id ,  o r th e  o ce an  w ould ju s t slide o f f  into the  h ea v en s.  B y   G o d ,  sir,  th is  is  first-rate  b an g ers,  is n ’t  it?” 

St. Ives nodded, licking grease from  his fingertips.  H e w ashed a   m o uthful  o f   th e   d a rk   sa u sag e  d o w n   w ith   a   d rau g h t  o f   ale. 

“G o t  all  th is  fro m   O w lesby,  d id   y o u ?” 

“O n ly   b its ,  sir.  I  d o   som e  read in g   o n   m y  o w n .  T h e   le sser k now n  w o rk s,  m ostly.” 

“W h o se?” 

“O h ,  I  a in ’t  particu lar,  sir.  N o t  B ill  K rak en .  A ll  b o oks  is go o d   b o o k s.  A n d   id e as,  i f   y ou  follow   m e ,  facts  th a t  is ,  are lik e b ea n s in a  b o ttle.  T h e re ’s on ly  so  m any o f  th em .  T h e earth a in ’t  but  so   m any  m iles  acro ss.  I  aim   to   h av e  a   ta ste  o f  th em a ll,  an d   scien ce  is  w here  I  lau n ch ed   o u t,  so   to   sp e a k .” 

“T h a t’s  w here  I  lau nched  o u t  to o ,”   said  S t.  Iv es.  “ I ’ll ju s t h av e  an o th er p in t.  Jo in   m e?” 

K rak en   y an k ed   a   faceless  p o ck e t  w atch   o u t  o f  h is  c o a t  and sq u in ted  at it befo re n o d ding.  S t.  Iv es w in k ed  an d  pushed aw ay o n ce  m o re  to w ard   the  bar.  It  w as  an   h o u r y et  b efo re  clo sin g . 

A   tram p   in   rag s  sidled  fro m  ta b le  to  ta b le ,  u n co vering  a t each the  stu m p   o f   a   recen tly   sev ered   th u m b .  A   m an   in  ev en in g clo th es lay on th e floor, straig h t o u t o n  h is sid e , h is n o se p ressed ag a in st a w a ll,  an d  th ree sto o ls,  o ccu p ied  b y  h is so d d en  young frie n d s,  p ro p p ed  h im  u p  th ere as  if  h e w ere a  co rp se lo n g  gone in  rig o r  m o rtis.  T h ere  w as  an  ev e n   ca co p h o n y   o f   so u n d s,  o f la u g h ter  an d   clan k in g   dish es  an d   inn u m erab le  conv ersatio n s p u n ctu ated  at intervals b y  a  lo u d ,  tu b e rc u lar c o u g h .  M ore flo o r w as  co v ered   b y   shoe  so les  and  tab le  legs  th a n   w as  b a re ,  and th a t w h ich  w as left o v e r w as scattered  w ith  saw d u st an d   new sp ap e r an d   scraps o f  food.  S t.  Iv es  m ash ed  the e n d  o f  a  b an g e r ben eath   h is  heel  as  h e  ed g ed   p ast  tw o   tab les  fu ll  o f   singing m e n — seafarin g   m en  fro m   the  lo o k   o f  them . 

K rak en   ap p eared   to   b e  h a lf aslee p   w h en   m in u tes  la te r  S t. 

Ives  set  the  tw o  p in t  glasses  o n   the  tab letop.  T h e p le asa n t  and so lid   c lan k   o f   the  fu ll  g la sses  seem ed   to   revive  h im .  K rak en set  h is  p e a  p o t b etw een   h is  feet.  “ I t’s b ee n  a  w h ile ,  sir,  h a s n ’t it?” 
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“ F o u rteen   y ea rs,  is  it?” 

“ F iftee n , sir.  A  m onth befo re th e  tragedy, it w as.  You w a s n ’t m u ch  o ld e r’n a  b u g ,  i f  I  a in ’t o u t o f lin e to  say  s o .” H e p aused to   d rin k   o f f  h a lf th e  p in t.  “T h em   w as  tro u b leso m e  tim es,  sir. 

T ro u b leso m e  tim es.  I  a in ’t  told  a  soul  ab o u t  m ost  o f  it.  C a n ’t. 

I ’v e  ch e ated   m y se lf o f  th e  hereafter;  I  c a n ’t  afford  N ew g ate.” 

“S u rely   n o thing  as  bad  as  t h a t . . . ”  b egan  St.  Iv es,  b u t  he w as  cu t  sh o rt  by  K rak en ,  w ho  w av ed   b roadly  an d   sh o o k   his h ea d ,  fallin g   m o m en tarily   silent. 

“T h ere  w as the  business  o f the c a rp ,”  he  said ,  looking  o v er h is sh o u ld er as if  he feared that a constable m ig h t at that m om ent be  slip p in g   u p   behind.  “You  d o n ’t  rem em b er  it.  B ut  it  w as  in the   Tim es,   and  S cotland  Yard  even  had   a  go  at  it.  A nd  com e clo se,  to o ,  by G od!  T h e re ’s a little w h at-do-you-call-it.  a gland o r  so m eth in g ,  full  o f  elixir.  I  drove  the  w agon.  D ead  o f night in  m id su m m er,  and  hot  as  a  pistol  barrel.  We  g o t  out  o f   the aquarium   w ith  a  ro und  h a lf  d o zen ,  long  as  y o u r  arm ,  and S eb astian   c u t  the  beg g ars  u p   not  fifty  feet  dow n  B ak er S treet, on  the  run  b u t  neat  as  a   pin.  W e  g ave  the  carps  to  a  b eg g ar w om an  o n   O ld   P y e,  an d   she  sold  the  lot  at  B illingsgate.  So good  co m e  o f  it  in  th e  end. 

“ B ut  th e ca rp   affair w as  the  least  o f  it.  I ’m   asham ed  to  say m ore.  A nd  it  w o u ld n ’t  be  right  to   let  on  that  S ebastian  w as behind  the  w orst.  N o t by  a sea  m ile.  It  w as th e o th e r one.  I ’ve seen  him   m o re  than  o nce  o v e r the  fence  at  W estm inster  C em etery,  and  late  at  n ig h t  to o ,  him   in  a   d o gcart  o n   the  ro ad   and m e  and  Tooey  S hort  w ith  spades  in  o u r  hand.  Tooey  died   in H o rsem o n g er  Lane  G ao l,  scream ing  m ad,  h alf h is  face  scaled lik e  a   fis h .” 

K rak en   shuddered  and  d rained  his  glass,  fallin g   silent an d   staring  into  the  d regs  as  if  h e ’s  said  e n o u g h — too  m u ch , p erhaps. 

“ It w as a loss  w hen  S eb astian d ie d ,” said St.  Ives.  “ I ’d  give so m eth in g   to   know   w hat  b ecam e  o f   h is  n o teb o o k s,  le t  alone the  rest  o f  it.” 

K rak en   b lew   his  n o se  into  h is  hand.  T h en   h e  pick ed   up  his glass  an d   h eld   it  up  tow ard  a   gaslam p   as  if  co n tem p latin g   its em p ty   state.  S t.  Ives  ro se  an d   set o u t  after an o th er ro u n d .  T he m o o n -faced   p u b lican   p o u red   tw o   n ew   p in ts,  stopping  in  b e tw een  to   scoop  u p   m ash ed   p o tatoes  w ith   a  black en ed   b an g er and shove  it h o m e ,  screw ing up h is face and sm ack in g  h is lips. 
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S t.  Iv es  w in ced .  A n   h o u r  ea rlie r  a   h o t  b a n g e r  h a d   seem ed p ara d isia l, b u t fo u r b an g ers la te r th e re w as n o th in g  m ore gh astly to   co n tem p late .  H e   ca rrie d   th e  tw o   g la sses  b ac k   to   th e  ta b le, m u sin g   o n   th e  m utab ility   o f   ap p etite  a n d   no tin g   th ro u g h   the o p en   d o o r th a t  th e  ra in   h ad   le t off. 

K rak en   m e t  h im   w ith   a   lo o k   o f  an ticip atio n ,  an d   a lm o st  at o n ce  d id   aw ay  w ith   h a lf   the  a le ,  w ip in g   th e  fo am   fro m   his m o u th   w ith   th e  sleeve  o f  h is  sh irt.  S t.  Iv es  w aited. 

“ N o ,  sir,” sa id  K rak en  finally.  “ It w a sn ’t th e n o tebooks I ’m so rry   for,  I  ca n   te ll  y o u .”   T h e n   h e  stopped. 

“ It  w a sn ’t? ”  ask ed   S t.  Iv e s,  curio u s. 

“N o , sir.  N o t th e  bleed in g  p ap ers. D am n  th e p ap ers. T h e y ’re w rit  in  b lo o d .  E v ery   o n e.  G o o d   rid d an c e,  say s  I .” 

S t.  Iv es  nod d ed   ex p ansively,  h u m o rin g  him . 

K rak en   h u n ch e d   o v e r  th e  ta b le ,  w ag g lin g   a   rin g er  at  St. 

Iv es,  th e  little  b ask et  o f  co n d im en ts  o n   h is  n eck   sw aying  b en eath   h is  face  lik e  th e   g o n d o la  o f  a   h alf-d eflated   b allo o n .  “ It w as that dam n  th in g "   w hispered K raken, “w hat I ’d  have k illed .” 

“T h in g ?”   St.  Iv es  hu n ch ed   fo rw ard   h im self. 

“T h e   th in g   in   th e  b o x .  I  seen   it  lift  th e co rp se  o f  a  d o g   o ff th e  flo o r a n d   d an c e  it  o n   th e  ce ilin g .  A n d   th e re  w ere  m ore  to it  th a n   th a t.”   K rak en   spo k e  so   low   th a t  S t.  Iv es  co u ld   barely h e a r  h im   ab o v e  th e   d in .  “T h em   b o d ie s  m e  an d   T ooey  S hort b ro u g h t  in.  T h ere  w as  m ore  th a n   o n e  o f  th e m   as  w alked  o u t o n   h is  o w n   le g s .”  K rak en   p au sed   fo r e ffe c t  an d   su ck ed   d o w n the la st h a lf  in ch  o f  ale,  clu n k in g  th e g la ss b ack  d o w n  o n to  th e o ak en   tab leto p .  “ N o ,  sir.  I  d o n ’t  ru e  n o   pap ers.  A n d   if  th e y ’d ask ed  m e ,  I ’d   ’a ’  to ld  th e m  N ell w as in n o cen t as a  C h in a  doll. 

I  loved  th e y o u n g   m aster,  an d  I c ry  to   th in k  h e  left  a  baby  son b eh in d   h im ,  b u t  b y   G o d   the  w hole  bu sin ess  w a sn ’t  n atu ra l, w as  it?  A n d   th e  filthy  sh am e  o f  it  is th a t  N ell  d id n ’t p lu g   that d am n ed   d o c to r  a fte r  sh e  p u t  o n e  th ro u g h   h e r  brother.  T h a t’s w h at  I  re g re t,  in  a   n u t.” 

K rak en   m ad e  as  i f  to   stand  u p ,  h is  speech ify in g   o v er.  B u t St.  Iv e s,  alth o u g h   sh ak en   b y   b its  o f   K ra k en ’s  ta le ,  h eld   his hand u p  to  stop his leaving. “ I h ave a note from  C aptain P ow ers,” 

said S t.  Iv e s,  p referrin g  th e  cru m p led  m issiv e to  K rak en ,  “a sk ing  m e  to   m e et a   m an   in   L eicester S q u are  at eig h t-th irty .” 

K raken  b lin k e d   a t  h im   a   m o m e n t,  th en   p ee red   o v e r  his sh o u ld e r to w ard  th e  d o o r an d   sq u in ted  ro u n d  d ie p u b ,  co ck in g an  ear.  “ R ig h t h o ,”  h e sa id , sittin g  b ack  d o w n .  H e b e n t to w ard
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St.  Iv es o n ce again.  “I ran into th e C a p ta in ’s m an , u p  in C o v en t G ard en ,  at  th e  m ark et  it  w as,  th ree  d ay s  b ack.  A n d   h e  m e n tio n ed  t h e . . . ” K rak en   p aused  an d  w in k ed   vo lu m in o u sly  at St. 

Ives. 

“T he  m ach in e?” 

“A y e.  T h a t’s  th e  ticket.  T h e  m achine.  N o w   I  d o n ’t  claim to   k n o w   w h ere  it  is,  you  se e,  b u t  I ’ve  heard  tell  o f  it.  S o  the C ap tain   p u t  m e  o n to   y o u ,  as  it  w ere,  and  said  th a t  the  tw o   o f u s  m ig h t  b e  in  a  w ay  to   d o   b u sin e ss.” 

S t.  Ives  n o d d ed ,  p u lse  q u ick en in g .  H e  p atted  h is  p o ckets absen t-m in d ed ly  an d  fo u n d  a cigar.  “H eard  tell o f  it?” H e struck a  m atch   an d   h eld   it  to   the  c ig a r  en d ,  p u ffin g   sharply.  “ F rom w h o m ?” 

“K elso   D ra k e ,”  w h isp ered   K rak en .  “ A lm o st  a  m onth  ag o , it  w as.  M ay b e  six  w e e k s.” 

S t.  Ives  sat  b ack   in  surp rise.  “T h e  m illio n aire?” 

“T h a t’s  a   fact.  F rom   h is  very  lips.  I  w o rk ed   fo r  h im ,  you see, and overheard  m ore than he intended— m ore than I w anted. 

A   foul  lo t,  th em   m illionaires.  N o thing  b u t  co rru p tio n .  B u t th e y ’ll  rea p   the  b read   o f  sorrow .  A m e n .” 

“T h a t  they  w ill,”  said  St.  Ives.  “ B ut  w h at  ab o u t  the  m ac h in e — the  sh ip ?” 

“In   a  b ro th el,  m ay b e  in  the  W est  E nd.  T h a t’s  all  I  know . 

H e  o w n s  a   d o zen.  A   score.  B ro th els,  I  m ean  to   say.  T h e re ’s n o thing  foul  h e  d o n ’t  h ave  a   h an d   in.  H e  o w ns  a   soap  factory o u t  in  C hin g fo rd .  I  c a n ’t  tell  yo u   w hat  it  is  th ey   m ake  soap o u t  o f.  Y ou’d   g o   m a d .” 

“ A   b ro th el  th at  m ig h t  be  in  the  W est  E nd.  T h a t’s  all?” 

“ E very  bit  o f  it.” 

S t. Iv es studied the rev elatio n .  It w a sn ’t w orth m u ch .  M aybe n o th in g   at  all.  “ S till  w o rking  fo r  D rak e?”  h e  ask ed   hopefully. 

K rak en   sh o o k   h is  head.  “ G ot  the  sack.  H e  w as  afraid   o f m e.  I  w a sn ’t  like  th e  re s t.”  H e  sat  u p   straig h t,  giv in g   S t.  Ives a  stout lo o k .  “ B u t I ’m  not above d o in g  a  b it o f  bu sin ess am ong frie n d s,  am   I?  N o ,  sir.  I ’m   not.  N ot  a   b it  o f   it.”  H e  w atched S t.  Iv es,  w ho  w as  lost  in  th o u g h t.  “ N ot  Bill  K rak en .  N o ,  sir. 

W h en   I  set  o u t  to   d o   a   m an  a  favor,  across  to w n ,  through  the ra in ,  m ind y o u ,  w hy it’s,  ‘keep y o u r n o se in fro n t o f  y o u r face. 

L et  it  ra in !’  T h a t’s  m y  m o tto   w hen  I ’m   setting  o u t  on  a   jo b lik e  th is  o n e .” 

S t.  Iv es  ca m e  to  h im s e lf  an d   tran slated   K ra k e n ’s  carry in g
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o n .  H e  ban d ed   across  tw o  p o u n d   n otes  an d   sh o o k   his  hand. 

“ Y ou’v e  d o n e  m e  a  se rv ic e,  m y  m an .  I f  th is  p an s  o u t  th e re ’ll b e  m ore  in  it  fo r  you.  C o m e  along  to   the  C a p ta in ’s  sh o p   on Jerm y n   S treet T hursday  ev en in g .  T h e re ’ll b e a  few  o f  u s m eeting.  I f  you can  ro und  u p  m ore  info rm atio n ,  y ou w o n ’t fin d  m e m iserly .” 

“ A y e,  sir,” said   K rak en ,  rising  and  fetching u p  h is p ea pot. 

H e  secu red   the cloths  an d  tie d   them   neatly  ab o u t the  lip  o f  the pot.  “ I ’ll  b e  th e re .”  H e  fo ld ed   the  tw o   n otes  an d   slipped  them into  h is  sh o e,  th en   turned  w ithout  an o th er  w o rd   and  hu rried out. 

S t.  Iv e s’  cig ar  w o u ld n ’t  stay  lit.  H e  lo oked  h ard   at  it  fo r  a m o m e n t  befo re  reco g n izin g   it  as  the  d am p   th in g   h e ’d   pitched at  K raken  an  h o u r and  a  h a lf earlier.  It seem ed to  b e fo llow ing him   around.  T he  m an  w ith o u t  the  th u m b   loom ed  in  tow ard him .  S t.  Ives  handed  him   a   sh illing  and  th e  cigar,  fo und  his co at  on  the  ra c k ,  ch eck ed   the  in side  po ck et  fo r  h is  p a rc e l—  

actu ally   a  sh e a f o f  ro lled  p a p e r— and  set  o u t  into  the  night. 

P o w e rs’  P ip e and Tobacco  S hop lay at the c o m e r o f  Jerm yn an d  S p o d e,  w ith lo n g ,  m u ilio n ed  w indow s alo n g  bo th  the south an d  ea st  w alls  so  that a  m a n — C aptain  P ow ers,  fo r in stan ce—  

m ig h t sit in the M orris c h a ir b eh in d  the co u n ter an d , by rotating h is head a  few  d eg re es,  h ave a view  o f th ose co m in g  and going along eith er street.  O n the n ig h t o f  the  fo urth o f  A pril,  though, seeing  m uch  o f  anything  th ro u g h   the  u tter  d ark n ess  o f   the clo u d ed   and  rainy  n ig h t  w as  unlikely.  T h e  thin  glow   ca st  by th e  tw o   visible  g asiam p s,  bo th   on  Jerm y n   S treet,  w as  neg lig ib le.  A n d  the  light that  shone  from  lit w indow s here an d  there along  the  street  seem ed  to  h av e  an  antipathy  to  flig h t,  and hovered  round  its  so u rces,  w ary  o f  th e  d am p   night. 

C aptain  P ow ers  w ould  h ea r  the  so und  o f  ap proaching  feet on  the  pav em en t  long  before  the  trav eler  w ould  ap p ear in  one o f  th e  tw o  yellow   circles  o f   illum inated  sid ew alk ,  then  d isap p ear abruptly into the nig h t, the fo otsteps clop-clopping aw ay into  silence. 

T h e  h o u ses  across  th e  street  w ere  inhabited  by  th e  gen teel, m any  o f   w hom   w andered  into  the  pipe  shop  fo r  a  p o uch  o f to b acco   o r a  cigar.  It  w ould  h av e b een   lean  tim es  fo r th e  C ap ta in ,  h ow ever,  if   it  h a d n ’t  been  fo r  his  p ension.  H e ’d   been  at sea sin ce he w as  tw elv e and  had lo st his rig h t leg in a  skirm ish
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fifty  m iles b elo w  A lex an d ria,  w hen h is slo o p  sank in  the  N ile, b lo w n   to  b its  by  d esert  th iev es.  H e  had   saved  a   sin g le  tu sk  o f a   fo rtu n e  in  ivory,  an d   tw en ty   y ears  la ter  W illiam   K eeb le  the to y m ak er had   m ade h im   a leg o f  it,  th e b est by  fa r o f  an y   h e ’d w orn.  N o t  o n ly   d id   it  fit  w ith o u t  tak in g   the  skin  o ff th a t  little b it  o f   leg  h e  h ad   le ft,  b u t  it  w as  ho llo w   and  h eld   a  p int  o f liq u o r  an d   tw o   o u n ces  o f  to b acco .  In  a   p in ch   he  co u ld   sm oke the  en tire  le g ,  co u ld   p ress  a  bu tto n   at  th e  tip   an d   m an ip u late  a h id d en  p la te,  the  size o f  a  h a lf c ro w n ,  w hich  w ould  slide  back to  rev eal  the  bow l  o f  a   pipe.  A   tu b e  ran  up  the  inside  o f   his p an tleg  and co a t, an d  h e could w alk and sm oke sim ultaneously. 

T h e  C ap tain   had   on ly   d o n e  so   o n ce ,  largely  becau se  o f  a   sort o f   o d d   fascin atio n   w ith  the  idea  o f   K ee b le’s  h av in g   b u ilt  it. 

T h e  b ew ild ered   stares  o f   passersby,  h ow ever,  h ad   seem ed  to argue  ag ain st  th e  w isdom   o f  rev ealin g   in  p ublic  th e  w onderful n atu re o f  th e th in g .  C aptain  P o w e rs,  grizzled fro m  se a w eath er and  stoic  from   thirty  y ears  o f  d iscip lin e  before  the  m ast,  w as a  co n serv ativ e at heart.  D ignity w as h is b yw ord.  B u t frien d sh ip preclu d ed   him   fro m   lettin g   o n   to   K eeble  th a t  h e  had  no  real desire  to   b e  seen   sm oking  a   p eg   leg. 

K e e b le ’s  h o u se,  in  fa c t,  sat  op p o site  P o w e rs’  store.  T he C aptain  lo o k ed   across  the  to p   o f  his  co m p an io n ’s  head  at  the lam p burning in the attic shop. B elow  w as another room   alight—  

the  b ed ro o m  o f  Ja c k  O w lesb y ;  an d   on  the  left  y et  an other,  the b ed ro o m ,  q u ite  likely,  eith er  o f  W in n ifre d — K ee b le’s  w ife —  

o r o f  D orothy,  the  K eeble  dau g h ter,  hom e  fo r  a  fo rtn ig h t  now fro m   fin ish in g   school. 

H is  co m p an io n   cleared   h is  th ro at  as  i f  a b o u t  to   sp e ak ,  so C ap tain  P o w ers le t h is g aze fall fro m  the w indow  to  h is frie n d ’s face.  It  had  the  u n m istak ab le  look  o f  n obility  to   it,  o f  royalty, b u t it w as th e face o f  T h eo p h ilu s G o d  all o f  the B oh em ian  C ig ar D ivan  in  R u p ert  S tre et,  S o h o ,  a   face  th a t  at  that  m o m en t  w as d raw in g   o n   an  old  m eersch au m   pip e.  C arv ed   o n   eith er side  o f th e bow l  w as  the co at o f  arm s o f  th e royal  fam ily  o f  B ohem ia, a   ho u se  lo n g   sin ce  sc attered   a n d   flo w n   fro m   a   fallen  country. 

T he  p ip e  had  h ad ,  no d o u b t,  a  vast  and p ec u lia r histo ry  before p assin g   into  the  hands  o f  G o d all,  and  w h o   k n ew   w hat  so rt  o f adv en tu res  h ad   befallen   it  since? 

“ I  w as  w ith   C o lo n el  G e ra ld in e ,”  G odall  w as  sa y in g ,  “ in H o lb o m .  In co g n ito .  It  w as  late  and  th e  ev en in g   h ad   p roven fallow .  A ll  w e ’d   acco m p lish ed   w as  to   h ave  sp e n t  to o   m uch
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go o d   m oney  o n   b ad   ch a m p ag n e.  W e’d   h ad   a   po in tless  d isc u ssion  w ith   a   fello w   w h o   had   a  p ro m isin g   story  ab o u t  a   suicidal h erb   m erch an t  o n   V auxhall  B rid g e  R oad .  B u t th e  fello w — th e seco n d   fellow ,  th a t  is,  the  h erb   m e rc h an t— tu rn ed   o u t  to   be alread y   dead.  H an g ed   h im s e lf th e se  six  m o n th s  p ast  w ith   his ow n  g aiters,  and the first fellow  tu rn ed  o u t to  b e u n interesting. 

I  w ish   I  co u ld   say  he  m ean t  w ell,  b u t  w h at  h e  m eant  w as  to d rink  o u r ch am p ag n e. 

“ B efo re  h e  le ft,  th o u g h ,  in  cam e  tw o   o f   the  m o st  e x traord in ary  m en .  O b v io u sly  bound fo r th e w ork h o u se.  B u t n either h ad   any  co lo r  to  h im .  T h ey   had  the  skin  o f  fro g   b ellies.  A nd th ey  h ad  no no tio n  o f  w here th ey   w ere.  N ot the fo g g iest.  T hey had  a sort o f  d az ed  look ab o u t th e m ,  as if  th e y ’d  b een  d ru g g ed , you  m ig h t  say.  In  fact  th a t's   w h at  I  th o u g h t straightaw ay.  G eraldine  spoke  to   the  larger  o f   the  tw o ,  b u t  th e  m an  d id n ’t  re sp ond.  L o oked  at  him   in  p erfec t  silence.  N ot  insubordinately, m in d   y ou.  T h ere  w as  none  o f  th a t.  T h ere  w as  sim ply  no  hint o f  real  co n scio u sn e ss.” 

T h e C ap tain  sh ook his head and tap p ed  th e ashes o f  h is pipe into  a  brass  b o w l.  H e  looked  at the  clo ck   u n d er the  co u n te r—  

nearly   ten-thirty.  T h e  rain  h ad   slackened.  H e  co u ld   see  none at  all  falling  across  the  illu m in ated   glass  o f   th e  streetlam p. 

F o o tstep s ap p roached  slow ly,  d raw in g  u p  alo n g  Jerm y n   S treet. 

T h ey  stopped altogether.  C ap tain  P ow ers w in k ed  at T h eophilus G o d all,  w ho  nod d ed   slightly.  T h e  foo tstep s  resu m e d ,  angling aw ay  across  th e  ro ad   to w ard   K e e b le ’s  hou se.  It  w as ju s t  p o ssible  that  it  w as  L an g d o n   S t.  Ives,  co m e  ro und  to   K ee b le’s  to discuss his oxygenator box.  B ut no,  St.  Ives w ould have stopped in  if   h e ’d  seen   a   light.  H e ’d   have  spoken  to  K rak en   by  now an d   be  full  o f  alien  starships.  T h is  w as  so m eo n e  else. 

A   h unched  shadow   ap p eared   on  the  sidew alk  o p p o site—  

the  shadow   o f   a   h u n ch b a ck ,  to   b e  m ore  e x a c t— an d   hurried p ast  the  g aslam p   into  d ark n e ss,  b u t  the  C ap tain   w as  certain th a t  h e ’d   stopped  bey o n d   it.  H e  h ad   fo r  five  n ights  running. 

“T h e re ’s y o u r m an across the ro a d ,” said th e  C aptain to  G odall. 

“ A re  you  certain   o f  it?” 

“ A ye.  T he  hunch b ack .  I t ’s  him   all  right.  H e ’ll  h an g   round till  I  sw itch  o u t  the  lig h ts .” 

G o d all  nodded  an d   resu m ed   his  story.  “ S o  G erald in e  an d   I fo llo w ed   the  tw o ,  h alfw ay   acro ss  to w n   into  L im eh o u se  w here th ey  w en t into a  p u b  called  th e B lood P u dding.  We stay ed  lo n g
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e n o u g h  to  see th a t it w as full o f  such  m en.  T he tw o  o f us stood o u t  lik e  hip p o p o tam i.  B u t  I  c a n 't  say  w e  w ere  noticed  by  any but  h im .”  A nd  G odall  sh ru g g ed   back  o v e r h is  sh o u ld er  at  the street.  “ H e  w as  a   h u n ch b ack ,  anyw ay.  A nd  alth o u g h   I ’m   not fam iliar w ith   th is  fellow   N arb o n d o ,  it  co u ld   co n ceiv ab ly   have been  h e.  H e  w as  eating  live  b ird s,  u nless  I ’m  very  m uch  m istaken.  T h e  sight  o f   it o n   to p   o f  ch a m p ag n e  and  kip p ers  rath er p u t  u s  o ff  the  scen t,  if   y ou  follow   m e ,  and  I ’d   h ave  happily fo rgotten  h im   com p letely   if  it  w eren ’t  fo r y o u r  h aving  got  m e o n to   th is  bu sin ess  o f  yours.  Is  h e  still  th e re ?” 

T he  C ap tain   nod d ed .  H e  could  ju s t  see  the  h u n ch b a ck ’s shadow ,  still  as  a   b u sh ,  ca st  across  a   bit  o f  w all. 

A   new   set  o f   steps  ap p ro ach ed ,  acco m p an ied   by  a  m erry b it  o f  o ff-k ey   w histling. 

“G et  y o u r  h at!”  cried   C ap tain   P o w e rs,  stan d in g   up.  H e stepped  acro ss  and  turned  d o w n   th e   lam p ,  plu n g in g   the  room into d ark n ess.  T h ere,  striding purp o sefu lly  up to w ard  K e e b le ’s d o o r  carry in g   h is  p ac k et  o f  p ap ers  w as  L an g d o n   S t.  Iv es,  e x p lo rer  an d   inventor. 

In   an   in stan t  th e  h u n ch b a ck — D r.  Ig nacio  N arb o n d o — had v an ish ed .  T h eo p h ilu s G o d all leaped fo r the d oor, w av ed  hastily at  C ap tain   P o w ers,  and  m ade  aw ay  into  th e  n ig h t,  ea st  on Jerm y n   to w ard   H aym arket.  A cro ss  th e  street,  W illiam   K eeble th rew  b ack  th e d o o r an d  ad m itted   St.  Iv es,  w ho  sq uinted  w onderin g ly   at  the  d a rk ,  reced in g   figure  th a t had   hurried  from   the suddenly  dark en ed   to b acco   shop.  H e  sh rugged  at K eeb le.  T he C a p ta in ’s d o in g s w ere alw ays a  m ystery.  T he tw o  o f  th em  w ere sw allow ed  up  into  th e  in terio r  o f  K e e b le ’s  house. 

T h e  street  w as  silen t  an d   w et,  and  th e  sm ell  o f   rain  on p av em en t  hu n g   in  the  a ir  o f   the  to b acco   sh o p ,  rem in d in g   the C ap tain   b riefly   o f   spindrift  an d   fog.  B ut  in  an  in stan t  it  w as g o n e,  an d   th e  thin  and  tenuous  shadow   o f   th e  se a  vanished w ith  it.  C aptain  P ow ers  stood  ju s t  so ,  co n tem p latin g ,  a  lazy shaving o f  sm oke risin g  in the d ark n ess ab o v e h is h ead .  G odall h ad  left h is pip e in h is haste.  H e ’d  be b ack  fo r it in the m orning; th ere  w as  little  d o u b t  o f  that. 

A   sudden  lig h t k n o ck   so u n d ed   at  the  door,  and  th e  C ap tain ju m p e d .  H e ’d   ex p ected   it,  but  th e  n ig h t  w as  full  o f  d read   and the slow  u n rav elin g  o f  p lo ts.  H e step p ed  across and p u lled  open th e  h eavy  door,  an d   th ere  in   the  d im   lam p lig h t  on  th e  street
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sto o d   a   w o m an   in  a  hoo d ed   clo ak .  S he  hurried  p ast  h im   into th e   ro o m .  C ap tain   P o w ers  clo sed   the  door. 

St.  Iv es  fo llo w ed   W illiam   K eeble  u p   three  flig h ts  o f  stairs an d   in to   th e  clu ttered   to y sh o p .  L ogs  b u rn ed   in  an   iron  b o x , v en ted   o u t  in to   the  n ig h t  th ro u g h   a   te rra  co tta  chim ney,  an d th e  fire  w as  such  th a t th e ro o m ,  although  larg e,  w as w arm  and clo se ,  alm o st h o t.  B u t it w as ch e erfu l,  given th e n ig h t,  an d  the h eat  serv ed   to  ev a p o rate  som e  o f  the  rain w ater th a t d rip p ed   in p ast  th e  slates  o f   the  ro o f.  A   trem en d o u s  and  alien  staghorn fern  h u n g   v ery   n ea r  the  fire ,  b elo w   the  lead ed   w in d o w   o f  the g ab le th a t led o u t o n to  the ro o f,  and a stream  o f  w ater,  n o thing m o re  th a n   a  d rib b le,  ran  in  alo n g   the  ed g e  o f   the  ill-sealed ca se m en t  and  d rip p ed   from   the  sill  into  the  m ossy,  decay ed box  th a t h eld   the  fe m .  E v ery   m in u te  o r  so ,  as  i f  th e  rain w ater p o o le d  up until  hig h  eno u g h   to ru n  o u t,  a little w aterfall w o u ld b u rst  fro m   th e  b o tto m   o f  th e  p la n ter  a n d   fall  w ith   the  h iss  o f steam   into  th e  firebox. 

D ark en ed   ro o f  rafters  an g led   sh arp ly   aw ay  o v erh e ad ,  stabilized  b y  several great jo is ts  th a t sp anned the tw en ty -fo o t w idth o f   th e  sh o p   an d   pro v id ed   avenues  alo n g   w hich  tram p ed   an y n u m b e r o f  m ic e,  hau lin g  bits o f  d eb ris an d  w o rking am ong th e tim b ers  lik e  elv es.  H an g in g   from   the  jo is ts  w ere  no  e n d   o f m arvels:  w inged beasts,  carved  dinosaurs,  papier-mSch6 m asks, od d   p a p e r kites  and  w ooden  ro ck ets,  the  am azed  an d   lopsided h ead  o f  a  ru b b er ap e,  an  en orm ous  glass  orb filled w ith c o u n tless  tin y   carv en   p eo p le.  T h e  k ite s,  painted  w ith  th e  visages o f b ird s an d  d ee p w ate r fish , had h u n g  am ong the rafters fo r years, a n d   w ere  h a lf  o b scu red   by  co b w eb   and  d u st  an d   the  brow n sta in s  o f  dirty  rainw ater.  G re at  shreds  h ad   b een  ch ew ed   aw ay b y   m ice  an d   b u g s  to   b u ild   ho m es  am ong  th e  han g in g   d eb ris. 

T h e  red  p in e  floor,  h ow ever,  w as  sw ep t  c lea n ,  an d   in n u m erab le tools hu n g  o v e r tw o w o rk  ben ch es,  u n ordered b u t n ea t, b rass  an d   iro n   glin tin g   d u lly   in  the  lig h t o f  a  half-d o zen   w ood a n d   glass  sco n ces.  C ou g h in g   into  h is  sleev e,  K eeb le cleared  a sco re o f  m au v e seash ells an d  a  k aleid o sco p e from  th e  b en c h to p , th en  sw ep t it clean  w ith  a  h o rseh air b ru sh ,  th e h an d le o f  w hich w as  eleg an tly   carv ed   into  the  form   o f  an  elo n g ated   frog. 

S t.  Iv es  ad m ired  it  aloud. 

“ L ik e  th a t  d o   y o u ?”  ask ed   K eeble. 
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“Q u ite ,”  ad m itted   S t.  Iv e s,  a n  ad m irer o f  W illia m  M o rris’s p h ilo so p h y   co n cern in g   b eau ty   an d   utility. 

“P re ss  its  n o s e .” 

“ P ard o n   m e?” 

“I t ’s n o s e ,” said  K eeb le.  “ P ress it.  G iv e it a  sh o v e w ith  y our fin g e rtip .” 

St.  Ives  du b io u sly   o b ey ed ,  an d   th e  to p   o f  the  fro g ’s  h ead , fro m   n o se  to   m id -sp in e,  slid  b ack  into  its  body,  rev ealin g   a lo n g ,  silv er tube.  K eeble  pu lled   it o u t,  un screw ed   a  cap   at  the en d ,  fo und  tw o  glasses  w edged  in  b eh in d   a   h eap   o f   w ooden p la n es,  a n d  fro m  the  tu b e  p o u red   an  equal  sh are  o f  liq u o r into each .  S t.  Iv es  w as  astonished. 

“S o   w h at  h av e  you  g o t?”  ask ed   K ee b le,  drain in g   h is  glass a n d   hid in g   it  aw ay  o n c e   again. 

“T h e  oxygenator.  F in ish ed ,  I  b eliev e.  I ’m   co u n tin g   on  you fo r the rest.  I t’s th e last o f  the lot.  T he rest o f  th e sh ip  is ready. 

W e’ll  lau n ch   it  in   M ay  if   the  w eath er  clears  u p .”  S t.  Ives un ro lled   his  d raw in g   o n to   th e  ben ch  top,  an d   K eeble  leaned o v e r  it,  p eerin g   in tently  a t  the  lines  an d   figures  th ro u g h   startlin g ly   th ick   glasses. 

“H eliu m ,  is  it?” 

“ A nd  chlo ro p h y ll.  P o w d ered .  T h e re ’s  an   intake  h ere  an d   a spray  m ech an ism   an d   filte r  th e re .  T h e  clo ck w o rk s  sit  in  the b a s e — a  seven -d ay   w orks  sh o u ld   d o   it,  at  le ast  fo r  the  first flig h t.”  St.  Ives  sipped  at  h is  glass  a n d   lo oked  up  a t  K eeble. 

“ B ird lip ’s  en g in e;  co u ld   it  b e  d u p lic ated   on  th is  scale?” 

K eeb le  p u lle d   o ff  his  glasses  an d   w iped  th em   o n   a   h an d k erch ief.  H e  sh rugged.  “ P erp etu al  m otion  is  a  trick y  b u sin ess, y o u  k n o w — rath e r lik e sep arating an  eg g  from  its shell  w ithout alterin g  the  shape o f  eith er,  an d  th en  su sp en d in g  the tw o  th ere, o n e  a   q u iv e rin g ,  tran slu cen t  o v o id ,  the  o th e r a   seem in g   so lid , side  by  side.  I t’s  not  d o n e  in  a   day.  A n d   the  w hole  th ing  is rela tiv e ,  is n ’t  it?  T rue  p erpetual  m o tio n   is  a   d rea m ,  although a  sag e n am ed  G u stato riu s claim ed  to  h ave  p roduced  it alchem - 

ically  in   1410  in   the  B alk an s,  fo r  th e  purp o se  o f   co n tinually tu rn in g  the  back  lens o f  a kaleid o sco p e.  A  w onderful  id e a,  but alch em ists  ten d   to   b e  friv o lo u s,  taken  o n   th e  w hole.  B ird lip ’s e n g in e,  th o u g h ,  is  tu n n in g   d o w n .  I ’m   afraid   h is  ap p earance th is  spring  m ay   b e  h is  la s t.” 

S t.  Iv es  glan ced   u p   sharply.  “A re  y o u ?” 

“Yes  in d eed .  W h en   it  p assed   fiv e  y ears  ag o   it  w as  low , 
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fearfu lly   so ,  an d   fa r to   th e  n o rth   o f  its  p assin g   in   ’6 5 .  S o   I ’v e a   su sp icio n   th a t  th e  en g in e  is  d eclin in g .  T h e  b lim p   m ay  w ell d ro p  in to  th e  se a,  b u t  I  rath e r th in k   it’s  ten d in g  tow ard  H am pstead   w here  it  w as  lau n ch ed .  T h e re ’s  a  h o m in g  ele m e n t in  the en g in e; th a t’s w h at I th in k .  A  ch a n ce p roduct o f  its d esig n ,  not an y th in g   I  in te n d e d ." 

S t.  Iv es ru b b ed  his c h in , un w illin g  to  let K ee b le’s rev elatio n p u sh   h im   o f f  h is  o riginal  co u rse.  “ B u t  can   it  b e  m in iatu rized ? 

B iid lip   has  b een   u p   fo r  fifteen  y ears.  In  th a t  tim e  I  ca n   easily reach   M a rs,  S aturn  e v e n ,  an d   re tu rn .” 

“ Y es,  in  a  w ord.  L o o k   at  th is .”   K eeb le  slid  o p en   a   d raw er an d   p ulled  o u t  a   w ooden  b o x .  T h e jo in ts   w ere  clearly  v isib le, an d   the  b ox  w as  p ain ted   w ith   sy m bols  th a t  ap p eared   to   be E g yptian  h ie ro g ly p h s— w alking  bird s  an d   am p h ib ian s,  e y e b alls p eerin g  o u t o f  p y ram id s— b u t th ere w as n o  sign o f  a  hinge o r a   latch. 

It im m ediately occurred to  St.  Ives that the box w as a  tam perp ro o f  bottle  o f   som e  so rt,  perhaps  a   tiny,  self-contained  still, and th a t h e w o u ld  b e ask ed  to  p o k e th e n ose o f  a  p ain ted  beast in o rd e r to  reveal  an  am b e r pool  o f  S co tch  w hisky.  B ut  K eeble set  th e  b o x   squarely  ato p   th e  b en c h ,  sp u n   it  ro und  fo rty -fiv e d eg re es  o r  so ,  and  the  lid  o f  th e   b ox  open ed   o n   its  ow n. 

St.  Iv es  w atched  as  th e  lid  ro se  a n d   th en   fell  b ac k .  F rom o u t o f  th e d ep th s o f  th e b ox  rose  a  strangely  au th en tic-lo o k in g m in iatu re cay m an  allig ato r, its lo n g , to o th ed  snout o p en in g  and sh u ttin g   rhythm ically.  F o u r  little  bird s  fo llo w ed ,  o n e  a t  each c o m er,  an d  th e cay m an  sn ap p ed  u p  an d  d ev o u red  th e b ird s on e by o n e ,  th en  g rin n ed ,  ro lled  its e y e s,  m ade a so und lik e a  rusty h in g e ,  and  san k   into  its  d en .  A fter  a   te n   second  p au se,  u p   it ro se  a g a in ,  fo llo w ed   b y   m iracu lo u sly   resto red   b ird s,  fated   to b e  d ev o u red   o v e r and  o v e r again  into  infinity.  K eeb le  sh u t  the lid ,  ro tated   th e  bo x   a  few   d eg rees  fa rth e r alo n g ,  an d   sm iled   at S t.  Iv es.  “ I t ’s  taken  m e  tw elv e  y ears  to   perfect  th a t,  b u t  it’s q u ite  as  w o rk ab le  no w   as  is  B ird lip ’s  en g in e.  I t’s  fo r  J a c k ’s birthday.  H e ’ll b e  eig h tee n  s o o n — fifteen y ea rs h e ’s b een   w ith u s — an d   h e ’s  th e  on ly   o n e ,  I  fea r,  w h o   sees  th ese  th in g s  w ith th e  rig h t  so rt  o f  e y e .” 

‘T w e lv e   y ears  it  to o k ?”   S t.  Ives  w as  d isap p o in ted . 

“ It co u ld  b e d o n e m o re q u ick ly   now ,”  said K e e b le , “ b u t it’s fearso m ely   ex p en siv e.  H e  w as  silen t  fo r  a   m o m en t  w h ile  he p u t th e bo x  aw a y  in its draw er.  “ I ’ve b een  ap p ro a ch ed ,  in  fa c t. 

[image: Image 61]

[image: Image 62]

20

James  P.  Blaylock

ab o u t  th e  d e v ic e — ab o u t  th e   p a te n t,  actu ally .” 

“A p p ro ach ed ?” 

“ B y  K elso   D rake.  H e  seem s  to   h av e  d ream s  o f  p ro p elling en tire  facto ries  w ith   perp etu al  m o tio n   d ev ice s.  I  h a v e n ’t  any idea  h o w   h e  g o t  on to   th em   in  th e  first  p la c e .” 

“ K elso  D rak e!” cried  S t.  Ives.  H e alm o st sh o u ted ,  “A g ain !” 

b u t h esitated   a t  th e  m elo d ram atic  so u n d   o f  it  an d   th e  m om ent p assed .  It  w as  an  o dd  co in cid e n ce ,  th o u g h ,  to   be  sure.  F irst K ra k e n ’s  suspicion  o f   D ra k e ’s  p o ssessin g   the  alien   cra ft,  and now   this.  B u t  th ere  c o u ld   h ard ly   b e  a   co n n ectio n .  S t.  Ives p o in ted   at  the  p lan s  ly in g   o n   th e  b en ch .  “H o w   lo n g   th e n ,  a m o n th ?” 

“ I  sh o u ld   th in k   s o ,”  said  K eeble.  “T h a t  sh o u ld   d o   nicely. 

H o w   lo n g   are  y ou  in  L o n d o n ?” 

“ U n til th is is acco m p lish ed .  H asb ro  stayed o n  in H arrogate. 

I ’ve  g o t  room s  at  the  B ertasso   in  P im lic o .” 

K eeb le,  w inking  at  St.  Iv es,  b eg an   unscrew in g   the  handle o f  a   h eavy  ch isel  w ith   an   iron  tw o   inches  w id e.  T h ere  w as  a b an g  at th e ca se m en t ov erh ead , as if  it h ad  b een  su d denly blow n clo sed   in  th e  w ind.  K eeble  d ro p p ed   th e   ch isel  in  su rp rise,  the in ev itab le liq u o r w ithin th e h an d le flo w in g  o u t o v e r th e draw in g o f  th e  o x y g en a to r device. 

“W in d ,”  said  S t.  Iv es,  h im self  shaking  from   th e  sudden start.  B u t ju s t  as  he  m o u th ed   the  w o rd ,  a   b o lt  o f   lig htning  lit the  n ig h t  sky,  illu m in atin g   a   shadow y  face  th a t  p eered   in  o v er th e  sill,  and  p recipitating  a   w ash   o f  su d d e n ,  h eavy  rain. 

K eeb le  crie d   o u t  in  h o rro r  an d   surp rise.  S t.  Ives  ju m p e d across  to   th e  tilted   step iad d er  that  le d   to  the  bo x y   little  g able. 

T h ere w as a  shout fro m  a b o v e — a  cry a c tu a lly — an d  th e sound o f   so m eth in g   scraping  acro ss  the  slates.  St.  Ives  flu n g   open th e  w indow   in  the  face  o f   the  ra in ,  an d   clim bed  out  into  the n ig h t,  ju s t  as  a  h ead   an d   sh o u ld ers  disap p eared   o v er  the  edge o f  the  roof. 

“I ’ve g o t h im !” ca m e a  sh o u t from   below ,  the  voice o f  Jack O w lesby,  and  S t.  Iv es  started  to w ard  it,  th in k in g  to   follow   the m an d o w n .  B u t th e  slick  ro o f w ould alm o st certain ly  lan d   him in th e ro a d ,  and  h e co u ld  ju s t as easily  u se the  stairs  as  K eeble h ad   d o n e.  A s  h e  clam b ered   back  in   at th e  ca sem en t  th ere  w as an o th er sh o u t an d  a  creak in g  a n d  sn ap p in g , fo llo w ed  b y  curses an d   the  sw ish  o f  tearin g   veg etatio n . 
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St.  Ives  b o lte d   fo r  th e  stairs,  ta k in g   th em   tw o  at  a   tim e, p assin g   a   b ew ild ered   W in n ifred   K eeble  o n   th e  second  flo o r landing.  F u rth e r  cries  drew   him   on  to w ard   the  g aping  front d o o r  an d   into  th e  street  w here  K eeb le  w restled   w ith  th e  m arau d er, th e tw o  o f  th e m  slo g g in g  th ro u g h  an an k le-d eep  puddle. 

L ig h ts  flared  o n   in  P o w e rs’  sh o p ,  th en   ab ruptly  w inked  out ag ain ,  th en  b ack  on.  W in d o w s  slam m ed open  along  the  street, and  cries  o f   “ P ip e  d o w n !”  and  “ S hut  y e r  g o b !”  ran g   o u t,  but none  o f  th em   lo u d er th an   K ee b le’s  sh o u ts  o f  pain.  H e  held  his assailan t ro und the ch e st,  h aving grap p led  the m an from  behind as  h e  attem pted  to   flee ,  and  the  m an  stam ped  th e  to y m a k er’s toe  w ith   the  heel  o f his  b o o t,  u n ab le  to   shake  K eeble  off. 

St.  Ives  ru sh ed   a t  the  p air  th ro u g h   th e  rain ,  ho llerin g   for h is  friend  to  ho ld   o n ,  as  the  c rim in al— a  garret  th ief,  lik e ly —  

pu lled   the  b o th   o f   th em   dow n  th e  ro ad .  C ap tain   P ow ers,  ju s t th e n ,  eru p te d   from   th e  m outh  o f  the  to b acco   sh o p ,  stum ping along  on  his  p eg   leg  an d   w aving  a  pistol. 

Ju st  as  S t.  Iv es  drew   near,  th in k in g   to   throw   h is  co at  o v er the th ie f ’s h ea d ,  K eeble  set him  free  and reeled  aw ay,  hopping on  on e  fo o t  to w ard   th e  cu rb .  St.  Iv e s’  co a t,  flung  iike  a   gill net,  flu ttered   into  th e  m ud  o f   the  roadw ay,  an d   the  m an  w as g o n e,  loping  u p   S pode  S treet  into  the  n ig h t.  C ap tain   P ow ers aim ed  h is  pistol  at  th e  m a n ,  b u t  the  ran g e  w as  too  great  for any b u t a ch an ce  h it,  an d  th e C ap tain  w a sn ’t on e to  be cav alier w ith   his  sh o o tin g .  St.  Ives  d ash ed   afte r  the  retreatin g   figure, leap in g  on to  the  sid ew alk  in  front o f the pipe  sh o p ,  then nearly co llid in g   w ith  a  clo ak ed   w o m an   w ho  ap p eared   o u t  o f  an  adja c e n t alley,  as if,  p erh ap s,  s h e ’d  com e along the sh o rt cu t from Piccadilly.  S t.  Ives  d o d g ed   into  a   w all,  an d   h is  ch ase  w as  at an  e n d ,  the  crim in al  d isap p earin g   utterly,  his  footfalls  dying aw ay.  St.  Ives turned to apo lo g ize to  th e  w o m an ,  b u t th ere w as n o thing  to  see  but  th e  d ark   tw eed  o f   h er  clo ak   and  hood, reced in g  into the gloom  along Jerm y n .  A g u st o f w ind w histled along  a fte r  her,  rip p lin g   th e  surface  o f  p uddles  beneath  gaslam ps.  A nd o n  it, un seaso n ab ly  co ld , cam e the last q u ick  scatter o f  pre-d aw n   raindrops. 
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St.  Ives  h ad   alw ay s  fe lt  at  h o m e  in  C ap tain   P o w e r’s  sh o p , alth o u g h   h e   w ould  h av e  b een   in  a   h ard   w ay  to   say ju s t  how. 

H is ow n  h o m e — th e hom e o f  h is ch ild h o o d — h a d n ’t resem b led it  in  th e  slig h test.  H is  paren ts  had   prid ed   th em selv es  in  being m o d e m ,  an d   w o u ld  bro o k   n o  to b acco  o r liquor.  H is fath e r had w ritten  a  treatise o n  palsy,  linking  th e d ise ase  to the  co n su m p tio n  o f  m e a t, an d  fo r three y ears n o  m eat cro ssed  th e th resh o ld . 

It  w as  a   p o iso n ,  an   ab o m in atio n ,  c a rrio n — like  eatin g   b ro iled d irt,  said   h is  father.  A n d   tobacco:  h is  fath e r  w ould  sh u d d er  at the m en tio n  o f  th e w ord.  St.  Iv es co u ld  rem e m b er him  standing ato p  a  cra te b en eath  a leafless o a k , h e c o u ld n ’t say ju s t w h e re —  

St.  Ja m es  P ark ,  p e rh a p s— shouting  a t  an  indifferen t  crow d ab o u t  the  e v ils  o f  gen eral  in tem perance. 

H is th eo ries h ad  d ec lin e d  fro m  th e scientific  to  th e  m ystical a n d   th e n   in to   g ib b e rish ,  an d   n o w   h e  w ro te  p ap e rs  still,  som etim es in v erse , fro m  th e co n fin e s o f  a  co m fo rta b le, b arred  cellar in  n o rth   K ent.  S t.  Iv es  h ad  d ecid ed  b y   the  tim e  h e  w as  tw elve th a t  in tem p eran ce  in   th e  p le asu res  o f  th e  senses  w a s,  in  the m a in ,  le ss ru in o u s th a n  w as  in tem p eran ce  along  m o re  ab stract 22
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lines.  N o th in g ,  it  seem ed   to  h im ,  w as  w orth  losing  y o u r sense o f  p ro p o rtio n   and  h u m o r  o v er,  least  o f   all  a  steak  p ie ,  a  p int o f  ale,  and  a  p ip e  o f  latakia. 

A ll  o f   w hich  e x p lain e d ,  p erh a p s,  w hy  the  C a p ta in ’s  shop struck  him   so  absolutely  agreeably.  F rom   one  angle  it  w as ad m ittedly  clo se  an d   d i m,   and  th ere  w as  no  p ro fit  ex am ining the u p h olstery on the several stuffed ch airs and settee th a t w ere w edged to g e th er to w ard  the rear o f  the shop.  T he springs w hich here an d  th ere pro tru d ed  from  rents in the u p h olstery and w hich carried   on  them   tufts  o f h o rseh a ir  and  co tto n   w adding  h ad ,  in th e ir day,  qu ite p o ssibly been cro w n in g  ex am p les o f th e ir type. 

A nd  the  O riental  carp ets  sc attered  about  m ight h ave been  w o rthy  o f  a  tem ple  flo o r  fifty  o r  sixty  y ears  earlier. 

G reat pots o f  to b acco  stood  ato p  gro an in g  shelv es,  now  and then  separated  by  a   row   o f   b o o k s,  all  tilted  and  stacked  and qu ite  ap p aren tly   h aving  nothing  at  all  to   d o   w ith  to b acco ,  but b ein g ,  it  seem ed  to   S t.  Iv es,  th e ir  ow n   e x c u se — a   very  satisfactory th in g .  E v ery th in g  w orth  an y th in g ,  h e told  h im self,  w as its  ow n   ex cu se.  T h ree  o r  fo u r  lids  w ere  askew   on  the  tobacco ca n isters,  w h ich   leaked  an alm o st  steam y p erfum e  into th e still air  o f  the  room . 

W illiam  K eeble h unched o v e r o n e, dan g lin g  h is lo n g  fingers in  at  the  m outh  o f  the j a r   an d   p u llin g   o u t  a  tangle  o f  tobacco that  glo w ed   g o lden  an d   b lack  in  the  g aslig h t.  H e  w iggled  it into  the  bow l  o f  h is  p ip e ,  th en   p eered   in  at  it  as  if  in  w onder, w o rking  it o v e r from   as  m any  angles as  possible  before  setting it  aflam e.  T h ere  w as  m uch  in  the  g esturing  to   attract  a m an  o f scien ce,  and  fo r  a  m om ent  the  p o et  w ithin  St.  Ives  grappled w ith  th e  p h y sic ist,  both  o f  th em   clam o rin g   fo r  the  floor. 

St.  Iv e s’  study  at  H eid elb erg   u n d e r H elm h o ltz  h ad   b rought h im   into  co n tact  fo r the  first  tim e  w ith  an o p th alm o sco p e,  and h e  co u ld   rem e m b er  h aving  p eered   through  the  w onderful  instru m en t in to  the eye o f  an  artistic  fellow   stu d en t,  a m an given to  lo n g   w alk s  in  the  fo rest  and  g azin g   at  idyllic  landscapes. 

Ju st  as  the  op eratio n   b eg an ,  the  m an  h ad   seen  through  an un sh u ttered  w in d o w  the d ro o p in g  b ran ch es o f  a  flo w erin g  pear, an d  a  little  tidepoo!  o f  gadgetry  that o rn am en ted  the in terio r o f h is  e y e ,  su d denly  en liv en ed   at  the  sig h t,  d anced  like  leaves  in a  b rie f w ind.  F o r  a   frozen  m om ent  after  S t.  Ives  rem o v ed   the in stru m en t  an d   before  a  b lin k   sliced  the  picture  n eatly  o ff,  the p ea r b lo sso m s and a sketch o f  clo u d  drift beyond w ere reflected
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in  th e  lens  o f   th e  m a n ’s  ey e.  T h e  con clu sio n s  St.  Ives  h ad d raw n   te n d e d ,  h e   h ad   to   ad m it,  tow ard  th e  p o etic,  and  w ere faintly  at  o d d s  w ith   th e  m eth o d s  o f scientific  em p iricism .  B ut it  w as  th a t  su g g estio n   o f  b eau ty   and  m y stery  w hich  attracted him  so overw helm ingly to the study o f pure science and  w hich—  

w ho co u ld   say?— co m p elled  h im   to  w an d e r dow n  th e  cro o k ed avenues  that  m ig h t  at  last  lead  h im   to  the  stars. 

T h e C a p ta in ’s to b acco  ca n isters— no tw o o f  th em  alik e, and gath ered  fro m  d istan t parts  o f  th e g lo b e — rem inded  h im ,  open as  th ey   w e re ,  o f   a   ca n d y   shop.  T h e  feeling  w as  alto g eth er app ro p riate  an d   accu rate.  H is  o w n   p ip e  h ad   gone  d ead .  H ere w as  the  o p p o rtu n ity   o f  h av in g   a   go  at  so m e  new   m ix tu re.  H e ro se  and  p eek ed   into  a   D elft j a r  co n tain in g   “O ld  B o h e m ia .” 

“ You w o n ’t b e d isap p o in ted  in th a t,” ca m e a v o ice fro m  the d o o r,  an d   St.  Ives  lo o k ed   up  to   see  T h eo p h ilu s  G o d all  p u llin g o f f  a   g rea tco a t  o n   the  th resh o ld .  T he  street  d o o r  slam m ed   b ehin d   h im , je rk e d   sh u t  b y   the  w ind.  St.  Ives  nod d ed   an d   tilted his  head  a t  th e  to b acco   c a n ister  as  if   inviting  G o d a ll’s  co m m entary.  T h ere w as so m eth in g  ab o u t th e  m a n , S t.  Iv es d ec id e d , that  g av e  h im   an  a ir o f  w o rld lin ess  an d   un d efin ed  e x p e rtise —  

so m eth in g   in  th e  shape  o f   h is  aq u ilin e  n o se  o r  in  th e  fo rth rig h tn e ss  o f  h is  carriage. 

“T h a t  w as  o rig in a lly   m ixed  by  a   q u een  o f  the  royal  hou se o f   B o h em ia,  w h o   sm oked  a  p ip e  at  precisely   m id n ig h t  each e v e n in g ,  th e n   dran k   o f f  a  d rau g h t  o f  b ran d y   an d   h o t  w ate r  in a   sw allow   an d   retired .  It  has  m edicinal  q u alities  th a t  c a n ’t  be d isp u te d .”   S t.  Ives  co u ld   see  n o   w ay  o u t  o f  sm o k in g   a   bow l. 

H e  b eg an   to   reg ret  h is  in ability  to   d o  ju stic e   to   th e  re st o f  the q u e e n ’s ex am p le, th en  saw , out o f  th e c o m e r o f h is e y e , C ap tain P ow ers  em erg e  fro m   the  rea r  o f  h is  shop  carry in g   a   tray   and b o ttles.  G o d all  sm iled  ch eerfu lly   and  shrugged. 

B ehind  th e  C a p ta in ,  ca p   in  h a n d ,  plo d d ed   Bill  K ra k en ,  his h a ir  a   w o n d er  o f   w in d -w h ip p ed   h ap p enstance.  Jack   O w lesby b en t  in  th ro u g h   th e  d o o r  b eh in d   G o d all,  b ringing  the  n u m b er o f  p eo p le in the room  to  se v en , in clu d in g  S t.  Iv e s’  m an H asb ro , w ho  sat rea d in g   a  co p y   o f  th e  Peloponn esian   Wars  an d   sipped m ed itativ ely   at  a   g la ss  o f  port. 

T he  C ap tain   stum ped  across  to   his  M orris  ch a ir  an d   sat dow n, w aving haphazardly at the collection o f bottles and glasses o n   th e   tray. 

“T h an k   y o u ,  sir,”  said   K ra k en ,  b en d in g   o v e r  a  b o ttle  o f
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L ap h ro aig .  “ I ’ll  h av e  a   n ip ,  sir,  sin ce  y ou  a s k .”  H e  p o u red   an inch o f  it into a  g la ss,  to ssin g  it o ff w ith  a grim ace.  H e seem ed to   S t.  Ives  to  b e  in  a b ad   w a y — p ale,  dish ev eled .  H u n ted   w as the w o rd  fo r it.  S t.  Ives reg ard ed  h im  narrow ly.  K ra k e n ’s h an d sh ook  u n til,  w ith   a   v isib le  lu rch ,  he  shu d d ered   from   to p   to b o tto m ,  the  liq u o r  tak in g   ho ld   and  supplying  a  stead y in g   in fluence.  P erh ap s his p allid  and q u ak in g  d em ea n o r w as a product o f  th e  absence  o f   alcohol  rath er  th an   o f   the  p resence  o f   guilt o r  fear. 

T he  C ap tain   tap p ed   o n   the  co u n terto p   w ith  his  p ip e  bow l and  the  room   fell  silent.  “ I  w as  inclined  to   b eliev e,  ju s t  like y o u rselv es, th a t last S atu rd ay  n ig h t’s in tru d er w as a garret th ief, b u t  th a t’s  n o t  the  c a s e .” 

“ N o ?” ask ed  St.  Iv es,  startled by the abrupt rev elatio n .  H e ’d h ad   such  a   suspicion  h im self.  T h ere  w as  too  m uch  deviltry afo o t fo r it all  to  be ra n d o m — too m an y  faces in  w in d o w s,  too m an y   rep eated   n am es,  to o   m any  co m m o n   th read s  o f   m ystery fo r  h im   to   sup p o se  th a t  th ey   w e re n ’t  p art  o f  som e  v ast,  c o m p licated   w eft. 

“T h a t’s rig h t,” said the C a p ta in , p u ttin g  a m atch to  h is pipe. 

H e  p au sed   theatrically,  sq u in tin g   ro u n dabout.  “H e  w as  back th is  a fte rn o o n .” 

K eeb le n o d d ed .  It h ad  b een  th e sam e m an.  K eeb le c o u ld n ’t h ave  forg o tten   th e b ac k  o f  th e  m a n ’s  h ead ,  w hich  is  all o f  him h e ’d   seen   th is tim e  again.  W in n ifred  h ad  been  a t th e  m u seu m , catalo g u in g   b o oks  on  lepidoptery.  Ja ck   and  D orothy,  th an k G o d ,  had  been  aw ay  at  the  flo w er  m arket  b u y in g   hothouse b eg o n ias.  K eeb le had b een  asleep  an hour.  H e ’d  been dab b lin g at  th e  en g in e,  and  had   p u t  the  w hole  w o rk s— the  p la n s,  the little cay m an  d ev ice ,  n o te s— in  a  h o le in th e flo o r that no o n e, not  an o th er  living  so u l,  co u ld   sn iff  o u t.  T h en   h e ’d   g iv e n   up th e  g h o st  at  noon  and  w elco m ed   the  arrival  o f  b lin k in g   M o rpheu s.  A  cra sh  had  bro u g h t him  o u t o f  it. T h e ca se m en t w indow again.  H e  w as  sure  o f   it.  F o o tfalls  sounded.  T h e  co o k ,  w ho w as  co m in g   in  th ro u g h   th e  b ack   d o o r  w ith  a   c h ick e n ,  w as co n fro n ted   by  th e  th ie f,  an d   slam m ed  him   in th e  face  w ith  the p lu ck ed   b ird   b efo re  sn atch in g   at  a   carv in g   k n ife.  K eeb le  had ru sh ed   o u t  in   h is  nig h tsh irt  a n d ,  o n ce  ag a in ,  pursu ed   th e  m an into th e  street.  B u t d ig n ity   dem an d ed   he  g iv e  u p   the  ch ase.  A m an   in  a   n ig h tsh irt,  after  all.  It  w a sn ’t  to  b e  th o u g h t  o f.  A nd h is  fo o t— it  w as  b arely  healed   fro m   the  last  encounter. 
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“W hat  w as  he  after?”  asked  G o d all,  break in g   into  K ee b le's n arration.  “Y ou’re  certain  it  w a sn ’t  v alu ables?” 

“ H e  ran  p ast  any  n u m b e r  o f   th e m ,”  said  K ee b le,  p ouring h im s e lf a  third  glass  o f port.  “ H e  co u ld   h ave filled  h is p o ckets b etw een  the  attic  and  the  front  d o o r.” 

“ So  n o thing  w as  ta k en ?”  St.  Ives  p u t  in. 

“ O n  the  contrary.  H e  stole  th e  p lans  fo r  a   roo f-m o u n ted sausage  cooker.  I ’d  in ten d ed   to  try  it  o u t  in  the  n ex t  electrical storm .  T h e re ’s  so m eth in g   about  a  lig h tn in g  sto rm  that  puts  m e im m ediately  in  m ind  o f   sausages.  I  c a n ’t  ex p lain   it.” 

G o d all,  in cred u lo u s,  plu ck ed   his  p ip e  o u t o f  his  m outh  and squinted.  “ Y ou’re  telling  us  he  bro k e  into  th e  hou se  to  steal the  p lans  fo r  this  fabulous  sausage  m ach in e?” 

“ N ot a b it o f  it.  I rath er believ e he w as a fte r so m eth in g  else. 

H e ’d  been  at  the  flo o r  w ith  a   prybar.  H e ’d  seen  m e  slip   the p lans  into  the  cache.  I ’m   certain  o f   it.  B ut  h e  c o u ld n ’t  get  at them .  I ’v e  a  theory  that  he  b alan ced   the  ca se m en t  open  w ith a   stick  so  as  to  be  able  to  shove  o u t  in  a  n o nce.  B u t  the  stick slip p ed ,  th e casem en t banged h om e and latch ed ,  an d  in a panic he  snatched  up  the  n earest  set  o f  p lans  an d   ran   fo r  it,  thinking to  be  out  the  back  befo re  I  aw oke.  T he  co o k   surp rised   h im .” 

“ W hat  can   he  do  w ith  these  plans?”  asked  th e   C a p ta in , tapping  his  pipe  out  against  his  ivory  leg. 

“N ot  a  living  th in g ,”  said  K eeble. 

G odall  stood  and  p eered   out  to  w here  w in d-w hirled  d ebris danced  and  flew   along  Jerm y n   S treet  in  the  night.  “F o r  m y m oney K elso D rake w ill m arket such a dev ice w ith in  the m onth. 

N ot  for  p ro fit,  m ind  y o u — there  w o u ld n ’t  be  m uch  p rofit  in it— b u t  as  a  lark,  to   thum b  his  nose  at  us.  H e  w as  after  the perpetual  m otion  en g in e  then?” 

K eeble  b egan  to  assent  w hen  a  ban g in g   at  the  d o o r cut  him off.  T he  C ap tain   w as o u t  o f  his  c h a ir at o n ce ,  h is  fin g er to   his lips.  T h ere  w as  no  o n e  bey o n d   the  seven  o f  th e m   w hom   they could  tru st,  and  no  o n e,  certainly,  w ho  h ad   an y   b usiness  at  a m eeting  o f  the T rism egistus  C lub.  K rak en   slipped  aw ay  into  a rear  cham ber.  G odall  shoved  a   h an d   ben eath   h is  co a t,  an  act w hich  startled  St.  Ives. 

A t  th e  n ew ly  open ed   d o o r  stood  a  young  m an  w h o   w as, largely  because  o f   a   disastro u s  co m p lex io n ,  o f   indeterm inate age.  H e  m ig h t  h ave  been  thirty,  b u t  w as  m ore  likely  tw enty-five: o f  m edium  height,  paunchy, brooding, and slightly stooped. 
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T h e  sm ile  th a t  p lay ed   across  the  co m ers  o f   h is  m o u th   w as evid en tly  false an d  serv ed  in no w ay to  anim ate h is c o ld  e y e s —  

ey e s rin g ed  an d  d ark   from   an  ex cess o f  study u n d er in ad eq u ate light.  H e   seem ed   to   S t.  Ives  to   be  a   student.  N o t  a   stu d en t o f anything  id en tifiab le o r p ractical,  b u t a   student o f d ark   arts,  o r o f  the  sort  w ho  w ags  h is  h ead   m orosely  and  k n o w in g ly   o v er cynical  an d   w oeful  poetry  an d   w ho  has  in gested  op iates  and stalked  th ro u g h   m idnight  streets,  w ithout  destin atio n ,  b u t  o u t o f  an   ex cess  o f  m o rbidity  and  b ile.  H is  ch eek s  seem ed   alm o st to  be  su ck ed   in w ard ,  as  if  he  w ere  con su m in g   h im self o r w ere m etam o rp h o sin g  into a particu larly  pictu resq u e fish.  H e needed a  p in t  o f  go o d   ale,  a  k idney  p ie ,  an d   a  h alf-dozen jo lly   co m pan io n s. 

“I  am   ad d ressin g   a  m eeting  o f the T rism egistus  C lu b ,”  said h e ,  b o w in g   alm o st  im perceptibly.  N o  one  an sw ered ,  perh ap s becau se  he h ad  add ressed   no o n e o r perhaps because  it seem ed as  i f  he  ex p ected   no resp o n se.  T he  w ind  w histled  behind  h im , triflin g   w ith   the  tattered   h em   o f h is  coat. 

“C o m e in ,  m a te ,” said the C ap tain  after a  lo n g  pause.  “ P o u r y o u rse lf  a   glass  o f   b randy  an d   state  y o u r  b u siness.  T h is  is  a p rivate  c lu b ,  y ou  see,  an d   no  one  w ith  a  full  d eck   w ould  w ant to  jo in ,  i f   y ou  follow   m e.  W e’re  all  idle  and  w e  h ave  little reg ard   fo r h an d s,  y ou  m ig h t  say,  lo oking  for  a   sail  to  m e n d .” 

T h e  C a p ta in ’s  speech  d id n ’t  w rinkle  th e  m an   in  th e  least. 

H e  in tro d u ced   h im self as W illis  P u le,  an  acqu ain tan ce o f  D o ro th y   K eeb le.  J a c k ’s  ey es  narro w ed .  H e  w as  certain   th e  claim w as  a   lie.  H e  w as  fam iliar  w ith  D o ro th y ’s  frie n d s,  an d   even m o re,  h e w as fam iliar w ith  the sorts o f p eo p le w ho co u ld  likely 

 b e  D o ro th y ’s  friends.  P u le  w a sn ’t  one  o f  th em .  H e  h esitated to say so  on ly  o u t o f  a  sp irit o f  h o sp itality — it w as th e C a p ta in ’s sh o p ,  afte r  a ll— b u t  th e  m a n ’s  v ery   presen ce  b ecam e  an   im m ed iate  affront. 

G od a ll, h is h an d  y et in h is c o a t, ad d ressed  P u le,  w ho h a d n ’t to u ch ed  a  glass d esp ite th e C a p ta in ’s offer.  “W h at d o   you   supp o se  w e  are?”  he  asked. 

T h e q u estio n  seem ed to  tak e P u le aback.  “ A  c lu b ,” h e sta m m ered ,  lo oking  at  G o d all,  then  glan cin g   qu ick ly   aw ay.  “ A scientific  org an izatio n .  I ’m   a  stu d en t  o f   alchem y  and  p h ren ology. I ’v e  rea d  o f  S ebastian O w lesby.  Very interesting m a tte r.” 

P u le ch a tte re d  o n  nerv o u sly   in an u n fo rtunately  hig h   v oice. 

Ja ck   w as  d o u b ly   in su lted — first  at  the  m ention  o f   D orothy, 
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now   at  th e  m en tio n   o f h is  father.  H e ’d   h av e  to   p itch   th is  P ule into  the  ro ad .  B ut  G o d all  got  in  befo re  h im ,  w av in g   h is  free h an d  an d  th an k in g  P ule fo r his interest.  T h e T rism egistus C lu b , h e said ,  w as an org an izatio n  d ev o ted  to  biology, to  lepidoptery, in  fact.  T h ey   w ere  co m p ilin g   a  field  g u id e  to  th e  m oths  o f W ales.  T h eir  discu ssio n s  co u ld   b e  o f   no  use  to   a  student  o f alchem y.  O r  o f   phrenology,  fo r  th a t  m atter,  w h ich ,  insisted G o d all,  w as  a   fascin atin g   study.  T h ey   w ere  aw fu lly   sorry.  T he C aptain  ech o ed   G o d a ll’s  general  sorrow ,  and  H asbro  in stin ctiv ely   arose  and  show ed  P ule  the  door,  b ow ing  g raciously  as h e  d id   so.  A   silent  m o m en t  passed  a fte r P u le ’s  ejectio n .  T hen G odall  sto o d ,  p u lled   his  co at  from   its  h o o k ,  an d   hu rried   out. 

St.  Ives  w as  astonished  at  G o d a ll’s  so  q u ickly  and  handily ejectin g   P u le,  w ho  w as,  to   be  su re,  not  at  all  d ie  rig h t  sort, b u t w ho m ight h av e been w ell intentioned.  T h ere could b e little harm ,  afte r  all,  in  h is  p raisin g   O w lesby,  th o u g h   O w le sb y ’s ex p erim en tatio n   w as  not  en tirely  praisew orthy.  In  fac t,  w hen h e  con sid ered   it,  S t.  Ives  w a sn ’t  su re  w hat  p art  o f  O w le sb y ’s w ork  Pule  had  such  ad m iratio n   for.  N one  o f the  rest  o f  them co u ld   en lig h ten   him .  N o  o n e,  apparently,  k n ew   this  P ule. 

K rak en  p eek ed  o u t o f  the rear ch am b er,  and C ap tain  P ow ers w aved  him   into  the  room .  G odall  and  P ule  w ere  fo rgotten  for th e  m om ent  as  K ra k en ,  at  the  C a p ta in ’s  b id d in g ,  spouted  the story o f  h is m onths as a hirelin g  o f  K elso D rak e, th e m illionaire, pu n ctu atin g   it  w ith   acco u n ts  o f h is  readings  into  scientific  and m etaphysical  m atters,  the  d eep   w aters  o f  w hich  h e  sailed  o n   a daily  basis.  A nd  w h at  he  found  th e re ,  h e  could  assu re  them , w ould  astonish  the  lot  o f   th em .  B ut  K elso   D ra k e — nothing about K elso D rake w ould astonish Bill  K raken.  K raken w ouldn’t p u t  u p   w ith   th e  likes  o f  D rake,  not  fo r all  the  m oney  the  m an p o ssessed.  H e  g u lped  at  his  scotch.  H is  face  p e w   red.  H e ’d been fired by D rak e,  th reatened w ith a  thrash in g .  H e ’d  see w ho w as th rash ed .  D rake  w as  a c o w a rd ,  a  p im p ,  a ch eat.  Let  D rake g et  in  his  way.  D rake  w ould  reel  from   it.  K raken  w ould  show him . 

H ad  K raken  new s o f  the  m ach in e,  asked St.  Ives delicately. 

N o t  exactly,  cam e  the  answ er.  It  w as  in  th e  W est  E n d ,  in  one o f   D ra k e ’s  several  b ro thels.  Was  St.  Ives  aw are  o f   th at?  St. 

Ives  w as.  D id  K raken  k n o w   w hich  o f  the  b ro th els  it  m ig h t  be in ? K rak en  did  not.  K rak en   w o u ld n ’t go  into  D ra k e’s brothels. 

T hey  w o u ld n ’t  ho ld   D rake  an d   him   at  o n ce.  T h e y ’d  exp lo d e. 
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B its  o f  D rake  w o u ld   fall  on  L ondon  lik e  a   b lig h ted   rain. 

S t.  Iv es  nod d ed .  T h e  ev en in g   w ould  reveal  n o th in g   about the  alien   cra ft.  H e  m ig h t  h av e  guessed   it.  K raken  w as  proud o f  him self,  o f the  stu ff h e  w as m ade  of.  H e  launched  suddenly into a vague d issertatio n  o n  th e back w ard   spinning o f  a spoked w h eel,  then  bro k e  o f f   ab ruptly  to  address  K eeble.  “ B illy D ee n er,”  he  seem ed  to  say. 

“ W h a t?”  ask ed   K ee b le,  taken  by  surprise. 

“ I say,  B illy D eener. T h e  ch a p  w h o  broke in at the w indow .” 

“ D o  y ou  k n o w   him ?”  asked  K ee b le,  startled.  T h e  C ap tain sat  up  and  ceased   dru m m in g   h is  fingers  on  th e  countertop. 

“ K now  h im !” cried the slum ping K rak en .  “ K now  h im !” B ut h e  d id n ’t  b o th e r  to  elab o rate.  “ B illy  D een er  is  w ho  it  w a s,  I tell  y ou.  A n d   if  y o u ’re  sh arp ,  y ou  w o n ’t  g et  w ithin  a   m ile  o f him .  W orks  fo r  D rake.  S o  did  I ,  once.  B ut  n o   m o re.  N ot  for the  likes  o f   h im .”  A nd  w ith  th a t  K raken  reach ed   o n ce  again fo r  the  scotch.  “A   m an  needs  a  d rin k ,”  h e  said ,  m ean in g ,  St. 

Ives  su p p o se d ,  m en  in  general  an d   intending  to  d o  rig h t by  all m en w h o  w e re n ’t th ere to satisfy th a t p articu la r need.  M om ents la ter he  slid  into a  c h a ir and  b eg an  to  snore  so  loudly  th a t Jack O w lesb y   an d   H asb ro   h au led   h im   into  the  b ack   ro o m   on  th e C a p ta in ’s  ord ers  an d   array ed   h im   on  a   b e d ,  sh u tting  th e  d o o r b eh in d   th e m   o n   th e ir return. 

“B illy   D ee n er,”  said  S t.  Ives  to   K eeb le.  “ D oes  it  m ean an y th in g   to   y o u ?” 

“N o t  a  b lessed   th in g .  B ut  it’s  D rake.  T h a t  m uch  is  clear. 

G o d all  w as  rig h t.” 

K eeble seem ed  to  pale at the id e a, as i f  h e ’d  rath e r it w e re n ’t D rake.  A  com m on garret th ie f w as far preferable.  K eeble poured o u t  a   d rau g h t  o f  the  scotch  left  in  th e  b o ttle,  th en   clack ed   the bottle  d o w n   on to   the  tray  ju s t  as  T h eo p h ilu s  G o d all  slipped b ack   in  o u t  o f  the  n ig h t,  ea sin g   the  d o o r  sh u t  b eh in d   him . 

“ I ’ll  a p o lo g iz e ,”  h e  said  straightaw ay,  “fo r  m y  b eh a v io r—  

hardly  the  sort  o n e  w o u ld   e x p e ct  from   a   g en tlem an ,  w h ich ,  I p ro fe ss,  is  w h at  I  heartily   w ish  m y se lf to   b e c o n s id e re d .” T h e C ap tain   w av ed   h is  h an d .  H asb ro   tut-tu tted .  G o d all  co n tin u ed , 

“ I  hu rried   M r.  P u le  on  h is  w ay   on ly   becau se  I  k new   h im .  H e is,  I ’m   su re,  ig n orant  o f  that.  H e  m eant  us  no  g o o d ,  I  can assure  y ou.  H e  w as  in  th e  com pany,  d ay   befo re  yesterday,  o f y o u r m an N a rb o n d o .” H e no d d ed  at the su rprised C ap tain . “T h e tw o   struck  m e  as  b ein g   p assin g   fam iliar  w ith   ea ch   o th e r,  and
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alth o u g h   w e  m ig h t  h a v e   led  th is  P u le  alo n g   a  bit  to   see  w hat s tu ff  h e   w as  m ad e  o f,  I  th o u g h t  th e  idea  ra th e r  a   dan g ero u s o n e ,  in  th e  lig h t  o f  w h at  I  p erc eiv e  as  a   situ atio n   o f  gro w in g serio u sn ess.  F o rg iv e  m e  i f  I  acted  in  h aste.  M y  ru sh in g   aw ay w as  m erely   a   m a tte r  o f  d esirin g   to   co n firm   m y  su sp icio n s.  I fo llo w ed   h im  to  H ay m ark et  w here h e m e t o u r hun ch b ack .  T he tw o  o f  th em  clim b e d   into  a  han so m   cab   and  I  retu rn ed   w ith  as m uch  h aste  as  p ro priety  allo w ed .” 

St.  Ives  w as  stunned.  H ere  w as  a   fresh  m ystery.  “ H u n ch b ac k ?” h e ask ed , sw iveling his h ead  from  G odall to  the C ap tain , w h o   sq u in ted  g rim ly  at him  an d  n o d d ed .  “ Ig nacio  N arb o n d o ?” 

A gain  th e  C ap tain   nod d ed .  St.  Ives  fell  silent.  T h e   w o o d s, apparently,  h ad   th ick en ed .  A nd  as  m y sterio u s  as  the  rest  o f   it w as  th e  m ere  fact th a t C ap tain   P o w ers  w as  so   w ell  acquainted w ith   N arb o n d o ,  q u ite  app aren tly   had   an   ey e  o n   th e  m ach in atio n s  o f  th e  evil  doctor.  B u t  w h y ?  H o w ?  It  w a sn ’t  a   q u estion that  co u ld   b e  ask ed   o utright. 

A nd  L an g d o n   St.  Iv es  w a sn ’t  th e  o n ly   o n e  m y stified .  Jack O w lesby,  p erh ap s,  w as the o n e am ong th e m  m o st seeth in g  w ith an g ry   curiosity.  H e  h ard ly   k new   th e  C a p ta in ,  w h o ,  it  seem ed to Ja c k ,  carried  on  a  strange so rt o f  b u sin e ss  fo r a to b acconist. 

H e  k n ew   G odall  not  a  bit.  H e  w as  certain  o f  on ly   one  th in g —  

that  h e  w ould  m a n y   D o rothy  K eeble  o r  b lo w   h is  b rain s  out. 

T h e  slig h test  h in t  th a t  she  w as  b ein g   sw ep t  u n w ittingly  into  a m aelstro m   o f   intrigue  m ade  him   fairly   b u rst  w ith  anger.  T he id ea  o f  W illis  P u le  flatten ed   h im   w ith   irrational jealo u sy .  H is w indow ,  h e  rem in d ed   h im self,  o v erlo o k ed   th e C a p ta in ’s  shop. 

H e ’d   be  a   b it  m o re  atten tiv e  in  the  fu tu re;  th a t  w as  certain . 

It  w as  a lm o st  o n e  in  th e  m o rn in g ,  an d   n o thing  h ad   b een accom plished.  Like a good p o em , the night’s doings had aroused m ore  q u estio n s,  had   u n v eiled   m o re  m y steries,  th a n   th ey   had solved. 

T h e  seven  o f   th em   ag reed   to   m eet  in  a  w ee k — so o n er  if so m eth in g   tellin g   o c c u rre d — an d   th ey   d ep a rted ,  K eeble  and Ja c k   acro ss  the  ro a d ,  H asb ro   an d   S t.  Ives  to w ard   P im lico , T h eo p h ilu s  G o d all  to w ard   S oho.  K rak en   stay ed   on  w ith  the C a p ta in , u n likely to  aw aken be fo re  m o rn in g , desp ite th e  shrieks o f   the  w in d   rattlin g   a t  the  sh u tters  an d   w h istlin g   u n d e r  the eaves. 
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T he o p en  do o rs o f th e p u b lic  an d  lo d g in g  h o u ses alo n g  B ucke-rid g e  S treet  w ere  w reath ed   w ith   sm o k e,  w hich  w an d ered   out to   be  co n su m ed   by  the  L o n d o n   fo g ,  y ellow   an d   acrid  in  th e still  air.  A   g a u n t  m an  co u ld   b e   seen   th ro u g h   on e  such  door, sitting  at  a  tab le  in  a  dim   co m er,  h a lf a   glass  o f  claret  before h im ,  bo ld ly   clipping  the  gats  o f f  co u n terfe it  h a lf  cro w n s  and filing  the  ed g es  sm o o th   w ith   a.tiny,  tria n g u lar  iron.  H e ’d  been at  the  w o rk   all  e v e n in g ,  tirelessly   to ssin g   clea n ed   b lu e  coin into a bask et and co v erin g  the h eap  w ith  a  scatterin g  o f  relig io u s tracts  th a t  p ro p h esied   th e  co m in g   doom . 

H e  em p lo y ed   no  agents  to   sell  th e  c o in ,  preferrin g   to   d istrib u te  it  at  g rea ter  p ro fit  an d   p eril  th ro u g h   th e  fa ith fu l— his lam b s,  w h o   un d ersto o d   that  th e y   d id   the  w o rk   o f  S h ilo h ,  the N ew   M essiah .  T h e y ’d   b e  very  p retty   c o in s,  o n c e   th e y ’d   b een p la ted ,  an d   w ould  fu rth er  th e  w o rk   o f   G o d .  T h e  tim e  ap p ro ac h ed   w h en   such  w o rk   w o u ld   b e  at  an  en d .  T h e  R ev eren d S h ilo h   h ad   h o n ed   th e  co m in g   o f   th e  apo caly p tic  d irig ib le  to th e day.  T w ice  it had  p assed   in  th e ea rly  m o rn in g ,  an d  th e  last tim e,  m o re  than  fo u r  lo n g   y ears  a g o ,  it  h ad   ap p eared   to   him 31
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o u t  o f  the  w est,  em b lazo n ed   by  a   d y in g   m o o n ,  its  im possibly anim ate  p ilo t  p eerin g   d o w n   o u t  o f  th e  heavens. 

H isto rically   sp e ak in g ,  th e  cu rren t  y ears  sh o u ld   h av e  been frau g h t  w ith  d isa ste r  an d   p o rten t,  b u t  recen t  m o n th s  h ad   little to   rec o m m en d   th em selv es  bey o n d   the  cro w n in g   o f  the  Q ueen as  E m p ress  o f  In d ia  and  a  sp ate  o f  la ck lu ster  scu fflin g   in  T urkestan .  T h e  n ex t m o n th   w o u ld  see ch a n g es,  th o u g h — that  w as c e rta in — ch an g es that w ould  k n o ck  the  E arth  askew  o f  its  axis and  w h ich ,  S h ilo h   knew ,  w ould  reveal  th e  truth  o f  his  m o n u m en tal b irth  and th e id entity o f  his n atu ra l, o r u n n atu ral,  father. 

It h ad  b een  tw elv e years sin ce h e ’d co n fro n ted  N elv in a O w lesb y on  a  b alco n y   in  K in g sto n ,  a  blo o m in g   tru m p et  flo w er  vine b eh in d   her,  sh ad in g   the  tw o   o f  th em   fro m   a  no o n   sun.  S h e,  in a   p assio n   o f   m o m en tary   sp iritual  rem o rse ,  h ad   co n fe ssed   to him   th e  ex isten ce  and  th e  fate  o f  th e  tin y   creatu re  in  the  box. 

B u t she w as unfaith fu l.  She had  rec an te d ,  an d  disap p eared  into the  L eew ard   Islands  that  n ig h t,  and  fo r  a   dozen  y ears  he  had w aited   to   see  if  she  had  ch eated   h im .  T h e  d ay   w as  nig h .  And in  the  lo n g   n ig h t  to  co m e no  e n d  o f  p eo p le  w ould pay.  In  fac t, it w as e a sie r to c o u n t th e few  w h o  w o u ld n ’t,  sc attered  h ere and there  ab o u t  L o n d o n ,  p assin g   o u t  tracts,  d o in g   h is  w ork.  B less the  lot  o f  th e m ,  th o u g h t  S h ilo h ,  to ssin g   an o th er  co in   into  the heap.  “ A s  ye  sow ,”  he  said ,  h a lf aloud. 

M ore th an  an y th in g  he w o u ld  h av e lik ed  to see the ruination o f  th o se  w ho  had  co n d em n ed   his  m other,  w h o   had  diag n o sed h e r  dro p sical  w hen  she  k new   th a t  she  carried   w ithin  h er  the m essiah; th o se w h o  h ad  d e n ied  h is very ex isten ce,  w h o  scoffed at  the  no tio n   o f  th e  u n io n   o f   w om an  and  g od.  B u t  they  w ere d ea d ,  th e  filth ,  lo n g   y ears  sin c e — b ey o n d   h is  g rasp .  A n d   so h e  ca rrie d   out  h is  fa th e r’s   w ork.  H e  w as  certain   that  the  tiny m an   in  th e  b o x ,  th e  hom u n cu lu s  p o ssessed   by  S eb astian  O w lesby,  h a d  b een  h is  father.  L et  th e  d o u b tin g   T h o m ases  doubt. 

T h ere  w as  no  en d   o f  g ib b ets  in  hell. 

Idly h e  snipped  a  g at  w ith  a  scisso rs,  ru b b in g  th e  slick co in w ith  h is fin g ers an d  g azin g  o u t to w ard  th e street at the ho v erin g fog.  I f  th ere w as the slightest ch a n ce ,  the rem o test c h a n ce ,  that th e  h u n ch b a ck   co u ld   resu rrect  h is  m other,  Jo an n a  S o u th co te, w hose b o d y  lay ben eath  th e lo am  o f  H am m ersm ith  C em etery-—

if  the  v an ish ed   flesh   co u ld   be  reg a in ed ,  re v ita liz e d ___ S hiloh clu tch ed   at  h is  b ask et,  o v erw h elm ed   at  th e  th ought.  T h e  act w ould  b e  w o rth   a   th o u san d   o f  N a rb o n d o ’s  an im ated  co rp ses, 
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a  m illio n   o f  them .  T h ey   w e re n ’t,  after  all,  ideal  co n v erts,  but th ey   w o rk ed   w ithout  p ro test,  d em anded  n o th in g ,  and  th ought not at all.  P erhaps they  w ere ideal co n v erts.  S hiloh sighed.  T he last  o f  h is  co in s  w as  clean. 

H e  aro se,  w rapped  h im self  in  a  d ark   and  tattered   clo ak , d rained the lees o f  his claret, an d  strode to w ard  the tiltin g  stairs, glaring  into  the  ey es  o f an y o n e  w ho  dared  to   look  at  him .  T he flo o r ab o v e w as d ark  save fo r th e light o f  a  single tallow  candle that  b urned  in  a  greasy  w all  niche.  T h e  sm oke-blackened  triangle  th a t  fanned  aw ay  o n   the  w all  above  it  w as  th e  least  o f the  filth  th a t  stain ed   the  plaster. 

S h ilo h   kick ed   loose  th e  stuck  d oor,  lifted  the  edge  by  the latch ,  and push ed  it in a fo o t w here it stuck fast, w edged against the  floor.  T he  room   bey o n d   w as  bare  b u t  for  a  h eap   o f   b ed clo th es  in  one  co m er,  a  tilted  w ooden  ch air,  an d   a  little  gate-leg  table  leaning  ag ain st  the  w all. 

S hiloh  stepped  across  to  the  street  end  o f   the  ro o m   and pulled  aside  a  b it  o f   curtain.  B eyond  w ere  the  artifacts  o f   a little shrine: a silv er cru c ifix , a m iniature po rtrait o f  h is m o th e r’s noble  face,  and  a  sketch  o f   the  m an  S hiloh  k n ew   to   b e  his father,  a  m an  w ho  m ig h t  have  d anced  in  the  palm  o f  th e ev a n g e lis t’s  h an d ,  had  S hiloh  less  an  av ersion  to  d an cin g   an d   had the h o m u n cu lu s  not been  sp irited   aw ay an d  set adrift th ese  last fo urteen  y ears.  T he  sketch  had  been  done  by  Jam es  C lerk M ax w ell,  w ho,  in  the  m onths  h e ’d  p o ssessed  the  so-called d em o n ,  h a d n ’t  th e  vaguest  notion  w hat  it  w as,  no  m ore  than did th e A b y ssin ian , d y in g  o f som e inexplicable w asting d isease, w ho  had   sold  it  to  Jo a n n a  S o u thcote  eig h ty -tw o   y ears  ag o   and had  set  into  m otion  the  creak in g ,  leaden  m achinery  o f  ap o c alypse. 

S hiloh lifted th e odds and en d s in the sh rin e, raised a cleverly disg u ised   false  b o tto m ,  and  d u m ped  in  the  coin.  T h en   he  re trieved  from   the  space  a  bag  o f  fin ish ed ,  plated  co in ,  replaced the  flo o r  and  th e  relics,  w rapped  h im self  o nce  again  in  his clo ak ,  an d  left.  H e  spoke  to  no one  as he m ade h is  w ay  tow ard the street,  w here  a  biting  w ind  w histled across th e co bbles  and persu ad ed   alm o st  ev ery o n e  to   stay  in doors.  A   single  stroller, a   portly  m an  w ith  a  stick  an d   ey e p atch ,  lim ped  along  in  his w ak e,  his  free  hand  p ressed   ag ain st  his  cap   to   stop  the  w in d ’s stealing  it.  S hiloh  paid  him   little  h eed  as  he  h u rried   on  into Soho. 
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T h e  h o uses  fro n tin g   the  narrow   stretch  o f   P ratlo w   S treet cram p ed   b etw een   O ld   C o m p to n   and  S h aftesbury  w ere  m iserab le w ith  neg lect.  W h ereas years an d  w eath er som etim es soften the faces o f  bu ild in g s,  betray in g  som e few  elem en ts o f  passing history,  so m e  reflectio n   o f   th e  subtle  artistry  o f   natu re,  on P ratlow   S treet  no  such  effects  h ad   b een   acco m p lish ed .  H ere and there shutters hung canted  across w indow s perpetually  dark, th e ir  slats  held   to g eth er  by  n ails  an d   screw s  th a t  w ere  little m ore  th an   rusty  pow der.  S om e  feeble  attem pt  h ad   been  m ade o n ce  at  en liv en in g   a   sto refro n t  w ith   a  gay   co lo r  o f  p ain t,  but the p ain ter h ad  h ad  a singularly d ull sense o f  harm o n y  and had , m o reo v er,  been  d ead   th ese  p ast  tw en ty   y ears.  H is  effo rts  len t the  street  an  e v e n   m ore  gh astly   and  barren   personality,  if  only by  co n tra st,  an d   th e  g lau co u s  p ain t,  peelin g   an d   alligatored over seasons by w hat little  sunlight penetrated  the general gloom o f  the street,  popped  loose  in b rittle sh ow ers o f chips afte r each rain. 

It  w as  perh ap s  m ore  d ifficu lt  to   find  a  w indow   p ane  that rem ain ed   en tire  th an   it  w as  to  find  on e  b ro k en ,  and  th e  only ev id en ce  o f  in d ustry  w as  in  the  rem oval  o f  d irty   glass  shards fro m  som e few  o f  th e bo tto m  flo o r w indow s and d ie subsequent d u m p in g  o f  th e b roken glass o n to  the co bbles o f th e street.  T he effo rt,  p erh ap s,  w as  m ade  to  facilitate  the  sort  o f  person  w ho w ould  craw l  in  at  the  w indow   rath er  th an   step  in  at  the  door, a   pu rely   practical  m atter,  since  few   o f  th e  d o o rs  hung  square o n   th e ir ru sted   h in g es,  and  w ere  in  such  ap p allin g   d isrep a ir as to   dissu ad e  an y   h o n est  m an  fro m   attem pting  to   b reach   them . 

T h e  effect  o f  the  place  beneath  the  pall  o f  sm oky  fog  was so  u n u tterab ly  dism al th a t th e m an tu rn in g  on to  it fro m  S h aftesb u ry   started  in  spite  o f  h im self.  H e  pu lled   h is  ey ep atch   dow n to w ard   h is  n o se,  as  if  it  w ere  m erely  a  p ro p   and  h e  d esired   to h id e a  fractio n  m o re o f  th e street fro m  view.  H e looked straight ah e ad  at the  b roken  stones o f  the  roadw ay,  ig noring  the ja b b e r o f   a   rag g e d   child  an d   the  ap peals  o f   d ark   shapes  h u nched  in the  sh ad o w s  o f   ru in ed   sto o p s.  H alfw ay  d o w n   the  street  he u n lo c k ed  a  bo lted  d o o r an d  hu rried  th ro u g h , clim b in g  the stairs o f  a  d a rk ,  alm o st  vertical  w ell.  H e  en tered   a room   that  looked o u t  acro ss  an   em p ty   co u rty ard   at  an o th er  h o u se ,  the  w indow s o f   w hich  w ere  lit  w ith   the  g lo w   o f   gaslam p s.  F og  d rifted   in the a ir o f  the co u rty a rd , now  clearin g , now  th ick en in g ,  sw irling
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an d   co n g ealin g   and  allo w in g   him   only  occasionally  a  view   o f the room  opposite— a  room  in w hich stood a particularly stooped h u n ch b ack ,  p eerin g   at  a   w all  chart  and  h o lding  in  h is  hand  a sc alp e l,  th e   b lade  g low ing  in  the  lam plight. 

Ig n acio   N arb o n d o   pon d ered   the  corp se  before  him   on  the table.  It  w as  a   sorry  th in g — tw o  w eeks  d ead ,  o f  a  blow   to  the face  that h ad  rem o v ed   its  nose  and ey e  an d  so  m angled  its ja w that  yello w ed   teeth  g aped  through  a   w ide  re n t,  th e ir  g um s shrunk  b ack   alarm ingly.  A n im atin g   it w o u ld  accom plish  little. 

W h at  in  the  dev il  w ould  it  do  if   it  could  w alk  ag ain ,  bey o n d h o rrify in g   the  p o p u lace?  It   cou ld  b eg ,  N arb o n d o   supposed. 

T h ere  w as  that.  It  could  be  p assed   o ff by  the  charlatan   S hiloh as a  refo rm ed  sinner,  far gone in th e ravages o f  p ox b u t w alking upright b y   a  m iracle  o f  G o d .  N arbondo  g runted  w ith   laughter. 

T h e m an  in th e b u ilding op p o site could see his shoulders shake. 

H is lim p , o ily h air hu n g  in w orm y cu rls to his tw isted  sho u ld ers, w hich  w ere  co v ered   by  a  sm ock  stained  o ch re  w ith   o ld   blood and  dirt. 

A lo n g   one  w all  w ere  heaps  o f  chem ical  apparatus:  glass c o ils,  b ea k ers,  bell  ja rs ,  and  heavy  glass  cu b e s,  som e  em pty, som e  h alf-filled   w ith  am b e r  liquid,  o n e  en casin g   the  floating h ead   o f   an  en o rm o u s  ca rp .  T he  ey e s  o f   th e  fish   w ere  clear, un g lazed  b y  d ea th , and seem ed to  sw ivel on th e ir ax e s, although th is  last  m ig h t  h ave  b een  an  o p tical  trick  o f  th e  bubbling  fluid in  the  ja r.  A   h u m an   sk eleton  dangled  by  a   brass  ch ain   in  a c o m er,  and ab o v e it,  perch ed  alo n g  a  w ide sh elf,  w ere o v ersize specim en  b o ttles con tain in g  fetuses in various stages o f  grow th. 

Vast  aq u aria  bub b led   ag ain st  the  w all  op p o site,  thick  w ith elo d ea an d  foxtail and a h alf-dozen m u lti-co lo red  koi th e length o f  a   m a n ’s  arm .  N arb o n d o   g ave  u p   lo oking  at  the  co rp se  and lim p ed   acro ss  to   th e  aq u aria,  reg ard in g   th e  fish  carefully.  H e reach ed  into a  tin  bu ck et an d  pulled o u t a  clo t o f  b ro w n ,  th read like  w o rm s,  k n otted an d  w rig g lin g ,  an d  d u m ped th e m  on to  the surface  o f   th e  w ater.  F iv e  o f   the  koi  lashed  ab o u t,  m ouths w orking,  su ck in g   d o w n   little  clu m p s  o f   w orm s.  N arb o n d o w atched  fo r a   m o m en t  th e  sixth  c a rp ,  w hich  p aid   n o   atten tio n to   th e  m e al,  b u t  sw am   alo n g   the  su rface,  g u lping  air,  listing to   o n e  sid e ,  restin g   now   an d   th en   u ntil  beg in n in g   to   sink  into th e  w ee d s,  th en   lu rching o n c e   m o re  w ith   a  great  effo rt tow ard th e  surface. 
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T h e h u n ch b ack   sn atch ed  up a  broad  n et fro m  a  box  beneath the  aqu aria.  H e  push ed   back  a  glass  to p ,  stood  ato p   a  sto o l, and w ith  a sin g le, q u ic k  sw ee p ,  sco oped u p  the struggling fish, tu ck ed   the  m id d le  fin g er  o f   his  free  hand  u n d er  its  g ill,  and p lu ck ed   th e  g rea t  fish  from   the  w ater,  slam m ing  it  dow n  at o nce  on to   a  co rk   bo ard   a  fo o t  from   the  head  o f  the  supine corpse an d  nailing  its tail  and head to th e board  w ith push pins. 

T h e  fish  w rithed  h elplessly  for  the  few   seconds  it  took  N ar-b o n d o   to   slice  it  open.  H e  p aused  briefly  to   spray  it  w ith  fluid fro m   a glass b o ttle,  then  scooped  out  its  intestines  and o rg an s, clipping  them   loose  and  sw eeping  them   into  a   box  at  his  feet. 

T h ere  w as  a  sudden  pou n d in g   at the door.  N arbondo cursed aloud.  T h e  d o o r  sw ung  o p en   to   reveal  S hiloh  the  ev an g elist, clo ak ed   an d   h o ld in g   his  le ath e r  bag.  N arb o n d o   ignored  him utterly,  p ro d d in g  a little,  p u lsin g ,  bean -sh ap ed  g lan d  o u t o f  the org an   c a v ity   o f   the  carp .  H e  n ipped  through  the  th read s  that h eld   it,  slid  a   thin  sp atu la  u n d er  it,  and  lifted  it  into  a  vial  o f am b er  liq u id ,  co rk in g   it  and  setting  it  alongside  the  fetuses. 

H e  yan k ed   the  g u ted   ca rp   fro m   the  cork  bo ard   and  dropped  it into  the  b ox  below ,  kicking  it  u n d er the  table.  H e  leered  up  at the o ld   m a n ,  w h o  w atched  the  affair w ith  a  m ixture o f  w onder an d   lo athing.  “C at  fo o d ,”   said  N arb o n d o ,  nodding  a t th e  dead fish. 

“ A  trag ic  w a s te ,”  said  S h ilo h .  “G o d ’s  ch ildren  starve  for w an t  o f  b re a d .” 

“ F eed  th e  m u ltitu d e  w ith  it,  th e n ,”  crie d   N arb o n d o ,  su d denly  en rag ed   at  th e  o ld   m a n ’s  hypocrisy.  H e  yanked  the  fish o u t  by  th e  tail  and  w aved  it  in  th e  air,  d ro p lets  o f  b lo o d   spatterin g  th e floor.  “ A  half-d o zen   m ore o f  these  and  you ca n  feed G re ater  L o n d o n .” 

S hiloh  sto o d   silen t,  g rim acin g   at  the  blasphem y.  “ P eople h u n g er o n   th is  very  stre e t— h u n g er  and  d ie .” 

“ A nd  I ,”   cro ak ed   N arb o n d o ,  “ m ake  th em   w alk  again.  B ut y o u ’re  rig h t.  I t’s  a   filthy  sham e.  T h ere  but  fo r  fo rtu n e,  and a ll.” 

H e  stepped  acro ss  and  unlatch ed   th e  ca se m en t  th a t  faced th e  stree t,  sw u n g   the  w indow   o p en ,  an d   to ssed   the  carp   onto th e   p av e m e n t  below ,  th e   fish  b u rstin g   in  a   sho w er  o f   silver scales.  N arb o n d o   em p tied   the  b ox  o f   en trails  after  it,  nearly o n to   th e  h ead   o f  tw o   m en  an d   an   an cien t old  w o m an   w h o   had alread y  b eg u n  to  fig h t o v e r th e fish.  C rie s an d  cu rses ro se from
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the  street.  N arb o n d o   c u t  them   sh o rt  by  slam m in g   clo sed   the w indow .  H e  tu rn ed   con tem p tu o u sly   and  w ith o u t  w arning snatched  the  le ath e r  bag  from   th e  old  m a n ’s  hand. 

T h e  ev a n g elist  crie d   o u t  in  surp rise,  cau g h t  h im self,  and sh ru g g ed .  “W h o   is  th is  p o o r  b ro th er?”  h e  ask ed ,  n o d d in g   at th e  corpse. 

“O ne  S tephanus  B id d le.  R u n   o v er  tw o  w eeks  b ack   by  a h an so m   cab .  S to m p ed   to   b its  b y   the  h o rses,  p o o r bastard .  B ut d ead  is  d ead ,  I  alw ay s  say.  W e’ll  en liv en   th e  slacker.  H e ’ll  be p assin g  ro und tracts w ith the best o f th em  by m id d ay  tom orrow , if   y o u ’ll  kindly  tro t  along  and  leave  m e  a lo n e .”  N arbondo em p tied  the b ag  o n to  the ta b le,  then  insp ected  o n e o f  the coins. 

“Y ou’d   m ake  m oney  by  selling  th ese  to   the  u tterer  y o u rself instead  o f m aking  m e  do  it.  You  pay  dearly   fo r  m y  tim e,  you k n o w .” 

“ I  pay  fo r  th e  speedy  reco v ery   o f   G o d ’s  k in g d o m ,”  cam e th e  reply,  “ and  as  fo r  selling  the  co in   m y se lf,  I  h ave  neith er the  d esire  for risk   n o r the  in clination  to  h o b n o b   w ith  crim inals o f  th a t  sort.  I . . . ” 

B ut  N arb o n d o  cut him   short w ith  a  h ollow   laugh.  H e shook h is  h ead .  “C o m e  ro u n d   to m orrow   n o o n ,”  h e  said ,  nodding to w ard   the  door.  A nd  ju s t  as  he  did  so ,  it  sw u n g   to  an d   in w alk ed   W illis  P ule  w ith  an  arm load  o f b o o k s,  n o d d in g   in g ratiatin g ly   at  S hiloh  an d   h o ld in g   out  a   m o ist  hand  th a t  h a d ,  a m om ent earlier,  been fingering a prom ising boil on P u le’s cheek. 

T he  ev an g elist  strode  th ro u g h   the  o p en   d oor,  d isreg ard in g   the pro ffered   h an d ,  a  look  o f  superiority  and  d isg u st  on  his  face. 

T h e  w in d o w   cu rtain s  in  the  second  flo o r  o f   th e  bu ild in g across  the  co u rty ard   slid  sh u t,  u nseen  by  P u le  and  N arb o n d o , w ho  b en t  o v er  th e  still  form   on  the  table.  A  m om ent  la ter  the street  d o o r  o f  th at  sam e  b u ilding  o p en e d ,  and  th e  m an  in  the ey ep atch   tapped  dow n  the  half-d o zen   stairs  o f   th e  sto o p   and into  the  street,  hu rry in g   aw ay  in  th e  w ake  o f   th e  receding ev a n g elist, w ho pursu ed  a cou rse to w ard  W ardour S treet, bound fo r  the  W est  E nd. 

L angdon  St.  Ives trudged along through th e ev en in g  gloom . 

T h e en liv en in g  effects o f  the oy sters and ch a m p ag n e h e ’d  fo o lishly  con su m ed   fo r  lunch  had  d im in ish ed   and  b een   replaced by  a   gen eral  desp air,  m ag n ified   by  h is  fruitless  search   fo r  a b ro th el,  o f  all  th in g s,  th a t  he  w o u ld n ’t  be  able  to   reco g n ize  if
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h e   stu m b led   up o n   it.  A n d   h e  h ad   u n d ertak en   the em b arrassin g erran d   o n   the  adv ice  o f  a  m an  ad d led   by  y ears  o f  d rin k ,  w h o u n d ersto o d  the ea rth  to  w e a r a  b elt fo r th e p u rp o se o f  su pporting a  p a ir o f  eq u ato rial  tro u sers. 

It  w as  the  so n g   an d   d an c e  o f  gettin g   ro u n d   to   th e  n ub  that w as  m o st  b o th e rso m e— o f   m aking  the  p ro p rie to r  un d erstan d th a t  it  w a sn ’t ju s t  casu al  satiatio n   that  he  d esire d ,  th a t  the  act m u st  som eh o w   in v o lv e  m a c h in e ry — a   p articu la r  m ach in e,  in fact.  L o rd  k n o w s w h at co n clu sio n s  w ere d raw n ,  w hat crim inal excesses  w ere  ev en   at  that  m om ent  bein g   h eaped  on to   the d o o rstep  o f  technology.  M o re ch a m p ag n e w o u ld , p erh a p s, h av e b een   desirab le.  H alfw ay   m easu res  w e re n ’t  d o in g   th e  trick.  If h e  w ere  d ru n k ,  sta g g erin g ,  th en   his  ears  w o u ld n ’t  b u m   q u ite so   sav ag ely   at ea ch   th eatrical  an d   idiotic  en counter.  A n d   if,  in the  fu tu re ,  he  w ere  to  run  across  o n e  o f  h is  w o u ld -b e  ho sts  in p u b lic ,  he  c o u ld   b lam e  the  en tire  so rd id   affair  o n   d rin k .  B ut h ere  h e  w as  sober. 

O n th e adv ice o f  a  cab b ie  he  app ro ach ed   a d o o r w ith  a little sliding  w indow ,  k n o ck in g   thrice  and  stepping  b ac k   a   fo o t  o r tw o   so   as  not  to  seem   u n n atu rally   anxious.  T h e   d o o r  sw ung o p en   p o n d ero u sly   an d   a   ja c k e te d   b u tle r  p eered   o u t,  slightly o ffe n d ed ,  apparently.  T h e  m an   looked  ov erm u ch   like  H asb ro , w ho S t.  Iv es h eartily w ish ed  w ere along on th is ad v en tu re.  T he lo o k   o n   the  m a n ’s  face  seem ed  to   su g g est  th a t  St.  Iv es,  w ith h is  p ip e  and  tw eed   co a t,  sh o u ld   b e  k n o ck in g   o n   th e  re a r  d o o r o f f  the  alley.  “ Y es?”  h e  said ,  d raw in g   the  w o rd   o u t  into  a   sort o f  m o n ologue. 

St.  Ives  in ad v erten tly   pu sh ed   at  the  false b eard   glued  to  his ch in ,  a   beard  w h ich   perp etu ally   th reaten ed   to  su ccu m b   to   the pull o f  grav ity  an d  d ro p  ig n o m in io u sly  to  th e gro u n d .  It seem ed firm   en o u g h .  H e  sm ash ed   h is  eye  so ck et  aro u n d   h is  m o n o cle, sq u in tin g   up  h is  free  e y e   an d   staring  th ro u g h   the  clea r  len s  o f the  glass.  H e  affected   a   lo o k   o f   rem o v ed   an d   d istin g u ish ed co n d escen sio n . 

“T h e  cab   d riv e r,”  h e  said ,  “ ad v ised   m e  th a t  I  m ig h t  find so m e satisfactio n  h e re .” H e harru m p h ed  into h is fist, reg rettin g alm o st  at  o n ce  h is  ch o ice  o f   w ords.  W h at  in   the  w orld  w ould the  m an  m ak e  o f  h is  d esire  fo r  satisfactio n ?  A   c h a lle n g e,  p e rh ap s,  to   a   d u el?  A  coarse  referen ce  to  satisfied   lusts? 

“ S atisfactio n ,  sir?” 

“T h a t’s  c o rre c t,”  said  S t.  Iv es,  brassin g   it o u t.  “N o t  to   p u t
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to o   fin e  a  p o in t  o n   it,  it  w as  su g gested  to   m e  th a t  you  co u ld p u t  m e  in  th e  w ay   o f,  shall  w e  say,  a   p articu la r  m a ch in e .” 

“ M a ch in e,  sir?” T h e  m an w as  m ad d en in g .  W ith  a suspicion that  at  o nce  b ecam e  certainty,  St.  Ives  un d ersto o d   that  h e  w as b ein g   h ad   o n ,  eith e r  by  th e  cabbie  o r  by  this  le erin g ,  m u lefaced  m an ,  w hose  ch in   ap p eared   to   h ave  b een   yanked  do u b le w ith  a  tongs.  T h e  m an  stood  silent,  p eering  at St.  Ives through the  h alf-sh u t  door. 

“ P erh ap s  y o u ’re  u n aw are,  m y  good  fellow ,  to   w h o m   you sp e a k .”  S ilen ce fo llo w ed  this.  “ I  have  certain  . . .  d esire s,  shall w e  say,  inv o lv in g   m echanical  ap p aratu s.  D o  you  g rasp   m y m ean in g ?”  St.  Ives  squinted  at  h im ,  lo sin g   h is  m o n o cle  in  th e p ro cess.  It clan k ed  ag ain st a  co at button on his ch est.  H e shoved at  h is  beard. 

“ A h ,”  said  the  su ddenly  vo lu b le  m an  in  the  doorw ay.  “ If y o u ’ll  use th e  alley d o o r n ex t tim e.  W ait a m o m e n t.” T h e  d o o r eased  shut.  F o o tstep s reced ed . T h e d o o r o nce again sw u n g  open and the b u tle r handed o u t a parcel.  St.  Ives took it,  and open ed it  u n ab le  to   th in k   o f   an y th in g   else  to   d o ,  and  fo u n d   h im self p o ssessed  o f   an  e ig h t-h o u r  clo ck   sp o rting  a  p air  o f   iron  g a rg o y le s  o n   eith er  side  o f  a  crack ed   oval  glass. 

“ I ’m   n o t,” began  S t.  Iv es,  w hen  he  w as struck  from   b ehind and  shouldered  into th e  street.  A n old m an  in a  clo ak   ascended th e  sta irs,  bru sh ed   p ast  the  b u tle r  and  disap p eared   g row ling into  th e  recesses  o f  th e  house.  T h e  d o o r  slam m ed  shut. 

D am n  m e,  th o u g h t  S t.  Iv es,  staring  first  at  th e  c lo ck ,  then at the  h o use.  H e began  once  again to  ascend the stairs,  b u t w as struck  h alfw ay   u p   w ith  a  sudden  fit  o f  in sp iratio n .  H e  tu rn ed , tu ck ed   the  b ro k en   clo ck   u n d er  his  arm ,  fixed  h is  m o n o cle  in his  e y e ,  and  set  out  d o w n   the  ro a d ,  determ in ed   to   g iv e  up  his q u est fo r the  m om ent  and  to  seek  o u t a  c lo ck m a k er instead.  In his  haste  h e  nearly  co llid ed   w ith  a   ro u n d ,  ey ep atch ed   m an tap p in g   along  w ith   a  stick   in  the  o p p o site  direction. 

“ S o rry ,”  S t.  Iv es  m um bled. 

“ S ’nothing,” cam e the reply,  and in  m om ents both had turned th e ir  resp ectiv e  c o m e rs,  tw o  ships  p assin g ,  as  it  w ere,  in  the afternoon. 

T h e p o rtly m an tap p ed  alo n g ,  highly satisfied w ith th e d a y ’s ad v enture.  H e  en tered   R u p ert  S treet,  S oho,  an d   d isappeared into  th e  o p en   d o o rw ay   o f  the  B ohem ian  C ig ar  D iv an ,  p atting h is  po ck ets  ab sen tm in d ed ly   as  if  search in g   fo r  a   cigar. 
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W illis  P u le  ad m ired  h im s e lf  in  the  w in d o w   o f   a   b u n   sh o p   on K in g   S treet.  H is  w as  an   in tellig en t  fa c e ,  un co arsen ed   by  sunlig h t  o r  w ind  an d   w ith   a   bro ad   fo reh ead   th a t  b esp o k e  a   substantial  cran iu m .  H is  c o m p lex io n ,  it  w as  tru e ,  w as  m arred   by an   in sidious  ac n e,  o n e  th a t  beg g ared   all  effo rts  to   era d ica te  it. 

P u m ice,  ly e ,  alcohol  b ath s,  n o thing  had  d im in ish ed   it.  H e ’d abstain ed   from   eatin g   ag g rav atin g   food  stuffs  to   no  effec t  at all.  T he  red   lu m p   o n   h is  ch e ek   sh o n e  as  if   it  w ere  p o lish ed . 

H e  sh o u ld   h av e  po w d ered   it,  b u t  h e  sw eated  so  fearfully  that th e  p o w d er  m ig h t  sim ply  h av e  d rib b le d   away. 

H e  pried   h is  ey e s  aw ay   fro m   h is  skin  and  reg ard ed   fo r  a m om ent  h is  p ro file.  H e ’d   seen   the  d u sty   sto rag e  ro o m s  o f E u ro p ean   lib raries  th o u g h t  to   b e  fables  b y   the  co m m o n   breed o f  h isto ria n ,  an d   h e ’d   k n o w led g e  o f  alch em y   th a t  th e  lik es  o f Ig nacio  N arb o n d o   h a d n ’t  d ream ed   of. 

It w as d u rin g  h is studies th a t h e first learn ed  o f  th e existen ce o f  the  h o m u n cu lu s.  R eferen ces  to   it  an d   to  its  cra ft  d ated   into antiquity,  b u t  w ere  tireso m ely   sp oradic  an d   v ag u e ,  lin k ed   by the  m o st  ten u o u s  th read s  o f   p ale  su g g estio n   u n til  its  sudden 4 0
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ap p earan ce in L ondon som e h u n d red  years ago. T h e bottle im p , m alig n ed  by the d y in g   sea cap tain  w h o se log  n arrated the grim story  o f  h is  o w n   d ec lin e  into  m ad n ess  and  d ea th ,  w as  w ithout d o u b t  th e  sam e  creatu re  so ld   som e  few   y ears  la ter  to   Jo a n n a S o u th co te  b y   an  A b y ssin ian   m e rch an t,  w h o   fo llo w ed   the  sea cap tain   in to   an  early   and  unnatural  grave.  T h ere  h ad   been referen ces to  the th in g ’s h aving p o w er o v e r life an d  d ea th , o v e r m o tio n   an d   energy,  o v e r  th e  transm utation  o f   m etals.  It  had b een   th e  so u rce  o f  the  in sp iratio n   o f  N ew to n ,  o f  Jam es  M a x w ell,  the  ru in atio n   o f  S eb astian   O w lesby. 

A   trail  o f   h o rro r  seem ed  to   follow   th e  th in g .  A ll  a   m atter o f   ig n o ran c e,  P u le  w as  certain .  Ign o ran ce  and  bun g lin g   had sq u an d ered   the  th in g ’s  p o w ers,  an d   N arb o n d o ’s  losing  it  w as the g rea test b lu n d e r o f  all.  B ut th e hunch b ack  w as u seful.  T hey w ould  all  b e  u seful  to  W illis  P u le  before  h e  w as  through. 

A nd  the  stakes  seem ed   to  be  g ro w in g .  H is  disco v ery   that the th in g   in th e  b ox h ad  d isap p eared  after S eb astian  O w lesb y ’s m u rd er had  led h im  along  a  c le a r trail  to W illiam   K eeb le,  an d , he  sm iled   to  th in k   o f   it,  to   his  fetch in g   daughter.  A n d   then th ere  w as  th e  m a tte r  o f  a   seco n d   bo x   an d   the  very  in teresting tran sactio n  b etw een  O w lesb y   and th e  W est A frican G em  C o m p an y   a   m o n th   befo re  O w le sb y ’s  d eath.  If   th ere  w a sn ’t  profit to  be m ade h e re , P ule w as blin d .  D am n K eeb le and th e m oronic T rism egistus  C lu b .  H e ’d   deal  w ith  the  lo t  o f  them . 

A ro u n d   th e  d istan t  c o m e r,  rig h t  o n   tim e,  cam e  D orothy K ee b le,  alo n e.  P u le ’s c h e st heav ed .  H is  d ays  o f  p atien t  o b se rvatio n   h a d n ’t  b een   fo r  n ought.  H is  h an d   sh ook  in  h is  co at pocket,  and he realized that he w as breathing through his m outh. 

F earin g   v ertig o ,  h e  clu tch e d   at th e  iron railin g   across  th e  w in d o w  o f  th e  bu n  sh o p  an d  attem p ted  to w histle a  non ch alan t air. 

“ D o ro th y   K eeb le?”   h e   asked  w h en   the  girl  w as  som e  few fe e t  o ff.  H e r je rse y   d re ss,  d ark   red  w ith  ivory  lace,  narro w ed in aro u n d  h e r w aist in  su c h  a  w ay  as to  m ake P u le lig h t-h ead ed . 

S he  reg ard ed   h im   curiously.  H e r  skin  w as  alm o st  tran sp aren t it  w as  so   lig h t,  and  h e r h air,  im p o ssib ly   b lack ,  fell  around  her sh o u ld ers  in  lo o se cu rls.  P u le  w as  g ripped  by  an   urge  to  touch it,  to   fo n d le  th e  sk in   o f  h e r face,  w hich  w as,  co m p ared   to   his o w n ,  lik e  ivory  n ex t  to   w o rm w o o d .  H e  struggled  to   control h im self.  “W e  h a v e ,  I  b eliev e ,  a   m utual  frie n d .” 

“ H av e  w e?”   sh e  asked. 

“Ja c k   O w lesb y ,”  said  P u le,  reciting  his  prepared  lie.  “We
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w ere  in  school  together.  G re at  frie n d s.” 

“ I ’m   p leased   to  m eet  y o u ,  M r . . . . ” 

“ P u le ,”  ca m e  th e  reply.  “W illis  P u le .” 

“ S hop p in g   fo r b u n s,  w ere  y o u ,  M r.  P ule?  I  w o n ’t k eep  you th en .  I ’ll  tell  Ja ck   I ’ve  m et  y o u .”  S he  started  on  h e r way,  and P ule  tu rn ed   to  follow ,  suddenly  angry  at  h e r  ob v io u s  in d ifference. 

“I ’m   a  stu d en t  o f   arcane  histo ry ,”  he  said.  “ I  stu d ied   at L eipzig  an d   M u n ic h .” 

“ I ’m   sure  th a t’s  very  n ic e ,”   said  D orothy,  h urrying  along. 

“ I ’ll  tell  Ja ck .  H e ’ll  be  h appy  to   know   w hat  y o u ’ve  gotten  up to.  D o n ’t  le t  m e  in terfere  w ith  y o u r  e rra n d .”  She  nod d ed   at him   and  then  ignored  him .  P ule  fum ed. 

“ P erh ap s  y o u ’d  take  a  cu p   o f  tea  w ith   m e?” 

“ I ’m   terrib ly   so rry .” 

“Tom orrow ,  th e n .” 

“ I ’m   afraid  not.  T hank  you  aw fully.” 

“W h y   n o t?” 

D orothy  g ave  h im   a  look  o f   surprise.  “ W hat  a  question! 

W o n ’t  m y  sim ple  refusal  suffice?” 

“ N o ,  it  w o n ’t , ”   said  P u le,  clu tch in g   at  h er  arm .  D orothy je rk e d   aw ay,  prepared  to  slam   him   w ith  h er  b ag .  H is  skin seem ed  to be w rithing as he stood g aping at h e r on the sidew alk. 

H e  spu ttered ,  u n ab le  to  speak. 

“ G ood  day   to   y o u ,”  said  Dorothy. 

“ Y ou’ll  see  m e  a g a in ,”  cried  P ule  at  h er back.  “ A nd  so  w ill y o u r fa th e r.”  She  w alked  on  m ore quickly,  not  taking  the  bait. 

“W ait  u ntil  I ’ve  play ed   m y  han d !”  Pule  yelled.  A nd  then he  cau g h t  him self.  H e  g asped  fo r  air  and  leaned  against  the b rick   o f  a  row   house.  It  w ould  do  no  good  to  lose  his  tem per now.  H e  w ould  w ait.  In  tim e — so o n — she  w ould  see  reason. 

H e  glanced  at  a  d ark   w indow .  T he  sight  o f   his  face  reflected in  it  d id n ’t  co m p o se  him .  H is  h air  w as  aw ry,  and  his  m outh, n o rm ally sensitive and alo o f,  w as contorted  in a rictus o f loathing.  H e  m ade  a   co n scious  effo rt  to  rela x ,  but  his  face  seem ed to   h ave  frozen  in  the  grip  o f a  m aniacal  passion. 

A  scraw ny,  half-h airless  cat  w andered  out  ju s t  th en   from u n d er  a   fence.  P ule  stared  at  it,  hating  it.  H e  snatched  the  cat u p  by the n eck  an d  h eld  it kick in g  at a rm ’s len g th .  H e sloughed o ff his ja c k e t,  letting  it  fall  d o w n   his  right  arm   to   e n v e lo p   the stru g g lin g   b e a st,  th en   shoved  the  b u rd en   u n d er  h is  arm   and
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strode  aw ay  in  th e  d irectio n   o f  N arb o n d o ’s  c a b in e t,  visio n s  o f th e  c a t  d ism em b ered   flick erin g   across  h is  m in d   lik e  etch in g s o n   a   co p p e r  plate. 

St.  Iv es le t h im self in th ro u g h  the fro n t d o o r o f  the B ertasso H otel o n  B elgrave an d  tram p ed  u p  tw o flig h ts o f  carp eted  steps to   h is  ro o m .  T h e  red   w allpaper,  ram p an t  w ith  stylized  fleurs-d e -lis,  alm o st  m ade  his  h air  stand  on  en d .  H e  desp ised   the cu rren t  fash io n   in  g audy  furn ish in g s.  It  w as  little  w o n d er  so ciety  w as g o in g   to b its ,  surro u n d in g   its e lf as  it did  w ith  fakery an d   u g liness.  H e  w as  b eg in n in g   to  so und  like  h is  father.  B ut it  w as  en tirely   ra tio n a l— em p irical  study  w ould  b e a r him   out. 

M e n   w ere  p ro d u cts  o f  that  w ith   w hich  they  surrounded  th em selv es.  A nd  m en  o f  substan ce  co u ld   hard ly   spring  from   the cra ck er-b o x ,  facto ry -m ad e trash  they clu ttered  th e ir hom es  and inns  w ith .  H e  w as  in  a  foul  m o o d ,  h e  realized ,  h aving  played th e  fool  all  aftern o o n .  T h e  clo ck  g ag   pro b ab ly   w o u ld n ’t w ork. 

H e ’d  b e  beaten  by hired  to u g h s.  H e ’d  h ave been w ise to  solicit th e h elp  o f  th e C ap tain ,  w ho w as,  adm ittedly,  far m ore w orldly w ise  th an   he. 

S t.  Ives  h im s e lf had  stray ed   w ithin  th e  co n fin es  o f a  ho u se o f  pro stitu tio n  on ly  o n ce ,  w h en ,  as  a stu d en t  in  H eid elb erg ,  he and  a frien d   w andered  into  a questio n ab le  district  after a  n ig h t o f  revelry.  H e  h a d n ’t  said  a   th in g   a t  the  tim e.  D rink  had   that effec t on  h im — it  th ick en ed  h is to n g u e ,  m ade  him   m ute.  H e ’d m erely  g rin n ed   foolishly,  an d   th e  g rin   had   b een   co rrectly   interp reted   by  an   em aciated   o ld   w o m an   in  a  ro b e  w h o   led  him to   a  room   fu ll  o f   p ain ted   w o m en .  “T h ey   w ere  big  g irls,”  his artist frien d  had   said ,  accu rately   an d   w ith  an  a ir o f  satisfaction as the tw o  o f  th em  had retu rn ed  to  th e ir flat near the university. 

“ Y es,”  St.  Ives  h ad   resp o n d e d ,  able  to  add  n o thing  to   the p ro n o u n ce m en t.  P erh ap s th at  w as  the k ey  here.  I f  h e ’d  arrived d ru n k   an d   leering  o n   the  d o o rstep   o f   the  house  on  W ardour S tre et h e ’d   h av e  b een   ad m itted .  B ut  no w   h e ’d  h av e  to   depend up o n   m a sq u erad in g   as  a   clock  rep a ir  m an.  T he  n ex t  m orning w o u ld   tell  th e  tale. 

H e  pu sh ed   his  d o o r open  and disco v ered   on  a  little  circular tab le  by h is b ed  a  w rapped p ack et,  w hich h ad ,  apparently, ju s t arriv ed   by  p o st.  H e  tore  it  o p en   and  yanked  o u t  a   sh eaf  o f paper,  a  h u n d red   fifty  pages o r so o f  fo o lscap ,  cov ered  in tight h an d w ritin g — reco g n izab le han d w ritin g .  H e  sat d o w n  h ard  on
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h is b ed .  H e  h eld   in  h is  hands  loose  papers  from   the  notebooks o f  S eb astian   O w lesby,  lost  these  fifteen  years  past.  H e  looked at th e  en v elo p e.  It  had   been  posted  in  L ondon.  B ut by  w hom ? 

H e  leafed  th ro u g h   it,  page  by  page. 

K raken  h a d n ’t  ex ag gerated.  N ot  a  bit.  T here  w ere  d isc u ssions  o f v iv isectio n ,  o f the  anim ation  o f co rpses.  It  w as  O w l-e s b y ’s  self-docum ented  decline  into  m ad n ess— a  day  by  day acco u n t,  d escribing  how ,  som e  few   w eeks before  his d eath ,  he im plored  his  sister  to  kill  him .  H is  ex perim entation  had  taken a  nasty  tu rn ,  urged  on  by  the  self-seeking  Ignacio  N arbondo u n til,  in  late  M ay  o f  1861,  his  ghastly  ex perim entation  had req uired  the  brain   o f  a  living  m an ,  and  O w lesby  and  an  unnam ed  accom plice  had  clipped  w ith  a  g rea t p air o f  bolt  cu tters the  h ead   fro m   a  sleeping  in d igent  in  S t.  Jam es  P ark  and  borne the  b loody  prize  h om e  in  a  sack. 

O w lesby had been certain that the hom unculus had  the pow er to   arrest  entropy,  to   rev erse,  at  least  superficially,  the  process o f   decay,  and  h ad   m anaged  to  m ake  use  o f   it  at  the  expense o f  h is  o w n   sanity.  T he  reasons  fo r h is  d eclin e  w ere  vag u e.  H e h im s e lf on ly  h a lf un d ersto o d  them .  S t.  Ives b ecam e co n v in ced that  it  w as  die  decay   o f O w le sb y ’s  so u l,  the  slide  into deviltry, that  ham m ered   aw ay  at  the  shell  o f   sanity  until  it  b egan  to crum ble. 

M om ents  o f   ratio n ality   h ad   stag g ered   O w lesby.  N ell  m ust kill  him   if   he  lapsed  again  into  m adness.  H e  had  w ithdraw n his  in terests  in  the  W est  A frican  G em   C o m p an y   in  the  forni o f a   great  em erald ,  h is  son  J a c k ’s  in h eritan ce,  and  h ad   p revailed upon K eeble to b u ild a b ox to house  it— a  box  alm o st identical to  th e  lead-lined  cube  that  held  the  hom unculus. 

T he notebooks ram bled.  O w lesby  fell  into irrationality.  T here w as  m ention  o f   a  second  m urder,  o f  a  brush  w ith  S cotland Y ard,  o f  the  dep artin g   o f  the  faithful  K rak en ,  and  in  the  en d , o f  the  n ecessity  o f ob tain in g   certain   g la n d s— youthful  glan d s, and  o f a n ig h tm arish  jo u rn e y   o n e  foggy  night  into  L im ehouse. 

N arb o n d o   had  been  pitched  into  th e  T h am es  and  had  sw um   to the  op p o site  shore.  O w lesby  had  p rayed  fo r  the  h u n c h b a c k ’s d eath , but fate w a sn ’t so  kin d . T h e y ’d have to try ag ain , p erhaps feed  a  stray  child  o p iates.  T he  en tries  sto p p ed ,  a   day  before O w le sb y ’s  d eath.  S t.  Ives  w as  aghast.  H e  dro p p ed   th e  papers on to   the  tab letop  as  if   th ey   had  b eco m e  suddenly  the  d ried , scaly  ca rcass  o f   a   verm in .  A t  the  en d   o f   the  jo u rn a l,  in  a
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d ifferen t  h a n d — a  w o m a n ’s  h a n d — w ere  th e  w o rd s,  “ I  gave the  box  to  B ird lip ,”  an d   n o thing  m ore. 

St.  Ives w as asto n ish ed .  T he b ox to B irdlip!  B ut w hich box? 

T h e  em erald   b o x ?  W h ich   o f   the  tw o ,  the  em erald   o r  the  h o m u n cu lu s,  w as  alo ft  in  B ird lip 's  b lim p?  A nd  w ho,  besides h im self,  w as  aw are o f  th e  w hereabouts  o f the  b o x ?  N arbondo, certainly,  w ould  be  interested.  St.  Ives  th o u g h t  about  it.  The h u n ch b ack   w ould  kill  to  know   w here  the  box  lay.  W h at  had all  o f   this  to  do  w ith  N a ib o n d o ’s  lurking  in  the  shadow s  o f Jerm y n   S treet  op p o site  the  C a p ta in ’s  shop?  N o thing?  Im p o ssible.  St.  Ives  k n uckled  his  brow .  S trange  th ings  w ere  afo o t—  

that  w as  sure.  B ut  as  com p ellin g   as  th e  m ystery  o f   B ird lip ’s d escen t  an d   o f  the  b lim p ’s  alien  p assen g er  m ig h t  b e,  St.  Ives w as  d oubly  determ in ed   to   find  the  th in g ’s  spacecraft.  F ailing that,  h e ’d  return  to  H arrogate  straightaw ay  to  o utfit  h is  ow n cra ft w ith the o x y g en a to r box that  K eeble w as ev en  then  w o rk ing aw ay o n .  F irst th ings first, afte r all.  F o r fifteen  years B irdlip had   taken  care  o f   him self,  an d   apparently,  o n e  o f  th e  boxes. 

H e  co u ld   be  tru sted   to   carry   on.  B ut  it  w as  a   d am n ab le  and en ticin g   m ystery  noneth eless.  S t.  Ives  p ack ed  to b acco   into  his p ip e ,  h eld   a  m atch  to  it,  and  puffed  aw ay,  the  risin g  clo u d s  o f sm oke  b u m p in g   ag ain st  the  low   ceilin g   and  flatten in g   in  a gen eral  haze. 

“ P eas  h ere !”  shouted  B ill  K rak en ,  thu m p in g   along  dow n H ay m ark et tow ard O ran g e S treet.  It w as n earing m id n ig h t,  and H ay m ark et an d  R eg en t S treet w ere m o bbed w ith an assortm ent o f  rev e lers,  m ad e  up  in  a  large  p art  by  p ro stitutes  on  the  arm s o f   n ew ly   m et  g en tlem en ,  strolling  o u t  o f   th e  A rgyle  R oom s and  th e  A lh am b ra  M usic  H all.  T he  w eath er  w as  startlingly w arm .  A   sort  o f  trade  w ind  h ad   blow n  fo r th ree  d ays  an d   the a ir  w as  tro p ical  and  clean.  A   w ash  o f  stars  shone  o v erhead, an d  th e effect o f  the  w eath er an d  the  night  sky and  the  com ing o f  su m m er  seem ed  to  lend  th e  city  a   b reezy   spirit. 

K rak en   could  feel  it  h im self.  H e  w as  alm ost ja u n ty   w ith   it, and had sat into th e m o rn in g  read in g  m etaphysics in a tuppenny co p y   o f   A sh b le ss’   A ccou nt  o f  London  P hilosoph ers  th at  h e ’d b o u g h t  at  S even  D ials.  T h e  bugs  that  infested  its  spine  had red u ced   a go o d  p o rtio n  o f  the M o ro cco  c o v e r to  d u st,  but had , apparently,  failed to reduce the philosophers them selves.  K raken had   the  vo lu m e  in  h is  co at  po ck et.  T h ere  w as  no  tellin g   how
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m any  idle ho u rs  he  w ould  sp en d  befo re  he  disco v ered   w hat  he sought. 

A n  en o rm o u s  fu ll  m o o n ,  harv est  o range  in  th e  w arm   sky, hu n g   directly   o v erh e ad ,  g rin n in g   dow n  on  the  throng  an d   illu m in atin g  th e   w hite  satin bon n ets  an d   silk co ats o f  co u rtesan s an d   th e  g rim ed   faces  o f   shoe  blacks  and  cro ssin g   sw eepers. 

M usic tu m bled o u t o f  ca fes as if  it w ere b lo o d  co u rsin g  through the arteries  and  v eins o f  the  W est  E n d ,  and even  K ra k en ,  tired fro m  a  d ay  th a t h ad   ad d ed   m iles  to  h is  w an d erin g s  about  L o n d o n ,  felt  as  if   h is  ow n  blood  pulsed  to  th e  h eat  and  n o ise  o f the  m o o n lit  street.  T he  scen t  o f  co ffee  w hirled  past  him   in  a ru sh ,  an d   fo u r  F rench  g irls,  w id e-eyed  an d   ch atterin g   am ong th e m se lv es,  step p ed   gaily   from   the  d o o r  o f   a  T urkish  d iv a n , nearly   tread in g   o n   h is  to es.  F o r  a  m om ent  he  con sid ered   addressin g  th em .  B u t the m o m en t p assed ,  an d  ju s t as  w ell.  W hat w o u ld   th ey   say  to   a   p ea p od  m an ?  N o thing  h e ’d   w an t to   hear; that  w as  certain .  B ut  the  n ig h t  w as  w arm   and  alm o st  m agic w ith  su g g estio n ,  an d  h is m issio n  o n  b e h a lf o f  L an g d o n  S t.  Ives an d   C ap tain   P o w ers  had  b een   faithfully  if   unsu ccessfu lly   ex ecu ted   sin ce  eig h t  th at  sam e  m orning. 

H e leered  m o m en tarily  at  h is reflectio n   in  the  u n lit  w indow o f  a  h a tte r’s  sh o p   and  pu lled   th e  bill  o f  his  ca p   d o w n   o v e r  his le ft  e y e ,  con sid ered   it,  then  cocked  it b ack   o n to   h is  h ead   w ith th e a ir o f  a  m an satisfied w ith h im s e lf and faintly co n tem p tu o u s o f  th e  re st o f  th e  p o p ulace. 

B esid e  him   m aterialized   th e  face  o f   a   g rin n in g   w o m an . 

S h e ’d   b een   th ere  fo r  a   b it,  h e  w as  ce rta in ,  b u t  h e ’d   ju s t  th a t m o m en t  fo cu sed   o n   her.  H e  w in k ed .  In  his  co at  p o c k e t,  such as it w as,  lay a  tin flask o f  gin h e ’d  b o u g h t from  a  riv er v en d o r u n d e r  B lac k friar’s  B ridge.  It  w as  tw o  thirds  e m p ty — o r  one th ird  fu ll, from  the long view.  It w as a good night fo r op tim ism . 

K rak en  w in k ed  at the reflectio n  again an d  held  the b o ttle  aloft, raisin g   h is  ey eb ro w s  in  a   silen t  query. 

T h e  w o m an  nod d ed  and sm iled . S he h a d n ’t, K rak en  no ticed , any fro n t teeth .  H e p o u red  a  w arm , ju n ip e r-tin g e d  trick le dow n his'  th ro at,  sm ack ed   h is  lips,  and  tu rn ed ,  h an ding  acro ss  the flask .  W h a t  w ere  a  few   te eth ?  S everal  o f  h is  o w n   w ere  g o n e. 

S he  w a s n ’t,  taken  alto g eth er,  utterly  unap p ealin g .  T h at  is  to say,  th e re  w as  so m ething  ab o u t her,  in the  p le asa n t p u d d in g  o f h e r c h e e k s ,  p erh a p s,  o r in  the  w ay  she  flesh ed   o u t the  tattered m e rin o  go w n  sh e w o re so  th o ro u g h ly — alm o st as if  sh e ’d  b een
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p o u red  into  it fro m  a  bu ck et.  A  larg e b u ck e t,  to  b e sure.  S h e ’d seen  b e tte r  d ay s  in  som e  d istan t  tim e.  B u t  h a v e n ’t  w e  all, th o u g h t K ra k en ,  buo y ed  b y  the S o cratic w isd o m  o f  the L ondon P h ilosophers. 

T h e  w o m an   han d ed  th e tin  b ack  em pty.  She h ad   a n ose like a p e a c h .  She cau g h t K ra k e n ’s forearm  in d ie cro o k  o f  h e r m eaty elbow ,  p in io n ed   it,  and  h au led   him  aw ay  d o w n   R eg en t  tow ard L eicester  S quare  in  a  fit  o f   ro m an tic  c a ck lin g ,  lifting  the  lid from   th e  p ea  p o t  and  p lu n g in g   h er  free  rig h t  hand  in  am ong th e  p ea s.  L et  h er  e a t,  th o u g h t  K raken  generously.  H e  patted h e r  arm . 

“ D o y ou  know   an y th in g   about  the  stars?” h e  ask ed ,  settling on  an  ap p ropriate  subject. 

“H e a p s,”  she  rep lied ,  dipping  once  again  into  th e  peas. 

“T h ere  a re n ’t  b u t a  few ,”  said  K rak en ,  gazin g  heavenw ard. 

“ S ixty  o r eighty.  T he  heavens  are  a  great  m irror,  you  see.  I t’s a   m atter  o f  atm o sp h ere,  is  w hat  it  is,  o f the  reflected  light  o f th e  su n ,  w h ic h . . . ” 

“ A  lo oking  g la ss,  is  it?  H eav en ?” 

“ In  a  m a n n er o f  sp eak in g ,  m iss.  T he  su n ,  you  see,  and  the m o o n . . . ” 

“ A  b le e d in ’  looking  g lass?  T he  m oon?  Y ou’ve  been  suffe rin ’,  lo v e,  h a v e n ’t  y o u ?”  She  steered  him   dow n  C oventry p ast  a  line  o f cafes.  K raken  searched  for  the  right  w ords.  The co n cep t  w as  a  bro ad   one  fo r  som eone  less  schooled  in  the scientific an d  m etaphysical arts th an  he.  “I t’s astronom y is w hat it  is .” 

“T he  m o o n ’s  n o thing  b u t  astronom y,”  agreed  the  w om an, pry in g   am ong  h e r rem ain in g   teeth  fo r a peapod  string.  “ D rives th em   all  m a d .”  A nd  she  in dicated  w ith   a  sw eep  o f   h e r  hand the  en tire  street. 

“T he  ‘spiritus vitae c e re b ri,’ ” in toned K raken agreeably,  “ is attracted   to   the  m oon  in  the  sam e  m an n er  as  the  need le  o f  the co m p ass  is  attracted   to w ard   the  P o le .”  H e  w as  p ro u d   o f  his sto reh o u se  o f  qu o tatio n s  fro m   P aracelsu s,  although  th ey   w ere q u ite  likely  w asted  h ere.  T h e  w om an  g av e  h is  arm   a  squeeze, screw ed   h er  face  up  aw fully  so  that  h e r  ey es  seem ed  to   d isa p p e ar b eh in d   the  flesh   o f  h e r n ose.  She  gou g ed   K raken  p lay fully  w ith   a   b en t  finger. 

B efo re  them   w as  a   lit  h o u se,  on  the  d o o r  o f  w hich  h u n g   a sign  rea d in g ,  “ B eds  to   be  h ad   w ith in .”  K raken  found  h im self
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in  a   state  o f   m in g led   d esire  and  reg ret,  being  d rag g ed   up  the stoop  an d   fin ally   into  a  dark en ed  ro o m   little  big g er th an   a p air o f  en d   to  en d   closets.  H e  stum bled  against  a  dish ev eled   bed and  collap sed   on to   his  fac e,  h u nched  o v er  his  p eap o t,  th e  lid o f  w hich  sailed  o ff and  clattered   into  the  op p o site  w all. 

T he b edclothes  w anted p erfu m e— a tu bful.  H e pu sh ed  h im se lf  up.  “ M is s,”  he  said ,  p eerin g   around  him   in  the  d ark .  A hand  shoved  h im   roughly  d o w n   again.  She  w as  frolicsom e, K rak en   h ad   to  adm it.  “ If  y o u ’ve  a  d ro p   o f   so m e th in g ,”  he b eg an ,  w o ndering if  he w ere reading arig h t the heavy breath in g and  sh uffling  b ehind  him .  A  w arm   hand  g rasped  the  thong ro u n d   h is  n eck ,  an d ,  as  he  o n ce  again  b egan  to  clam b er  onto h is e lb o w s, yanked the peap o t from  u n d er h im — rath er roughly, h e th o u g h t.  H e collap sed  sidew ays w hen his rig h t hand flopped up  to   allow   th e  p o t  to   travel  beneath  it.  H e ’d  h ave  to  be  a  bit m ore  forw ard.  T h at  w as  the  ticket. 

H e rolled o v er to h av e a lo o k  at h is co m p an io n  in the m o o n light  that  illum inated  the  ro o m .  A   w om an  o f  that  stature.  . . . 

H e an ticip ated  a m onum ental rev elatio n .  B ut standing o v er him w as a  m an ,  slow ly ch ew ing at h is o w n  tongue.  H e w ore a black ch im n ey   pipe  h at,  sm ashed  in  and  p erched  ato p   his  head  like a  carto n .  R aised  above  it  w as  the  peapot.  “ D een er!”  shouted K raken.  T he  p eap o t  sm ashed  dow n  at  him .  T h ere  w as  a   g runt o f   effo rt  fro m   the  m an  in  the  hat.  K rak en   lurched  asid e,  his left  hand  sh ielding  his  face.  H is  w rist  snapped  d o w n   as  the peap o t glanced o ff it, sm ashing against his cheek .  K rak en  rolled into  a  w all.  T h ere  seem ed  to  b e  nothing  in  the  tiny  room   but the  v illainous  b e d — n ow here  to   retreat. 

T he  m an  sw ung  the  pot  by  its  th o n g ,  b ouncing  it  o ff  K ra-k e n ’s foreh ead  and h auling it back for an o th er blow.  H e seem ed to  be  g row ling  th ro u g h   his  g aping  m o u th ,  and  K raken  noticed in  a  m o m en t  o f  frozen  clarity  the  droplets  o f spittle  that  flew in  a  little  arc  as  the  m a n ’s  head  w as  tossed  back w ard   w ith  the m om entum   o f  his  n ex t  sw ing. 

K raken reg retted  in a m ist that his ow n head seem ed to h ave stopped  the  p eap o t  very  handily,  and  through  ey es  suddenly blurred  b eh in d   a   w ash  o f g o re  from   his  fo reh ead ,  he  w atched w ith  rem o v ed   w o n d er  as  B illy  D een er  v ery   slow ly  h au led   a pistol  from   his  co at,  co ck ed   it,  and  aim ed  it. 
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T h e  bein g   co n fro n tin g   a   sleepy  W illiam   K eeble  ch ew ed   at the  en d   o f   an  o sten tatio u s  cigar.  K eeble  d id n ’t  h a lf  like  his looks.  H e  liked  th em   le ss,  in  fact,  th an   h e  h ad   w hen  th e  m an had   v isited   h im   o n ce  before.  It  w as  h is  m o neyed  air  th a t  w as so   an n o y in g — an   air that  betray ed   a  sort o f  B en tham ite  sm u g n ess  and  superiority,  th a t  ex claim ed   its  ow n   satisfaction  w ith its e lf  an d   its  fain t  dissatisfactio n   w ith ,  in  this  ca se ,  W illiam K ee b le,  w h o  h ad  b een   surp rised  in h is  n ig h tsh irt and  cloth cap an d   so  w as  au tom atically  o n e  dow n. 

K elso  D rake  h au led   h is  cig a r fro m   his  m outh  and  pried   his lip s  ap art  into  an   oily,  co n d escen d in g   sm ile.  H e  w ore  a M acF arlan e  co at  an d   a   silk  h at,  bo th   o f   w hich  had  left  B ond S treet,  it  w as  reaso n ab ly   ce rtain ,  not  m ore  than  a  w eek  o r  so earlier.  K eeble  felt  a  fool  in  his  cloth  p o in ty -h a t— d o u b ly   so, fo r  he  w as  w earin g   the  o n e  on to   w hich  D orothy  had  em b ro idered   a   com ical  face,  o n e  ey e  o f   w hich  w as  clo ser  to  the sidew ays  n o se  than  w as  the  o th er,  an  eccen tricity   w hich  g ave the  stitch ed   co u n ten an ce  a  look  o f   cockeyed  lunacy.  D rake w o u ld n ’t  un d erstan d   such  a   thing.  K eeble  could  see  th a t  in  a glance. 

T h e  in d u stria list’s d esire s h a d n ’t ch anged.  H e  w as prepared to   o ffe r  K eeb le  a  sum   o f  m o n e y — a  su bstantial  su m — fo r the p lans  to  th e  e n g in e,  fo r  the  patent.  K eeble  w asn ’t  at  all  interested .  D ra k e ’s  ey e s  n arro w ed .  H e  dou b led   the  sum .  K eeble d id n ’t care fo r su m s.  D am n all  su m s.  H e  w as suddenly  p o w erfully  thirsty.  O n   the  hall  table  sat  a  w alrus  tu sk ,  carved  into the sem b lan ce o f  the beast th at had sp ro u ted  it. K eeble im agined tw istin g   its  foolish  head  o ff  and  drain in g   the  peaty  co ntents. 

B ut  h e ’d   h ave  to  o ffe r  D rake  a   g la ss,  and  h e  w asn ’t  ab o u t  to. 

D am n  D rake  and  all  o f  his  affairs.  H e  and  h is  notion  o f textile m ills  ru n   by  perp etu al  m otion  en g in es  m ade  K eeble  sick.  T he id ea o f  a  textile  m ill  a lo n e — a  m ill  o f  any  so rt— m ade  K eeble sick.  P racticality   in  general  m ade  him   sick ,  and  the  co n triv ed p racticality   o f  D ra k e ’s  u tilitarian   v ision  instilled  in  h im   an  in ex p licab le  m ixture  o f  in d ifference  an d   loathing  th a t  m ade  him long  for  h is  b ed   an d   a  glass  w ith  w hich  to   chase  D rake  into nonex isten ce. 

D rake ch am p ed   at h is cig ar, ro llin g  it in his m o u th ,  h is eyes sq u in tin g   up  into  tight  little  slits.  T h is  w a sn ’t,  in sisted  D rake, m erely   a  casu al  offer.  H e  had   certain   m ethods.  H e  h ad   vast
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reso u rces.  H e  co u ld   ex e rt  p ressure.  H e  co u ld   b u y   an d   sell K eeb le  a  d o zen   tim es.  H e  co u ld   ru in   him .  H e  co u ld   th is;  he co u ld  that; he co u ld  the other.  K eeble sh rugged in his rid icu lo u s cap.  T h e  c lo ck   o n   the  w all  op p o site  the  hall  ta b le  su ddenly w en t  o ff,  p ealin g   in  a   sort  o f  d o le fu l,  lead en   to n e ,  u tterly   out o f  k eep in g  w ith the little clo ck w o rk  ap es w h o  charg ed  g rinning o u t  o f  th e ir  la ir  in  th e  in terio r  and  ban g ed   aw ay  w ith   m allets at  a  bell-shaped  iron  octopus. 

D rake  frow ned  at  it,  reco ilin g   slightly.  T he  d o o r  opened b ehind  h im ,  and  D orothy,  a  troubled  look  on  h er fac e,  stepped th ro u g h ,  stopping  in  sudden  surprise  at the  sight  o f th e  stran g e r ’s  back.  K eeble  m o tio n ed   w ith   his  ey es  to w ard   the  stairw ay, but  D o rothy  h a d n ’t taken  a  h a lf step  to w ard   th em   w hen  D rake turned, a broad sm ile betraying splayed yellow  teeth.  H e clam ped his  m outh  shut  at  the  sight  o f  D o ro th y ’s  in voluntary  grim ace, an d  bo w ed  slightly, flo u rish in g  h is hat.  “ K elso  D rak e,  m a ’a m ,” 

h e  said  ro llin g   h is  ch ew ed   cig ar fro m   one  side  o f  h is  m outh  to the  other.  “ Very  h appy  to  m ake  y o u r  ac q u a in ta n c e .” 

D o rothy  nodded  and  p ro ceed ed   to w ard   the  stairs,  say in g , 

“ P leased ,  I ’m   s u re ,”  o v er  her  shoulder,  im polite  as  it  seem ed. 

H er  fath e r  nodded  h is  head  tow ard  the  stairs  in  q u ic k   little je rk s ,  stopping  ab ruptly  w hen  D rake  tu rn ed   and  lo oked  at  him quizzically.  T he questio n in g  look tu rn ed  o n ce again  into a  leer, as  if  D ra k e ’s  face  naturally  m olded  its e lf that  w ay  o u t  o f  long practice.  “ W hat  w as  I  saying?”  he  asked  the  toym aker.  “ I  w as m o m e n ta rily . . . ” he p aused an d  p retended to search fo r a w o rd , th en   said  theatrically,  “ d istra cte d .” 

“ You  w ere  ju s t  say in g   go o d   d ay ,”  K eeble  stated  flatly. 

“ Y ou’ve  got  m y  answ er.  T here  is n ’t an y   room  fo r d isc u ssio n .” 

“ N o ,  I suppose there is n ’t.  I ’m  averse to discu ssio n  anyw ay. 

A   w aste o f  tim e.  Very  pretty dau g h ter,  that o n e.  F etc h in g ,  you m ig h t  say.  You  h av e  three  d a y s .” 

“ I  d o n ’t  need  three  d a y s .” 

“T hursday,  le t’s  say.  A nd  do  stay  sober.  T h is  bu sin ess  w ill req u ire  all  o f   y o u r  effo rts,  reg ard less  o f   the  o u tc o m e .”  A nd w ith  th a t,  D rake  raised  his  stick  an d   n eatly  flip p ed   K ee b le’s n ig h tcap  fro m  his h ea d , tu rn ed , and strode th ro u g h  the y aw ning door.  H e  clim b ed   into  th e  in terio r  o f  a   w aiting  b ro u g h am   and w as  gone. 

K eeb le  stood  still  fo r  a   m o m en t,  as  if  h is  b lo o d   had   so lid ified.  H is  neck and  face  w ere hot.  W ith o u t tu rn in g  h is h ead   he
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p lu ck ed   u p   the  c a p   from   w here  it  h ad   fallen  on  the  h all  table. 

A   d o o r sh u t  w ith   a   bang  up stairs.  H ad   D o rothy  listen ed ?  H ad she  w itnessed  D ra k e ’s  d ep artu re?  K eeb le  p eered   up  th e  sta irw ell,  a  fo rced  grin stretch in g  his m o u th .  T he stairs w ere em pty. 

H e  p u lled   on  th e   clo th   ca p   an d   reach ed   fo r  the  w alru s  tusk. 

T h ere  w as  really   n o th in g   to   th in k   ab o u t.  D rake  w as  all  bluff. 

H e  w o u ld n ’t  d are  co m e  m ed d lin g   ro u n d   again.  H e ’d   b e  sorry fo r  it  i f  h e  d id .  K e e b le ’s  h an d   shook  as  he  d rain ed   th e  tu sk , an d   he  set  it  b ack   o n to   the  table  u n cap p ed .  W h a t  d id   h e  care for threats? H e stood th in k in g  fo r a  m o m en t then tottered  aw ay up  th e  stairs  to   bed. 
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Shadows  on  the Wall

T h e d ark n ess  o f  H am m ersm ith   C em etery  w as com p lete.  N o t a sta r shone in th e clo u d ed  h ea v en s,  an d  th e occasional gaslam p s that  b urned  in o v al  niches  in th e  b lo c k   w all o f  sc attered   crypts illum inated  n o thing  but  a  few   befu d d led   m oths  th a t  stum bled o u t  o f   th e  n ig h t,  fluttered  w oodenly  around  the  flam e,  then disap p eared   o n ce  again  into  dark n ess.  A  heavy  riv er  fog  lay alo n g  th e  g ro u n d ,  an d   the o ld  yew   trees  an d   alders  w h o se bent b ran ch es  shaded  the  gro u n d s  drip p ed   m o istu re  o n to   th e  neck and  sho u ld ers  o f   W illis  P u le,  w h o   clu m sily   stam ped  o n   the back sid e  o f   a  spade.  H e  pu lled   the  co lla r  o f   his  co at  around h is  n eck   a n d   cursed.  H is  do esk in   glo v es  w ere  a  ru in ,  an d   on th e  palm   o f   his  hand  b elow   h is  th u m b   a  b lister  the  size  o f   a p enny  th reatened  to   te a r  open. 

H e  lo o k ed   at  h is  co m p an io n ’s  face.  H e  lo ath ed   th e  m a n —  

d o u b le  so   fo r  his  p o verty  and  stupidity.  H is  face  w as  e x p re ssionless.  N o ,  not  entirely.  T h ere  w as  a  trace  o f   fe a r  o n   it, p erh ap s, a  sh im m er o f  d read  at the so und o f  th e sudden creak in g o f  a lim b  o v erh ead ,  at the  sigh o f  rustlin g  leaves.  P u le  sm iled. 

H e  raised   his  le ft  fo o t  ag ain   an d   b ro u g h t  it  d o w n   sh arp ly   on 52
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the  sp ad e.  It  slid o ff,  and th e  shovel  d ug  in  a  m ere  inch o r tw o an d   can ted   to   the  side. 

T h ere  w as  so m eth in g   u tterly   distasteful  about  this  sort  o f w o rk ,  b u t  the  e v e n in g ’s  prize  c o u ld n ’t  be  trusted  to  the  navvy alone.  W hy  it w as  P ule  w ho w ield ed   the  second spade  and  not N arb o n d o ,  P u le  w as  at  a  loss  to   say.  A n d   i f  they  w ere  found o u t,  th ere  w a sn ’t  a b it  o f  d o u b t  that  the  d o cto r an d  h is d o g cart w ould  be  long  g o n e  and  that  P u le  w ould  be  left  to   explain h im self  to  the  con stab le.  O n e  d ay   th a t  w ould  ch an g e.  Pule stared  through  th e  gloom   tow ard  P alliser  R o ad ,  but  the  tree-trunks ju s t  ten  y ards  hen ce  w ere  d ark   an d   gh o stly   in  th e  fog, an d  the feeble light o f  his half-sh ro u d ed  lantern seem ed to m ake th e  su rro u n d in g   head sto n es  and  cry p ts  even  d im m er an d   m ore o b scu re  than  th ey   w ere. 

T he sudden chim ing o f  a distant clock, low and sullen through the  fo g ,  startled   him .  H e  dro p p ed   his  spade.  A   sm ile  danced m o m en tarily   on  h is  co m p an io n ’s  lips  and  e y e s,  and  th en   w as g o n e,  rep laced   by  the  h eavy  dull  slu m p  o f  stolid  indifference. 

P u le,  se eth in g ,  picked  up  h is  sp a d e,  grasp ed   it  n ear  the  base o f  its ash h an d le,  an d  th ru st it into the dirt.  It pen etrated  several inches and th en  ja m m e d  to  a sudden arm -ch atterin g  sto p  against a  co ffin  lid.  P ule  g runted  inadvertently  w ith  a  thrill  o f  pain and  d ro p p ed   the  shovel. 

H is co m p an io n ,  n ev e r m issin g  a stro k e,  skived the dirt from ato p  th e b o x , h is shovel g lan cin g  ag ain st the w ood and scudding across  it.  T h e  noises  grated   u n n aturally  lo u d   in  the  heavy  silence.  P ule  let  h is  shovel  lie.  H e ’d   h ad   eno u g h . 

H e b en t o nce again o v e r the h ead sto n e, crack ed  to bits years ea rlie r  and  h a lf cov ered   w ith  m oss  and  m ud.  F ragm ents  o f  it w ere  g o n e  altogether.  T h e  larg est  c h u n k ,  ab o u t  a  foot  sq u are, w as cu t w ith  d e e p , an g u lar letters that spelled ou t h alf a n a m e —  

C O T E — and  b elow   that  th e  n u m b e r  8  and  the  vine-draped sh o u ld er o f  a carv en  skeleton. T h e rem ain s o f  Jo an n a S outhcote lay  in  th e  co ffin .  H er  p o stu rin g   son,  h im self alm o st  a  corp se, w ould  be  w ild  w ith  jo y   o v e r  the  w o rm -gnaw ed  bones  w ithin. 

To  P u le,  one  ruined  skeleton  p retty   m uch  resem bled  another. 

T he  co ffin   seem ed  su rp risin g ly   solid  fo r h av in g   sat  so  long in  th e  ground;  on ly   o n e  c o m er,  from   the  look  o f   it,  had  su ccu m b ed   to   th e p erpetual  dam p n ess  an d  b eg u n  to  ro t,  th e  w ood sep aratin g  into lo n g ,  m ushy frag m en ts along grain  lines.  P u le ’s co m p an io n  clam bered  in besid e th e head e n d ,  d ug around until
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h e   co u ld   g et  a  p u rch ase  o n   the  ed g e s,  an d   h eaved  it  upw ard. 

P u le g rap p led   w ith  it in an  attem p t to  le v er it fu rth e r up out o f   the  ho le.  T he  b o tto m   o f   th e  co ffin   w as  w et  in   h is  h an d s, an d   h is  fin g ers  sm ash ed   into  clin g in g   b its  o f   m u d   an d   bugs. 

T he  co ffin   b eg an   to  slide  fro m   h is  g rasp ,  then  g av e  suddenly w ith a sharp cra ck ,  the b o tto m  b o ard s sp litting dow n the cen ter an d   co llap sin g   o u tw ard  in  a  spray  o f  d eb ris,  cov erin g   the  face o f  the  m an   in  the  hole.  F rom   th e  bo tto m   o f  the  co ffin  slid  the gauze-w rap p ed   co rp se,  ro llin g   stiffly  o n to   its  side.  F olds  o f ro tte n   w in d in g   sheet  rip p ed   aw ay  to   reveal  lo n g   strands  o f w ebby  h air  standing  aw ay  fro m   a  m o uldering  face.  L ittle p o u ch lets  o f  flesh   hu n g   fro m   ch eek b o n es  like  fu ngus  on  a d ecay ed  tree.  Ivory bone b eneath shone fain tly  in the lam plight. 

P u le  stood  tran sfix e d ,  h o ld in g   in  eith er  hand  shreds  o f th e ro tted  b o ard s.  T h e  m an  in the o p en  g rav e ap p eared  to b e  stran g lin g .  H is  fa c e ,  tw isted   aw ay  from   th e   g aping  coun ten an ce  o f the  co rp se,  seem ed   ab o u t  to   bu rst.  W ith  m onum ental  reso lv e, h e  tw isted   fro m   b eneath  the  ghastly  rem ain s,  ed g ed   sidew ays a few  precio u s in c h es,  and very slow ly and delib erately  hoisted h im s e lf  o u t  o f   the  ho le.  T h en   h e  w alk ed   calm ly  and  stiffly aw ay to w ard  the  lighted cry p ts,  disap p earin g  finally  in th e fog. 

P ule  stifled  an  urge  to  shout at him   and an o th er to  shout  for N arb o n d o .  H e  u n rolled  a  tarp au lin   on to   the  g ro u n d ,  set  his te eth ,  clim bed  into the  hole  and  g rasped  the  sh rouded  skeleton ro u n d   its  arm s.  H e  h au led   it  o u t  and  on to   the  can v as,  folding the  clo th   around  it,  th en   set  o u t  tow ard  the  ro ad ,  abandoning the lig h t an d  d rag g in g  the tarp au lin  across the w et g rass,  b u m p ing o v e r g rav es.  T h e  y aw n in g  b lack  rectangle b ehind h im  van ished  in  m ists  through  w hich  glow ed  for  a  tim e  the  diffused y ellow   light  o f  th e  v eiled  lantern. 

B ill  K raken  aw oke  to   find  h im self  in  a  strange  bed.  T here w as  n o   co n fu sio n   ab o u t  it.  H e  d id n ’t  fo r  a   m om ent  believ e h im self to   b e   in  h is  ow n   shabby  room .  H e  felt  pleasan tly   e lev ated ,  as  i f   h e  w ere  flo atin g   inches  ab o v e  th e  b ed ,  an d   he heard   a   ru sh in g   so und  in  his  ears  that  rem in d ed   him   o f  a  cold n ig h t  h e ’d   sp en t  on e  early   spring  in  a  riv ersid e  can n ery   in L im eh o u se.  B u t  h e  w a sn ’t  in  L im eh o u se.  A nd  he  w as  quite pleasan tly  w arm  ben eath  a fea th er co m fo rter th e likes o f  w hich he  h a d n ’t  seen   fo r up w ard s  o f  fifteen   years. 

H is  h ead   felt  en o rm o u s.  H e  to u ch ed   h is  fo reh ead   an d   dis-
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co v ered   that  it  w as  w rapped  like  the  head  o f  an  E gyptian m um m y.  A nd  there  w as  a   dull  ache  in  his  ch e st,  as  if   h e ’d been  kick ed   by  a  horse.  O n  a  little  table  beside  the  bed   lay a  fam iliar  book.  H e  recognized  the  tattered  o chre  b in d in g ,  a long  frag m en t  o f  w hich  w as  curled  back  on to   itself,  as  if so m eo n e  had  th e  nervous  habit  o f  ro llin g   it  betw een  thum b and  fo refin g er  w hile  read in g .  It  w as  the   A ccount  o f  London 

 P h ilosoph ers  by  W illiam   A shbless.  H e  picked  it  up  happily and  sq u in ted   at  the  cover.  D ead  in  the  center,  as  if  it  had been  m easured  o u t,  gaped  a  hole  as  ro u n d   as  the  end  o f   a finger.  H e  o p en ed   th e  b o o k ,  and  p ag e  by  p ag e  follow ed  the little  cavity  dow n  to  a  conical  lead  slu g ,  its  nose ju s t touching the  o n e  h u n dred  and  eightieth  p ag e,  stopping  short o f  aerating a  treatise  on  poetics.  K raken  read   h a lf  a  page.  It  separated m an k in d   into  tw o  op p o sin g   cam p s,  like  arm ies  set  to  do b a ttle — the  p o ets,  o r  w its,  on  the  one  sid e,  and  the  m en  o f actio n ,  o r  h a lf  w its,  on  the  other.  K raken  w asn ’t  certain  that th e  p h ilosophy  w as  so u n d ,  b u t  the  refusal  o f  the  bullet  to d am ag e  the  p age  seem ed  to   signify.  H e  w ould  h ave  to  study it  further. 

H e  knew ,  in  a  sudden  ru sh ,  w hat  b u llet  it  w as  im bedded  in th e  b o o k .  It  w as  a  m iracle,  th e  unm istak ab le  fin g er  o f  G od. 

H is  p eap o t  w as  gone  along  w ith  his  liv elih o o d .  H e  w as  sick o f  p eap o ts  anyw ay.  H e ’d  rath er  go b ac k   to   h aw king  squids.  If yo u   w ere  beaten   in  the  h ead  w ith  a  squid  it  d id n ’t  am ount  to so  very  m uch. 

H e w as startled by a no ise fro m  so m ew h ere else in the house. 

T h ro u g h   a  h alf-o p en   d o o r  he  co u ld   see  a  second  ro o m ,  aglow w ith  g aslig h t.  A shadow  ap p eared an d  disap p eared  o n  the w all, as if  so m eo n e had stood u p ,  perh ap s from  a ch air,  had gestured w idely,  an d  h ad   sat  back dow n  o r  m oved  aw ay  from   the  lam p. 

T he shadow  b elonged to  a w om an. T h ere w as her voice.  K raken had  little  in terest  in  the  w o m a n ’s  co n c ern s,  bey o n d   a  curiosity ab o u t  the  identity  o f  h is  benefacto rs.  A  m an  spoke.  A n other shadow   a p p e ared ,  sh rin k in g   against  the  w hitew ash ed   w all, sh arp en in g .  A  sh o u ld er thrust  into view ,  follow ed  by  a h e a d —  

the  head  o f   C aptain  P ow ers.  T h at  ex p lain ed   the  clay  pip es, to b acco   p o u ch ,  an d   m atches  n ex t  to  the  vo lu m e  o f   A shbless. 

T he d ark n ess bey o n d  his w indow  w as Jerm y n  S treet.  H e ’d  been saved  by  C ap tain   P ow ers.  A n d ,  o f   co u rse ,  by  the  co llected L ondon  P hilosophers. 
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T h ere  w as  a   sobbing  in  the  room   bey o n d .  “I  ca n n o t!”  the w o m an  cried .  T h e sobbing resum ed.  C ap tain  P ow ers said n o th ing  fo r  m om ents.  T h en   th e  w eeping  fell  o ff,  an d   his  voice in terru p ted   th e  silence.  “T h e  In d ie s.”  K raken  heard  only  a frag m en t.  “ S t.  Ives  is  all  rig h t.”  M u m b lin g   en su ed .  T h en ,  in a   su d d en ,  im p assio n ed   to n e,  alm o st  sh o u ted ,  ca m e  th e  w ords, 

“ L et th em  tr y !” T he w o m a n ’s shadow  reap p eared  and em braced the  shadow   o f   th e  C aptain.  K raken  pick ed   up  A sh b less  and leafed  th ro u g h   it  idly,  peek in g   up  o v e r  th e  top  o f  the  spine. 

A gain  th e  C ap tain   h o v e  into  view ,  fo llo w in g   his  shadow , stum ping  along  o n   his  w ooden  leg.  H e  fid d led   w ith   the  latch o f   a  sea  ch e st  th a t  lay  ag ain st  the  w all,  th en   sw ung  the  ch e st open  an d   b egan  to  haul  out  o dds  and  ends:  a brass  sp y g lass,  a se x tan t,  a  p air o f sabers  bound  to g ether  w ith  leather  th o n g s,  a carv ed   ro sew ood  id o l,  the  ivory  head  o f  a pig.  T hen  out cam e a  false  b ottom   b u ilt  o f  oak   p lan k ,  as  if  it  w ere  a  piece  o f  the flo o r  that  lay  b elow   the  ch est.  K raken  started.  P erhaps  it  w as a  piece  o f  the  floor.  T he  C aptain  b en t at  the  w aist,  an d  the top h a lf  o f  h im   disap p eared   into  the  b o x ,  h is  left  hand  steadying h im self  on  the  e d g e ,  his  right  h an d   groping  d o w nw ards.  H e straightened again.  In his hand w as a w ooden b o x , very sm ooth an d   p ain ted  o v e r w ith  pictu res  o f  som e  sort.  It  w as  to o  d istan t an d   to o   m uch  in  shadow   fo r  K raken  to   m ak e  it  out. 

“ Is  it  safe  h ere?”  ask ed   the  w om an. 

“ I ’ve  k ep t  it  th ese  lo n g   y ea rs,  h a v e n ’t  I?”  said  the  C aptain staunchly.  “N o   on e  kn o w s  o f  its  existen ce  b u t  y o u ,  now ,  do th ey ? A  few  d ay s,  a  w ee k — and Jack  w ill h ave it.  T h e C aptain bent  o v e r  th e  ch e st  o nce  ag ain ,  h id in g   th e  b ox  and  rep lacin g th e o ak  p lan k .  H e v ery  m eth o d ically  slipped the o d d s and en d s in  ato p   it. 

K rak en  gog g led  in w onder.  H e fe lt like cry in g  o u t, b u t doing so   w ould  b e  a   d an g ero u s  bu sin ess.  T h ere  w ere  vast  secrets afloat.  H e w as a sm all fish in very d ee p  w ate rs— alm o st a  d ead sm all  fish.  H e  lay  A shbless  back  o n to   th e  ta b le ,  p u lled   the b ed clo th es  u p   aro u n d   his  ch in ,  an d   clo sed   h is  ey es.  H e  w as tired ,  an d  his  head  ach ed  aw fully.  W h en  he  aw o k e,  sun played in  th ro u g h   the  sh e er cu rtain s  besid e  h is  h ea d ,  an d   th e  C ap tain sat  b esid e  h im ,  qu ietly   sm o k in g   a   p ip e. 

W in d  w h istled  bey o n d  th e ca se m en t w hile  St.  Ives squinted in to   th e  little  ch ev al  glass  ato p   h is  nig h tstan d .  T h e   prev io u s
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d a y ’s  sun  h a d ,  apparently,  b een   b lo w n   o u t  o f   sig h t,  an d   the w in d  w h ip p ed  the b ran ch  o f  a  C h in ese elm   ag ain st th e w indow as  i f  the  b ran ch   w ere  ru sh in g   a t  h im ,  en rag ed   th a t  it  c o u ld n ’t g et in to  th e room  and w arm  its e lf at the fire.  It w as a  d isg racefu l w ay  to   trea t  th e  scatterin g   o f   green   leaves  th a t  had   ju s t  that w eek  p o k ed   o u t  in  search  o f   sp rin g ,  o n ly   to  find  th em selv es flay ed   to   bits  by  un frien d ly   w eather. 

St.  Ives  d ab b ed   m ore  glue  on to   the  b ack  o f  the  m ustache. 

It w o u ld n ’t d o  to h av e it blow   o ff in a sudden g u st.  H e  w orked his  h a ir into a  so rt o f  w illow y  p ea k ,  an d  bru sh ed   h is ey eb ro w s u pw ard  to   g iv e  h im s e lf  the  lo o k   o f   a  dish ev eled   sim ian ,  th e sam e  h e ’d  w orn  the  day   befo re.  L ord  k new   w h at  th e  w ind w o u ld  d o  to   it— heig h ten  the effec t,  perh ap s.  H e aro se ,  p u lled o n  a  g rea tco a t,  slip p ed  O w le sb y ’s m an u scrip t u n d er th e carp et, so  th a t  the  b u lg e  w as  h id d en   b en eath   the  ru g ,  p ick ed   up  th e n ew ly  rep aired  clo ck ,  and stepped o u t into th e h all.  H e p au sed , th in k in g , and w en t back  into the ro o m . T h ere w as no use callin g atten tio n  to  the m a n u scrip t— b etter to  m ake it seem  triv ial.  H e y an k ed  it o u t fro m  u n d er th e ru g  an d   set it ato p  the  nig h tstan d , sh uffling  th e  p ap e rs  an d   lay in g   h is  b o o k   an d   p ip e  ato p   th em fo r g o o d   m easure. 

H e  trudged  alo n g   in  a   foul  h u m o r  w ith  th e  rep aired   clo ck u n d er  h is  arm .  It  seem ed  as  if   p recious  little  w ere  b ein g accom plished.  H e ’d   been  alm o st  a  m onth  in  L o n d o n ,  and still  he  h a d n ’t  g lim psed  the  fab led   ship  o f   the  alien  visitor. 

A n d   h e  w a sn ’t  at  all  certain   w hat  h e ’d   do  i f   h is  m ission  to W ardour  S treet  w ere  successful.  T h e  sh ip ,  by  all  acco u n ts, m ig h t  be  p ro d igiously  o ld .  It  m ig h t  b e  n o thing  b u t  th e  ru sted shell  o f   the  th in g ’s  c ra ft— nothing  b u t  th e  d ecay ed   shadow o f   a   starsh ip ,  go o d   fo r  little  bey o n d   its  v alue  as  a   curiosity, tu rn ed ,  qu ite  likely,  into  som e  loathsom e  article  o f   bodily g ratification.  H is o w n   sh ip ,  afte r a ll,  w as alm o st spacew orthy. 

T h e  o x y g en ato r  w ould  b e  d o n e  any  day.  P erhaps  th at  very n ig h t  K eeb le  w ould  b rin g   it  to   th e  T rism egistus  m eeting.  If so ,  S t.  Ives  w ould  b e  g o n e  in  the  m orning.  H e  w o u ld n ’t su ffer  an o th er  fog.  H is  effo rts  w ith   th e  clo ck   w ould  eith er b e  satisfactory  o r  th ey   w o u ld n ’t  b e.  H e  w as  bound  for  h om e eith er  way. 

It  w as  true  that o d d   th in g s  w ere  in  the  w in d — th e  bu sin ess w ith  N arb o n d o  an d  K elso  D rak e an d  p o o r K eeb le.  B u t S t.  Ives w as  a   m an   o f  scien ce  first,  an  am ate u r d etec tiv e  se co n d .  T h e
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T rism egistus  C lu b   w ould  g et  alo n g   w ithout  him .  T h ey   could alw ays sum m on him  fro m  H arro g ate,  afte r all,  i f  his assistance w ere  req u ired   to   erad icate  a   m enace. 

H e w alk ed  aro u n d  to  th e rear o f  the house on W ardour S treet and rang the bell.  T he half-tim b ered  structure g av e on to  a sm all co urt  in  w hich  languished  a  g ranite  fo u n tain ,  little  m ore  than a  scum m ed pool w ith a ru stlin g , w ater-sp ittin g  fish in th e center. 

F rom   th e  ed g e  o f   th e  fo untain  a  cob b led   w alk  led  out  to  a m uddy  alley.  S om e  few   w indow s  stared  blindly  out  on to   the co u rt  in  w hich  languished  a  g ranite  fountain,  little  m ore  than blo o d -red   fab ric.  T he  house  m ust  b e  dark  as  a  to m b   in side, th ought St.  Iv es,  an o dd th in g  on such a day,  b lu stery  and clear as  it  w as.  H e  ran g   the  bell  again. 

T he  alley  seem ed  from   S t.  Iv e s’  v antage  point to  ru n   along fo r a h u n dred feet o r so before em p ty in g  on to  a th o roughfare —  

B ro ad w ick ,  perhaps.  In  the  o th er  d irectio n   it  d ead-ended  into a  stone w all,  the top o f  w hich w as studded w ith b roken bottles. 

H e  heard  a  scu fflin g   o f  feet.  T h e  d o o r  open ed   a  crack   and  a m eaty-looking  w o m an   p eered   o u t,  w hite  as  a  bled   co rp se.  St. 

Ives ju m p e d  involuntarily, shaded his ey e s,  and determ in ed  that h e r face w as cov ered  in b ak in g  flour.  H er nose w as m onum ental and  w as  som ehow   clean  o f  flo u r,  perched  there  like  a  m ountain to p  above a  lay er o f  clo u d .  S he stared at him  th ro u g h  fleshy slits,  silent. 

“C lo ck   rep a ir,”  said  St.  Iv es,  g rinning  w idely  at  her.  If there  w as  o n e  th in g   th a t  g ave  him   the  absolute  p ip ,  it  w as perp etu ally   fro w n in g   p eo p le  w ho  had  n o   b u siness  being  such. 

S tupidity  ex p lain ed   it— th e  sort  o f   stupidity  that  alm o st  d em anded  a  p o k e  in  the ey e.  T h e  w om an  g ru n ted .  “ I ’v e  repaired y o u r c lo c k ,”  S t.  Ives  assured  her,  d isp laying  the  item   in  q u estion.  S he  ran  the  b ack  o f  h er  hand  acro ss  h er ch e ek ,  sm earing th e  flour,  th en   em itted   a   w et  sniff.  She  reached  for  the  clo ck , b u t  S t.  Ives  d rag g ed   it  to   safety.  “T h e re ’s  the  m atter  o f   the b ill,”   he  said ,  grin n in g   even  m ore  widely. 

She  disap p eared   into  the  d ark   h o use,  leav in g   the  d o o r ajar. 

It  w a sn ’t  an  in v itatio n ,  certainly,  but  it  w as  too  good  an  o p p o rtunity  to   pass  up.  H e  stepped  in,  prep ared   to   have  a  look ab o u t,  but  stopped  abruptly,  shutting  the  d o o r  b ehind  him . 

T h ere a t a ta b le, m essing w ith  a score o f  d o m in o e s, sat a fierce-lo oking  m an ,  his b eetlin g   forehead  spanned  by  a  single  u n broken stretch o f  eyebrow .  T h ere w as so m eth in g  m alev o len t about
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h im ,  so m eth in g  u n w h o leso m e,  a lm o st idiotic.  A  ch im n ey  pipe h at,  d en ted   and  sta in e d ,  sa t  o n   th e  tab le  besid e  th e  d o m in o es. 

T h e  m an  looked  up  at  h im   slow ly.  S t.  Iv es  sm iled   w oodenly, an d  th e   sm ile  seem ed   to   infu riate the  d o m in o  p lay er,  w h o  h a lf ro se to  h is feet.  H e w as in terru p ted  by the issuance o f  th e m u le faced  b u tle r from  w hom  S t. Iv es h ad  receiv ed  th e clo ck . R o u n d ab o u t  h im ,  filling  the  k itc h en ,  ho v ered   an  atm o sp h ere  h eavy w ith   in d efin ab le  th re a t— a  sort  o f  pall  o f  it  th a t  flo ated   lik e  a flam m ab le  g as,  w aitin g   to   b e  set  off. 

“H ow  m uch?” asked the butler, counting a  handful o f  change. 

S t.  Iv es  g av e  h im   a   ch eerfu l  lo o k .  ‘T w o   p o u n d s  s ix ,”   he said ,  h o ld in g   o n to   th e  clock. 

T h e  m an   w idened  h is  ey es.  “ I ’m   so rry ?” 

‘T w o   po u n d s  s ix .” 

“ A   new   clo ck   w o u ld n ’t  h ave  b een   as  m u c h .” 

“T h e   le n s ,”  said  S t.  Iv es,  ly in g ,  “ had   to   b e  p ressed  in  a k iln.  T h ey   a re n ’t  gen erally   availab le.  I t’s  a   co m p lex   p ro cess. 

V ery  co m p lex .  In v o lv es  trem en d o u s  heat  an d   p ressure.  T he d am n ed   things  e x p lo d e,  o ften   as  n o t,  an d  b lo w   an y   n u m b er o f m en   to   b its .” 

“ You  p ick ed   u p   th e  clo ck   yesterd ay ,”   said  th e  squinting b u tler,  “ an d   y o u ’re tellin g   m e  th is a b o u t h ea t a n d  p ressure  and b lo w in g   u p ?  T h ere  is n ’t  an  h o u r’s  la b o r here.  N o t  h a lf  th a t.” 

“ In  fa c t,”   said  S t.  Iv es,  brassin g   it  o u t  a g a in ,  “th a t’s   w hat y o u ’re  p ay in g   for.  T h e re ’s  n o t  an o th er clo ck sm ith   in   L ondon w h o  c o u ld   h av e go tten   it d o n e  so  q u ick .  I believ e I   m entioned it’s  a  co m p lex   p ro ce ss.  G re at d eal  o f  h ea t.  E x o rb itan t,  really .” 

T h e  b u tle r tu rn ed   in  the  m iddle  o f  S t.  Iv es’  m u m b lin g   and stepped o u t o f  th e k itch en   to w ard  th e  in terio r o f  th e h o u se.  St. 


Iv es  fo llo w ed   h im ,  h o p in g   th a t  th e  d o m in o   p la y e r  w o u ld   go b ack  to  h is g am e a n d  th a t the b u lb o u s co o k  w o u ld  ab an d o n  h er did d lin g  w ith  m eat clea v ers an d  attend to  h e r b ak in g . T h e  b u tler p assed   o n   into a  lo n g  hallw ay,  app aren tly  o b liv io u s to  S t.  Ives h av in g   fo llo w ed   him .  V oices  d rifted   o u t  fro m   u n se en   room s. 

A   ca rp ete d   sta irw a y   an g led   aw ay  a t h is   left. 

St.  Iv e s’  h ea rt  th u n d ered   lik e  a   train  in  o p en   country.  H e d ecid ed   up o n   th e   stairs.  H e ’d  h av e  a  q u ick   lo o k  an d   th en  p reten d   to   h av e  g o tte n   lo st.  W h a t  w o u ld   th ey   d o ,  sh o o t  h im ?  It w as  hardly  likely.  W h y   sh o u ld  th e y ?  H e to o k   the  step s tw o  at a  tim e ,  still  clu tch in g   the  c lo c k ,  an d   arrived  at  a   landing  illu m in ated  b y   lead ed  w in d o w s  b eneath  w hich  sat a  heavy,  oaken
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Jaco b ean   settle.  A   d eserted   hallw ay   ran  o ff in  eith er  direction rev ealin g   on  the  right  a   h alf-dozen  closed  d o o rs,  and  on  the le ft  a   stretch  o f   p la ste r  w all  hu n g   w ith  brass  sconces  that  lit, finally,  a  w o o d en  b alu strad e  that  o v erlooked  w hat  ap p eared  to be  a   bro ad ,  h ig h -ceilinged  room . 

St.  Iv es  h esitated .  W ould  he  ascend  an o th er  flig h t,  o r h ave a  lo o k  o v e r the b alu strad e? A  d o o r slam m ed.  H e tu rn ed  tow ard the  stairs  o n ce  ag ain ,  putting  a   foot  d o w n   silently  on  an  im m ense  co p p er-co lo red   ro se  in  the  stair runner.  T h ree  steps  fa rth e r  u p   he  p au sed ,  cro u c h ed ,  an d ,  h idden  by  the  angle  o f  the ascen d in g   w all  o f   the  stairw ell,  peered  b etw een  tw o  turned posts.  A lo n g   the  hallw ay   to w ard   the  landing  b elow   staggered th e  o ld   m an  w h o ’d   elb o w ed   him   into  the  g u tter  the  previous day.  H e  seem ed   m esm erized ,  v acan t,  and  he  w alked  w ith  a h esitating  step.  H e  w ore  a   h ag g a rd ,  draw n  ex p ressio n   in  his ey e s an d   in  the  d o w n w ard   curve  o f  h is  m o u th ,  as  if consum ed w ith  rem o rse  o r  d ise a se — po ssib ly   bo th .  H is  clo ak   w as  ru m p le d  an d   stain ed ,  and  h is  hand  shook  w ith  palsy o r fatigue.  St. 

Ives  at  first  w as  pro m p ted   to   ask  him   if   he  n eeded  support; h e ’d   su rely  p itch   d o w n   the  stairs  head  first  if  he  attem pted  to n avigate  th em .  B u t  the  atm o sp h ere  o f  evil  and  dread  in  the hou se  pushed  him   d e e p e r  into  shadow   instead.  T h is  w as  no tim e for chivalry. T h e  o ld  m an slu m p ed  against th e w all, b rig h ten ed   a   b it,  and  licked  h is  lips.  H e  w iped  a   hand  across  his face,  leav in g   on  it  a  feral,  satisfied   look. 

St.  Ives  ro se  slow ly  to   his  fee t,  d eterm ined  to   see  th e  top o f  th e stairs.  H e ’d  le ft the kitch en  a  m inute o r so  earlier;  surely th e y ’d  b e  a fte r him  a t any  m om ent.  F acing d o w n w ard ,  h e  trod back w ard   o n to   th e  step   ab o v e,  p lan tin g   his  heel  firm ly  onto the  to p   o f  so m e o n e ’s  boot. 

“T h ere you are!” h e h a lf sh o u ted ,  m aking  a b lu ff,  if  idiotic, show   o f  p o ise  and  h a lf ex p ectin g   to   b e  precip itated   d o w n   the stairs  h im self.  H e  tu rn ed   to   look  into  the  face  o f  an  incredibly fat  m an   in  a   turban.  A n o th er  m an   w ith  a  m an g led   arm   stood o n   th e  stairs  ab ove.  B o th   stared  at  h im ,  o r  p ast  h im ,  St.  Ives c o u ld n ’t say w hich.  H e stared b ac k , then lo oked o v er his sh o u ld e r  to   see  if  th ere  w as  so m eth in g   ascending  the  staircase  w ho w as  w orth  staring  at  w ith   such  fixed  atten tio n .  T h ere  w a sn ’t. 

T h eir  faces  w ere  ghostly,  a   lifeless  w hite,  faintly  m arbled w ith  fine  b lu e  v ein s,  an d   th eir ey e s  w ere  fix ed ,  as  if  m ade  o f glass.  S t.  Iv es  could  see  a   th robbing  p u lse  beating  alo n g   the
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neck  o f  the  tu rb an ed   m a n ,  slo w ly   an d   rh y th m ically   as  i f  h e ’d been  g illed   in  som e  e a rlier larval  stag e.  A  hand  clam p ed   o n to St.  Iv e s’  arm ,  and  the  m an  to o k   a   step   d o w n w ard .  H ad  St. 

Ives  not  stepped  b ack   h im self,  h e  w o u ld   h av e  been  trodden o n ,  and  the  tw o   o f   th em   w ould  h ave  tu m b led   to g e th er  dow n the  stairs.  H is  tw o  co m p an io n s  said   n o th in g ,  sim ply  p ropelled him   alo n g .  T he  o ld   m a n ,  so m ew h at  rec o v ered ,  m et  th e m   on the  landing.  H e  looked  su d denly  fierce ,  scow ling  at  S t.  Ives. 

“T h is  is  a   n est  o f  u n sp eak ab le  s in ,”  h e   croaked. 

St.  Ives  sm iled   at  him .  “ I ’ve  fix ed   th is  c lo c k ,”  he  b eg an , b u t  the  o ld   m an   p aid   him   little  h eed .  H e  w as  ob v io u sly   less in clined  to  listen  than  to   speak. 

“M y  c h ild re n ,”  he  said  to  the  pale  m en.  B oth  o f them   gave him   a   little  triflin g   bow ,  b u t  neith er  spoke. 

“ I ’m  o w ed  tw o  po u n d  six fo r m y attention to th e clock h e re ,” 

said S t.  Iv es,  su ddenly w o n d erin g  i f  the o ld  m an  w eren ’t som e sort  o f   p roprietor.  H e  seem ed  fa r  to o   fam iliar  w ith   th e  place to   b e  a   m e re  custom er. 

“ I  k n o w   n o th in g   o f  th a t,”  ca m e  the  reply.  “ W h at  d o   I  care fo r  clo ck s?  F o r  tim e?  I t’s  the  infinite  I  p u rsu e.  T h e   sp iritual. 

H elp  m e d o w n  the  sta irs,  m y c h ild .”  T h e  m an  w ith  th e  tw isted arm   stepped  at o n ce  o u t o v e r th e  sta irs— en tirely   p ast  th e  first tre a d — an d   to p p led   fo rw ard ,  ro llin g   e n d   o v e r e n d   like  a   sack o f  o n io n s,  so m ersau ltin g   o f f  th e  bo tto m   landing  into th e  room below .  H e lay still.  H is co m p an io n  in th e tu rb an  seem ed hardly to   n o tice.  T h e   old  m a n ,  ho w ev er,  g rap p le d   th e  b an iste r  w ith bo th   han d s  an d  creak ed  d o w n  th e  stairs  as h astily  as  h e co u ld , o h -o h -o h in g .  S t.  Ives  an d   h is  c a p to r fo llo w ed   m echanically. 

T h e  ab sen t b u tle r sto rm ed  in to  th e ro o m  ju s t th e n ,  fo llo w ed b y   th e  d o m in o   player,  w h o   w ore  h is  tilted   h at  and  c a rrie d   a p isto l  in  h is rig h t h an d .  T h e  old  m an   w aved th em  o f f  an d   bent o v e r  th e  still  body.  T h e  injured  m an   sh o o k   h im self,  ro se  u n steadily to  h is k n ee s,  th e n  to  h is fe e t,  an d  w alk ed  squarely  into a  Song,  d ro p -fro n t  d esk   ag ain st  th e  w all,  k ick in g   o n e  o f   th e legs o u t  fro m  u n d er  it  and g o in g  d o w n  o n ce  a g a in ,  p u llin g  th e d esk   w ith   h im   in  a   rattle  o f  ink  an d   b lo tters  and  b o oks. 

T h e  fro n t o f  th e d esk   fell  fo rw ard   o n   its h in g e  and  crack ed h im   in  the  h ead .  L o o sed   fro m   th e  in terio r  w as  an   asso rtm en t o f  un id en tifiab le  artifacts:  a n   In d ia ru b b er face  w ith   im m en se, y aw n in g   lip s;  a   stu p en d o u s  co rse t  h u n g   w ith  w h aleb o n e  stays an d   b rass  h o o k s;  a   le a th e r  h a lte r  o f   som e  in co n ceiv ab le  so rt, 
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attached  to   a   b lo c k   an d   ta ck le  a ffa ir  as  i f   th e  h alter  an d   its w ea re r  co u ld   be  su sp e n d ed ,  p erh a p s,  fro m   th e   ceilin g ;  an d finally,  a   b rass  o rb   th e   size  o f  a   grap efru it  fro m   w h ich   issued a  q u ick   spray  o f  sparks.  T he  b u tle r  a n d   th e  o ld   m an   w en t  fo r th e  o rb   sim ultaneously,  b u t  the  b u tle r  sn atch ed   it  u p   first  and p u sh e d  the o th er aw ay,  shoving the orb  back into the fallen desk an d   slam m in g   th e  fro n t.  W h at  o n   ea rth ,  w ondered  S t.  Iv es, b ew ild ered   as  m uch  by  the  un fath o m ab le  litter as  b y   th e  flo p p in g   m an   it  n o w   entangled. 

T h e b u tler,  en ra g ed ,  latch ed  o n to  the b ack  o f  th e old  m a n ’s c lo ak ,  p rev en tin g   h im   from   w ad in g   in   to   the  injured  m a n ’s assistan ce.  “ M y   c h ild ,”   th e  o ld   m an   sobbed.  “ M y   b oy!  M y s w e e t. . . ”  B u t the sen ten ce w as le ft un fin ish ed .  C h im n ey  p ip e , h is  face  frosted  w ith   a  vacan t  g rin ,  sho v ed   h is  pistol  in to   his c o a t,  b en t  o v er,  and  h au led   th e  m a n  fre e ,  d rag g in g  h im  o u t  o f the  tan g le  o f  p arap h ern alia  b y   h is  ea rs,  on e  o f  w hich  tore  o ff in h is hand.  H e p itch ed  it dow n in d isg u st an d  k ick ed  h is v ic tim in  th e   sid e  o f  th e  h ead .  N o   b lo o d   flo w ed   fro m   th e  ren t  w here th e e a r h ad  been  severed.  M y stery  up o n  m ystery.  S t.  Iv es began to  th in k  o f  th e   alley  b ehind  th e h o use.  H e ’d  h av e  to rem e m b er not  to   ru n   to w ard   th e  w alled   en d .  N o   o n e  w as  g o in g   to   give h im   tw o  p o u n d   six  fo r  the  clo ck .  N o  o n e  w as  g o in g   to   g iv e him   an y th in g   at  all  fo r  the  clo ck .  H is  h o p e  w as  th a t  th e  old m a n — w h o ev e r h e  w a s— an d   his  tw o   stran g e ch arg es  w ere o f m o re  im m ed iate  co n cern   to  th e  b u tle r  an d   h is  vicious  acco m p lic e,  w h o ,  at th a t m o m e n t,  w as m eth o d ically  b eatin g  th e day lights  o u t  o f  the  c o llap sed ,  half-earless  m an  o n   the  floor. 

S t.  Iv es d isen g ag ed  h is  a rm ,  su rp risin g ly  ea sily   as  it turned o u t,  an d  ed g ed  around  a  ch air,  ho ld in g  th e heav y  clo ck  in  bo th hands. 

“G et  th ese  scum   out  o f  h e re ,”   hissed   th e  b u tle r  at  th e  old m an ,  w h o   m ew led  helplessly,  clinging  to   h is  tu rb an ed   friend for support.  “D o n ’t bring them  here again.  Your privilege doesn ’t ex ten d   that  fa r.” 

T h e  o ld   m an   pu lled   h im s e lf straig h t,  threw   his  clo ak   b ack theatrically,  an d   b egan  to   rag e  in   a   hoarse  v o ice  ab o u t  d am nation.  S t.  Ives  disap p eared   into  the  k itch en   to   th e  so u n d   o f the b u tle r’s cu rsin g  and to  sh o u ts about w ho w o u ld  teach w hom ab o u t dam n atio n .  H e  sp rin ted  fo r the b ack  d o o r,  b u t m e t,  h alfw ay  th e re ,  th e   leering  fig u re  o f  th e  to o th less,  be floured  co o k , slap p in g   the  flat  edge  o f  h e r cle a v e r o n to   h e r m eaty  palm . 
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S t.  Iv es  w a s n 't  in clined  to   ch at.  H e  b o w led   straig h taw ay in to   h er,  an d   th e  h astily   sw ung  cleav er  ra n g   o f f  the  iro n   ca se o f  th e c lo ck ,  d ead b etw een  St.  Iv e s ’ cu rle d  fin g ers.  H e sh o u ted inadvertently,  dash in g  the clo ck  to  th e flo o r,  and b u rst o u t into th e y a rd ,  gath erin g  the h em  o f  h is g rea tco a t w ith h is rig h t hand and  leap in g   o v e r the  stile  into  th e  alley,  lo p in g   to w ard   its  ex it a  h u n d red   fee t  d o w n ,  lo st  now   in   a   sw irl  o f  fo g .  A n d   a s   he ran ,  n o t d arin g  to  lo o k  b ack ,  th inking o f  th e pistol  in ch im n ey - 

p ip e ’s c o a t,  he u n d ersto o d  su d denly w h o  th e b u lly  w a s — co u ld see  th a t  sam e  m a lev o len t face o u tlin ed   in  K ee b le’s g arret  w indow , a  cra ck  o f  lig htning illu m in atin g  th e rainy n ig h t sky around it. 
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Betrayal

C ap tain   P o w e rs’  shop  w as  den se  w ith   to b acco   sm o k e — in d icativ e,  th o u g h t  S t.  Iv es,  o f   the  se rio u s  n ature  o f   th e   n ig h t’s b u sin ess.  Q u an tity  o f  p ip e sm o k e , h e m u se d , w as p ro p o rtio n ate to   th e  n ature  an d   in ten sity   o f  th e  th o u g h ts  o f  th e  sm oker.  T he C a p ta in ,  esp ecially   lo st  in  d e e p   m u sin g s,  p u ffed   so   reg ularly at  h is  p ip e  th a t  sm o k e  en c ircle d   h is  head  lik e  clo u d s  around th e m o o n .  T h ey   w ere  w aitin g   for G o d all,  w h o  arriv ed ,  finally, laden  w ith   beer.  S t.  Ives  h ad   told  n o   o n e  o f   B ird lip ’s  new ly d isc o v ered   m an u scrip t.  T h ere  w as  to o   m u ch   to   say   to   h av e  to rep eat  the  story  sin g ly   to   th e  m em b ers.  A t  eig h t  o ’c lo ck ,  by m u tu a l,  nodded  c o n sen t,  th e T rism egistus C lu b  ca m e to  order. 

“I ’v e go tten  so m eth in g  in terestin g  in the p o s t,”  said S t. Iv es, sip p in g   fro m   a   p in t  g la ss  an d   w av in g   the  s h e a f o f  fo o lscap   at h is  co m p an io n s.  “ O w le sb y ’s  n o te b o o k s,  o r  p art  o f  th e m .” 

K ee b le,  w h o  u n til that m o m en t h ad  seem ed pecu liarly  w ith d raw n ,  b en t  fo rw ard   in  anticip atio n .  A n d   Ja c k ,  sitting  beside h im ,  seem ed  to   slu m p   in  h is ch a ir,  fea rfu l,  p erh a p s,  th a t so m e un w h o leso m e  rev elatio n   ab o u t  h is  u n fo rtu n ate  fath e r  w as  in th e  o ffin g .  K rak en   sh o o k   h is  b an d a g ed   h ead   sadly.  O n ly   the 64

[image: Image 151]

[image: Image 152]

HOMUNCULUS

65

C ap tain  seem ed  u n m o v e d ,  and St.  Ives supposed th a t h is being un acq u ain ted   w ith   O w lesb y   ex p lain ed   h is  ap p aren t  in differen ce. 

“ It  w ould  be  e a s ie s t,”  St.  Iv es  in sisted ,  “ if  I  m erely   read   a b it  o f  it  aloud.  I ’m  n o t  th e  ch em ist  o r  b io lo g ist  th a t  O w lesby w as,  and  I  w as  un acq u ain ted   w ith   th e  p ec u lia r  hold  th a t  N ar-b o n d o   app aren tly   had  o n   him .  A n d   th a t,  I  fear,  w as  p art  in p arcel  w ith   O w le sb y ’s  d e a th .” 

G o d all clo sed  h is left ey e an d  squinted at him  at th e  m ention o f   N arb o n d o ,  and  S t.  Iv es  w as  struck  o f   a   sud d en   w ith   the p ec u lia r  notion  th a t  G o d a ll’s  lo o k   rem in d ed   him   o f   so m eth in g — o f  bein g   elb o w ed   into  th e  g u tte r  by  the  nam eless  old m an  in  th e  clo ak .  St.  Iv es  ig nored  it  and  w ent o n ,  w arm in g   to h is  task.  “ S o  here  it  is,  in  O w le sb y ’s  o w n   hand.  T h e re ’s  too m uch  o f   it  altogether,  b u t  th e  last  pag es  are  the  te llin g   part. 

H e  cleared   h is  th ro at  and  began:

“W e’ve had  the w o rst sort o f  lu ck  all w eek: S h o rt an d  K raken bro u g h t  in  a   fresh   c a d a v e r— to o k   him   o f f   th e  gib b et  th em se lv es— an d   there  h e  lies,  full  o f  flu id s  but stony d ea d  d esp ite it.  I f   w e  c a n ’t  fin d   a   ca rp   and  a   fresh  g la n d   h e ’ll  deco m p o se before  w e  h ave  a   ch an ce  at  h im .  A   terrib le  w aste.  M y   great fear  is  th a t  all  o f   th is  w ill  co m e  to   n o th in g   b u t  m u rd er  and horror.  B u t  I ’ve  taken  th e  first  step s.  T h a t’s  a   lie.  F irst  steps b e dam n ed .  I ’m  h alfw ay  alo n g  the ro ad  by now , an d  it’s tw isted and  tu rn ed   so   that  th e re ’s  no  ch an ce  o f  fin d in g   m y  w ay  back. 

“W e ate in L im eh o u se last nig h t.  I w o re a  d isg u ise— a  putty n o se  and  a   w ig — b u t  N arb o n d o   laughed  it  to   ru in .  T h e re ’s  no hope  o f   disg u isin g   th a t  d am n ed   h u m p   o f   h is.  I ’m   n o t  m uch g iv en   to  m etaphor,  b u t  it  seem s  h ard er b y   th e  d ay   to   d isguise m y  ow n   lo ath so m e  d efo rm ities.  I t’s  the  th in g   in   th e  b o x ,  the b o ttle  im p ,  th a t’s  cau sed   it.  I f   a   m an  w eren ’t  te m p te d ,  he w o u ld n ’t  fall. 

“ B u t  such  ta lk   is  d efeatist.  T h a t’s  w h at  it  is.  E ternal  life  is w ithin  m y  g rasp .  I f  on ly   w e  h a d n ’t  bun g led   so  b ad ly   in  L im ehouse.  T h e  co sterlad   w as  a je w e l— w ick ed   as  they  co m e.  It w as  a  serv ice  to  d isp o se  o f  him .  I  sw ea r it.  D am n  N arb o n d o ’s b u n g lin g .  W e’ve  h ad   a   trem en d o u s  p air  o f   shears  fo rg ed   at G le a so n ’s (they th in k  m e  a  tree surgeon)  and can  sn ip  th e head o f f . . . ” 
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“ A n d   th e re  th e  n arrativ e  b re a k s ,”  said   S t.  Ives. 

“ H e  w as  in te rru p te d ,  p e rh a p s,”  said  th e  C aptain. 

G o d all sh ook h is h ead .  “H e c o u ld n ’t b e a r it,  g en tlem en .  H e c o u ld n ’t  w rite  th e  w o rd .” 

St.  Iv es  glan ced   u p   at  Ja c k ,  w h o   w ould  h av e  been  a   child h im s e lf at  th e  tim e  that  h is  fath e r had   w ritten  the  confessions. 

H e  m ig h t  b e  b e tte r  o f f  n o t  h ea rin g   th is.  G o d   bless  Sebastian O w le sb y ’s d o u b ts,  th o u g h t St.  Ives.  T h e y ’re at o nce the horror o f  th is  an d   th e  m a n ’s   on ly   redem ption. 

“R e ad   th e  re s t,”   said  Jack   stoutly. 

S t.  Iv es  nodded  an d   resum ed  the  narrative:

“T h e   la d   c o u ld n ’t  h a v e   b een  ab o v e  seven  o r  eig h t.  T h ere w as a  fo g , an d  n o t en o u g h   lig h t fro m  th e streetlam ps to am ount to   a   th in g .  H e  w as  b o u n d   fo r  th e  c o m e r  o f   L ead   S treet  and D ra k e,  I th in k ,  to  b u y  a  b u ck et o f  b e e r— fo r so m eo n e.  F o r his fath er,  I  su p p o se.  H e  h ad   a   p u m p k in   ja c k   o ’la n tem ,  o f   all th in g s,  in  his  le ft  h a n d ,  an d   th e  b u ck e t  in  h is  right.  A nd  w e w alk ed   in  sh ad o w   tw en ty   p ac es  b ehind.  T he  street  w as  silent a s  it  w as  d ark .  N arh o n d o   ca rrie d   th e  shears  from   G leasons. 

H e ’d   h av e  m e  alo n g ,  h e   sa id ,  to   sh a re  the  glory,  and  w ould h a v e   n o n e  o f   m y  w aitin g   in  th e   alley  o f f   L ead   S treet  in  the d o g ca rt,  w hich  w a s,  I  still  in sist,  th e   o n ly   sensible  course. 

“ S o  th e re  w e w ere,  a  m u sty   w in d  co ld   as a fish b lo w in g   up o f f  th e  T h a m e s,  an d  th e  m ists sw irlin g  d ee p er by the  m om ent, a n d   th e  g rin n in g   face  o f  th a t  lit ja c k   o ’la n tem   sw inging  b ack a n d   fo rth   a n d   b ack   an d   fo rth ,  its  face  ap p earin g   w ith  a   dull o ran g e  g lo w   at  th e  to p  o f  th e  arc  o f  ea ch   sw ing.  T here  w as  a su d d en   g u st  o u t  o f  an   u n sh eltered   alley,  an d   the  la d ’s  lantern b lew   o u t.  H e  d isa p p ea re d   in  th e  n ig h t,  an d   w e  co u ld   h e a r  his b u ck e t  c lan k   ag a in st  th e  co b b les.  N arh o n d o   hop p ed   forw ard. 

I  g rasp ed  at h is  clo ak  to  sto p  h im — I c o u ld   see  the  b lack   truth in   it,  a s  if   th a t  yellow ,  to o th y   lig h t  h ad   b lin k ed   o u t  in  the p u m p k in   an d   o n   in   m y  h e a d — in  m y  soul. 

“ I flew   a fte r h im ,  a n d  th e tw o  o f  u s  su rprised th e  lad  in  the a c t  o f   relig h tin g   h is  u n lik ely   lantern.  H e  stood  u p ,  a   scream c lip p ed   o f f  b y   th o se  g h astly   sh ears. 

“T h e  re st o f  it is a  n ig h tm are.  T h a t  I  fled o u t o f  L im ehouse a n d  retu rn ed  in  safety  to  m y c a b in e t is testim o n y  to  the existen ce o f  d u m b  lu c k  ( if  su rv iv in g  th a t n ig h t o f  h o rro r can  be co nsidered in  a n y   w ay  lu ck y )  a n d   to   th e   all-o b scu rin g   d ark n ess  an d   fog. 
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It  w as  as  if   evil  had  p recip itated   o u t  o f   the  so lution  o f   n ight and  hid  m e  lik e  a   v eil.  N arb o n d o   w a sn ’t  so   lucky,  b u t  the beatin g   h e  to o k   co u ld n ’t  h av e  been  a   resu lt  o f   h is  crim e.  If th e y ’d   k n o w n   it,  h e  w o u ld n ’t  h av e  b een   throw n  into  the  riv er alive.  P erh ap s h e  w as beaten  becau se o f  w h at he  is,  lik e a  m an k ills  a   rat  o r  a   ro ach   o r  a   spider. 

“ S o  the  m u rd er  w as  for  nought.  A nd  the  corpse  from   the gib b et lies m o u ld erin g  on th e slab.  N arb o n d o  w ill g o  o u t again to n ig h t— w e  m u st  h ave  the  se ru m .” 

St.  Iv es  p au sed   in  h is  read in g   to  d rain   h a lf a   b o ttle  o f ale. 

T he C ap tain  sat p aralyzed in h is chair,  sto ne-faced.  “O w lesb y ,” 

said  S t.  Iv es  hurriedly,  g lan cin g   first  a t  the  C ap tain ,  th en   at Ja ck ,  “ w as  o u t  o f  his  w its.  W hat  he  ac co m p lish e d — w h at  he co m m itted — c a n ’t  be  ju stifie d ,  b u t  it  can   b e  ex p lain ed .  A nd in the m ost roundabout w ay can be excused— forgiven a t least—  

if  you  keep  in  m in d   the  po iso n   that  had   trick led   in to   h is  soul. 

H is  d isc u ssio n   o f   the  n ight  in  L im eh o u se  is  accurate-— to   a d eg ree.  B u t h e  d issem b led   thro u g h o u t.  T h a t m uch  is clear.  H e ad m its  it in  the p ag e s that follow .  A n d  as I say,  w h at he adm its is  all  th e  m ore  h o rrify in g ,  b u t  it  ex p lain s  a   g rea t  d eal.  P o o r N ell!” 

T h e  C ap tain   seem ed  to   stiffen  ev en   m ore  at  th e  sound  o f th e n am e,  an d  h e clan k ed  h is h eavy g la ss o n to  th e w ooden arm o f  h is  M orris  ch air,  b ro w n   ale  slo sh in g   o u t  o n to   the  oak .  S t. 

Ives  n o ted   th at  K raken  h ad   d isap p eared   d u rin g   th e  cou rse  o f th e  n arrativ e.  P o o r  m a n ,  th o u g h t  S t.  Iv es,  search in g   fo r  h is p la ce  in  the jo u rn a ls.  E v en   after  fifteen  y ea rs,  the  story  o f  h is m a ste r’s  d ec lin e  is  too  fresh   fo r  him .  B ut  the  story  h ad   to  b e to ld .  T h ere  w as  n o thing  fo r  it  b u t  to   g o   o n ,  no w   that  h e ’d lau n ch ed   out:

“I ’m   p o ssessed   b y   the  m o st  evil  ach in g   o f  the  h e a d — such th a t m y  ey es  seem   to   press  dow n  to   the  size  o f  sere w h o les,  so th at  I  see  as  if  th ro u g h   a   telesco p e  tu rn ed   w ro n g   e n d   to .  L au dan u m   alone  reliev es  it,  but  fills  m e  w ith  dream s  even  m ore evil  th an   the  pain  in  m y  fo rebrain.  I ’m   certain   th a t  the  pain   is m y d u e — th a t it is a taste o f  h ell,  and n o thing less.  T he dream s are  full  o f  that  L im eh o u se  n ig h t,  o f   the  toothy  grin  o f   that dam n ed  p u m p k in ,  sw inging sw inging sw inging in the fog.  A nd 1 can   feel  m y se lf decay,  feel  m y  tissu es dry in g  and ro ttin g  like
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a  beetle-eaten   fungus on  a  stum p,  and  m y  blood pounds  across the top o f  m y skull.  I can see m y ow n ey e s, w ide as h a lf crow ns an d  b lack   w ith dead)  and decay,  and  N arbondo  ahead w ith that gh astly   shears.  I  pushed  him   along!  T h a t’s  the  truth  o f   it.  I railed   at  him .  I  hissed .  I ’d   h ave  that  g la n d ,  is  w h at  I ’d   h ave, an d   befo re  th e  n ig h t  w as  g o n e.  I ’d   hold  in  m y  hand  m y  salvation. 

“ A nd  w hen  he  failed ,  w hen  h e  ran  d o w n   E ast  India  D ock R o ad   in  that  sto o p ed  h a lf h o p ,  te rrified ,  it  w as  I  w ho  set  them o n  h im .  It w as  I  w ho  crie d  o u t to   stop him .  H e  little  kn o w s  it. 

H e ’d   o u td istan ced   m e.  H e  w as  certain   it  w as  th e  p olice  w ho sh o u ted .  A nd  w hen  th ey   w ere  beatin g   h im ,  by  G o d   I  w a sn ’t slack .  I  w as  a ru in  o f  failu re  and  loathing  and  ro t  as  I  stam ped on  h is  han d s  and  helped  th ose  drunken  toughs  d rag   him   into th e  riv e r  w here  it  splashed  an d   ro iled   and  slam m ed  itself  to fury below  th e O ld   S tairs,  and  I  h o ped by G od  to see him  dead a n d   p ick ed   b y   fishes. 

“ B u t  th ere  I  w as  unlucky.  L ike  th e  g h o st  at  the  feast,  he ca m e  u n lo o k ed   fo r  in  the  n ight  as  I  sat  in  a  w ak in g   h o rro r  in th e  ca b in e t,  listening  to   the  th in g   in  the  b o x ,  starin g ,  h a lf ex p e ctin g  the tread  o f  feet o n  the sta ir th at w ould ann o u n ce the e n d ,  the  g ib b e t,  the  h ea d sm a n ’s  ax e.  T h ere  it  cam e.  T h re e  in the  m o rn in g   it  w as.  D eadly  silent.  A  tram p ,  tram p ,  tram p   on th e w o o d en  sta irs— v ery  h e a v y — and a  shadow  across the cu rtain.  A   h u n ch e d   shadow .  T h e  d o o r  fell  open  on  its  h in g e ,  and th e h u n ch b ack  stood ag ain st a scattering o f  lights an d  a clearing sky w ith  such a  lo o k  o f  ab o m in atio n  ab o u t him  th a t his co llapse o n to  the tiles failed  to  erad icate it— ju s t as it failed  to  erad icate m y  h o rro r o f  him . 

“ I  sh o u ld   h av e  k illed   him .  I  should  h ave  slit  his  th ro at.  I sh o u ld   h av e  cu t  o u t  th e  to ad   u n d er  h is  fifth  rib   and  p u t  it  in  a cage.  B u t I d id n ’t.  F e a r k ep t m e  from   it.  F ear,  perh ap s,  o f  m y ow n   e v il.  It  seem ed   to   m e  th a t  his  face  w as  m y  o w n ,  th at  he a n d   I  w ere  o n e ,  th a t  Ig n acio   N arb o n d o   had  som ehow   d raw n p art o f  m e  in w ith  h im ,  co n su m ed  th e on ly   p art o f m e th a t had e v e r b een   w orth a   farth in g ,  an d   h ad   le ft  a   stren g th less,  m alig n an t p u d d in g ,  p o u red   into  the  ch a ir  w here  I  sat  until  h a lf past te n   th e   n ex t  m o m in g . 

“ A nd  it  w as  th u s  th a t  N ell  fo und  m e.  I  begged  h e r  to   kill m e.  I  h a d n ’t  the co u rag e to  p erfo rm  th e deed.  I  p leaded.  I told h e r o f  the  co sterlad .  I  sw o re  at  the  sam e  tim e th a t  I  w as d o n e
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w ith   the  p u rsu it— th a t  th e   creatio n   o f  life  its e lf  w a sn ’t  w orth h ell.  B u t  I  lied.  T h e  th in g   in  th e  b o x   can  arrest  entropy.  H e can   se p arate  tep id   w ate r into  ice  and  steam   if  h e  likes.  H e  can an im ate  the  carcass  o f   a   rat  d ead   in  a   w all  for  m onths  and dan ce  it  ab o u t  the  ro o m   lik e  a  m arionette.  H e ’s  p ro d igiously o ld ,  and  th e  only  co n seq u en ce  o f   his  th w artin g   tim e  is  his sh ru n k en   state.  B ut  he  m u st  b e  kept  in  a  box. 

“ M y   fittin g   K ee b le’s  cle v e r stru ctu re  w ith  a   screen  th ro u g h w h ich   I  can  co m m u n icate  w ith   him   h as  le d ,  I  fear,  to   m y  ow n decay.  I c a n ’t say ju s t how.  I ’m  barterin g  w ith h im — k n ow ledge fo r  freed o m .  I f   he  co u ld   b u t  find  his  cra ft  and  a  p ilo t  o f   sufficien t  statu re  to   n avigate  it,  h e ’d  be  lo st  am o n g   th e  stars  in  a m o m en t.  B u t  th a t  w o n ’t  com e  to  p ass.  N o t  until  I  h ave  w hat I  p o sse ss— -we,   I  sh o u ld   say,  fo r the hun ch b ack   has  reco v ered , an d   sw ears  h e ’ll  return  to   L im eh o u se  to n ig h t  if  th e  streets  are h id d en   b y   a   su fficien tly   th ick   b lan k et  o f  m urk. 

“ S hall  I  go  w ith  h im ?  W ill  h e  draw   m e  along  at  h is  heels lik e  a   shadow ,  a   daily  m o re  fitting  sh ad o w ?  O r  w ill  nightfall b ring  an   e n d   to   an  un h ap p y   an d   u nnatural  ex iste n ce?  I  c a n ’t fo r the  life o f  m e  im agine  w ak in g  o n   the m orrow .  F o r the  first tim e  in  m y  life  the  m o rn in g   is  clo ak ed   in  b la c k .” 

“T h e re ’s  n o t m u ch   m o re ,”  said  S t.  Iv es,  p u ttin g   a  m atch   to his  co ld   pipe  w ith   a   shaking  h an d .  H e ’d   read   the  m an u scrip t earlier,  b u t  h e  co u ld n ’t  qu ite  g et  th is  last  p art  straight  in  his m in d .  N e ll,  it  w as  ce rtain ,  w as  w ith o u t  g uilt.  E v en   m o re  than that.  She  w as  h eroic.  T h at  the  act  o f   shooting  h er  brother,  o f spiritin g  aw ay  the d am n ed  hom u n cu lu s  and giv in g  it to   B irdlip to  take  p erp etually  alo ft,  had  led  to   h er ex ile  and  rem o rse  w as th e g rea test tragedy.  K raken had  been correct.  S t.  Ives d ro p p ed the m an u scrip t to  the floor.  S om ehow  the act o f  read in g  it aloud h ad   em p tied   him   o f  an y   desire  to   look  at  it  again. 

T h e  C aptain  h eaved  h im s e lf to   h is  feet  an d   stum ped  across to   a   to b acco  ja r,  yan k in g   o f f   the  lid  and  p u llin g   o u t  tw o   fin-gersfu l  o f  cu rly   b lack  to b acco ,  w ad d in g   it  into  the  en d   o f  his en o rm o u s  p ip e.  “ I  shipped  w ith   a   P ortagee  o n c e ,”  h e   said, 

“w h o   k n ew   o f   th at  th in g — th a t  b o ttle  im p.  H e ’d   o w n ed   it straig h t o u t fo r a m onth a n d  w en t stark staring m ad  in a  ty p hoon o f f  C a p e  H orn.  T raded  it  aw ay  to  a   L asc ar  on  a  sloop  in  the M o zam b iq u e  C h a n n e l.”  H e  sh ook  his  h ead   at  the  en orm ity  o f th e  w h o le  th in g   an d   sat  b ack   dow n. 
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“A nd the rest o f  it,”  asked G odali keenly. “T h e  o th e r hundred-o d d -p a g e s— are  th e y   as  w ild  a s  th is  p art? " 

“ Increasin g ly   s o ,”  said   S t.  Ives.  “T h e  d ec lin e  w as  sw ift—  

alm o st  from   th e  d ay   h e  b o u g h t  th e   th in g   in  th e   b o x .” 

“ In th e b o ttle ,” p u t in K ee b ie,  staring o u t th e w indow  at the street.  “T h ere  w a sn ’t  an y   b o x   u ntil  I  b u ilt  it.” 

St.  Ives  n o d d ed .  “ H e  seem ed   p o ssessed   b y   d ie  th in g — by th e   id ea  th a t  h e   co u ld   n o t  o n ly   an im ate  the  d e a d ,  an   e ffe c t,  I g ath er,  th a t h e ’d  d isco v ered  w ith o u t th e aid o f  th e h o m u n cu lu s, b u t th a t  with it,  som ehow , he co u ld  p erp etu ate life.  Indefinitely. 

P erh ap s th a t h e co u ld  cre ate life.  A n d  perh ap s he  could.   T h e re ’s a   referen ce  to   a  su ccessfu l  e x p e rim en t  in   w hich  h e   spaw ned m ice from  a  h ea p  o f  o ld  ra g s, an d  an o th er in w h ich  h e rev iv ified an  old  m an fro m  C h in g fo rd ,  w h o  w as d y in g  o f  g en eral p aresis. 

S h eared   fo rty   y ea rs fro m   h im ,  acco rd in g  to  O w lesby.  A ll  o f  it fearfu lly  alch e m ic al, alth o u g h , as I say, it’s o u t o f  m y pro v in ce. 

“ H e  w as  certain   th a t  th e  sp acecraft  b elo n g in g   to   the  hom u n cu lu s  w as  in  L o n d o n ,  an d   h e  h o p ed   to   fin d   it  in  o rd e r  to sell it,  as it w ere, to  th e d am n ed  creatu re in ex c h an g e fo r p o w er o v e r  d eath   an d   tim e.  W h e th e r  h is  d ec lin e  in to   m ad n ess  and d eb a se m en t w as a  resu lt o f  scientific greed  o r  o f  slow  po iso n in g d u e to   co n tact  w ith  th e  ho m u n cu lu s  is  im p o ssib le to  say.  E ven O w lesby,  o b viously,  d id n ’t know . 

“ A p p arently  O w lesb y   w as  je a lo u s  o f   o w n in g   the  th in g   to the  p o in t  o f   refu sin g   to   let  N arbondo  at  it.  N e ll’s  ab sco n d ing  w ith   it  m u st  h ave  in fu riated   the  hun ch b ack .  S he  snatched the  secret  o f   life  o u t  o f   h is  h an d s,  as  it  w ere,  an d   g a v e   it  to B i r d lip .. . . ” 

“ W h o  in a  m atter o f  w eeks m ig h t w ell d ro p  o u t o f  th e skies on  u s ,”  said  G odali. 

T h e  C ap tain   frow ned.  S t.  Iv es  nodded. 

“W ell,”  said  K ee b ie,  to p p in g   o f f   h is  g la ss  fro m   a n   open b o ttle  o f   ale,  “th is  is  all  a   v ery   sad   b u sin e ss,  v ery   sad .  I f   I w ere  ask ed ,  I ’d   say  m e et th e d irig ib le w h en   it la n d s— an d   I ’ll b e t  m y  ap e  clo ck   it to u c h es d o w n  o n   H am p stead   H eath  w here it  la u n ch e d — a n d   sn atch   th e  b o x .  B etw een   th e   lo t  o f  u s  such a   th in g   w o u ld   b e  n o th in g .  T h e n   w e   tie   it  in to   a   b ag   fu ll  o f sto n es  an d   d ro p   it  o f f  th e   c e n te r o f  W estm inster  B rid g e  w hen th e  riv e r’s  in  flo o d .  T h e   b o x   is n ’t  tig h t,  I  ca n   a ttest  to   th a t. 

R eg ard less o f  th e  th in g ’s  p o w ers,  it’s  g o t to  b rea th e,  h a s n ’t  it? 

I t’s n o t a  fish ; i t ’s a  little m an .  I ’v e  seen  it.  W e’ll d ro w n  it lik e
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a   c a t,  i f  o n ly   to   k ee p   it  o u t  o f  the  clu tch es  o f  th is  h u m pback d o c to r.”  K eeble  p au sed ,  h is  ch in   in  his  h an d .  “A n d   fo r  w hat it did to  S eb astian .  I ’ll kill it fo r th a t.  B u t th e re ’s no u se , really, hash in g   o v e r  th is  L im eh o u se  b usiness.  I t’s  w ate r  u n d er  the b rid g e is  w h at  it is.  N o thing  m ore th an   that.  A nd  m u rk y   w ater too.  S o  I ’ll ju s t ch an g e  the  subject  fo r  a  m o m en t  h ere ,  g en tlem e n ,  and  call  y o u r atten tio n  to   the  d ate.  I t’s J a c k ’s birth d ay   is w hat  it  is,  an d   I ’ve  g o t  a   b it  o f  so m eth in g   to   give  h im .” 

Ja c k  b lu sh e d , d islik in g ,  even  am ong frie n d s,  b ein g  the ce n ter o f  atten tio n .  S t.  Ives  grim aced   in  spite  o f  h im self.  P erhaps he  sh o u ld n ’t  h av e  been  w av in g   S e b astia n ’s  m em o irs  ab o u t  so freely.  O n  his  so n ’s  birthday,  fo r  G o d ’s  sak e.  W ell,  th is  w as the  T rism egistus  C lu b ,  and  the  ends  th ey   pursu ed   w o u ld   lead th em  along g rim  p a th s -—th ere w as no d o u b t o f  that.  T h ere  w as n o thing  to   be  acco m p lish ed   by  pretense  an d   tim idity.  B etter to clea r  the  air  w ith  the  tru th   straightaw ay.  F a r  b etter  to  d o   that th an   to  h id e  th ings  and  m ake  th em  seem  ev en   m ore desp icab le and  terrify in g   by  d o in g   so. 

St.  Iv es  w ish ed ,  th o u g h ,  th at  he  h ad   k now n  it  w as  J a c k ’s b irth d a y   so   as  to  h av e  so m e  trifle  w rap p ed   up.  B u t  h e  co u ld rem e m b er  n o   o n e ’s  b irth d a y — n o t  ev en   h is  ow n   m o st  o f   the tim e.  K eeb le pro d u ced  a  square p arcel a b o u t the size an d  shape o f  a  ja ck -in -th e -b o x .  S t.  Iv es  w as  fairly  certain   h e  k new   w hat it  w a s,  th a t  h e ’d  w itnessed  th e  risin g   o f  its clo ck w o rk   caym an not  to o   m any  d ay s  p ast. 

“ A  to a st to  y oung  M r.  O w lesb y ,” said  G odall  heartily,  raising  h is  glass.  T h e  rest  o f   the  co m p an y   follow ed  suit,  giving Ja ck   th ree  cheers. 

F ro m  the  shad o w s o f  th e b ack  ro o m ,  K rak en  raised  his ow n g la ss— o r flask ,  rath er,  w hich  w as  tw o -th ird s em p ty   o f  g in .  It seem ed  to   K rak en  to  b e   perp etu ally   in th a t  state.  H ow   it co u ld b e  m ore  o ften   em p ty   than  fu ll  w as  an  u tte r  m ystery.  K raken h a d n ’t d elv ed  p articu larly   w idely  into the  m a th em atics,  an d  so he  w as  w illin g   to   ad m it  th a t  th ere  w ere  fo rces  at  w ork  o n   his gin  th a t  h e   c o u ld n ’t  y et  fath o m .  H e ’d  b e  afte r  th em   though. 

H e ’d  seek  them  out.  L ik e bean s in  a  b o ttle,  he  said to  him self. 

F acts w ere n o thing m ore.  A n d  m athem atics w ere facts,  w e re n ’t they?  N u m b ers  o n   a   p ag e  w ere  like  bugs  o n   a   p aving  stone. 

T h ey   lo oked a  m e ss,  scu rry in g  around.  B u t they  w ere a  m atter o f   natu re.  A nd  n ature  had  h er  ow n   logic.  S om e  o f   th e  b ugs w ere  settin g   ab o u t  g ath erin g   su p p e r— bits  and  p ieces  o f   this
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an d   that.  L o rd   k n ew   w hat  th ey   a te ,  elem ental  m atter,  m ost likely.  O th ers  w ere  la y in g   o u t  tra ils,  h au lin g   b its  o f  g rav el  to b u ild  a  m o u n d ,  m easu rin g  o ff d istan c es,  sco u tin g  o u t th e lan d , all  o f   th em   here  an d   th ere  o n   the  p a v e m e n t— a   m ess  to   the m an   ignorant  o f   scien ce,  b u t  an   o rch e strate d   b it  o f   m usic  to 

. . .  to   a   m an   like  K rak en . 

H e  w o ndered  if  so m ed ay   h e  c o u ld n ’t  w rite  a  p a p e r on  it.  It w a s . . .  w h at  w as  it?  A n   analogy.  T h a t’s  w hat  it  w as.  A nd  it m u st,  th o u g h t  K rak en ,  e x p lain   th e bu sin ess o f  disap p eared   gin in   a   flask .  T h e  beau ty   o f   science  w a s  th a t  it  m ade  th in g s  so clear,  so logical.  T he co sm o s, that w as w hat science was  after—  

th e w hole filth y  co sm o s.  H e  sm iled  to  th in k  th a t h e un d ersto o d it.  H e ’d   on ly  ju s t ru n   acro ss  the  w o rd   in  A shbless.  H e ’d   seen it a  h u n d red  tim es, o f  co u rse . S u ch  w ere w o rd s.  You w ere blind to   th e m   fo r  y ears.  T h en   on e  rea ch ed   o u t  an d   slam m ed  y ou, and  b in g o ,  lik e  lit  ca n d le s  in  a   d a rk   ro o m ,  it  tu rn ed   o u t  they w ere  ev e ry w h e re— co sm o s,  c o s m o s,  co sm o s.  T h e   o rd er  o f th in g s.  T h e  se cret  o rd er,  h id d e n   to   m o st.  A   m an   h ad   to   g et d o w n   o n   h is  k n ee s  an d   p e e r  at  th e  p av in g   sto n es  to   see  the bugs  th a t  h u rried   th e re ,  n av ig atin g   a b o u t  th e ir  little  c o m e r  o f th e E arth  w ith  th e certain ty  o f  a  m a rin er settin g  a  co u rse by the im m u tab le  p attern s  o f  th e  stars. 

A  thrill sh o t u p  h is sp in e.  H e 'd  rarely  seen  th in g s so  clearly, s o . . .  s o . . .  cosm ically. T h a t w as th e  w o rd .  H e sh ook h is flask . 

T h ere  w as  a  d ram  o r  so   slo sh in g   in  the b o tto m .  W h y  th e devil 

 w as it m o re often  em p ty  th a n  fu ll? I f  a  q u an tity  co u ld  b e po u red in ,  th e  sam e  q u an tity   c o u ld   be  p o u red   o u t.  H e ’d   filled  it  that v ery   m o rn in g   d o w n   at  W h itec h ap e l— b rim   fu ll.  B u t  it  h a d n ’t stay ed   full  fo r  a   h a lf hour.  It  had  b een   m ostly  em p ty   all  day. 

H ours  o f  em p tin e ss.  A n d   i f  it  w eren ’t  fo r th e b o ttle  o f  w hisky u n d e r th e  b e d ,  h e ’d   b e  po w erfu lly   d ry   b y   now . 

K rak en   g rap p le d   w ith   th e   p ro b lem .  It  d id n ’t  seem   fa ir  to him .  L ik e  b u g s,  h e  rem in d ed   h im self,  screw in g   h is  ey e s  shut an d   im ag in in g   a   scu rry in g   lo t  o f   n u m b e r-sh a p ed   b u g s  o n   a p ie ce o f  gray   slate.  It d id n ’t se em  to  d o  a n y  g o o d .  H e c o u ld n ’t q u ite  ap p ly   th e   b u g s  to   th e   p ro b lem   o f  th e  flask .  H e  sq uinted th ro u g h   the  o p en   d o o r  in to   th e  ro o m   bey o n d . 

H e ’d   spent  th e   la st  h a lf h o u r  w ith   h is   h an d s  o v e r  h is  ea rs, pressin g  o u t th e sad  b u sin e ss o f  S eb astia n  O w le sb y ’s  m em o irs. 

H e  k n ew   it  all  w ell  e n o u g h — to o   w ell.  H e  d rain e d   th e  flask , 
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reach ed   u n d er the  b ed ,  an d  drew  o u t the  w hisky.  H e  w as a  gin m a n ,  tru th   to   te ll,  b u t  in   a   p in c h ___

Y oung Ja ck   w as w av in g   so m e so rt o f  box.  K raken  sq uinted at  it.  H e  w as  certain   h e ’d   seen  it  b efo re.  B u t  n o ,  he  h a d n ’t. 

H ere ca m e som e so rt o f  b u sin e ss fro m  in sid e— a  beast o f  som e so rt,  an d   tiny  b ird s.  T h e  b e a st— a  cro co d ile  a p p a ren tly — tore at on e o f  th e b ird s, g o b b led  it u p , th e n  sank o u t o f  sig h t.  K raken pu zzled   o v e r  it,  u n su re,  exactly,  o f  th e  purp o se  o f   it.  H e  sat fo r a  m o m e n t,  k n u ck lin g   h is brow ,  th e n  g o t  up o f f  his bed   and ed g ed   acro ss  to   th e  o p en   door. 

O ff   to   h is  left  w as  an o th er,  d ark   ro o m — th e  ro o m   w here lay  the  se a   ch e st.  H is  h ea rt  raced .  T h e re   w as  a   tu m u lt  o f  talk an d   la u g h ter  as  ev e ry o n e  g ath ered   ro u n d   J a c k ’s  b irth d ay   p re sen t, K e e b le ’s en g in e.  K rak en  sid led  in to  the d ark  ro o m , d raw n by b le ary  curiosity.  H e  stubbed  h is to e  into the ch e st befo re he saw   it,  g ru n tin g   in  such  a   w ay   th a t  he  w as  certain   w o u ld   turn head s  in  th e   o u te r  ro o m .  B u t  no  head s  tu rn ed .  E v ery o n e,  ap parently,  w as  fa r to o   k een   o n   th e   m arv elo u s  toy. 

K rak en  b e n t o v e r the c h e st, ru n n in g  h is h an d s o v e r th e front u n til  h e  fo u n d   th e   flat,  circ u lar  iron  h asp .  H e  fid d led   w ith   it, n o t  k n o w in g   en tirely   h o w   th e  m e ch an ism   w orked  an d   un certa in ,  e v e n ,  w h at  in  th e   w o rld   h e  w as  a fte r— ce rtain ly   n o t  th e em erald .  H e ’d   h av e  to   b e  silen t  as  a   b eetle.  It  w o u ld n ’t  d o   to b e heard .  L o rd  k n o w s w h at th e C ap tain  w o u ld  th in k  to  se e him ru m m a g in g  in th e ch e st. T h e h asp  sn ap p ed  u p  suddenly, rap p in g acro ss  K ra k e n 's  k n u ck les.  H e  sh o v ed   th ree  fingers  in to   h is m o u th .  T h e y ’d   sup p o se  h im   a   co m m o n   th ie f,  o f   co u rse .  O r w o rse— th e y ’d   su p p o se  he  w as  in  leag u e  w ith  w h o m ev e r  it w as  th e y   w ere  at  o d d s  w ith. 

L ight fro m  th e  ro o m s w ith o u t lay feebly ac ro ss th e co n ten ts o f  th e  trunk.  K rak en   ru m m ag ed   th ro u g h   th e m ,  sh u sh in g   th em to   silen ce  ea ch   tim e  they  rattled   an d   sw ish e d ,  an d   sh u sh in g h im s e lf fo r g o o d  m e asu re. H e sh o v ed  h is h ead  am id  th e o b jects, w h ich   h e ’d   m an ag e d   to   push  to   e ith e r  sid e  o f   th e  tru n k .  T he co ld  b rass  o f  th e  sp y g lass  p resse d   h is  c h e e k ,  an d   th e  sm ell  o f o a k   an d   le ath e r  an d   d u st  ro se  ab o u t  h is  e a rs— v ery   p leasan t sm e lls,  in   fac t.  It w o u ld   b e  n ice  to  rem ain  so ,  h is  h ead   buried lik e  th e   h ead   o f   an   ostrich   am o n g   fab u lo u s  th in g s.  H e  co u ld easily   h av e  g o n e  to   ste e p   if  h e   w e re n ’t  sta n d in g   u p .  H e  co u ld h e a r b lo o d  ru sh in g  th ro u g h  h is h e a d — eb b in g  an d  flo w in g  lik e
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the tid e s, as A risto tle w o u ld  h av e it— an d  in am ong th e general ro arin g   o f   it  h e  could  ju s t  h e a r  so m eth in g   e lse ,  a   v o ic e,  it seem ed ,  com ing  from   so m ew h ere  v ery   fa r  away. 

H e p u zzled  o v e r it,  aw are that  the g ash o n  h is fo reh ead  had b egun to   throb.  H e  co u ld n ’t fo r the life  o f  him  d eterm in e w h at to  d o  next.  W h y   am  I  standing here  w ith  m y h ead  in th e ch e st, he asked h im self.  B u t on ly  one an sw er w as forthcom ing:  strong d rin k .  K rak en   sm iled.  “W h isk y   is  risk y ,”  h e  said  h a lf  aloud, listening  to   h is  voice  ec h o   up  o u t  o f   the  chest.  H e  w as  m ad to   d rin k   w hisky.  G in  d id n ’t  d o   th is  to   a  m a n — m ake  a  fool  o f him .  H e  w as  su d denly  desp erately   afraid.  H ow   long  had   he b een   h ere ,  stooped  o v e r  the  ch e st?  Was  th e  room   b eh in d   him filled  w ith   the  faces  o f  his  frie n d s,  all  o f  them   stretched  w ith lo athing? 

H e  ex tricated   h is  head  slow ly,  careful  not  to   start  an  av alanche  o f  nautical  d ebris.  In  h is han d s  h e  held th e  h idden b ox. 

A  th rill o f  fear and ex citem en t ru sh ed  alo n g  in h is v ein s,  w ash ing  aw ay  all  rational  th ought.  T h ere  it  w as  a g a in — the  v o ice, tin y   and  d istan t,  as  i f  so m eo n e  w ere  trap p ed ,  p erh a p s,  in  the w all.  H e could understand none o f  it.  H e w a sn ’t su re, suddenly, that  he  w anted  to   und erstan d   it,  an d   w as  sm itten  w ith   the  w ild certain ty   that  the  v oice  spoke  from   w ithin  h is  ow n   h e a d — a devil. 

H e  w as  p o ssessed.  H e ’d   read  P aracelsus.  It  stru ck   him   at o nce th a t th is w as alm o st certain ly   a m a tte r o f M u m ia,  th a t th e w o m an   w h o ’d   lured  him   to   the  den   w here  h e ’d   b een   beaten w as  a   w itch.  S h e ’d   used  h im ,  sensing  th a t  h e  w as  b urdened w ith   M u m ia  fro m   the  bo d ies  h e ’d   carted   ab o u t  L ondon  in  the n ig h t.  T h e  sins  o f  h is  past  w ere  risin g   like  sp ectres,  p o inting at  him .  H e  shook  w ith  fear.  It  w as   m ore  w h isk y   h e  req u ired , n o t  less.  H e  silenced  the  tiny  v o ice,  clac k in g   h is  teeth   to   shut o u t  th e  n o ise ,  th en   leaped  in  sudden  h o rro r as  the  n o ise  turned into  a   fearfu l  shouting. 

H e  b an g ed  d o w n  th e  lid  o f  the ch e st an d  ju m p e d  clear.  T he o u te r  room   w as  a  tu m u lt.  T h a t’s  w here  the  n o ise  had   com e from !  K rak en  p eered   around  the  d o o r ja m b ,  on ly   to lurch  back into  the  co m p arativ e  safety  o f   the  d ark   ro o m .  K elso   D rake stood  w ith o u t,  in  the  open  doo rw ay   o f  the  shop.  H e ’d  co m e  at last.  H aving K rak en  beaten and sh o t h a d n ’t satisfied him .  H e ’d com e  to   fin ish   the  jo b .  K raken  p ressed  back  into  the  room , bum p in g   ag ain st  a   clo sed   w indow .  H e  u n h o o k ed   th e  latch, 
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sw u n g   it o p e n ,  an d  c ra w led  o u t acro ss the sill a n d  slid   into th e m u d   o f  th e alley,  w h ere h e lay b reath in g  heavily.  H e  stood u p , castin g   a   g la n ce  o v e r h is  sh o u ld e r a t  S p o d e  S tre et,  th e n   loped aw ay  to w ard   B illin g sg ate.  In  a  few  h o u rs th e  th ro n g in g  cro w d at  th e  fish m a rk e t  w o u ld   h id e  h im   a n d   h is  prize  fro m   h is  e n e m ies. 
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The  Blood  Pudding

T h e p o u n d in g  startled th e lot o f  th e m , e x c ep t,  p erh a p s, G o d  all, w h o   w ore  on  his  face  a  look  o f  shrew d   curiosity.  T h e  C aptain to o k   a   step   fo rw ard   as  if  to  o p en   the  door,  b u t  it  w as  throw n o p en  alm o st at o n ce by K elso  D ra k e,  w ho  sm iled  b en ig n ly  and bo w ed  ju s t  a  b it  befo re  striding  into  the  ro o m .  K eeble  leaped u p   an d   threw   h is  co at  o v e r J a c k ’s  la p   to  hide  the  toy. 

D rake  stood  ju s t  inside  the  door,  b em u sed   in  h is  to p   hat, lo oking ab o u t him  at th e shop w ith the a ir o f  a m an h a lf b affled that  such  a   p lace  co u ld   e x ist,  an d   co m in g   to   the  con clu sio n th a t  perh ap s  it  co u ld ,  given  th e  q uality  o f   the  m en  w hom   he con fro n ted .  H e  sw ep t  an  invisible  fleck   fro m   his  sleev e  and ro lled   h is  c ig a r  to   the  o th e r  sid e  o f  his  m outh. 

“L ig h t?”  asked  the  C a p ta in ,  h o ld in g   a   lo n g   m atch  aloft. 

D rake  shook  h is  head  an d   squinted. 

“R a th e r  eat  th e m ,  w ould  you?”   said  the  C a p ta in ,  tossing the  m atch  into  a   bow l.  K eeble  h ad   g o n e  w h ite ,  a  p eculiarity D rake  seem ed  to  relish. 

H e sm iled at the toym aker.  “ Y ou’ve bro u g h t it alo n g , th e n ,” 

h e  said ,  n o d ding  a t  the  half-co n cealed   box  in  J a c k ’s  lap.  “ I t’s 76
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go o d   w hen  a   m an  sees  reason.  T h e  w orld  is  to o   full  o f   u n p leasan tries  as  it  is .” 

“T h e  o n ly  u n p leasantry I can  s e e ,” cried  the C ap tain ,  reach ing  ben eath   the  co unter,  “ is  you!  G et  o u t  o f   m y  shop  w hile y o u   can   still  stand  on  y e r  pegs!”   A nd  w ith  that  he  hauled  out a  b raid ed   leath er co sh   the  length  o f his  fo rearm   and  slapped  it ag a in st  h is  ivory  leg. 

D rake  ig nored  h im .  “ C o m e,  co m e,  m y  m a n ,”  he  said  to K eeb le.  “ H and  it  acro ss.  T h e   m achine  w ill  d o   as  w ell  as  the p lan s.  M y  w o rk m en   can   pu zzle  it  o u t.” 

Ja ck   w as  bew ild ered .  O n ly   K eeble  and  St.  Ives  entirely u n d ersto o d .  St.  Ives g ro p ed   beside  his  ch a ir fo r the neck o f  an em p ty   ale  bottle.  H ere  w as  a   d an g erous  m an.  It  qu ite  likely w o u ld n ’t  com e  to   b lo w s — th a t  w a sn ’t  D ra k e ’s  way.  B ut  the m an  w h o 'd   trie d   to  p u rlo in   K ee b le’s  p lans  w as  quite  clearly the  d o m in o   p la y er on  W ardour  S treet.  T h e y ’d  b est  all  b e  ca u tious.  W h o  co u ld  say w h at so rts o f  ru ffian s w aited  in the shado w s  o u tsid e? 

“ Y ou’ve  had   m y  an sw e r,”   g asp ed   K eeb le,  shaking  visibly. 

“ It  h a s n ’t  c h a n g e d .” 

“T h e n ,”  said  D rak e,  rem o v in g   a  ch ew ed   cig ar  from   his m o u th ,  “ w e ’ll  attem p t  c o e rsio n .”   H e  sto o d   silently  fo r  a   m om ent as  if  lo st  in th o u g h t.  T h e rest o f  th e co m p an y  w as fro zen , w aiting fo r D rak e’s pro n o u n cem en t.  B ut instead o f  th reatening a n d   b rib in g ,  h e  m erely   tip p e d   h is  h at  an d   turned  to w ard   the d o o r,  sa y in g ,  “Very  p retty   d au g h ter,  th a t  D orothy  o f   yours. 

R em in d s m e o f  a  girl  I had  o n c e ___ W h ere w as  it?”  H e turned o n ce  again  to w ard   K eeb le  w ith  a   m ock  questio n in g   lo o k   on h is fac e,  o n ly  to  fin d  Ja ck  catap u ltin g  o u t o f  h is c h a ir in a  fury. 

T h e  b ox  flew ,  K eeb le  cau g h t  it,  an d   Ja ck   p u nched  w ildly  at D ra k e,  m issin g   th e  leerin g   face  by  a   foot  an d   spraw ling  into G o d all,  w h o  reach ed  ac ro ss and  grasped  th e C a p ta in 's  w rist as he b ro u g h t th e sap  b ac k  fo r a  sw ing that w ould h av e le ft D rake sen seless. 

T h e  m illio n aire had  fein ted  to w ard  th e d o o r to av o id  Ja c k ’s blow ,  an d  saw  the C a p ta in ’s attem p t o u t o f  the ed g e o f  h is ey e. 

T h e   lo o k   on  h is  face  ch a n g ed   from   leering  indifference  and am u sem en t  to   b la ck   hatred  in  an  in stan t,  an d   h is  h at  flew   o ff o n to   the  flo o r  as  h e  ch eck ed   h is  fein t  and  je rk e d   around  in anticip atio n   o f  th e   blow .  B u t G o d all  still  h eld   th e  w rist  o f  the
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fu rio u s  C ap tain   P o w ers,  an d   D rake  rec o v ered ,  e d g in g   ju s t  a bit  to w ard   th e  door. 

H e  stooped  to   retriev e  h is  h at,  b u t  the  C a p ta in ,  step p in g fo rw ard ,  p in n ed   it  to   the  flo o r  w ith  h is  p eg   le g ,  sm ash in g   the cro w n   sid ew ay s,  th e n ,  tran sferrin g   th e  co sh   to   h is  fre e  h an d , flattened  th e  h at  utterly  w ith   three  q u ic k   b low s. 

“T h a t’ll  be  y o u r  h ea d ,  sw abby,  if  I  catch   yo u   aro u n d   here again.  You o r an y  o f  y o u r b u lly  bo y s.  Y ou’re filth — bilg ew ater, the  lo t  o ’  y e,  and  I ’d  ju s t  as  soon  stam p   you  to  je lly   as  lo o k at  y e!” 

D ra k e’s  grin  w as  palsied .  H e  neg lected   the  h at,  tu rn ed   as i f   to   say   o n e  last  th in g   to   K ee b le,  b u t  n ev e r  g o t  it  o u t.  T he C a p ta in , je rk in g   free  from   G o d ail,  struck  D rake  on  th e  sh o u lder,  sending  him   sp raw ling  through  the  o p en   door,  then cro u c h ed ,  grab b ed   at  the  ru in ed   h a t  an d   sailed  it  o u t  into  the n ig h t lik e  a  flying p la te,  b an ging the d o o r shut  in its w ak e.  H e open ed   a   fresh  bottle  o f  ale  an d   p o u red   it  into  h is  glass  w ith   a shaking  h an d .  G o d ail  sat  d o w n .  T h e  C aptain  d rain ed   h a lf the glass, turned to his aristocratic friend,  and said,  “T hanks,  m a te,” 

th en   sat  d o w n   him self. 

Jack   w as  o nce  again  possessed   o f   the  b ox.  H e  stared  at  a sp o t  on  th e  floor,  thoughtful  o r  em b arrassed .  K eeble  seem ed to  b e staring at the sam e spot.  S t.  Iv es cleared  h is th ro at.  “T h is bu sin ess is  g row ing c u rio u s,” he said.  “I d o n ’t h a lf und erstan d w h y   w e  h av e  to   b e   em b ro iled   in  such  c o m p lic atio n s— as  if N arb o n d o ’s  m ach in atio n s  a re n ’t  en o u g h .  N ow   w e  h av e  tw o v illain s to  deal  w ith .  W e k eep  th e w ea th er ey e o n  o n e o f  th e m , an d   all  alo n g   the  o th er  o n e ’s  w atching   us.   A n d ,  I ’m   afraid , g en tlem en ,  th at  I ’ll  h av e  to   leave  y ou  to   it— m y  train  d ep arts K in g ’s C ro ss  S tatio n  to m orrow   m orning at ten  sh arp ,  now   th at the  o x y g en a to r  is  fin ished.  I  c a n ’t  affo rd   to   p u t  if   o ff.  C o n ditio n s  are  alm o st  rig h t.” 

K eeble  w aved  his  h an d   haphazardly.  “ D rake  is  m y  a ffa ir,” 

he  said ,  sig h in g ,  as  if  h e  w ere  tired  o f  th e  w hole  issu e.  “ I ’m not  sure  I  w o n ’t  sell  him   the  p lan s.  W h at  d ifferen ce  w o u ld   it m ak e?” “ You c a n ’t!”  cried Ja c k , h a lf risin g  from  his chair.  A nd ju s t  as  h e  sh o u ted ,  lig h tn in g   lit  the  ro ad   as  if   it  w ere  m idday and  th u n d e r  rattled   th e  w in d o w s,  ro llin g   aw ay  fo r  alm o st  a m inute  befo re  silence  fell.  R ain  th u dded  ag ain st th e  pan es  and fell o ff, th en  th u dded again in a w ash  o f  great dro p s that w hirled an d  flew   in the w in d .  T h e ab ru p t arrival o f  the w eath er seem ed
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to  furl J a c k ’s sa ils, fo r he slum ped into h is c h a ir an d  w as silent. 

“T h e  lad  is  rig h t,”  said  G o d all,  k nocking  h is  pipe  against th e  ed g e   o f   a g l a s s   ashtray.  “D rake  m u stn ’t  h ave  the  engine. 

H e ’ll  h av e  w h a t’s  com ing  to   h im   and  no  m o re — no  le ss,  I sh o u ld   say.  I ’ve co m e  u p   w ith  a  b it o f  inform ation  m y se lf that w ill,  if I ’m   n o t  m istak en ,  satisfy  all  o f  y ou  on  several  points. 

D rake  an d   N arb o n d o   are  in  league,  I  m ean  to   say.  O r  at  least th e o n e d o es b usiness  w ith  the  other.  I ’ve  taken  a  room   across fro m   th e  d o c to r’s  ca b in e t— D rake  has  visited  N arbondo  m ore th an   o nce. 

“ I  fo llo w ed   the  tw o   o f   th em   yesterday  afte rn o o n — not  to gether,  m ind  you;  D rake  w o u ld n ’t  be  seen  abroad  w ith  N arb o n d o .  T h ey   m et  at  a  p ublic  hou se  in  th e  B o ro u g h ,  a   low   sort o f  p lace  th a t  ap p ears  to   h ave  sp rung  u p   fairly  recently.  I t’s  at the b ac k  o f  o n e o f  th ose old  sp raw ling in n y ard s,  long ag o  fallen in to  d isu se,  an d  ev en   the  local  p eo p le  avoid  it.  T h e re ’s ro o m s, as I  say,  that  b ack   u p  on to   an   alley;  if  th e re ’s  a fro n t  entran ce, I  c o u ld n ’t  find  it.  L ik ely   en o u g h   it  lets  o u t  into  th e  old  inn, w h ich  is a reg u la r w arren o f  gab les an d  attic ro o m s an d  hallw ays th a t  se em   to   lead   no w h ere.  I f  a   m an  w as  sco u tin g   o u t  an  ap p ro p ria te  location  fo r  an   op iu m   d en ,  h e ’d  h av e  to   lo o k   no farther.  T h e re ’s  n o t  m uch  else  co u ld   b e   d o n e  w ith  it,  though. 

“ A nyw ay,  th e se  ro o m s— th ree  o f  th em   w ith  th e  w alls  b ro k en  o u t to  co n n e ct th e m — le t o u t on to   th e  alley.  T h e re ’s  not a w indow   in  th e  alley   w all,  an d   it’s d ark   as  p itch   inside  the  p ub an d   co ld   as  a  w inding  sh eet.  L u ck   fo r  m e ,  in  fa c t,  fo r  I ’m certain  th a t i f  th e y ’d  g o tte n  a  g lim p se o f  th e cu t o f  m y clo th es, th e y ’d   h av e  seen   m e  o u t.” 

G o d all  p au sed   o v e r  h is  pipe  an d   stu d ied   th e   street,  w here slu icin g   rain   w as  illu m in ated   ev ery   m inute  o r  tw o  b y   ragged lig h tn in g . 

“ D a m n ,  b u t  th e re ’s  a   d raft  in  h e re ,”  said  the  C ap tain .  H e pu lled   a   p laid   m u ffler  fro m   u n d er  the  co u n ter  an d   w rapped  it ro u n d   h is  sh o u ld e rs,  th en   w aved  his  pipe  at  G odall  as  if   to su g g est  h e  resu m e  h is  story. 

“T h e re ’s  n o th in g   to   identify  th e  p la c e   b u t  a  cu rio u s  sign o v e r o n e  o f  th e  alley   d o o rs,  an d   not  a   hanging  sign eith er,  but p ain ted   o n   an d   ill  done:  T h e  B lood  P u dding,  it  reads.  Inside w ere  a   d o zen   o r  m o re  m en ,  sitting  idle,  not  sp eak in g ,  m ind y o u ,  a n d  th ere  w e re n ’t m o re  th an  tw o o f  th em  had  an y th in g  to d rin k .  E v en   th o se  w eren ’t  in terested   in  th e ir  glass,  although
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on e  k ep t  p eerin g   at  it  as  if  th ere  w as  so m ething  in  am ong  the bu b b les  to   see,  as  if  he   rem em bered th at  th ere  w as  som ething th ere he  lik ed  m ig h tily  o n c e ,  b u t c o u ld n ’t q u ite  fath o m  it now. 

T he  o d d   th in g   ab o u t  h im   w as  th a t  h e  lo o k ed   as  if   h e ’d   been dead  fo r  a  m onth. 

“ It  w a sn ’t  ju s t  lack  o f   su n ,  either.  T h ere  w as  so m ething unw h o leso m e  about  h im — ab o u t  all  o f  th e m ,  fo r  th a t  m atter, that  all  th e  fresh  a ir  w o u ld n ’t  undo.  O n e  stood  u p   a fte r  c o n su m in g  a qu an tity  o f  the m o st loath so m e-lo o k in g  b la ck  pu d ding an d   w alked  face  first  into  th e  w all  befo re  h e  g o t  h is  bearin g s an d   set  a  co u rse  fo r  th e  door. 

“K elso  D rake ap p eared  a  q u arte r o f  an h o u r a fte r the doctor, w ho  w as  in v o lv ed ,  at  the  tim e,  in  a   m eal  co n sistin g   en tirely o f   liv e  b ird s— sp arrow s  if   m y  kno w led g e  o f   th e  scien ce  o f o rn ith o lo g y   is  not  am iss.  H e  c a u g h t  an d   co n su m ed   them   b eneath  a   d rap e  th at  h u n g   to   th e  floor.  T he  n atu re  o f   the  m eal w as  ev id en t,  fo r  th e  p eep in g   an d   ch irp in g   o f   th e  p o o r  th in g s filled  th e  dark en ed   ro o m ,  an d   the  rustle  o f  th e ir w in g s  ag ain st the  d rap e  p lay ed   ag a in st  the  cru sh   and  sn a p  o f  tiny  bones. 

“ D rake w as taken ab a ck , I can  tell y o u , w h en  the hun ch b ack ap p eared  from   ben eath   the  d ra p e ,  ch in   b lo o d ie d ,  an d   a   scatterin g   o f  b ro k en   m eats  litterin g   th e   tab le  befo re  h im .” 

“ B y G o d ,” in terru p ted  the C ap tain ,  standing u p  an d  peering tow ard the rear o f  the shop, “th e re’s a w indow  open that shouldn’t b e, o r I ’m  a lu b b e r.” H e stum ped ro u n d  th e co u n ter, lit a  c a n d le , and  disap p eared   into  th e  ro o m   that  c o n tain e d ,  sin ce  K ra k e n ’s v isit,  a   h alf-em p tied   sea  ch est.  H is  sh o u t  b ro u g h t  th e  rest  o f th e  clu b   to   th e ir  feet. 

G aslam ps were lit and the w indow  w as pulled shut and bolted. 

O n  the  flo o r  lay  the  sp y g lass,  th e  sex tan t,  an d  tw o  bits  o f  o ak p lan k .  T h e  C ap tain   lean ed   into  the  c h e st,  h au led   o u t  the  pig and  the  sab ers,  an d   realized   alm o st  at  o n ce  th a t  th e  em erald b ox  w as  g o n e.  H e  slam m ed  d o w n   th e  lid ,  th rew   th e  w indow open  o nce  ag ain ,  an d   lean ed   o u t  into  th e  alley  in  a   w ash  o f rain . T h ere w as n o thing to  se e in eith er d irec tio n  w hen lightning o b lig ed  him  by brig h ten in g  th e  oth e rw ise d ark  n ig h t.  H e turned to   h is  co m p an io n s,  d rip p in g   rain  fro m   h is  b ea rd ,  an d   g estured helplessly. 

“ S o m eth in g   sto len ?”   asked  St.  Iv es,  a   rh eto rical  q u estio n , g iv en   th e  d eb ris  o n   th e   flo o r  an d   th e  o p en   w indow . 

“ A y e ,”  g asp ed   the  C a p ta in ,  reelin g   to w ard   a  chair.  B u t  he
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h a d n ’t  sat  fo r  m ore  than  a   few   seco n d s  befo re  h e  w as  u p   and th ro u g h   the  door,  b u rstin g   into  K ra k e n ’s  em p ty   ro o m   w ith   a shout.  S ilen ce  m et  him . 

“ K rak en   g o n e!”  crie d   S t.  Ives. 

“T h e  sc o u n d rel!”  sh o u ted   the  C aptain. 

“ P e rh a p s,”  said  G o d all  p assionlessly,  “ K rak en   h im self  has b een   the   victim   o f  this  th ief.  L e t’s  n o t  leap  to   co n c lu sio n s.” 

“O f   c o u rse ,”  said  S t.  Iv es.  “ I ’d   b e t  o n   th e  m an  w ith   the ch im n ey  p ip e  h at h e re — th e on e w h o  w as a fte r the p lan s to  the en g in e.  I ran afoul  o f  h im  m y se lf recently.  I ’d  b et h e ’s sneaked in  th ro u g h   the  ca se m en t,  robbed  the  C a p ta in ’s   se a  ch e st,  and d o n e  K raken  a  m is c h ie f w hile  D rake  w ay laid   u s  in  the  shop; th a t’s the tic k e t.” St.  Ives stroked h is c h in , sq u in tin g  a t nothing. 

“ B ut w h y  sh o u ld  th is m an  n ecessarily b e in  leag u e w ith  D rak e?” 

H e  add ressed   the  q u estio n   to   no  o n e ,  b u t  G o d all  answ ered. 

“ D rake ow ns the house in W ardour S treet— one am ong many. 

Y our  d isg u ise,  by  the  w ay,  w as  a   b it  o n   th e  tran sp aren t  side. 

It  w as  m e  th a t  y ou  b u m p e d  in to  a fte r y o u ’d  go tten   h o ld  o f  the c lo c k .” 

T h e  captain  in terru p ted   the  ex c h an g e  b y   rag in g   b ac k   into th e  ro o m   w av in g   the  alm o st  em p ty   w h isk y   bottle  th a t  h e ’d fo u n d   u n d er  K ra k e n ’s  b ed .  “T h is  is  all  s tu ff!”  h e  cried .  “T h e m a n ’s  m ade  o f f   w i t h . . .  w ith   m y  property,  an d   n o   m istake. 

T h ere w as n o  m an  in  a h a t— n o t h ere anyw ay,  k id n ap p in g  and ro b b in g  an d  clatterin g  ab o u t u n d er o u r noses.  N o ,  sir.  K ra k en ’s m ade aw ay w ith  the g o o d s, and th e re ’s n o  use m aking u p  ta le s .” 

“W h a t  go o d s?”   asked  S t.  Ives  innocently.  “ P erhaps  w e can rec o v er  th e m .” 

T he  C ap tain   fell  silent  and  co llap sed   in to  an   arm ch air,  p re cip itatin g  a  little clo u d  o f  d u st.  H e b u ried  h is face in h is h ands, h is  an g e r ap p aren tly   h aving  fled   in  th e  face  o f  S t.  Iv e s’  q u e stion.  T he  C aptain  lo oked u p  at h is cong reg ated   frie n d s,  started to   sp e ak ,  glan ced   at  Ja ck ,  an d   sh ook  h is  head.  “ L eave  m e  to th in k ,”  he  said  sim ply,  an d   slo u ch ed   d ee p er  into  h is  chair, su ddenly tire d   an d  o ld ,  h is  face  lin ed  w ith   a  h u n dred th o u san d sea  m iles  an d   th e  w eath er  o f  co u n tless  sto rm s  an d   suns. 

T h u n d e r rattled   the  ca se m en t,  an d   th e  p arty  g ath ered  co ats an d   h ats  an d   silen tly   m ade  read y   to   b en d   o u t  in to   the  ro ad , aw ash  n o w   w ith  th e  d ow npour.  Ja c k   and  K eeble  h ad   o n ly   to cro ss  Jerm y n   S treet  to   shelter,  b u t  S t.  Iv es  and  G o d all  had   a lo n g e r jo u rn ey .  T he m u ffled  ch im in g  o f  a  clo ck  co u ld  b e  heard
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through  d ie  peltin g   ra in — tw o   d o lefu l  peals  th a t  an n o u n c ed , m o re th an  an y th in g  else ,  th e certain ty  th a t h an so m  cab s  w ould lo n g   since  h ave  ceased   to   ru n ,  an d   th a t  th e  w alk ,  fo r  S t.  Ives at le ast,  w ould b e a  lo n g  an d  sodden o n e.  T h e  B oh em ian  C ig ar D ivan  lay  som e  h a lf m ile  to   th e  n o rth east,  an d   th e  B ertas so  in P im lico   so m e  three  m iles  to  the  so u th east,  b u t  fo r  six  blo ck s o r  so , G o d all an d  St.  Ives w alk ed  to g e th er d o w n  Jerm y n  tow ard H ay m ark et.  N eith er  w as  satisfied   w ith  the  half-fin ish ed   m e eting.  T h in g s  w ere  h o ttin g   u p   at  such  a  rate  th a t  action  o f  som e sort  seem ed  to   be  called  for.  B iw eekly  m eetings  o v e r  cigars and  ale  w ould  avail  th em   little. 

St.  Ives  k n ew   alm o st  n o thing  o f  G o d all,  w ho  w as  a   frien d , a fte r a ll,  o f  C aptain  P o w ers,  an d   a  fairly   recen t  friend  at  that. 

B u t  he  w as  very  ap p aren tly   en m esh ed   in  th e  N arb o n d o -D rak e b u sin e ss,  fo r  reaso n s  St.  Ives  c o u ld n ’t  en tirely   fath o m .  W hy, in  fa c t,  w as  C ap tain   P ow ers  so  tho ro u g h ly   c a u g h t  u p ?  W hy 

 h a d   N aib o n d o   been  seen   lu rk in g   ou tsid e  the  sm o k e  sh o p ,  if in d eed   he h a d ?  M ig h tn ’t h e as ea sily  h av e b een   w atch in g  K ee-b le ’s  h o u se ,  o n   the  adv ice,  possibly,  o f  K elso   D rak e?  It  w as  a m u d d le.  S t.  Ives  lo nged  to b e b ack  in  H arro g ate,  in am o n g  h is scien tific  ap p aratu s,  co n su ltin g   the  staid  an d   learn ed   H asb ro , lo sin g   h im s e lf in  m atters  o f  p h ysics  an d   astronom y.  H e  co u ld alm o st  sm ell  th e  steel  chips  and  h o t  o il  o f   the  w o rk sh o p   o f P ete r  H all,  th e  little  D o rc h ester  black sm ith   w h o   co n stru cted th e  shell  o f   the  riv eted   space  cra ft.  T h ere  w ere  to o   dam n ed m any  distractio n s  in  L o n d o n ,  all  o f  th em   ch atterin g   fo r  a tten tion. 

Ju st  th a t  aftern o o n   h ad   com e  a   n o te  fro m   the  R oyal  A cad em y. O n th e strength o f  h is kno w led g e o f  B ird lip  an d  h is frie n d sh ip   w ith   th e  un co m m u n icativ e  W illiam   K ee b le,  S t.  Iv es  w as in v ited   to   particip ate  in  certain   p ro g ram s  in v o lv in g   the  study o f   B ird iip ’s  am azin g   cra ft,  w hich  had  been  sig h ted   o v e r  th e D en m ark   S trait  fa r  u p   into  the  thin  a ir  o f   th e  strato sp h ere, sw in g in g  to w ard   Icelan d  on  a  cou rse  th a t w o u ld   sw eep  it  once ag ain   o v e r  G re ater  L o n d o n .  B allo o n   ex p e d itio n s  w ere  b ein g read ied   in  R ey k jav ik .  T h ere  w as  som e  reaso n   to   su p p o se  that d ie  b lim p   w ould  u ltim ately  d esce n d ,  perh ap s  la n d ,  in   the  fo llo w in g   w eeks.  It  m ig h t— w h o   c o u ld   say?— sim ply  fall  o n to L o n d o n  ro oftops like a sp en t b allo o n . T h e p ro fe sso r’s particu la r k n o w led g e m ig h t b e  u seful.  A nd d id n ’t he.  know  th e to y m a k er
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W illiam   K ee b le?  C o u ld n ’t  h e ,  p erh a p s,  use  h is  in flu e n ce___

C o ersio n   is  w hat  it  w as.  H ere  w as  an  offer.  S t.  Iv es  w as  to d ro p   h is  w o rk ,  lo ck   th e  doors  o f   h is  laboratory,  send  H asbro to S carb o ro u g h  o n  holiday.  A n d   in ex c h an g e , th e  R oyal  A ca d em y   w ould  b lin k   the  ig n orance  an d   scientific  preju d ice  o u t  o f th e ir  ey e s,  clean   th e ir  sp ectacles,  and  agree  to   c o n sid er  him so m ething  m ore  than  a  lunatic  eccen tric.  W hy  c o u ld n ’t  a  m an ju s t go about his w ork? W hy m ust h e alw ays b e m eddled w ith? 

W h o    w ere  all  th ese  people  and  w hat  legitim ate  claim  h ad  they on his tim e? N one w hatsoever. T h e answ er w as clear as W hite-fria r’s  cry sta l,  an d   y et  hardly  a  day   w ent  by  but  w hat  som e new   m ystery,  som e  co m p lain t,  som e  req u est  arrived  by  post, som e  od d   m an  in  a  ch im n ey   pipe  h at  p eered   in  the  w indow   at yo u ,  o r som e lo n g  lost K raken ap p eared  from  an alley and stole an  un id en tifiab le  trifle  from   a  friend  on  the  m ost  rainy,  m iserab le n ig h t im a g in a b le— a n ig h t that h ad  no b u siness show ing its  face  in  the  sp rin g ,  fo r G o d ’s  sake. 

W ater ran  fro m  th e b rim  o f  his  felt h at like  a  b eaded curtain an d  so aked h is o v erco at u ntil  it hu n g  h eavy as chain m ail.  A nd ju s t w hen it seem ed that the rain w as lettin g  up  an d  th e shadow s o f  recessed   d o o rw ay s  in  the  h o uses  across  the  street  b egan  to so lidify  o u t  o f   the  m ists,  th ere  w as  a   bang  and  a   crash  as lig h tn in g  lit the ro o fto p s and rip p ed  to  bits w h ate v er fo rces h ad attem pted  to   subdue  th e  w eather.  W in d   tore  alo n g   the  street, w h ip p in g  the  tails o f  St.  Iv e s ’  co at an d   sending a  ch ill th ro u g h h im  th a t an ticip ated  a lan cin g  d elu g e fro m  the starless heav en s. 

T he tw o  m en  bo u n d ed  as o n e into the doo rw ay  o f  a  d ark  ho u se w h ere  the  w ind  an d   w et,  at  le a st,  w ere  p o w erless  to   follow . 

“D ead ly   n ig h t,”   said  S t.  Iv es  blackly. 

“ M m m ,"   resp o n d ed   h is  co m p an io n . 

“W h at d o  y ou  su p p o se  K raken  sto le?” ask ed   St.  Ives.  “N ot that  it’s  m y  b u siness  e n tire ly — alth o u g h   I  h ave  a   sn eak in g susp icio n   it  w ill  beco m e  so.  I t’s ju s t  th a t  th e  C ap tain   seem ed so   p e c u lia rly . . .  d ev a sta ted   by  it.  I t ’s  a   side  o f   h im   I  h a d n ’t s e e n .” 

G o d all  lit  h is  pipe  in  silen c e,  h is to b a cc o ,  p ip e ,  an d  eq u ip m en t  m iracu lo u sly   dry.  St.  Iv es  d id n ’t  b o th e r  to   lo o k   at  his ow n .  S om e  d ay   so o n — a fte r  the  successful  lau n ch in g   o f   the sta rs h ip — h e ’d  set  ab o u t  dev elo p in g   a  m eth o d   to   m ain tain   the suitability  o f   h is  sm o k in g   app aratu s  in  ev en   th e  m o st  hellish
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w eather.  T h ere  w ould  th en   be  o n e  th ing  in  h is  life  th a t  w as  a certainty, a  constant, that the forces o f w eather and chaos co uldn’t m ake  a   hash  of. 

“ I ’m   not  at  all  sure  how   y o u ’ve  m anaged  to  keep  y o u r to b acco   an d   m atches  dry,”   said  S t.  Iv es,  “ but  m y  ow n   are m u c k .” 

“ H ere,  m y  go o d   fellow ,”  responded  G odall  graciously,  o fferin g   h is  open  pouch.  “T h an k   the  C ap tain .  I t ’s  his  blend. 

S u p erio r to  an y  o f  m y o w n ,  to o .” T h e tw o m en  passed  m atches an d  tam p ers back and fo rth , sp eak in g  in lo w  tones and w atching the  rain  roar  d o w n   in  an  u n d u latin g ,  o paque  cu rtain ,  looking fo r all the  w orld as if  the gods w ere  shaking o u t a co sm ic  sheet in  the  roadw ay. 

“ I ’m   not  certain   ab o u t  th e  th e ft,”   said  G o d all,  w hen  St. 

Iv e s’  p ip e  w as  alight.  “ B u t  y o u ’v e  struck  it,  I  b eliev e ,  w hen y ou  said  it  w ould-becom e  o u r bu sin ess  soon en o u g h .  T h e  next few   d ay s  sh o u ld   clarify   th ings  a   b it,  th o u g h   I  su p p o se  the clarification w ill only serve to deepen the mystery.  G odall paused fo r  a   m o m e n t,  co n tem p latin g ,  th en   said:  “T h o se  m en   a t  th e B lo o d   P u dding.  T h ey   w ere  d ead   m en;  I ’m   certain   o f   it.  A nd y o u r read in g  O w le sb y ’s  n arrativ e to n ig h t  is w h at m ak es  m e  so certain.  W hat do  you think, as a m an o f  science?  C ou ld O w lesby anim ate  co rp ses?” 

“ I f  S eb astian said he co u ld ,  he c o u ld ,”  said  S t.  Ives sim ply. 

“ H ow   h e did  it I ’m  n o t certain ,  b u t it inv o lv ed  en o rm o u s ca rp , som ehow .  A n d   the  h o m u n cu lu s,  th e  th in g   in  the  b o x ,  w a sn ’t required.  It’s apparent from  the m anuscript that O w lesby thought th e  creatu re  w ould  reveal  th e  secret  o f   p erpetual  life  to   him . 

K ee b le  th o u g h t  so   too.  W hat  K eeble  d id ,  o r  attem p ted   to   d o w ith   e n g in e s— th a t’s  w hat  O w lesb y   w o u ld   acco m p lish   w ith h u m a n   bein g s.  T h a t’s  partly  the  exp lan atio n   o f  p o o r  K ee h le’s d e c lin e — fo rg iv e  m e  fo r  sp eak in g   in  such  term s  o f   a   friend. 

B u t  d am n   m e ,  th is  bu sin ess  h as  b een   ru in o u s.  K eeb le  b lam es h im self,  I  th in k ,  fo r  h aving  put  O w lesby  on to   the  creatu re  in th e  first p la ce ,  fo r h aving filled O w lesby  w ith  notions o f  o v erco m in g   in e rtia.” 

“ A n d   so   h is  carin g   fo r  Ja ck   th ese  p ast  fifteen  y e a rs,”  said G o d all. 

S t.  Iv es sh ru g g ed .  “ Yes an d  no.  H e’d  h av e d o n e so  anyw ay. 

T h e tw o  o f  th e m — K eeble an d  O w le sb y — w ere close as broth-
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ere,  and  W in n ifre d   K eeb le  an d   N ell  w ere  in sep arab le  since ch ild h o o d .” 

“ A h ,  N e ll,”  said  G o d all,  nod d in g   alm o st  im perceptibly. 

“ W ell,  there  it  is.  T h e  m en  at  th e  B lo o d   P u dding  w ere  dead m e n ,  as I  say,  an d  I w atched  N aib o n d o  th ro u g h  the cu rtain  tw o d ay s ago rev iv e w h at w as alm o st certain ly  a  co rp se.  H ow  D rake ties  in  I ’m   not  y et  su re,  alth o u g h   it  seem ed  to   m e  th a t th e  tw o w ere  strik in g   som e  sort o f  barg ain  th e re — th at N arb o n d o ,  p erh ap s,  su p p ly  D rak e w ith  an arm y  o f  w illin g  w o rk e rs— w orkers the  u n io n  b o sses  w ould  find  un m alleab le.  O r,  n o w  th a t  I  listen to   y o u r  story  o f   the  creatu re  in  the  b o x ,  it’s  entirely   possible th a t  D rake h o p es to  p u rch ase  that w h ich  O w lesb y  d esire d ,  and th a t  he  b eliev es  N a ib o n d o   can  d eliv er  it.  In  w hich  case  the landing  o f   th is  b lim p   m ig h t  prove  in terestin g ,  if,  as  y ou  say, the  h u n ch b ack   u n d erstan d s  the  hom u n cu lu s  to   be  a b o a rd .” 

“ H e  m ig h t,”  said   St.  Ives.  “ B u t  th e re ’s  n o   certain ty   o f  it.” 

“A n d  th e re ’s an o th er p arty ,” said  G o d all, “ a  se lf-sty led  m essiah  w ith   the  u n likely  n am e  o f  S h ilo h ,  w h o   h as  a   hand  in  the m ystery.  H e ’s  the  o n e,  by  th e  by,  w h o   b ru sh ed   yo u   into  the roadw ay m om ents before I appeared in front o f D rake’s brothel.” 

“T h e o ld   m an!” cried  S t.  Iv es,  th e n atu re o f  th e tw o em pty-eyed  m en  o n   th e  stairs  an d   o f   the  b lo o d less  e a r  su ddenly  revealed.  St.  Iv es  sh ook  h is  head.  It  w as  a   lo ath so m e  bu sin ess, b u t none o f  it preclu d ed  his b ein g  o n  the ex p re ss n ex t m orning, b o u n d   fo r  H arro g ate.  H e ’d   b e  o n ly   ho u rs  out  o f   L o n d o n ,  in term s  o f  clo ck   tim e,  an d   could  sail  b ack   in ,  pistol  in  h an d ,  as it w ere,  w hen th e call cam e.  In  fig u rativ e term s,  th an k  h eaven, H arro g ate w as light y ears d istan ce fro m   L o n d o n ,  an d  such w as the  n atu re  o f   reality   that  h e ’d   trav erse  th e   m iles  in  little  o v er fo u r  h o u rs,  an d   ea t  cak es  an d   te a   in  a   room   h u n g   w ith  star ch arts  an d   book sh elv es. 

“W h en  d o   you  retu rn ?”  ask ed  G o d all  suddenly,  break in g   in upon  S t.  Iv e s ’  reverie. 

“ I  h a d n ’t  th o u g h t  m uch  along  th o se  lin e s,”  the  physicist adm itted. 

“ I rath e r fe a r fo r th is  m an K ra k e n ,” said G odall.  “ H e struck m e  as  b ein g   a  b it  m ad ,  in  tru th ,  b u t  h arm less.  H e ’d   best  be fo u n d .  A n d   I ’m   fairly  certain   that  none  o f  u s  are  m an  eno u g h to   see  th is  th in g   th ro u g h   alone.  I t’s  co llectiv e  sp irit  that  w ill d efeat  th em   in  the  e n d .” 
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“O f  c o u rse , o f  c o u rs e .” S t.  Iv e s ’ p ip e w en t d ea d . T h ere w as tru th   in  G o d a ll’s  statem en t.  H e  co u ld ,  he  su p p o sed ,  retu rn   to L o n d o n   in a  few   d ay s.  A  w eek ,  say.  F iv e d ay s at m o st.  T h ree. 

B u t  fix in g   a   d ate  rath e r  k ic k ed   the  day lig h ts  o u t  o f  h is  cakes an d  tea.  “ I f  an y th in g  d e v e lo p s,”  S t.  Iv es heard  h im s e lf say in g , 

“ send  fo r  m e  straightaw ay  an d   I ’ll  b e  on  the  n ex t  train.  I f   I d o n ’t h ea r fro m  y ou b efo re,  I ’ll see y ou n ex t T h u rsd ay  ev en in g at the shop.  T h ese  m eetin g s sh o u ld  beco m e a  b it m o re regular, at  le ast  u n til  afte r  th e  ap p earance  o f  B ird lip .” 

“A g reed ,” said G odall, w ho thrust out his hand, then hunched o u t  in to   th e  slackening  rain ,  striding  aw ay  to w ard   S oh o ,  the w ords “G o o d  lu ck ” sailin g  b ack  o v er h is sh o u ld e r o n  th e breeze. 

St.  Iv es  set  o u t  d o w n   R e g en t,  hun k erin g   into  h is  co a t,  w o n derin g   h o w   it  w as  th a t  G o d all  seem ed  so   d am n ed   efficien t, how   h e  w ore  so   w ell  h is  m an tle  o f  intrigue  an d   m ystery. 

T h e  lights  o f   th e  C a p ta in ’s  shop  g lo w ed   fa r  b eh in d   th em now   through  the  rain ,  an d   ju s t  visible  in  the  dim ly  lit  room w as  th e  C a p ta in   h im self,  un m o v in g .  T h e  C a p ta in ’s  m in d   w as em pty,  the d u st beaten  o u t o f  it by  th is sudden enorm ity.  W hat w ould he say to  h er? To Ja ck ? If h e fo u n d  K r a k e n . . .  h e d id n ’t k n o w   w hat h e  w ould do.  It w as h is o w n  d am n ed  fau lt,  w aving the  box  aro u n d   w ith   K rak en   su p p osedly  unco n scio u s  in  an ad jacent  room .  S uddenly  he  stiffen ed .  It  w a sn ’t ju s t  th e  b o x , after  all,  th at  h ad   b een   w aved  around.  H e  ch eck ed   h is  po ck et w atch.  Q u a rte r p ast  tw o .  T h re e  o ’c lo ck   w ould  tell  the  tale. 

T h e  han d s  cre p t  ro u n d ,  th e  C a p ta in   reg ard in g ,  th en   casting aw ay,  p la n   a fte r  plan .  A t  five  u n til  th ree,  he  listened  fo r  the k n o ck   at  th e  door.  H e  paced   fro m   ro o m   to   ro o m ,  dim m in g lig h ts,  w atch in g   th ro u g h   w indow s.  N o   o n e  cam e.  T h e  streets w ere  silen t b u t  fo r th e  p atter  o f  rain.  P erhaps  s h e ’d   fo rg o tten , w as  asleep.  F o u r  o ’clo ck   p assed ,  five.  A t  ten  n ex t  m o rn in g , w hen a  c u sto m e r rap p ed  a t the m ysterio u sly  lo ck ed  d o o r o f  the sh o p ,  h e  aw ak en ed   C ap tain   P o w e rs,  w h o   leap ed   u p   w ith   a shout fro m   a  d rea m   in v olving d ark  L o n d o n  alley s  an d   stooped crim in als.  H e  co u ld n ’t  face  the  d ay   alone;  it  w as  tim e  to   take G o d all  co m p letely   into  h is  confid en ce. 
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At the  Oceanarium

A t  the  sam e  tim e  th at  St.  Ives  w as  read in g   O w lesb y ’s  m an u scrip t  to   th e  h o rrified   m em b ers  o f   th e  T rism egistus  C lu b   at C ap tain   P o w e rs’  sh o p ,  D r.  Ig n acio   N arb o n d o   an d   W illis  Pule w ere  d riv in g   alo n g   B ay sw ater  R oad  to w ard   C rav en   H ill.  T he sky w as a co n fu sio n  o f  w h irlin g  clo u d s, an d  th ere w as n o  m oon to   b rig h ten   th e  ro a d ,  w hich  w as  still  d ry   d espite  little  flurries o f  rain d ro p s  th a t  sw ep t  along  now   an d   th e n ,  ca u sin g   the  tw o m en to  y an k  th e co llars o f  th e ir co a ts tig h ter around th e ir necks. 

T he  d o m e  o f  the  ocean ariu m   lay  like  th e  shadow   o f  a hum p ed b ea st  th ro u g h   th e  o ak s,  the  bro ad   b ran ch es  o f   w hich  shaded the  ro ad   and  ad jacen t  p ark   into  u tte r obscurity. 

T h e h u n ch b ack  rein ed  the  h orse  in  som e  tw enty  y ards from the  d ark e n ed   b u ild in g ,  keep in g   w ell  b ack   into  b lack  forest shad o w s.  N o thing  stirred  but  th e   sighing  w in d   an d   th e  o cc asional  p atter o f  dro p s.  T h e  sto n e  block  o f  the ocean ariu m   w as gray  w ith   ag e ,  and  stained  brow n  in  long  vertical  streaks  from the  ru stin g   iron  sashes  o f   ban k s  o f   w indow s.  V ines  cre p t  u p along  the  w all,  trim m ed  aro u n d   w indow s  an d   ju s t  b eginning to  le a f  o u t in th e late A pril sp rin g .  N o  lig h ts shone from  w ith in , 87
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b u t  the  tw o   m en   k n ew   th a t  so m ew here  a   g ro u n d sk eep er  kept w atch ,  p o k in g   aro u n d ,  p erh ap s,  w ith  a  lit  can d le.  P ule  h o ped the  m an   w as  aslee p ,  and  h is  d og  w ith   h im .  H e  cre p t  along  the ed g e o f  th e b u ild in g ,  b elow   the  w in d o w s,  listening  and  w atch ing  and  trying  ea ch   w indow   in  tu rn ,  ready  to  c u t  and  run  at the  least  sound. 

H e grasp ed  th e  stile o f  a  bro ad  d o u b le ca se m en t and p u lle d , th e  w indow   creak in g   suddenly  o p en   in  a   little  spray  o f   rust ch ip s.  P ule hauled h im self u p ,  scrabbling fo r a toe-hold against th e  stones  an d   scraping  the  skin  from   h is  p alm s  against  the ro u g h   sill.  H e  fell  b ack  o n to   th e  g ro u n d ,  cu rsin g   u n d er  his breath  th e  n ig h t,  the  w in d o w s,  th e  invisible  w atch m an   an d  his d o g ,  an d   esp ecially   D o cto r  N arb o n d o ,  co m fo rtab ly   seated   on th e  d o g ca rt,  ready  to  flee  at  the  so und  o f  tro u b le.  P u le  knew , th o u g h ,  that  h e ’d   b e  loathe  to   leave  w ith o u t  th e  ca rp ,  that Jo a n n a  S o u th co te  w ould  b eco m e  n o thing  b u t  a   deco m p o sed h eap   o f   d u st  and  b o n e  w ith o u t  the  fis h — th a t  h e r  dod d erin g so n   w o u ld n 't  b e  h a lf   so   an x io u s  to   p art  w ith   h is  b ag   o f   h a lf cro w n s  if  th e ir attem p t  w ere  a   failure. 

P u le stru g g led  o n ce again at the w in d o w — p h ysical stren g th h ad  n e v e r b ee n  h is  forte.  H e  lo ath ed   it,  in  fact.  It  w as  ben eath h im .  A ll o f  th is in trigue w as ben eath  him .  S oo n ,  th o u g h ,  w hen ce rtain   th in g s  w ere  in  h is  p o sse ssio n ----- H e  fo u n d   h im self teeterin g  acro ss th e sill,  flailin g  h is leg s to  k eep  fro m  tu m b lin g b ac k   into  the  nig h t.  H e  tipped  h ead   fo re m o st,  finally,  into  the bu ild in g .  H is co a t cau g h t on  th e h in g e o f  the ca se m en t, yan k in g h im   sid ew ay s.  D ebris  clattered   from   his  p o ck et o n to   the  stone floor,  a n d  he cu rsed   as  h e  saw  d im ly   his  h a lf ca n d le roll  u n d er th e  iro n   leg s  o f   an   aq u ariu m .  M o m en ts  la te r  h e  w as  o n   his han d s  an d   kn ees  o n   the  d am p   flo o r gro p in g   fo r  it. 

T h e  a ir w as h eavy w ith the m usty sm ell o f  aq u aria an d  w ater w eed s  an d   th e  salt  that  cru sted   glass  lids  fro m   the  fine  spray o f  aeratin g  bu b b les.  P u le co u ld  h e a r th e ech o in g  d rip  o f  leaking tanks  a n d   the  sw ish   o f   bu b b les  o n   th e  o th e rw ise  still  surface w ater.  T h an k   G o d   h is  m atch es  h a d n ’t  fallen  in to   any  p uddles. 

H e  cro u ch ed   b eh in d   a   v ast,  rec tan g u la r  sto n e  m o n o lith   that su p p o rted  a b a n k  o f  d a rk  aq u aria,  an d  h e struck a  m atch ag ain st th e  ro u g h  g ran ite  in  a  h iss  o f  ig n itin g   sulphur.  H e  lit  the  piece o f  ca n d le ,  sh o v in g   it  secu rely   into  a  b rass  can d lestick . 

H e  p ee red   o u t  into  th e  d ark   ro o m ,  satisfied  th a t  h e  w as a lo n e ,  th e n   ro se  an d   step p ed   acro ss  to w ard   th e  op p o site  w all. 
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H e ’d   stro lled   ab o u t  th a t  sam e  ro o m   a   h alf-dozen  tim es  in   the last  m o n th ,  fam iliariz in g   h im s e lf w ith   th e  islan d s  o f  aq u aria, w ith   th e  p o sitio n   an d  n atu re o f  clo sets o f  n ets an d  sip h o n s  and b u ck ets an d  the great ru b b er b la d d ers th a t fed  a ir into th e tanks. 

H e fo u n d  a  b ro ad ,  sq u a re n et an d  a  ste p  sto o l,  an d  h au led  th em b ack  b o th   to   th e c e n te r o f  th e  ro o m .  H e  w av ed  h is ca n d le  at a lo n g ,  lo w   ta n k ,  sq u in tin g   th ro u g h   the  g la re  o f f  th e  g la ss,  and w atch in g  th e silv e r b u lk  o f  th e  g rea t ca rp  th a t lay barely  m oving am o n g   the  ro ck s  an d   w eed. 

P ule  step p ed  to  th e to p  o f  th e sto o l.  H e pulled th e glass  top fro m  th e ta n k ,  th e n  clim b e d  d o w n  an d  laid it carefu lly  o n to  th e floor.  In   a   m o m e n t  h e  w as  u p   a g a in ,  d ip p in g   h is  n et  in to   the aq u ariu m .  H e ’d   h a v e   to   b e  q u ic k .  I f  the  c a rp   w ere  g iv e n   h alf a  c h a n ce ,  th e y ’d  sail to  th e fa r en d  o f  the ta n k  an d  h o v e r th e re , a n d   h e ’d  h a v e  to   m ove  th e stool  to  g et a t th e m .  T h a t w o u ld n ’t d o .  H e  carefu lly   y an k ed   o u t  clu m p s  o f   w ee d ,  d ro p p in g   th em w ith   a  w et sp lat to  th e floor.  T h ere  w as n o  use tan g lin g  h is  net in  th em .  It  w as  a   c a rp   h e   w an ted ,  n o t  a   m ess  o f   greenery. 

T h ro u g h  th e  d im   w ater he co u ld  se e on e restin g  o n  th e g rav e l, a  m o ttled  koi so m e fo o t a n d  a h a lf in le n g th . T h a t w o u ld  suffice. 

P u le  ea se d   th e  n et  into  th e   w ater,  w ig g led   it  to   u n fu rl  the c o m e rs ,  an d   w ith   a   sud d en   lu n g e ,  sw e p t  it d o w n   a n d  o v e r the ta il  o f  th e  sle ep in g   fish ,  y an k in g   it  o u t  o f  th e  w a te r  befo re  it h ad  a  ch a n ce to  aw ak en .  H e g ro p ed  fo r its h e a d ,  try in g  to  ho o k a  fin g er  u n d e r  a   g ill.  W ater  sp lash ed   o u t  o f   d ie  aq u ariu m , d ro w n in g   th e  fro n t o f  h is  co at. 

T h e  ca rp   th rash e d   su d d en ly   sid ew ay s,  je rk in g   aw ay   from P u le ’s  h an d .  H e  lu nged  at  it  arid  crad led   th e  fish  in  h is  arm s, fee lin g  th e step  stool can tin g  o v e r as h e d id  so , a w a re , suddenly, o f  a   lig h t  being  trim m ed   b eh in d   h im   an d   o f  th e  bark in g   o f   a dog. 

“ H ere  n o w !”  ca m e  a   startled   v o ice  a s  P u le  an d   th e  fish to p p led  o v e r sid ew ay s in to  a m ess o f  so d d en  w aterw eed s. T railing an ach aris an d  a m b u lia , P u le w renched a t h is fish , slam m in g it  ag ain st  th e  sto n e  m o n o lith   a s   h e  ro lle d   ag a in st  it.  T h e   d og g ro w led   an d   sn a tch e d   a t  h is  p an tleg .  P u le  y elled   o b scen ities, u lu latin g   m a d ly   a t  d ie  d o g   a n d   h is  m aster,  h o p in g   th a t  the w atc h m a n — an  o ld   m an   w ith   a  g am e  le g — w o u ld n ’t b e  quick to   en g a g e  a n   o b v io u sly   lu n atic  fish  th ie f.  M ore  th a n   th a t,  h e h o p ed   th a t N arb o n d o   w o u ld  h e a r th e  ru ck u s  an d   g e t h is  filthy c a rt  u n d e r th e   w indow . 
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H e  k ick ed   at  the  d o g ,  clam p ed   no w   to   h is  p an tleg ,  and m anaged  on ly   to  d rag   it  along  b ehind  him .  Its  m aster  lim ped in ,  cro u ch ed   an d   w av in g   h is  arm s,  grap p lin g   afte r  the  d og  as if  w orried  on ly   that  P ule  m ig h t  m ake  aw ay  w ith  it  as  w ell  as w ith  th e  carp .  P u le  tu rn ed ,  th ru stin g   th e  fish  th ro u g h   the  w in d o w — there w as  no w ay h e ’d  c lam b e r out h o lding it— and felt it snatched from   h is g rasp.  A  spray an d   w ind-driven rain stung h is  ey es  as  h e  bo o sted   h im s e lf  th ro u g h ,  easily   now ,  w ith  the d og y am m erin g  b ehind  him   and  the  w indow   sill  som e tw o  feet lo w er now   that  he  w as  inside  the  b u ilding  rath e r th an   outside. 

T h e d istan ce to  the  g ro u n d ,  how ever,  w as  g rea ter than  h e ’d calc u lated ,  an d   he  fo und  h im self,  after  a  w ild ,  th rash in g   tu m b le ,  tw isted  in th e  m ud  b etw een   the  stones  o f  the  b u ild in g   and the w heel  o f  th e d o g cart.  N arbondo cu rsed   wildly,  P ule  cursed him   b ac k ,  and  the  w atch m an   clu tch ed   h is  little  d o g ,  staring inertly  at  th e  tw o  fro m   bey o n d   the  open  w indow .  T he  h u n ch b ack  w h ip p ed   up the  horses  as  P ule  g rabbed the  sideboard  and attem pted to  hoist h im self in,  k icking furiously to k eep  u p  w ith the  h orse  an d   fallin g   in  a   heap  into  the  b ed ,  face  first  into  the carcass  o f  th e  great  fish. 

H e  w as  tem p ted ,  as  he  lay  gasp in g   and  p an tin g ,  sm earing scaly  ooze  from   his  cheek   w ith  a  coat  sleeve,  to pum m el  N arbondo  sen seless  w ith   the  ca rp ,  to  pitch  the  h u nchback  o ff the fro n t o f  th e d o g cart  into  the  w ay o f  the  galloping  h o rse,  to  run across  h is tw isted   face  w ith  th e  iron-clad  cartw h eels  an d   leave him   to   d ie  in  the  m uck  o f   th e  roadw ay.  B ut  his  tim e  w ould com e. 

P ule  pick ed   u p   the  heavy  fish   and  th ru st  it  into  a  h a lf keg splash in g   w ith   w ate r  b arely  d eep   enough  to   su b m erg e  it.  He sw am   it  b ack   and  forth  to   revive  it,  but  the  th ing  w as  h alf cru sh ed . T he w ater,  in seco n d s,  w as a m ess o f  b lo o d  an d  scales. 

“ H e ’s d o n e !” shouted P ule at the back o f  N arb o n d o ’s b o u n cing  head. 

T he  h u nchback  shouted  so m eth in g ,  but  h is w ords  w ere  lost in the  w ind.  T h e  cart  bum ped  and clattered   an d  raced  betw een the  shadow y  o ak s,  careerin g   this  w ay  and  that  into  po th o les, nearly going o v e r into a d itc h , the m ud flung up from  the h o rs e ’s h ooves  spatterin g   around  P u le,  w ho  hung  on  w ith  both  hands now,  satisfied  to   leave  th e  fish  to   its  ow n  d ev ices.  W ith   a suddenness th a t catapulted P ule into N arb o n d o ’s back, the horse reared to  a sto p ,  an d  in an  ob scu rin g  d elu g e o f  rain ,  the h u n ch 
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b ac k  clam b e re d  o v e r in to  th e b ac k  o f  th e c a rt, je rk in g  h is head at  P u le. 

‘T a k e   th e  b lo o d y  rein s!”  he  g asp ed ,  th ro w in g  open  h is bag an d   reach in g   into  it  fo r  a  scalpel.  H e  p au sed   lo n g   e n o u g h   to fetch   P u le  a   sh o v e  th a t  n early   p itch ed   h im   o u t  o f  th e  w ag o n , an d  in m o m en ts th e y  w ere aw ay ag a in , P u le d riv in g , th e d o cto r lay in g  th e fish  o p en   w ith  h is b la d e,  m utterin g  u n d er h is breath som e  foul  b u sin e ss  th a t  w as  sw ep t  b eh in d   th em   on  th e  w in d an d   rain   an d   so   lo st en tirely   o n   P u le,  w h o   w as  filled  w ith   h is o w n   b la ck   th o u g h ts  o f  d ea th   an d   revenge. 

T h ere  w as n o  real  rea so n  to  b e  fearfu l,  q u ite likely.  N o  on e su spected  her,  y e t  she  felt  in clin ed   to w ard   d ark n e ss,  tow ard v en tu rin g   o u t  at  n ig h t.  S he  p ray ed   that  the  d ay   w o u ld   soon co m e th a t it w ould b e o th e rw ise .  C ap tain  P o w ers w o u ld  see to it.  S h e  h u rried   alo n g   d o w n   S haftsbury,  h idden  in  h e r  cloak th ro u g h  n early  em p ty  stree ts,  h e r um b rella slanted b ack  to  stop th e  w in d   an d   rain   th a t  d ro v e  in  fro m   the  w est.  T h e  w eath er w as  fa r to o   evil  fo r an y o n e  to   b e   o u t  an d   ab o u t,  a n d   th e  h o u r w as  la te — lo n g   afte r  m idnight. 

H e r life o f  hom eless  w andering  in th e In d ies,  la ter fo r three y ears  in   S o u th   C a ro lin a,  and  now ,  finally,  in  L o n d o n — the h o m e  o f  h e r y o u th ,  b u t  now   the  p lace  in the  w orld  m o st  laden w ith   susp icio n   and  fe a r— had   b een  relieved  by  h er  having fo u n d  a  sin g le,  safe p o rt,  as it w ere,  an island in a  sea o f  tu m u lt and  rem o rse.  C ap tain   P ow ers  w as  th at  islan d — a   m an  w hom n o th in g  co u ld   u n settle,  w h o   w ith   h is  p eg   leg co u ld   strid e  p u rp o sefu lly   acro ss  heav in g   d ec k s  aw ash  w ith  se aw ater,  co u ld ste er  a   co u rse  by  the  shad o w s  o f  stars. 

B u t  w h at  p articu larly   su ited  h e r w as  th e  C a p ta in ’s  ob v io u s reg a rd   fo r  c u rio u s,  friv o lo u s  tilings.  In   th e  m id st  o f  h is  stony p racticality   w as  a   litter  o f   o d d itie s— h is  rid icu lo u s  sm o k in g le g ,  a  m o n k ey -to o th   neck lace  h e ’d   been  g iv en  b y   a  ju n g le  ex p lo rer in  ex c h an g e fo r tw o  b o ttles o f  sc o tch ,  a  p ip e th a t b u rn ed to b acco  an d  em itte d   so ap  b u b b le s  sim ultaneously,  a  co llectio n o f  trifle s p u rp o rte d  to   yield   go o d   lu c k  a n d   w hich  h e ca rrie d   in h is  p o ck e t.  “ I ’v e  g o t  m y   lu ck   in  m y  p o c k e t,”   h e ’d   say,  d is p lay in g   tire  collectio n   to   a   stranger,  ho ld in g   in th e p alm  o f  h is h an d   a   re d   an d   b la ck   b ean   from   P eru ,  a   red   ag a te  m a rb le,  a tin y  iv o ry  a p e ,  an d  an  O rien tal c o in  w ith  a  h o le d rille d  th ro u g h it.  H e  c o u ld   te ll  a   g o o d   d eal  a b o u t  a   m a n ,  h e   w o u ld   say,  by
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th e n atu re o f  the  m a n ’s reactio n .  W illiam  K eeb le  and  L angdon S t.  Ives  had  seen  the  v alu e  o f  it  all  straig h t  o ff. 

N ell  su rprised  h e rse lf to   d isc o v er that  she  w as on ly   a   block from   the  sm oke  shop.  It  w as  early   y et,  fo r h e r  particu lar  p u rpo ses;  th e  clu b   m eetin g   w o u ld   no  d o u b t  still  b e  underw ay.  If she  co u ld   find  som e  sort  o f   sh elter  she  w o u ld   w ait.  It  w a sn ’t at all  un p leasan t  w atching  th e  rain  if  on e  w ere  safely  o u t o f it. 

She  tu rn ed   d o w n   R eg en t  S treet  tow ard  St.  Jam es  P ark.  S h e ’d sit u n d er th e  sh elter an d   im agine  a co n c e rt,  o r im ag in e nothing at  all,  b u t  sim ply  hide  b ehind  th e  d ark n ess  and  th e  w eather. 

T he  rain  d im in ish ed  briefly,  and  the  night  fell  silent b u t  for h e r  foo tfalls  o n   the  pav em en t.  B ehind  her,  clatterin g   slow ly d o w n   R eg en t,  cam e  a  b ro u g h am ,  its  lam p   bu rn in g   y ellow   in th e  m isty  n ig h t.  It  drew   u p  ap ace  and  slo w e d ,  as  if  shadow ing her.  T h e  d river,  ho w ev er,  paid  h e r  no  h eed ,  b u t  slo u ch ed   on h is  se at  lo oking  ah ead   o f  h im ,  the  ribands  slack  in  his  h ands, as  if  th e veh icle w ere  sim ply  slo w in g  dow n o u t o f  inertia.  N ell fo rced  h e rse lf to   ignore it.  She  pulled  h er cloak around h e r and strode o n .  She d eb ated   w h eth er to tu m  o f f  d o w n  the  ap p ro ach ing  alley  o r  sim ply  to   p u rsu e  h e r  w ay  tow ard  th e  park. 

She g lanced q u ick ly  at th e bro u g h am . T w o  m en rode w ithin, bo th   o f  th e m   staring  o u t  at  her.  O n e  w as  lo st  in  shadow ,  the o th e r clearly  v isib le.  H e  seem ed to  h ave h a lf a  face.  T h ere w as so m ething  in  th e ir  staring  th a t  co n v in ced   her,  su d denly  and com pletely, th at th ey  w e re n ’t casually passing  in th e n ig h t,  that th ey  w ere  w atching  her.  She  stepped  into the  narrow   alley,  tall buildings tilting aw ay  above  and blocking the driven rain,  w hich ran  dow n  th e  w all  to   h e r  left,  glazin g   the  d irty   b rick s  and flo w in g   into  a  m uddy  stream   alo n g  the  ce n te r o f  th e  alley.  She lifted  h e r  skirts  an d   ran.  T h ere  w as  n o thing  to  d o   but  splash th ro u g h   the  an k le-d eep   rill.  She  w ould  d o u b le  b ack   w hen  she fo u n d   the  e n d   o f  the  a lle y — run  all  the  w ay  to   Jerm y n   S treet if  need  be.  T h e  h o u r  d id n ’t  m atter.  B etter  to  betray  h e rse lf to frien d s  at  th e  T rism eg istu s  C lu b   than  to   sum m on  a   constable. 

B ut  b etter  an y th in g   th an   to  fall  into  the  hands  o f   w h o ev er  it w as ro d e in  the bro u g h am .  A nd  she had  a fair idea w h o  it w as. 

S he  n ev e r  reach ed   th e  end  o f  the  alley.  It  seem ed  to   ho v er th ere bey o n d  a  h aze o f  rain som e h u n dred y ards d istan t,  yellow in  th e   g lo w   o f   a   g aslam p .  Into  the  feeble  lig h t  stepped  a   tall fig u re in a  clo ak , b en t as if  w ith age.  N ell slo w ed , then stopped. 

S he w as su d denly certain  th a t w ho ev er it w as stood in th e m outh
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o f  th e  alley,  it  w a sn ’t  Ig n acio   N arb o n d o .  S h e ’d   b ee n   w ro n g , b u t  th e  realizatio n   d id n ’t  co n so le  her.  S h e  slo w ed   to   a   w a lk , sh rin k in g  ag ain st th e com p aritiv ely  d ry  rig h t w a ll, b ru sh in g  the m oist  b rick s  w ith   the  b ack  o f  h e r h an d .  S h e tu rn ed .  L ig h tn in g crack ed   th e  sky  ab o v e  her,  tu rn in g   th e  tw o   slo u ch ed   fig u res th a t  app ro ach ed   h e r  in to   d en se  sh ad o w s  ag a in st  a   su d denly b rig h t b ac k d ro p .  N o w in d o w s,  n o  d o o rs p resen ted  th em selv es. 

T h e  w alls  w ere  ste ep   an d   slippery.  T h e  n ig h t  w as  o n e  tu m u ltuous ru sh  o f  n o ise, an d  h e r scream  w as lost in  a  ro a r o f  thunder w h ich  th reatened to  co llap se th e sheer,  cru m b lin g  b rick s abo v e her. 

A   hand  clo sed   o v e r h e r m o u th ,  th e n  je rk e d  aw ay   w h en   she b it it.  S he stum bled an d  k ick ed  b lin d ly  at th e m an  in d ie  clo ak . 

H e  cu rsed   and  step p ed   b ack   in  a   little  b en t  h o p ,  a s  i f  h e  w ere infirm   w ith   age.  She  b lin k e d   rain w a ter  o u t  o f   h e r   e y e s,  unw illin g   to   b eliev e  w hat  she  saw.  B u t  it  w as  so .  A   m o m en t  o f w eak n ess  y ears  e a rlie r h ad   co m e  round  to  b etray   her. 

A   ru in ed   fac e,  th e   face o f  a  c o rp se ,  lo o m e d  in  front o f  h er, an d  th e g h o u l w h o  p o ssessed  it slam m ed h e r b ac k  in to  th e w a ll, d rag g in g  a  flo u r sa ck  o v e r h e r h ea d .  S he spun aro u n d , tu m b led o n to  h e r kn ees  in the w ater,  an d  w as je rk e d  u p rig h t an d  pu sh ed fo rw ard . 

T h e  stu m b lin g , b lin d  w alk  b ac k  d o w n  th e  alley  to  th e w aitin g brougham  seem ed endless, yet d id n ’t  afford h e r tim e fo r thought. 

H er  second  scream   w as  silenced  b y   a  je rk   a t th e  sack  th a t h ad b een   tw isted   ro u n d   h e r  neck.  S h e  saw   tw o   ra p id   lig h tn in g flash e s,  and au tom atically, o u t o f  sh e e r n u m b n e ss, c o u n ted  th e six  seconds  th a t fo llo w ed .  T h e  th u n d e r still b o o m ed  in  th e  low skies  w hen  a  h an d   w as  laid   ag a in st  d ie  sm all  o f  h e r  b a c k   an d she  w as  precip itated   in to   th e  b ro u g h am .  S h e  rem ain ed   o n   h er k n ee s  o n   th e  floor.  S he  h eard   th e  click   o f  tile  d o o r  latch   an d listen ed   as  th e co a ch   careered   aw a y   into  th e rain y   n ig h t to  th e so u n d  o f  the  w h eezin g ,  rattlin g  b re a th  o f  h e r  tw o  stran g e ca p - 

tors. 

S he  g rap p led   w ith   h e r  m em o ry   in  an   e ffo rt  to   fin d   a n   ex p lan atio n  o f  h e r fate .  T h ere  w as  none.  W hat sh e  knew ,  S h ilo h knew .  S he  had   b een ,  th o se  long  y ears  p a s t,  a   b riefly   w illin g co n v e rt,  w h o  h ad  co n fessed  th o ro u g h ly  a n d  truthfully.  B u t th e k n o w led g e sh e had  rev e ale d , o f  h e r g u ilt a n d  o f  d ie w h ereabouts o f   th e   th in g   in   th e  b o x ,  h a d n ’t  altered .  S h e  c o u ld   b e   o f   n o fu rth e r  u se  to   h im .  U n less  it  w a s  so m e th in g   e ls e   th e y   w ere
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after.  W ould  th ey   attem p t  to   use  h e r ag ain st  th e  C ap tain ?  Was it J a c k ’s em erald  th ey   so u g h t? S he search ed  h e r m in d .  H ad  she rev e ale d   th e  existen ce  o f  th e  em erald ?  She  alm o st  w ish ed   she h ad ,  fo r i f  th ey   so u g h t to  m ed d le  w ith C ap tain   P ow ers through her,  th en   th ey   m ade  a  m istak e— an d   she  heartily   w ish e d ,  as the  b ro u g h am   je rk e d   to   a  stop  m in u tes  later,  th a t  it  w as  ju s t such  a  m istak e  th e y ’d   m ade. 

Dr.  N arb o n d o  carried the m u tilated  ca rp  up the narrow  stairs to w ard  h is lab o ratory abo v e P ratiow  S treet,  W illis P ule slo u ch ing  alo n g   b ehind.  T he  gland  he  ex cised  w as  a  pitiful  th in g , its e lf h a lf ru in ed   by  P u ie ’s  clu m sy   foolery.  H e ’d   h ave  to   m ug u p   som e  sort o f  show   to  satisfy  the  dam n ed   m issio n ary — have P ule  ho o k   Jo a n n a  S o u th co te  up  to   th e  ceiling  and  dan ce  h er like  a   m ario n ette.  T h e  o ld   m an  w ould  b e  loathe  to  p art  w ith h is  m o n e y — w o rth less  as  it  w a s — if  he  g o t  no  satisfaction  at all.  In  fac t,  there  w as  n o  tellin g   w h at  tricks  the  crazy   o ld   m an m ig h tn ’t  be  u p   to   if  his  p recious  m o th e r  d id n ’t  rise  from   the slab. 

N arb o n d o ,  h is  han d s  full  o f   fish   v isc era,  kick ed   th e  d o o r o p en   an d   step p ed   into  h is  cab in et.  T h e  lam p   abo v e  his  em pty aq u ariu m   w as  alight.  B elow   it,  h is  face  h a lf in  shadow ,  stood S hiloh  h im self,  g au n t,  h ag g ard ,  and  d rip p in g   w ate r  on to   the flo o r besid e  the  slab.  Dr.  N arb o n d o  could  see th a t th e o ld  m an w as  fa r  from   satisfied.  Jo a n n a  S o u th co te  w a sn ’t  an   inspiring sight.  S h e  lay  in  a   co m fo rtab le  h ea p  o n   th e  slab ,  partly  d isa ssem b led ,  a  rickety,  flesh less,  collap sed   fram ew o rk   o f dirt  and d u st an d  b o n es.  T angled w isp s o f  h air w ere clo tted  w ith  leaves. 

H er w inding  sh eet  lay  in  an   ign o m in io u s  heap  beside  the  slab. 

A   d ise ctin g   board  on to   w hich  w as  p inned  an  en o rm o u s, flayed  to ad   had  been  sw ep t  fro m   th e  slab  o n to   th e  flo o r  along w ith  a   sh e a f  o f   n o tes,  an  ink  b o ttle,  and  a  q u ill  p en .  T he h u n ch b a ck   d ro p p ed   the  fish   on to   the  slab  and  p ulled  o f f   his d rip p in g   g rea tco a t  in  silence.  S h ilo h ,  stu pefied  w ith  anger, th rew   out  his  arm   and  shoved  th e  fish  o n to   th e  flo o r  ato p   the to ad .  T h e  v io len ce  o f  the  effo rt ja rre d   the  slab ,  and  the  bones o f  h is  m o th er  d an c ed   briefly,  h er ja w s   clack in g   shut  as  if   she w ere  ad m o n ish in g   h er  clu m sy   son. 

“ S he  sp eak s!”  cried   the  ev a n g elist,  lurching  fo rw ard   and grasp in g   h e r fo rearm   as  if  to e n tre at h e r to  con tin u e.  H er hand fell  o f f  o n to   th e  slab.  S h ilo h   stepped  back  in  h orror,  covering
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h is ey e s.  N arb o n d o  g ru n ted   in d isg u st,  tu rn ed  to  h an g   his  co at o n   a   ho o k .  H e  sto p p ed ,  a   sm ile  sp read in g   acro ss  h is  face. 

“N ell  O w lesb y ,”  he  said .  “A n d   afte r  so   m any  lo n g   years. 

W h a t h as  it  b ee n ?  F ifteen   y ears  no w   sin ce  y ou  shot  y o u r p o o r bro th er,  h a s n ’t it?” H e p au sed  m o m en tarily  an d  lick ed  his  lips. 

“ A   very  p retty   sh o t,  th a t o n e.  S traig h t  in to   h is  h ea rt.  K nicked a  rib   g o in g   in  an d   lo d g ed   in  th e  left  v en tricle.  Q u ite  a   m ess.  I w orked  o n   him   fo r  th ree  hours  a fte r  ch asin g   y ou  h a lf  across L o n d o n ,  b u t I  c o u ld n ’t  sav e  h im .  I  an im ated  h im ,  th o u g h ,  for a  w ee k ,  b u t h e  w a sn ’t w o rth  keep in g .  L o st h is sense.  W ept the d ay   o u t.  I  c u t  h im   to   b its ,  fin a lly — u sed  a  p ie ce  o f  h im   h ere , a   p ie ce  o f  h im   th e re .” 

N ell  sat  tig h t-lip p ed   in   h e r  c o m er,  staring  at  th e  rain w a ter that  b eat  ag ain st  th e  w indow .  “T h a t’s  a   lie ,”  she  said  finally. 

“ I  saw   h im   bu ried   a t  C h ristch u rch   m y self.  H is  bon es  are   still th e re .  M y  m istak e w as to  n o t shoot y ou instead o f  h im .  I know th a t  now.  I  k n ew   it  an   h o u r  after.  B ut  th e  d eed   w as  d o n e .” 

“ Y ou’re   rig h t,  o f  co u rse .”  N arb o n d o   stooped  to  p ic k   up  his to a d .  H e  lay  it  o n   a   ta b le ,  rep in n in g   on e  rub b ery   leg  th a t  had fallen loose.  H e po in ted  th e n  at th e  ru in ed  carp .  “Y our m o th e r’s so u l,”  h e  sa id , tu rn in g  to  S h ilo h , “ resid es in this ca rp .  I t ’s been b eaten .  I t’s a  pity, really, b u t it c o u ld n ’t b e h elp ed .  M y  assistan t h ere  p u lv e rized   it  ag a in st  a   w in d o w   sill.  B u t  it’s  w o rld s  aw ay h ea lth ier  th an   th is ,  e h ? ”  H e  nod d ed   at  th e  sk eleto n   before fro w n in g  ju s t a  b it as if  not en tirely  satisfied  w ith  it.  H e stepped slo w ly   across to  the  w indow ,  flung it o p e n ,  an d  sailed  the ca rp o u t  in to   th e  night. 

T h e  o ld   m issio n ary   leap ed   to w ard   h im ,  h is  clo ak   flying b eh in d .  N arb o n d o  flo u rish ed  b is rig h t h an d  in fro n t o f  h is fac e, a s  i f  he  w ere  a   m ag ician   un co v erin g   a   p alm ed   co in .  B etw een h is  th u m b   an d   fo refin g er  w as  th e  little  k id n ey -sh ap ed   g la n d , glistening pink.  H e w inked at the old m an , w ho stopped abruptly. 

“T h is  is  w o rth   tw o  h u n d red   fifty   p o u n d s.”   N arb o n d o   sq u in ted at  it,  h o ld in g   it  to   th e  light. 

“ I ’ll  trad e  y ou  th e  w o m an   fo r  it,”  said  S h ilo h ,  sm iling  fo r th e  first  tim e  th a t ev en in g . 

N arb o n d o   sh ru g g ed .  “W h a t  d o   I  w an t  w ith   h er?  S h e ’s  a m u rd eress.  I  h a v e n ’t  an y   in terest  in   a   m u rd eress,  h av e  I?” 

“ Y ou’v e   b een   ask in g   a fte r h e r aro u n d   the c ity   fo r a   m onth. 

Y ou’v e o ffe re d ,  in  fa c t,  n ea rly  tw ic e th a t su m  fo r n ew s o f  her. 

I ’m   p rep a re d   to   le t  h e r g o   a t  a   b a rg a in .” 
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T h e  h u n ch b ack   sh rugged.  H e  fu m ed   to   N ell,  w ho  sat  as b efo re,  staring  into  the  n ig h t.  S he  h ad   a   fain t  id ea  o f  w hat bro u g h t th e tw o  villains to g e th e r— w hat inform ation N arbondo crav ed   even  afte r  fifteen  years. 

“ W h ere  is  the  b o x ?”  the  d o cto r  ask ed   abruptly. 

“ A sk   the  o ld   m a n ,”  N ell  said.  “ H e  k n o w s .” 

N arb o n d o   spun  ro und  an d   faced  the  ev a n g elist,  w h o   stood no w  w ith a  lo o k  o f  satisfaction on his face.  H e sh rugged.  “T h is is ,”  he  said  slow ly,  as  if   co n tem p latin g   each   w o rd ,  “a   m a tte r o f  m u tu al  g ain ,  is  it  n o t?” 

N arb o n d o   started   to  sp e ak ,  ap p aren tly   th o u g h t  b e tte r o f  it, an d   fell  silent.  T h en ,  a fte r  a  p au se,  said:  “ W here  is  the  b o x ? 

I  w an t  it.  N o w .” 

T he old m an  sh ook h is head.  “ I ’ll p ay  fo r serv ices rendered. 

I ’ve  seen  no  serv ices  y e t.” T h e n ,  suddenly  co m in g  to  him self, he  gestu red   at  the  slab  b ehind  him .  “T o n ig h t,”  he  said.  “ Im m ed iately .” 

P u le  g ro an e d ,  slu m p in g   into  a  chair.  N arb o n d o   n o d d ed ,  as if  th e req u est  w ere  sim p le  e n o u g h ,  and  p lu ck ed   an  ap ro n   from a  h o o k ,  hissin g   at  P u le  to   p rep are  fo r  surgery. 

“ H o w . . .   ?” began  P u le, b u t the h u n ch b ack  c u t him  o f f  w ith a cu rse.  S hiloh b ack ed   tow ard a  c h a ir th a t sat o p p o site the fire, h is  fac e  a   m ix tu re  o f  rev e re n ce,  satisfactio n ,  and  trepidation. 

T h eo p h ilu s  G o d all  hu rried   alo n g   th ro u g h   the  rain y   streets, listen in g   to   th e  reced in g   fo o tfalls  o f   L angdon  St.  Iv es,  and p o n d erin g   the  stran g e  state  o f   C ap tain   P o w ers,  w h o   had  e v iden tly   su ffered  a   loss  o f  articles  unk n o w n   to  the  rest  o f  th em . 

T h is  b usiness  w as  d ifficu lt  en o u g h   w hen  th e  bits  and  pieces w ere  ap p aren t.  W hen  th ey   w ere  h id d e n ,  it  grew   fru stratin g in d e e d — in teresting  certainly,  but  frustrating. 

H e ’d   b eco m e  ac cu sto m ed   to  stay in g   up  n ights.  H e  h a d n ’t an y   b u sin e ss  to   sp eak   o f,  so  he  co u ld   afford  to  nod  o f f   in pu rsu it  o f   a  co u p le  o f  hours  o f   sleep  in  the  m orning.  It  w as clo se upon tw o o ’clo ck .  T he n ig h t and the w eath er w ould co v e r his lack  o f  d isg u ise.  H e p u ffed  th o u g h tfu lly  on his p ip e ,  tapped h is  stick  d ecisiv ely   on  th e  co b b les,  and  set  a  cou rse  tow ard P ratlow  S treet, ro u n d in g  th e c o m e r ju s t as a lit w indow  m idw ay d o w n  the b lo c k  w as th ro w n  open an d  a cy lin d rical b u n d le sailed o u t,  sm ash in g   to  the  p av e m e n t  below ,  fo llo w ed   by  a   shout clip p ed  o ff b y  the sh u ttin g  o f  th e w indow .  G o d all hu rried  along
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an d   b en t  o v e r  the  th in g   in  th e  street.  It  w as  a  d ead   fish  o f in d eterm in ate  s o rt— its h ead  an d   m ost o f  its body  h aving been red u ced   to   m uck  by  its  sudden  co llisio n   w ith   th e  roadw ay. 

G odall tu rn ed  and strode aw ay u p  the stairs into h is b are , ren ted ro o m ,  arran g in g   the  cu rtain s  so   as  to   h av e  h is  u su a l  v iew   o f the  c a b in e t  o f  Ig nacio  N arbondo. 

H e  co u ld   se e,  from   h is  c u rta in ,  three  m en   in  th e  ro o m ,  all o f   w hom   w ere  fam iliar.  S h ilo h ,  the  self-proclaim ed  m essiah, ex h o rted   th e  hun ch b ack   and  h is  assistan t.  H e  seem ed  to   b e railin g   at  th e m ,  and  now   and  th en   G o d all  co u ld   m ake  o u t bits o f   sh o u tin g   o v e r  th e  w ind  an d   rain.  T h e  hun ch b ack   squirted y ellow   m ist  at  a  corp se  on  th e  sla b — a  sk eleton o n  th e  sla b —  

from   a  han d -h eld   dev ice  fed   by  a   co iled  tu b e.  A   fire  ro ared b eh in d  h im  in  the grate.  E n cased w ith in  a  heavy,  g la ss,  liquid-filled j a r  w as a  tiny o b je ct o f  som e so rt— to o  sm all  to  identify. 

H erbs  b urned  in  a   stone  ch alice.  T h e  ev a n g elist  collap sed   to h is kn ees in  th e sem blance o f  prayer, an d  N arb o n d o , apparently treading  o n   the  o ld   m a n ’s  h an d ,  stum bled  an d   sprayed  his y ellow   m ist  o n to   P u le,  w h o   stag g ered   aw ay  retching.  T he hun ch b ack   p au sed   to  sh o u t  at  the  old  m a n ,  w h o   arose  and stepped  b ack   a   p ac e,  out  o f  the  w ay  o f  th e  w indow . 

A fresh flurry o f  rain d im m ed  G o d a ll’s v ision fo r a  m o m en t, but  he  sq u in ted   th ro u g h   it,  fo cu sin g   o n   th e  th ing  th a t  lay  on the  slab.  Surely,  th ought  th e  to b a cc o n ist— su rely  the  h u n ch b ack   w a sn ’t  attem pting  to   anim ate  such  a   th in g .  B u t  he  w as w rong.  T h e  m achine  g en erated  m ist  th a t  ho v ered   in  th e  air abo v e  the  co rp se.  T he  ch alice  sm oked.  N arb o n d o   fish ed   out the  bu sin ess  in  the  j a r   an d ,  n o d ding  to   P u le,  shoved  it  into so m eth in g   that  resem b led   a   garlic  p ress  an d   sq u eezed   it  into the  g ap in g   m o u th   o f  the  corp se. 

T h e  old  m an   fell  b ac k ,  h is  han d s  co v erin g   his  face.  N arb o n d o   pum p ed   at  th e  m achine.  T h e  th in g   o n   the  slab  lurched o n ce ,  a   scatterin g   o f d ebris  falling  from   its  tangle  o f  hair,  and seem ed to rise as i f  by levitation.  T h e shouts o f  N arb o n d o  w ere audible  but  w ere  red u ced   by  th e  w indy  rain   to   g ibberish. 

T he  bo d y  je rk e d  tw ic e,  stiffen ed ,  a n d  very  slo w ly  b eg an  to pull  its e lf u p  o n to   the  elbow  o f  its han d less arm ,  as if  it  w ould slide  from   its  slab  and  w alk.  It  tu rn ed   its  leathery  h ead   back and  fo rth ,  b lin d ,  barely   an im ate,  an   unholy,  ru sted  m achine. 

Its o th e r arm  ro se and fo llo w ed  the sw iveling h ead  as it ro tated o n   its  axis  to w ard   th e  w indow .  F o r on e  g u t-clu tch in g   m om ent
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G odall  w as  certain   th e  th in g   w as  lo o k in g   at   him,   b u t the  head ro tated   farth er,  settlin g   its  v ac an t g az e  o n   th e  trem b lin g   ev a n g elic a l,  its po in tin g  h an d  h o v erin g  in  th e  air,  as if  in accusation o r, ju s t as easily,  su p p licatio n .  T h e old m an  clu tch ed  h is ro b es, his h an d s o p en in g  and sh u ttin g  in a  gestu re o f  fear and w onder. 

T h en ,  lik e  a  card  ho u se tu m b lin g ,  th e co rp se d ro p p ed   straig h taw ay  to   th e  ta b le ,  an d   th e  po in tin g   h an d   clack ed   to   th e  floor. 

T h e  o ld   m an  g asped  an d   reeled   fo rw ard .  N arbondo  clo u d ed th e ro o m  w ith  his vap o rizer, ca stin g  it d o w n , finally, and p lu c k ing  u p   a   fallen   hand.  H e  fo u g h t  o f f   the  old  m a n ’s  effo rts  to w restle  it aw ay,  th en   sto p p ed ,  sh ru g g ed ,  an d  to ssed   it on to   the slab   besid e  th e  h eap ed   bones. 

T h e m ist still clo u d ed  th e ro o m .  T h ro u g h  it,  striding tow ard the co u rty a rd  w indow ,  ca m e  a w om an w h o  ap p eared  to G odall to   b e  ab o u t  forty.  S u p p o sin g ,  p erh ap s,  that  she  w o u ld   attem pt to  m ed d le w ith the co rp se , the o ld  m an  ru sh ed  at her, p rotesting. 

S he  slam m ed  him   in  th e  sid e  o f   th e  head  w ith   h er  clenched fist,  b u rst p ast h im ,  an d  flu n g  o p en  the ca se m en t,  lean in g   o u t, e ith e r fo r a  breath   o f  a ir o r to   throw   h e rse lf fro m   the  w indow . 

G o d all  sq uashed  the  in stinctive  u rg e  to   d ro p   th e  curtain  and d u ck   b ack   into  h is  dark en ed   room .  In stea d ,  h e  looked  straight at her, an d , as if  h e w ere p assin g  h e r o n  th e sid ew alk  at m idday, he  tip p ed   h is  h at  to   h er,  th en   slid  ro u n d   so   th a t  he  co u ld  ju s t barely   see  bey o n d   the  casin g . 

A ll th ree o f  the  m en   in th e ro o m  o p p o site d rag g ed   h er back fro m   th e   w indow ,  m o rtally  fea rfu l,  it  seem ed   to   G o d all,  that sh e  w o u ld   in d eed   tu m b le  o u t  an d   fall  th e  th ree  sto ries  to  the d a rk   stones  o f   th e  co u rty a rd   below .  G odall  carefu lly   slid  the latch   o n   h is  ow n   w in d o w   an d   sh o v ed   it  o p en   a   crack.  H e  w as m e t  b y   a   ru sh   o f  w et  a ir an d   a  ca co p h o n y   o f  v o ic es,  accusing a n d   sh o u tin g   o ath s.  T h e   m en   tu g g ed   on  the  w o m an   as  if   she w ere  a   m o n ey -filled   p u rse  in  th e  han d s  o f  th ie v es,  u n til,  w ith a   lu rch  th a t  th rew   the  h u n ch b ack   ag ain st  h is  aq u a riu m ,  she y an k ed   h e rse lf fre e.  P ule  reach ed   fo r her,  and  she  kick ed   him in  th e  leg. 

T h e  sh o rt,  u n easy   tru ce  that  fo llo w ed   w as  in terru p ted   by th e  o ld   m a n ,  w h o   seem ed   to   su ffer  a  sudden  fit  o f   rem o rse o v e r  th e  state  o f   h is  fallen   m other.  “ Y ou’v e  ru in ed   h er!”  he crie d ,  w av in g  at th e co rp se an d  tu rn in g  su d denly on N arbondo. 

“ Y ou’l l . . .  y o u ’l l . .  .pa y!" 
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T he  h u n ch b ack   sh ru g g ed ,  suddenly  seem ing  calm .  “ N o ,” 

he  said ,  straig h ten in g   h is  co at  and  w inking  at  the  w om an. 

 “You’ll pay .” A n d  w ith  th at he je rk e d  o p en  th e d o o r and nodded tow ard  th e  b lack  hallw ay  w ithout.  “ I ’m   not  d o n e  w ith   y our m other.  T h is  is  so m ething o f  a su ccess.  If  o u r ca rp  h a d n ’t been so   th o ro u g h ly   d ea lt  w ith ,  s h e ’d   b e  dancing  us  a  m inuet  at  the m o m e n t.”  A nd  w ith  that  h e  brought  his  hand  dow n  on to   the k eys  o f  the  o p en   p ian o   by  the  d oor,  drag g in g   h is  hand  along them   in  a   ru sh   o f  heig h ten in g   notes. 

S h ilo h   lo oked  from   N arb o n d o   to   P u le  an d   from   P u le  to N arb o n d o ,  n o t  m o v in g   w hen  the  hun ch b ack   je rk e d   his  head tow ard th e door.  In the hallw ay  stood tw o  m e n , o n e in  a  tu rb an , the o th e r w ith  a  m u tilated  face. T h e w o m an  sh ran k  b ack  tow ard the  w indow   o n ce  again  but  w as  g rasp ed   by  a   frig h ten ed   P ule. 

T h e  m an   in  the  tu rb an   bo w ed   to  th e  old  m an  and  pro d u ced   a pistol  fro m   h is  w aistco at,  p ointing  it  at  th e  h u nchback. 

“C o m e ,  m y d e a r,” said  the ev a n g elist,  w av in g  a  hand a t the w om an.  G o d all co u ld  b arely   h ea r h is su d denly so ften ed  voice. 

T he tu rb an ed  m an  levelled the gu n  across his u p raised fo rearm , directly   in to   the  g ap in g   P u le,  w h o   sh o v ed   the  w o m an   in to  the w aiting  arm s  o f   the  old  m an.  “M y   o ffe r  still  stands.  E ach  o f u s w an ts a  p articu la r w om an alive.  We h a v e n ’t lo n g , h ave w e?” 

A n d   n o t  w aitin g   fo r  an  answ er,  S h ilo h ,  the  w o m an ,  an d   the to u g h s step p ed   th ro u g h   the d o o r an d  w ere  sw allow ed  by d a rk ness. 

G o d all  to o k   the  stairs  tw o  at  a   tim e  an d   w as  o n   th e  street befo re  th em .  S t.  Iv e s ’  story  o f   the  tw o  m en  in  th e  ho u se  o f pro stitu tio n  left little do u b t in his m ind o f  the id entity an d  nature o f  S h ilo h ’s  acco m p lices.  H e  h o ped  they  w ere  as  feeb le  as  St. 

Ives sup p o sed .  O n  th e  stren g th  o f  th e b ro u g h am  p ark ed  around the c o m e r o n  O ld  C o m p to n , G o d all cro u c h ed  in th e d ark  alcove o f  the doorw ay,  su p p o sin g  the party  w o u ld  p ass him  g o in g  out. 

A  d o o r slam m ed , fo o tfalls clattered  o n  th e steps o f  th e  house n ex t  d o o r,  an d   a  m om ent  la ter  fo u r  dim   figures  hu rried   p ast, the  w o m an   drag g ed   alo n g   uncerem o n io u sly   by  the  old  ev a n g elica l,  w h o   m ade  a  sort  o f   u n identifiable  m ew ling  so u n d —  

so m eth in g  b etw een  a  titter and a  gro an .  G o d all  stepped silently to  th e   w alk b eh in d  th e m ,  h is ow n   fo o tsteps  lost  in th eirs.  W ith n o  attem p t  at ste alth ,  he  grasp ed  th e co at o f  the  tu rb an ed   m an , je rk e d   it  b a c k ,  an d   in  th e  in stan t  the  m an   tu rn ed   to w ard   him
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in   su rp rise,  G o d all  plucked  th e  rev o lv e r  from   a   b e lt  ab o u t  the m a n ’s   w aist. 

It seem ed  likely th a t th reaten in g  tw o  w alking d ead  m en w ith a   re v o lv e r  w o u ld   avail  h im   little ,  so   he  leaped  p ast  bo th   o f th e m ,  clu tch ed   S h ilo h   by  th e  fro n t  o f   his  clo ak ,  an d   shoved the re v o lv e r ag a in st th e sid e o f  h is h ead ,  h o lding h is stick un d er h is  arm . 

“I ’ll  th a n k   y ou  to   rele ase  the  w o m a n ,”  said  G odall. 

T h e  o ld   m an  le t  h er  go  w ith o u t  h esita tio n ,  w ag g lin g   both h an d s o v e r h is h ead  as if  to  d em o n strate that he had  n o  intention o f  arguing. 

G o d all  released   th e  o ld   m a n ’s  clo ak   and  handed  N ell  his stick.  “T h eo p h ilu s G o d a ll,” he said , b o w in g , “ at y o u r se rv ic e .” 

S he h esita ted  fo r a  m o m en t,  th en  said ,  “ N ell  O w lesby,  sir,” 

an d   w atch ed   G o d a ll’s  fac e,  w hich  m ade  an   in co m p lete  effo rt to  d isg u ise  its  surprise. 

T u rn in g   again  to   th e   old  m a n ,  w h o   stared  n ervously  a t  th e g un, G odall said: “Y ou’ll accom pany us for a w ays.  Your friends w ill  rem ain   h e re .” 

“O f  co u rse  th e y   w ill.  T h a t’s ju s t  w h at  th e y ’ll  d o .  T h e y ’ll stay  v ery   w ell  p u t.  W on’t   y o u ,  m y  sons?” 

T h e  tw o  w ere silen t. G o d all ed g ed  b ac k w ard  alo n g  th e sid ew a lk , fea rin g  su d d en ly  th a t the m an  w ith the ru in ed  face m ight also  b e arm ed .  B u t h e  m ade n o  m o v e m en t a t all.  T h ey   stepped fro m   th e  cu rb   an d   h u rried   alo n g   to w ard   the  en d   o f  the  street. 

T h e  e a s t w as g ray  w ith  daw n  lig h t, an d  th e city w as aw akening. 

C lo u d s  o v erh e ad   w ere  b reak in g   u p ,  and  the  m oon  blinked th ro u g h , p ale as a  g h o st. T h e  m o rn in g  w as lig h ten in g  the n eig h bo rh o o d   dangerously.  I f  th ey   c o u ld   slip  ro u n d   th e  c o m e r   and d o w n   a   b lo c k   o r   tw o ,  th e y ’d   leave  the  o ld   m an  to  sh ift  for h im s e lf an d   w ould  m a k e  aw ay  to w ard   Jerm y n   S treet. 

T h e  ev a n g elist  b eg an   to   u tte r  m on o sy llab ic  spiritual  d o g gerel  a b o u t d am n atio n   an d   p a in ,  an d ,  still  w alking  back w ard , h e   sm a sh ed   h is  e y e s  sh u t,  as  i f  p ray in g   o r  as  i f  clam p in g   out th e  sig h t  o f   a   w o rld   to o   co a rse  and  evil  to   be  to lerated .  H e stu m b led ,  nearly p recip itatin g  the th ree o f  th em  in to  th e gutter. 

G o d a ll,  h esita tin g   o u t  o f  general  ch iv alry   to   c u ff an   o ld   m an , sa id   sim ply,  “ W alk,  w ill  y o u !”   T h ey   ro u nded  th e  c o m e r  and ap p ro ach ed   th e   p ark ed   bro u g h am . 

A   h o rse  w h in n ied .  G o d all  spun  to w ard   it,  su rprised  a t  the su d d en   n o ise.  A   c u rse  ran g   o u t  h o r n   directly   o v e r  h is  h ead , 
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and  b efo re  h e  h ad   tim e  to   sort  the  cu rse  h o rn   the  w hinny, so m eo n e  had   d ro pped  lik e  an  ape  o n to   h is  b ack   from   the  ro o f o f  the  b rougham . 

T h e  driver.  T h ere  h ad   been  a  d river,  th o u g h t G o d all  w ildly an d   ineffectu ally   as  he  w as  bo rn e  d o w n   on to   th e  w et  street. 

H is  g un  clattered   aw ay  alo n g   th e  co bbles.  H e  grap p led   w ith h is attack er,  strik in g  at th e m an  w hose arm s en c ircle d  his neck B u t the  b ack h an d   b low s  w ere  w orth  n o th in g ,  and  the  m an   slid h is  fo rearm   in  ben eath   G o d a ll’s  sh o u ld er  and  around  th e  back o f  h is  neck.  G o d a ll’s  h ead   p ressed  against  h is  ow n   ch est.  H is rig h t  fo o t  kicked  b ac k   an d   fo u n d   th e  cu rb .  H e  p u sh e d ,  rising to h is kn ees.  H is a ssailan t w as curio u sly   lig h t,  b u t lig h t o r not, the  p ressu re  he  ex erted   o n   G o d a ll’s  neck  sharp en ed .  H is  h at had   b een   shoved  d o w n   h a lf o v e r h is  ey e s  and  som ehow   clung there  as  ten acio u sly   as  th e  m an   on  h is  b ac k ,  unw illing  to   let go.  B elow   th e  brim   h e  co u ld   see  the  tw o   thugs  ro u n d in g   the co m er,  loping  tow ard th e m ,  and  the old ev an g elist stooping  to pick   u p   the  fallen   pistol. 

G o d all  stam ped  o n ce  in  th at  d irec tio n ,  but  acco m p lish ed n o thing.  H e  stood  u p ,  th e  m an   clin g in g   like  a  b u g ,  and  ran b ack w ard s  into  th e  side  o f  th e  b rougham .  T h e  w ag o n   lurched on  its  springs;  th e  h orse  bo lted   forw ard.  T h ere  w as  a  guttural sh riek  in  G o d a ll’s  e a r  as  th e  m an  on  h is  back  tw isted   aw ay, je rk in g   G o d all  afte r  h im   and  o f f   b alance.  A s  he  fell  h e  saw S hiloh  reco ilin g   fro m   a  blow .  It  w as  N ell  w ith  G o d a il’s  stick. 

S he  held   it  by  th e  tip ,  an d ,  w hen  S hiloh  m ad e  an o th er  feeble attem p t  to   g rasp   th e  fallen   p isto l,  she  crack ed   him   in  the  ea r w ith  th e  ivory  m oon  h an d le,  th en   turned  to  th ru st  th e  tip  into the  th ro at  o f  the  turb an ed   m a n ,  w ho  sailed  in  to   aid  h is  fallen co m rad es. 

G o d all  leaped  o n   th e  p isto l,  ro lled   heav ily   on to   h is  side, an d   w av ed   it m enacingly.  T h e  tu rb an ed   m an  k neeled  in a  h u d d le ,  g ag g in g .  T he  ev an g elist  sat  d rip p in g   b lo o d   along  the  line o f  h is  sc alp ,  shaking  his  h ead  slow ly,  castin g   N ell  a d ark   look o f  p ain   an d   rag e.  T h e   d riv er o f  th e  bro u g h am   lay  en tan g led   in th e  spokes  o f  th e  rear  w h eel,  w hich  had  cau g h t  his  foot  w hen th e  h orse  leap ed   fo rw ard ,  and  had   spun  him   fro m   his p erch  on G o d  a ll’s  back. 

T h e  b attle ,  clearly,  w as  over.  G odall  h esitated .  S hould  he tak e  th e  o ld   m an   w ith  him ?  B u t  N ell  w as  alread y   h urrying aw ay,  carry in g   h is  stick.  T h e  sky  w as  c le a r  and  gray.  A n  ap-
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p rea ch in g   w agon  ja n g le d   in  th e  silen t  m o rn in g .  G o d all  g ave th e p isto l a  fin al  w av e,  tu rn ed ,  a n d  jo g g e d  a fte r N ell O w lesby. 

W h en   h e   p assed   L ex in g to n   tw o   b lo ck s  d o w n   h e  lo o k ed   b ack to   see  th e  g h o u ls  b en t  o v e r  th e ir  h u n ch ed   saviour. 
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W illis P ule leaned ag ain st the em b an k m en t railin g ,  looking out o v e r  the  tu m u lt  o f   B illin g sg ate  m arket.  T he  sun  w as  up,  but not  far,  an d   it  ca st  an   o ran g e ,  rip p lin g   slash  along  the  placid w aters  o f  th e  T h am es  th ro u g h   parted  clo u d s.  T h e  streets  w ere clean  and  w et.  U n d er o th e r circu m stan ces  it  w ould  h av e  been a  p le asa n t  en o u g h   m o rn in g ,  w hat  w ith  m asts  and  ropes  o f sailin g   v essels  risin g   ab o v e  tiers  o f   fishing  b o ats  against  the la v en d e r sky and h u ndreds o f  m en landing fish along the docks. 

B u t P u le h a d n ’t slept th a t n ig h t.  N aib o n d o  w ould h ave an o th er c a rp ,  and  h e ’d   h av e  it  now.  H is  w ere  dead  o f   sw im -bladder d isease. T he ocean ariu m  co u ld n ’t b e attem pted tw ice in a  single day. T h ere w as the ch ance th at b reeders from  fisheries in C hing-ford  w ould h av e ca rp  fo r sale at B illingsgate.  A nd if  they w ere fre sh — i f  they  h ad n ’t b egun  to  dry  o u t— th ere  w as  the chance they  co u ld   resto re  Jo an n a  S o u thcote  after  all. 

T h e  h u n ch b ack   h ad   b een  tearin g   his  h a ir since  th e  o ld   m an had   left  w ith   N ell  O w lesby.  N arbondo  w as  m ad  to  suppose they  co u ld   d o   an y th in g   w ith   the  corpse  on  the  sla b — even m a d d er  to   tru st  S h ilo h   to   keep  h is  en d   o f   th e  bargain.  T he 103
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ev an g elist  w o u ld   sell  th em   out.  A nd  h is  p o w er  w as  accum ulatin g .  P ule  co u ld   see  a  h alf-dozen  o f  h is  co nverts  p assin g   out tracts  in  the  m ark et,  m ost  o f  w hich  w ere  im m ediately  put  to use  w rap p in g   fish.  N one  o f  th e  supplicants  appeared  to   be N arb o n d o ’s  an im ated  dead  m en.  E ven th e  farth est-fetch ed ,  v ilest  sort  o f   relig io u s  cult  could  dev elo p   a  sort  o f  fallacious leg itim acy   th ro u g h   num bers. 

P ule  w o ndered  w h eth e r  his  pro sp ects  w o u ld n ’t  be  b etter  if he w ere to  throw  in w ith S h ilo h , if  h e w ere to b ecom e a convert. 

H e could do it surreptitiously— keep a  hand in with N arbondo—  

play   th e  o n e  ag ain st  the  other.  H e  stared  into  his  co ffee ,  d e a f to   the  w h istles,  cries,  and  shouts  o f   the  b ask et-laden  throng around  him . 

T h e  loss  o f  sleep   w ould  play  hell  w ith   h is  com plexion.  H e fingered  a   lu m p   o n   his  cheek .  W ith  all  the  pow ers  o f  ages  o f alch em ical  study  at  h an d ,  he  c o u ld n ’t  seem   to   p revent  these dam n ed   bo ils  an d   pim ples.  C a m p h o r  b aths  had  n early  su ffocated him .  H o t to w els  soaked  in  ru m ,  vinegar,  a n d — he  sh u d dered   to   recall  it— urin e,  had  m erely  activated  th e  b o ils,  and it had taken tw o  solid m onths before he co u ld  go ab road w ithout su p p o sin g  th a t ev ery o n e on  the  street w as  w hispering  and  g estu ring  at  his  ex p en se.  A nd  they  pro b ab ly   w ere,  th e  scum .  H e ru b b ed   idly  at  h is  n o se,  sniffing  at  his  co ffee ,  the  acrid  fum es o f  w hich ju s t barely  disg u ised  the  seaw eed o d o rs o f w helk and oysters  an d   g u tte d   fish — o d o rs  that  lay  like  an  om n ip resen t sh ro u d   o v e r  th e  m arket.  T he  sm ell  o f   fish,  o f   d ea d ,  out-of-w ate r  fish ,  sickened  him . 

S o m eone  tap p ed   him   on  th e  shoulder.  H e  lo oked  up darkly into  th e  face  o f  an  ea rn est  youth  in  a  cap   and  neckerchief.  A trac t flu ttered  in his hand.  “ E xcuse m e ,” said the y o u th , sm iling vacantly.  “A   w onderful  m o rn in g ,  th is .”  A nd  he  looked  about him   as  if  he  w ere  su rrounded  by  ev id en ce  o f  it.  P ule  regarded his  face  w ith   lo ath in g .  “ I ’m   here  to   o ffe r  y ou  sa lv atio n ,”  said th e  y o u th .  “ I t ’s  easy   to   co m e  by,  isn ’t  it?” 

“ I  w o u ld n ’t  know ,”  resp o n d ed   P ule  truthfully. 

“It is,  th o u g h .  I t’s  in the  su n rise,  in th e river,  in the  bounty o f  the  s e a .”  A n d   he  w aved  his  hand  th eatrically  at  a  h eap   o f sq u id   laid  o u t  on  a   sledge  below .  H e  sm iled  all  the  w hile  at th e d ish ev eled  P u le, w h o  ab sen tm indedly ru b b ed  a risin g  b le m ish o n   the tip  o f h is  nose.  T h e y o u th ,  ap p arently  satisfied w ith th e  squid illu stratio n ,  ru b b ed  his o w n  n o se ,  alth o u g h  th ere w as
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no  p ro fit  in  it.  “ I ’m   a   m em b er  o f the  N ew   C h u rc h ,”  said  h e, th ru stin g   fo rth   h is  tracts.  “T he  N ew   C h u rch   that  w o n ’t h ave  a ch an ce  to   g et  o ld .” 

P u le  b lin k ed   at  him . 

“ D o  y ou  know   w hy?” 

“ N o ,”  said  P u le,  ru b b in g   at  h is  nose  o nce  m ore. 

A s  if  p o w ered   by  m ag n etism ,  the  young  m an  w as  after his ow n n o se ag ain ,  th in k in g ,  perh ap s,  that som ething clu n g  to  the side o f  it,  a  sp eck  th a t elu d ed  his  p revious n ib b in g .  P ule noted his  b eh a v io r  an d   felt  his  face  grow   hot.  W as  the  fool  having h im   o n ?  P u le  clen ch ed   h is  teeth.  “W h at  the  hell  do  y ou  w ant w ith   m e ?”  he  cried. 

T h e v io len ce o f  P u le ’s ep ith et seem ed alm o st to  catap u lt the youth back w ard .  H e reco v ered , pu lled  the slack o u t o f  h im self, an d   sm iled   all  the  m ore  w idely.  “T h e  en d   is  n ea r,”  h e  an n o u n ced ,  g rin n in g .  T h e  idea o f  A rm ageddon seem ed to appeal to   h im .  “ Y ou’v e  d ays  to   save  y o u r  im m ortal  soul.  T h e  N ew C h u rch ,  I  tell  y o u ,  is  th e   way.  H e,  S h ilo h ,  the  N ew   M essiah , is  th e  w ay!  H e  raiseth   people  from   the  grave!  H e  redeem eth the  dead!  H e . . . ” 

B u t  P u le  interrupted.  “ S o   y o u ’re  saying  I  should  b ecom e  a co n v e rt  to   save  m y se lf?   C o n v ersio n   by  ex tortion  is  it?” 

T he  youth  gazed   at  h im ,  h is  sm ile  b roader,  if  anything.  “ I say,”  said  h e ,  h av in g   an o th er in n o cen t g o   at h is  n o se,  “th a t h e w ho  w as  b o m   o f  no  m an   can   lift  you  o u t  o f  m isery,  c a n . . . ” 

an d  w ith   th is,  the  youth  put  h is  h an d  o n   P u le ’s  fo reh ead ,  as  if to   h eal  h is  soul  th ere  an d   th e n ,  in  the  m idst  o f  tram p in g   m en carry in g  b ask ets o f  sh ark  head s an d  eels.  T h e touch o f a  hum an h an d   o n   the  rav ag ed   fo reh ead   electrified   P u le,  but  in  a   w ay o th e r  th an   had  been  intended. 

P u le scream ed  an o a th , d ro p p ed  his c u p  an d  w ith bo th  hands tore  th e  tracts  from   the  youth  an d   flu n g   th e m   in  a   heap  to   th e stones  o f   the  em b an k m en t.  “ F ilth y . . .  b la th e rin g . . .  scum !” 

shrieked  P u le,  d an cin g   on  th e  trac ts,  scuffling  and  tearing  at th em   w ith   the  soles  o f  h is  shoes.  H e  b e n t,  grabbed  a  h an d fu l, an d  flu n g   th em  o v e r th e railin g ,  the  w ind  sailing th em   m errily aw ay lik e pen n y  w h irlig ig s.  P ule cu t an o th er half-d o zen  cap ers, h is  ey e s  lik e  sa u cers,  his  m outh  tw isted  in  rag e.  T h e  y o u th , h is sm ile g o n e w ith  h is v an ish in g  tracts, ed g ed  b ackw ard a  step at  a   tim e ,  u n til,  ce rtain   that  P u le  w as  to o   fa r aw ay  to   leap   on h im ,  he  c u t  an d   ran   tow ard  th e  em b an k m en t  sta irs,  cries  o f
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“ S cum -su ck in g  pig !” and “D am nable filth!” len d in g  him  w ings. 

P ule grasped at the railin g , o blivious to  the stares o f passersby,  w ho g ave  him   a w ide  b erth ,  anxious not to  set him  off.  H e h ad   called   attention  to   him self,  to   his  livid  face.  T hey  w ould speak to  ea ch  other,  nudge each other,  tw igging him .  H e stared into h is  retriev ed   cu p ,  ch e st heav in g ,  u ntil  he  saw ,  b eneath  his fe e t,  a  last  tattered  trac t,  sm eared  w ith  gravel  an d   rainw ater fo o tp rin ts.  H e  picked  the  th in g   up.  O n  it,  sketched  rudely  by so m eo n e  w hose  und erstan d in g   o f  p erspective  w as  nonsense, w as  an  elo ngated  d irig ib le,  sailing  am ong  th e  clo u d s.  A nd above  it,  stream ing  across  a  progressively  d arkening  sky,  a flam ing  co m et,  strangely  p h allic,  arched  in  to w ard   the  flat earth .  “T he  tim e  is  at  han d !”  shouted  the  caption  b elow   the illustration.  B u t  w hat  tim e  it  w as  that  w as  at  hand  w a sn ’t  at all clear,  lost as  it w as  in  the  u n fortunate footprint.  Pule  folded the trac t an d   shoved  it  into the p o ck et o f  h is co a t,  then  stepped aw ay d o w n  the stairs into the in terio r o f the m ark et, the w ooden ram bling b a m   packed  w ith  shouting  vendors  and  so  thick  w ith fish that it seem ed im possible that the oceans h ad n ’t been stripped clean. 

A  w om an  strung  w ith  codfish  pushed  p ast,  sm earing  Pule w ith  b loody  slim e.  D irectly  after  cam e  a  fat  m an  leering  up out  o f  O y ste r  S treet  w ith  a  basket  full  o f  gray  sh ells,  shouting so   v o cifero u sly   in  P u le ’s  face  that  fo r  a  m om ent  the  w orld seem ed   to  him   nothing  b u t  a  great  n o se,  an   open  m o u th ,  and a  sh o w er o f  spittle.  P ule  shrank  back  in  disg u st.  F ish  vendors pu sh ed   in  on  h im   from   all  sides.  O cto p i  the  size  o f  bum boats seem ed  to   b e  hovering  o v er  h im ,  g rasping  a t  him   w ith  w arty ten tacles.  B askets  o f  eels  ap p eared ,  push ed   along  o n   a  cart, w rig g lin g   o u t  o v er  th e  sides  o f  th eir  p rison  only  to   be  igno-m iniously  shoved  b ack   in  and  bu ried   b eneath  a  b allast  o f cab b ag e  leaves. 

P ule  gagged.  It  w as  close  as  a   tanyard.  H e ’d  faint  if   he did n ’t have air.  “Carp!  Carp!  C arp!” cam e a sudden cry.  “W h o ’ll h av e  th ese  ha-a-an so m e  carp!  A ll  alive!  A live  O!  Prim e  carp! 

C a rp   o ’  th e  go d s!”  Pule  steered  tow ard  the  v oice,  groping  for his  p urse.  H e  w o u ld n ’t  haggle.  T h is w as  no tim e fo r haggling. 

H e ’d   h ave  h is  carp   and  aw ay.  H e  stum bled,  slipped  on  the carcass  o f a  fish  trod  to   slim e  by  a  hundred  shoes.  In  front  o f him   w as  a  p lan k   piled  w ith  en orm ous  reddish  shrim p,  like
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im p o ssib le b u g s,  th e ir ey es  staring o n  stalks from  o u t o f  brittle ca rap ac es,  huge  feelers  w av in g   like  antennae.  P u le  ro cked ag a in st  a   w agon  o f   sq u id ,  nearly  u p setting  it.  “ ’E re  n ow !” 

ca m e  a  cry,  an d   h e  w as  shoved  along.  T h ere  w ere  the  c a rp —  

sev en   o f  th e m ,  sub m erg ed   in  a   tro u g h   o f w ater. 

“ F resh as an y  d aisy !” cried  the vendor, noting P u le ’s ev id en t interest. 

“ H ow   m u ch ?” 

“T w o   pou n d s  buys  th e  lo t.” 

P u le  pro d u ced   th e  m oney  and  w aved  it b lin d ly   at the  m an , w h o   snatch ed   it  aw ay  an d   w inked  at  a  seller  o f d ried   herring b esid e  him .  “ W ant  th em   all,  th en ?” 

“ I  g ave  yo u   en o u g h ,  d id n ’t  I?” 

“ N o ,” said the v endor, “ yo u  w ere a pound shy.  W h a t’re you u p   to ?  P recio u s  sort  o f  fellow ,  a re n ’t  y o u ,  try in g   to  ch e at  a p o o r  carp   m an  lik e  m e .” 

P ule  lo oked  up  at  h im ,  asto n ish ed ,  fa r to o   tired  and  brighten ed   to   arg u e.  T h e  m an  dan g led   a  single  p o u n d   note  fro m   his fin g ers.  P ule  g av e  him   a  look  and  got  an o th er  look  in  return. 

“ H ow   m any  fo r  a   p o u n d ?”  he  w hispered. 

“ W h a t’s  th at?” 

“F o r  a  pou n d ?  W h a t  do  I  g et  fo r  a   pou n d ?” 

“O n e b leed in g  fish ,  is w hat.  W e h ad  an  agreem ent.  M e m ate h ere  heard   it  fro m   y o u r  very  face,  and  an  unnatural  sort  o f p o ck y   face  it  is,  if  I  says  so  m y se lf.”  A nd  w ith  th a t h e   leered across  at  the  herrin g   d ealer,  w h o   nod d ed   w idely  an d   finally. 

P ule  d u g   o u t  an o th er  pound.  “ I  w ant  th e  tro u g h   to o ,”   he said   w eakly. 

“T h a t’ll co st yo u   another,  ca rb u n cle ,”  said th e carp  vendor. 

P u le n o d d ed ,  h is fear an d  em b arrassm en t m etam orphosing into anger.  “ H ere,  y o u !”  he  crie d ,  gestu rin g  to   a  co sterlad  w h o   sat in an  em p ty  barrow .  “F ive  shillings to  tran sp o rt th is tub o f  carp o u t  to   S o h o ." 

T h e   b oy  leap ed   u p   and  grap p led   w ith   the  h eavy  tro u g h , sp illin g   w ater.  P u le  cu ffed   h im   o n   the  side  o f  th e  head. 

“H e re ’s  a   b rav e  o n e!”  shouted  the  carp   m a n ,  po ck etin g  the m o st  rec en t  p o u n d   note.  “ L ook  at  m oony  b ea t  th is  h ere  lad!” 

A n d   h e  b u rst  into  laughter,  reached  across  th e  tro u g h ,  and je rk e d   P u le ’s  ca p   o ff,  d ip p in g   it  full  o f   squid  fro m   a   passing basket.  H e  sh o v ed   th e  ca p   back  o n to   th e   h ead   o f   th e   fleeing
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and  hu m iliated   P u le,  w h o ,  w ith  the  barrow   at  his  heels,  burst out into the ch illy  m o rning sunlight and pitched the cap ,  squids and  all,  into  th e  T ham es. 

“ S ay!”  cried   the  lad  w ith  the  barrow .  F o r  a  m om ent  he looked  as  if   he  w ere  going  to  leap  in  afte r  them .  “T h at  w ere a  go o d   h at,  w eren ’t  it?”  he  asked  innocently,  m arv elin g ,  p e rh ap s,  at  the  apparent  w ealth  o f  a  m an  w ho  w ould  throw   such a  h at  into the river.  “ A nd they w as prim e  squid to o .”  H e  shook his  h ead  an d   sloshed  along  in  P u le ’s  w ake. 

Som e  hu n d red   y ards  d o w n   the  em b an k m en t,  th e  cries  and odors  o f B illingsgate  m arket  having  receded  behind  him ,  Pule noticed  a  sleeping  fig u re,  h u nched  o u t  o f  the  w ind  beneath  a little  stony  o u tcropping  that  had   b een ,  before  it  cru m b led ,  a d eco rativ e  g ranite  b uttress  on  an  ancient  b it  o f   riv er  w all.  It w a sn ’t  the  reclin in g   figure  that  cau g h t  h is  eye  so  m uch  as  the h alf-ex p o sed  o b ject that pro tru d ed  from  a  p illow case w hich the sleep er  crad led   in  his  arm s. 

P ule slow ed and squinted at it.  H e  looked at the m a n ’s face. 

It  appeared  to  be  B ill  K raken.  A nd  the  box?  It  w as  a  K eeble bo x .  H e ’d  seen  N arb o n d o ’s  sketches.  T h ere  w a sn ’t  any  q u estion  about it:  the  g rinning face o f the  clothed  hippo that peered o u t  fro m   the  folds  o f the  p illo w case,  th e  dan cin g   apes  carved into  th e  ex p osed  lid.  W hat  rare  piece  o f  serendipity  w as  th is, he  asked  h im self.  C ould  this  be  heavenly  rep aym ent  fo r  his recent  ill-use? 

H e  studied  the  sleeping  K raken.  H e  w as  u nacquainted  w ith the  m an ,  literally  sp eak in g ,  but  perhaps  knew   enough  about h im   to   tu m   the  h appenstance  o f   th e ir  m eeting  to  profit.  H e ad d ressed  the  costerlad:  “ R un  along  dow n  the  w ay,”  he  said, 

“an d   bu y   m e  a   bottle  o f   brandy,  heated ,  w ill  you?  A nd  tw o g la sse s .”  H e  g ave  the  boy  three  shillings.  “T h e re ’s an o th er for you  if you  com e  b a c k .”  He  realized  as  he  w atched  the  boy  run o ff that  he h a d n ’t had to  o ffe r him  a brib e to return.  H e ’d  have com e  back  after  h is  barrow   sure  enough.  P erhaps  he  could ch e at  him   o f it  som ehow .  P ule  turned  h is  attention  to  K rak en , w ho  snored  v o lubly  and  held  on to   his  prize. 

T he  sun  p eeked  o v er  the  treetops  below   L ondon  B ridge, castin g   its  rays full  into K ra k en ’s  face.  H e reco iled  in the glare o f  it,  b linking  and  sq u in tin g ,  then  seem ed  to  realize  w hat  it w as he clu tch ed  to his ch e st, and clu tch ed  it all the m ore tightly, as  if  it w ere  a beast o f som e  sort that  m ight  leap from  his arm s
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an d   ru n .  In  an   in stan t  he  pushed  it  aw ay,  h o ping,  it  seem ed, that  it   w ou ld ru n ,  th en   yanked  it  to  him   again.  H e  stopped  his o dd  tug  o f  w ar,  how ever,  w hen  he  noted  P u le,  b en t  o v er  the barro w   o f  carp. 

“G ood m orning to y o u ,” said Pule pleasantly, one eye cocked for  the  approach  o f  th e  lad  w ith  his  brandy.  K raken  sat  in silence.  “C o ld   eno u g h   this  m o rn in g .” 

“T h at  it  is ,”  said  K raken  suspiciously. 

“ B it  o f  hot  brandy  w ould  be  the  tic k e t.” 

K raken  sw allow ed  hard.  H e  ran  a  dry  tongue  o v er  his  lips and  reg ard ed   P ule.  “ H ave  a  b it  o f fish   th e re ,  h ave  y o u ?” 

“T h a t’s  it.  F ish.  C a rp ,  actually.” 

“ C arp   is  it?  T h ey   say  carp   i s . . .  W h at  do  they  say?  Im m ortal.  T h a t’s  it.” 

“ D o  th e y ?”  asked  P u le,  feigning  deep  interest. 

“ S cience does.  T h e y ’ve  studied  ’em .  In C hina  m ainly.  Live fo rev er  and  grow   as  big  as  the  pool  th e y ’re  kept  in.  T h a t’s  a fact.  R ead   up  y o u r  B ib le — it’s  all  there.  L oads  o f  talk  about the  le v ia th a n — the  d e v il’s  ow n   fish.  S how s  up  as  a   serpent h ere ,  a cro co d ile th e re — they c a n ’t k eep  him  straight.  B u t h e ’s a  ca rp , sure en o u g h , w ith his tail in his ow n m outh.  A nd so o n —  

w eek s  they  s a y — h e ’s  going  to  let  loose  and  com e  up  o u t  o f the  se a  like  one  o f  th em   m onsoons.  I ’m   a  m an  o f science  and the  sp irit  b o th ,  b u t I d o n ’t tru st to  neith er one entirely.  T h ere’s no  affid av it  you  ca n   sign.  T h a t’s  m y  th in k in g .” 

P u le  w as  m om entarily  aw ash.  H e  nodded  vehem ent  agreem ent.  “ S p irit,  is  it?”  h e  ask ed ,  seeing  that  the  b randy  bottle appro ach ed  at a  run  from  up the em bankm ent.  T h e b randy w as d eliv ered ,  P ule  w as  reliev ed   o f   an o th er  sh illing,  and  the  boy pushed  the  barrow   tw enty  yards  farth er  along  and  w aited. 

“G lass  o f  O ld  P ope?”  asked  P u le,  pouring  h a lf  a   tum bler full  fo r  K rak en   befo re  he  had  an  answ er. 

“ I am  dry, th an k  yo u .  A nd I h a v e n ’t had  break fast yet.  W hat d id  y ou  say  you  w ere?”  K raken  sipped  at th e brandy.  T h en ,  as if  in ru shing relief, he d rained h a lf o f it,  gasping an d  coughing. 

“ I ’m   a  n atu ra list.” 

“ A re  y o u ?” 

“T h a t’s rig h t.  I ’m  an  associate o f  the  noted P rofessor L angd on  St.  Iv e s .” 

K raken  g asp ed   ag ain ,  w ithout  the  help   o f th e  brandy,  then his  face  d ro p p ed   into  a   m elancholy  scow l  o f   self-pity.  Pule
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p o u red  an o th er d o llo p  in to  h is glass.  K rak en  drank.  T h e brandy seem ed  to  run the m o rn in g  ch ill aw ay.  K raken suddenly th ought o f   the  b o x ,  w hich  lay  on  h is  lap  lik e  a   co iled  serpent.  W hy h ad   h e  tak en   it? W h a t  u se  had  he  fo r  it?  H e  d id n 't at  all  w ant it.  H e ’d   su n k   v ery   low.  T h a t  w as  certainly  th e  truth.  A n other glass  w o u ld n ’t  sin k   him   an y   low er.  H e  w iped  a   te ar  from   his ey e  and  le t  g o   a   heav in g   sigh. 

“ In terested   in  th e  scientific  arts,  you  say?”   said  Pule. 

K rak en  n o d d ed  m orosely,  gazin g   into h is em pty glass.  Pule filled  it. 

“O f  w h at  b ran ch   o f  the  scien ces  are  yo u   an  aficionado?” 

K rak en   sh o o k   h is  h ead ,  unable  to  u tte r  a   response.  P ule loom ed  in   at  h im ,  p roffering  the  b o ttle,  stretching  h is  co u n tenance  in to   an  exp ressio n   both  pitying  an d   interested.  “ You s e e m ,”  said P u le, “ if  y o u ’ll ex cu se m y m eddling in y o u r affairs, to   b e   a   stu d en t  o f   th e  tu rnings  o f   th e  h um an  heart,  w h ich ,  if I ’m  co rrec t,  is as often  b roken as it is w h o le.” A nd Pule heaved a   sig h ,  as  i f  h e  too  saw   the  sad  en d   o f  things. 

K rak en   nod d ed   a   rubbery  h ead.  T h e  brandy  rallied  him   a b it.  “ Y ou’re  a   ph ilo so p h er,  sir,”   h e  said.  “ H ave  you  read A sh b less?” 

“ I  rea d   little  e ls e ,”   P u le  lied,  “ un less,  o f   co u rse ,  it’s  scientific  arcan a.  O n e  is  fo rev er  learning  from   read in g   the  p h ilosophers.  It’s n o thing m ore n o r less than a  study o f  th e  hum an soul.  A n d   w e ’re  living,  I  fear,  in  a  w orld to o   n egligent o f  that p art  o f  m a n ’s  an ato m y .” 

“T h e re ’s  tru th   in  th a t,”  cried   K rak en ,  risin g   unsteadily  to h is  fee t.  “ S om e  o f  u s  h av e  souls  the  rag   m an  w o u ld n ’t  touch. 

N ot  w ith  a  to astin g  fo rk .”   A nd w ith   th a t,  K raken  b egan to  cry aloud. 

P ule  placed   a   co m fo rtin g   h an d   o n   his  shoulder.  H e  h a d n ’t any  id e a  w here  th e  con v ersatio n   w as  lead in g ,  but  w as  reaso n ably certain that h e co u ld n ’t ju s t reliev e  K raken o f th e box and w alk aw ay.  H e ’d  h av e to  tru st to  the  fates, w h o  if  not positively sm ilin g   up o n   h im ,  w ere  at  least  g rin n in g   in  h is  d irectio n .  H e poured  K raken  an o th er tw o  inches  o f  brandy,  w o ndering  if  he h ad n ’t ought to  have bought tw o bottles w hen he had the chance. 

T he effects o f  the w arm  liquor,  h ow ever,  seem ed to  h av e b een som eh o w   cu m u lativ e,  fo r  K raken  suddenly  slum ped  heavily ag a in st th e stones o f  the low  w ail th a t fronted the em bankm ent, a n d  it o cc u rre d  to   P ule that it m ig h t b e p o ssible  sim ply to  w ait
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u ntil  K raken  w as  b lin d   d ru n k   an d   th en   w alk  aw ay  w ith   his b ox.  “ D o  y o u . 

. 

as ked  K rak en ,  “do  you  suppose  th e re’s  a b it  o f h o p e?” 

“ S urely,”  said  P u le,  to   b e  safe.  K raken  ap p eared   to   be  satisfied .  “ Y ou’ve  a   great  b u rd e n .” 

“T h a t’s  a  fa c t,”  m uttered  K raken. 

“ I  can  h elp   y ou.  T rust  m e.  T h is  talk  about to astin g   forks  is unhealthy, d o u b ly  so:  I w o n ’t believe it o f  you on the one h an d , an d   it  den ies  th e  very  ro o t  o f  salvation  on  the  other.  T h ere  is no  b etter  tim e  th an   th is  to   ro u n d   the  b en d ,  to   draw   a  course for  h o m e .” 

“ D o  y ou  th ink  so ,  g u v ’nor?  W ould th ey   h av e  m e?”  K raken d rained  his  glass. 

“W h a t h av e  you  done  th a t’s  so  aw ful?  S tolen  y o u r m a ste r’s g o o d s?  C heek ed   the  m issu s?” 

K rak en   h eaved  an o th er sigh  and  looked in advertently a t the box. 

“ W h at  can  that  b e ,”  P ule  ask ed ,  “b u t  a   toy  fo r  a   ch ild? 

S tride  b ack   in  and  lay  it  at  the  feet  o f y o u r em ployer.  B rass  it out.  A d m it  y o u r  g u ilt.” 

“O h  n o ,”  lam ented  K raken.  “ I t’s  a  b it  m ore  than  a  toy.  I t’s th e  g allo w s,  is  w hat  it  is  fo r B ill  K raken.  I t’s  the  gibbet.  T his h ere  a in ’t  no  toy.” 

“ C o m e,  co m e.  W h at  can   it  be  th a t’s  so  valuable  as  that? 

T h e  w o rld   lo ves  a   m an  w ho  confesses  his  sin s .” 

“T h en   they  h an g   h im .”  K raken  lapsed  into  silence.  P u le, u n sp eak ab ly   irritated   b u t  g rinning  broadly,  filled  h is  glass  and ca st the em pty  bottle en d  o v e r en d   into the river.  “C o m e now ,” 

h e  said ,  “tell  u s  w h at  it  is  y o u ’v e  g otten o ff w ith th ere  and  I ’ll see  if  I  c a n ’t  m ake  it  rig h t.” 

“C an  y o u ,  g u v ’n o r?” asked the befuddled K rak en ,  suddenly anim ated. 

“ I ’m   th e  nephew   o f  the  L ord  M ay o r.” 

“ A h ,” said K rak en , con sid erin g  this.  “T he L ord M ayor. T he L o rd   M ay o r  hisself.  I t’s  a   precious  great  em erald ,  is  w h at  it is.  P o o r  Ja c k y ’s  inheritance  in  a   lum p.  A nd  I ’ve  gone  and p in ch ed   it.  I t’s  d rink th a t did  it,  an d  th a t’s the truth.  D rink and th is  bo n k   on  the  c o n k .”  A nd  w ith  th a t  h e  fingered  the  freshly h ealed   c u t  along  h is  forehead. 

P u le 's  m ind  w renched  an d   clanked  like  a   b roken  en g in e. 

T h e  em erald .  If   N arbondo  g o t  ho ld   o f   it,  P ule  could  w histle
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fo r  a  sh are.  D am n  th e  hom u n cu lu s.  D am n  the  rotten  Jo an n a S o u th co te an d  h e r dod d erin g  son.  T he em erald  w as w orth m ore than  all  th e  h u n ch b a ck ’s  scientific  m aundering.  A nd  it  w ould b e w orth tw ice as m uch to  see O w lesb y  d ep riv ed  o f  it.  D orothy K eeble  w ould  reg ret  sn ubbing  him .  H e ’d   lure  K raken  into  an alley and b ash  h im  to  pieces.  B u t th e lad w ith the barrow .  T here h e  sto o d ,  w aitin g   stupidly.  H e  w ould  send  th e  lad  ahead  w ith the  carp .  N arb o n d o   h ad   paid   fo r  th em ,  after  all.  G iv e  h im   his du e. 

“ I  th in k   1  see  a   w ay  o u t  o f  th is en tan g le m e n t,”  said  Pule. 

“E h ?” 

“ I  say,  co m e  along  w ith  m e an d   I ’ll  p u t th is rig h t.  S traig h taway.  Y ou’ll  b e  b ac k   in  tune  in  n o   tim e.  A nd  fo r  th e  love  o f G o d ,  d o n ’t  le t  g o   the  b o x   th ere.  T h e re ’s  v illain s  in  th is  city w ould  m u rd er  y ou  o v e r it  so o n   as  tip  th e ir h at  y ou  yo u .  L ook sh arp   no w .” 

“T h e re ’s  truth  in  th a t,”   said   K rak en   h a lf to   h im self,  stu m b lin g   alo n g   b eh in d   P u le ,  w h o   ad v an ced   to w ard   the  bo y   w ith the  barrow . 

“ L o o k  h e re ,  la d ,”  said  P u le.  “ H aul th e se  c a rp  to  tw o -six ty - 

six  P ratlo w   S tre et,  o f f  O ld  C o m p to n ,  an d   be  q u ick   as  you  can ab o u t  it  w ith o u t  sloshing  th e  th in g s o n to  th e  ro ad .  T h e re ’ll  b e a   h a lf cro w n   fo r  y o u   th ere  fro m   M r.  N arb o n d o   if  th e  fish  are breath in g   w h en   y o u   g e t  th e re .  Tell  h im   M r.  P u le  sa y s  he  can ea t th e se ,  w ith   M r.  P u le ’s  reg ard s fo r salt.  N o w   go alo n g   w ith y o u .”  A n d   aw ay  th e  lad  w en t  innocently  about  h is  task.  P ule shook  w ith   an ticip atio n ,  fo llo w in g   alo n g   th e   em b an k m e n t  to w ard  B lack friars.  H e ’d   h av e  to  act  b efo re  K rak en   so b ered   up. 

H e play ed  in  h is m ind sc en e s o f  K ra k e n 's d em ise , o f  th e  tellin g blow ,  d ie  g lin tin g   k n ife ,  the  g a sp   o f d ru n k en   surprise. 

“W h a t  the  dev il  d o   y o u   h ere!”   c a m e  a   startlin g   cry   from behind  h im .  P u le  leap ed .  A   w ag o n   rattled   u p ,  an d   in  it  sat Ig nacio N arb o n d o  in a  fury. P u le ’s sto m ach  felt suddenly em pty. 

“ I t’s  co m in g   o n   ten  o ’clock!  D oes  it  tak e  y o u   h a lf a   m o rn in g to  b uy  a   stin k in g   ca rp ?  T h a t  d am n ed   sk eleto n   is  d ro p p in g   to d u st befo re u s an d  y o u ’re o u t tak in g  th e su n .  S h ilo h  th e b loody m essiah  has u s by th e n ub!”  H e p au sed  in  h is tira d e an d  lo oked P u le  up  an d   d o w n .  “ W h e re ’s   m y   ca rp ?” 

“ I  sen t  th em   ah e ad   w ith   a   boy.  Y ou’ll  g e t  y o u r  stinking c a rp .” 

“ A n d   th ey    w ill  b e  stin k in g   at  th is  rate .  W h a t’s   th is?”   H e
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squinted at K rak en .  “ I t’s B ill K rak en , by G od! O ld  Bill K raken. 

D ig g in ’  u p   an y   co rp se s,  B ill?” 

K rak en   lo o k ed   from   P u le  to   N arb o n d o ,  th en   b ack   at  P u le, su sp icions  rev o lv in g   in  h is  so d d en   m ind. 

“ B y  G o d !”  said  N arbondo  u n d e r h is  b rea th ,  no tin g   th e  box for  the  first  tim e.  H e  turned  o n   P ule.  “ S o  th a t’s  y o u r g am e,  is it?  G o in g   to   slip  it  to   an  o ld   ru m m y   lik e  B ill  an d   m ake  aw ay w ith   the  b ox.  L eav e  th e  p o o r  d o cto r  to   fend  fo r  h im s e lf.”  H e sh ook  h is  head  as  if  o u t o f  sy m pathy  w ith th e  idea.  “ A n d   after all  I ’v e  tau g h t  y o u .” 

“T h a t’s  a   lie ,”  said  P u le  hotly.  “ I  w as  lead in g   him   b ack  to P ratlow   S treet.  T h e  w o m an   o n   the  slab   w o u ld   profit  f r o m . . . 

 reorganizing. ”   P u le w in k ed  hu g ely  a t N arb o n d o , inw ardly fu m in g ,  b eratin g   h im s e lf  fo r  tak in g   so   m o n u m en tally   long  about the  bu sin ess. 

N arb o n d o  frow ned at P u le ’s p u n n in g ,  but h is h u m o r seem ed in stan tly   to   im prove.  “ I  can   see  th at  h e ’s  a   m an   o f  p a rts,”   he sa id ,  th en   b u rst  into  m o m en tary   laughter,  c u t  o ff as  suddenly as  it  b eg an .  “ W h a t’s  in  th e  K eeb le  b o x ?  D oes  h e  kn o w ?” 

“T h e  em e ra ld ,”  said  P u le. T h ere w as no reaso n  to  d issem ble h ere.  H e ’d  eith er  h av e  the  em erald   o r  he  w o u ld n ’t.  N o ,  that w a sn ’t  so.  H e ’d    have  the  em erald ,  p erio d .  E v en   if  he  had  to feed N arb o n d o  to  the ca rp .  H e ’d  w ait it o u t. T h is sim ply h a d n ’t b een   the  rig h t  m o m en t.  O n e  c a n ’t  g e t  g reed y   w ith  th e  fates. 

O n e  has  sim ply  to   w ait. 

K raken  lo oked  sic k ,  w h eth e r o v e r h is  m ounting  suspicions o r  o v e r  th e  ex cess  o f   w arm   b ran d y   it  w as  im possible  to   say, b u t it co u ld  be seen at a g la n ce th a t h e w as n o  lo n g e r th e d o cile, rep e n tan t K raken w h o  m o m ents before had been follow ing Pule like  an   o b ed ien t  d og.  A   look  o f   reso lv e  flick ered   acro ss  his face.  H e  step p ed   b ack   a   p ace  and  started   to   speak.  B ut  the sig h t o f  a  su d d en ly  ap p earin g  rev o lv e r in th e hand o f  th e h u n ch back  silen ced   him .  T h e  lo o k   o f  reso lv e  collapsed. 

“ Into  th e  w ag o n   w ith   y o u ,  B ill,”  said  th e  doctor,  gesturing w ith  the  p isto l.  K rak en   attem p ted   to   clim b   in  and  stum bled against  th e  side.  “ H elp  th e   so d ,  num b sk u ll!”   roared  N arbondo a t  P u le.  “ H eav e  him   in  an d   le t’s  be  g o n e.  W e’ve  got  a  d a y ’s w o rk   ah e ad .  In  y ou  g o ,  B ill!”  A nd  P u le,  h au lin g   on  K ra k en ’s le g s,  tu m b led   h im  in to  th e  w ag o n  as K rak en  clu tch ed  the  b ox, d o u b ly   certain   now   o f   h is  o w n   dam n atio n .  P ule  clim b ed   in besid e  h im   an d   to o k   th e  pistol  from   N arbondo.  T h e  w agon
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rattled   aw a y   u p   th e  ro a d ,  p assin g   som e  h a lf  m ile  d o w n   the c o sterla d   w h eeling  h is  barrow . 

“T h e re ’s  the  c a rp !"  cried   P u le,  p o inting. 

B u t  N arb o n d o   d ro v e  p ast  w ith o u t  slack en in g   h is  p ace. 

“T h e y ’ll co m e  alo n g  rig h t e n o u g h ,”  h e  said o v e r h is  sh o u lder.  “W e’ll ju s t  g e t  p o o r  B ill  h o m e  safe  w h ile  w e ’re  at  it.  N o d eto u rs  now.  N o t  w ith   the  b ox  rid in g   alo n g   beside  u s!”  A nd w ith   th a t  h e  w h ip p ed   u p  th e  h o rses,  ca reerin g   aro u n d  o n to  th e V icto ria  E m b an k m en t  an d   away. 
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Trouble  at  Harrogate

L angdon  St.  Ives  m arv eled   at  the  sunny  sk ies o v e r H arrogate. 

T h e  clo u d s  th a t  shaded  L o n d o n   w ere  in v isib le  bey o n d   th e  horizo n ,  an d   th e   pall  th a t  o v erh u n g   L eed s  co u ld   on ly   d im ly   b e seen ,  b lo w n   aw ay   w est  an d   south  b y   ch ill  w in d s  o f f   green S cottish hillsid es.  T h e  w ea th er w as b risk — su nny  and  b risk —  

an d   it  fitted   S t.  Iv es  to   a   tee. 

H e ’d  co llec te d  the o x y g en a to r from   K ecble  at K in g ’s C ross S tatio n ,  th e to y m a k er fearfu l  that h e ’d  been  fo llo w ed ,  p erhaps by  h is  n em esis  in th e ch im n ey   p ip e  h a t— the  m an   K rak en   had referred  to  as B illy  D eener.  B u t n o  such villain show ed h im self. 

N o th in g   a t  all  su sp icious  o ccu rred   u n til  the  train  w as  an   h our n orth o f  L o n d o q .  A n d  th a t little b u sin ess,  th o u g h t St.  Ives w ith a  certain am ount o f  satisfaction, h e ’d  dealt w ith handily enough. 

H e p o u red  an o th er c u p  o f  te a  an d  sank h is teeth into a  scone. 

A   h am m erin g   at  a  clo set  d o o r  b ehind  him   and  the  m u ffled grunts o f  so m eo n e apparently  locked in sid e gav e him  no pause. 

H asb ro   w alk ed   in ju s t  th e n ,  n o d ding  to   S t.  Ives.  “ S hall  I ju s t c le a r th e se  aw ay,  sir?” 

“ B y   all  m e a n s.” 
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“ H e ’s  still  th u m p in g ,  sir.” 

“ A n d   th e  o th e r  o n e?” 

“Q u ie t,  sir,  th e se  last  tw o   h o u rs.” 

St.  Ives  n o d d ed ,  sa tisfie d ,  b u t sa d d en ed  in spite o f  him self. 

“ D ead ,  d o   y ou  su p p o se?” 

“ F ro m  h is co u n ten a n ce— as w ell as I can  perceiv e it th ro u g h the  p e e p h o le — I  w o u ld   an sw e r  in  th e  affirm ativ e.  D ead   as  a h errin g ,  I ’d   say,  sir,  to   q u o te  th e  p o p u la c e .” 

St.  Ives  aro se ,  w alk ed   into  his  laboratory,  and  p eered   in th ro u g h   a   d o o r  fixed  w ith  a   po rth o le  w indow .  O n  the  flo o r  o f a tiny ro o m  bey o n d  lay a m an  w h o  ap p eared  to  h av e b ee n  dead fo r  a   w eek .  O n   a   plate  besid e  h im   w as  a   q u an tity   o f   fru it.  A p itc h er o f  w ate r stood  o n   a   w in d o w   sill  b eh in d .  H is  m ou ld ery clo th es  fit  loosely,  as  if  h e ’d   w o rn   th e  sam e  su it  fo r  a   m o n th o r tw o  o f  a  starv atio n  d ie t,  an d  h is face w as th e face o f  a  ghoul. 

T h e lo n g , o p en  sc ar o f  a  b u lle t w o u n d  m u tilated  h is ch e ek ,  an d th ro u g h   it  sh o w ed   three  yello w ed   teeth . 

“ D id n ’t  to u ch   the  fo o d ?” 

“ N o t  a   b ite ,  sir.” 

“ A n d  d ea d  in a  d a y ’s tim e.  Very  in teresting.  W e’ll b u ry  him o n   th e  g ro u n d s,  p o o r  so d .  T h is  is  a   sad  b u sin e ss,  H asb ro ,  a sad  bu sin ess.  B u t  h e   w as  a   d ead   m an   b efo re  w e  starv ed   h im . 

I co u ld  see that w hen th ey  sat d o w n  b eh in d  m e o n  th e ex p ress. 

T h e y  h ad  th e o d o r o f  d ea th  an d  d u st o n  th em .  W h a t th ey   w ere u p  to   I c a n ’t  say,  o r ev e n   w h eth er th ey   b elo n g  to  N arb o n d o  o r to   th e   o ld   m an .  F ilthy  pity,  really.  L e t’s  h a v e   a   lo o k   a t  th e o th e r.” 

B a ck   in to   the  library  th ey   w en t,  w h ere  H asb ro   stacked  a c u p   and  p late  o n to   a  te a   tray,  d u stin g   w ith   a   little  h o rseh air b ru sh   th e  tab le  cru m b s  o n to   a   tray.  S t.  Iv es  p eered   in  at  th e seco n d   prisoner.  T h e  b lo o d   p u d d in g   th e y ’d   left  in  th e  clo set w as  g o n e ,  the  p la te,  apparently,  lick ed   c lea n .  T h e   p riso n er th u m p ed   m o ro sely   at  th e  d o o r,  as  i f  th e  p o u n d in g   w ere  so m eth in g   he  w ere  d o in g   o u t  o f   necessity   b u t  h ad   n o   real  in terest in. 

“W h a t d o e s  a   zo m b ie  care  a b o u t  lo d gings?”   ask ed   S t.  Ives o v e r  h is  shoulder.  “A   clo set  o r  a   h illsid e ,  it  m u st  b e  im m ate ria l.” 

“ I ra th e r su p p o se ,  s ir,” said H asb ro ,  “th a t a n  an im ated  d ead m an  m ig h t fan c y  a  clo set m o re th a n  a  hillsid e.  A  c lo se t,  i f  yo u fo llo w   m e ,  is  so m eth in g   m o re  lik e  h o m e  to   h im .” 
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“P erh ap s  h e ’s  th u m p in g   fo r  an o th er  p an   o f   p u d d in g ,”  said St.  Ives.  “ I ’m   h a lf  inclined  to   give  it  to   him .  R em in d s  m e  o f M r.  D ic k — d o  y ou recall?— up at  B ingley.  H e b u ilt th a t clev er dev ice  fo r  trap p in g   ro aches  an d   th en   h a d n ’t  the  heart  to   do th e m   in.  F ed  a  sm all  fam ily  o f   them   fo r  a   w eek  u ntil  the  cat ate  th em   and  destro y ed   the  d ev ice.  D o  you  rem e m b er th a t?” 

“ Very  w ell,  sir.” 

“ D am ned  cu rio u s  cat,  if   yo u   ask  m e.  B ut  w e  w o n ’t  feed th is  ro ach .  N ot  a   d ro p   o f  b lo o d ,  not  a  slice  o f  p u d ding.  W e’ll give  h im   b ack   to   th e  in fin ite .” 

T h e  n ex t  m o rn in g ,  w hen  St.  Ives  peered  in  at  the  w indow o nce ag ain ,  th e  second ghoul  w as dead.  S hards o f the crockery b o w l th a t had co n tain ed   the  p u d ding pro tru d ed  from   his m outh like  teeth. 

S t.  Ives  spent  the day   testin g  the  aeratin g  d ev ice  and read y ing  h is  sh ip ,  a  spherical  iron  shell  crossh atch ed   w ith  lines  o f riv ets,  ato p   w hat  w ould  ap p ear  to  th e  u n tutored  ey e   to   be  an en o rm o u s  C h in ese  ro ck e t,  p o inted  tow ard  the  d om ed  ro o f  o f th e  silo   in  w hich  it  sat.  A   series  o f  pulleys  an d  ch ain s  allow ed fo r the  draw in g -b ack   o f  the d o m e  an d ,  St.  Ives p ray e d ,  fo r the issuance  o f  the  craft.  A long  eith er  side  o f  the  veh icle  w ere arch ed   w in g s,  b atlike  an d  clo se  to th e  h ull.  A nd from   the base o f  the w ings pro tru d ed  ex h a u st and m o tiv ato r tubes.  W in d o w s, h eavy w ith  g la ss, encircled  the cra ft beneath th e co n ical locking m ech an ism  o f the  h atch.  T h e sig h t o f  th e ship satisfied S t.  Ives entirely.  H e clim bed  the  w ooden  stairw ay that  spiralled u p  and around  to   the  h atch ,  rap p in g   the  iron  skin  o f  the  ship,  peering in  at th e  little clu ste r o f  p otted orch id s and b eg o n ias that w ould aid  K e e b le ’s  b ox  in  su pplying  oxy g en .  H e  puffed  a  lungful  o f air o n to   the  sensing  d ev ice  that  w ould  record  p revailing  levels o f  g asses  in  the  cabin.  It  w as  a  frightful  risk ,  sending the  craft into  the  heavens  unm an n ed .  H e  m ig h t  q u ite  easily   lose  it  in the  se a,  o r  w atch  horro rstru ck   as  it  sm ashed  dow n  into  the suburbs.  B u t  it  w as  preferab le,  all  in  all,  to   being   a b o a rd   an u n tested  cra ft  th a t  su ffered  such  a  fate.  T he  needle  on  the  gas detectio n   gau g e  sw u n g   b riefly   b eneath  its  crystal. 

T h e  K eeble  b ox  w as  an chored  firm ly,  the  rid icu lo u s  hippo and ap es carv ed  into the ro sew ood to p  g rinning o u t at S t.  Ives, ab solute  K eeble  trad em ark s.  H e  pushed  the  te ste r  button  w ith his  fin g er  an d   a  little  spray  o f  green  ch lo ro p h y l  d u st  shot  o u t, carried  on  a  m ixture  o f   heliu m   and  oxy g en .  T he  g au g e  o nce
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again  g av e  a   b rie f leap ,  th en   settled   as  the  oxy g en   dissipated in  th e   g en eral  atm o sp h ere  o f  the  cab in .  St.  Ives  nodded. 

A s  h e  clu m p ed   back  d o w n   th e   stairs,  h e  noted  w ith   sa tisfactio n   th a t  there  w a s n 't  a   single  co m p ellin g   rea so n   to   return to   L ondon.  N o  w ord  h ad  co m e  reg ard in g  th e en d eav o rs o f  the T rism egistus  C lu b .  C ertain ly   they  co u ld   carry   o n   w ith o u t  him fo r a  w eek.  It w as en tirely   likely that the  w ayw ard  K raken had been fo u n d , th a t K elso D rake had  heed ed  th e C a p ta in 's w arning an d   scuttled  like  a  beetle  into  h is  d ark   satanic  m ills.  G odall w as  a   m a rv e l— in scru tab le,  cap ab le.  C ap tain   P ow ers  w as  a ro ck .  T h e  tw o  alone  co u ld   d efen d   L ondon  ag ain st  a  siege  o f zo m b ies  and  m illio n aires.  W h at  w ere  th ey   all  fo o lin g   about w ith ,  an y w ay ? W h at dreary   m ach in atio n s w ere w orth  St.  Iv e s’ 

aban d o n in g  th e  space cra ft,  w hich  w o u ld ,  early   n ex t m o rn in g , angle  o u t  through  the  heav en s  abo v e  W est  Y orkshire,  above the asto n ish ed  p o p ulace o f  W etherby  and L eeds,  to  describ e its flam ing  halo   in  the  thin  a ir  o f   the  tw ilit  sky  an d   p lu m m et h o m ew ard   th a t  sam e  e v e n in g ,  already  th e  stu ff o f   leg en d ,  to its  berth   on  th e  m o o r  b ey o n d   R o b b ’s  H ead? 

L o n d o n  co u ld   w ait fo r him .  T h e y ’d  h ave him   soon eno u g h . 

B ut  fo r the  m o m en t  th e y ’d  play   second  fid d le.  It  w as  the  c o n seq u en ce  o f   the  scientific  fates,  a n d — h e  th o u g h t  to   h im self w h ile  reg ard in g   from   the  o p en   d o o rw ay   o f  th e   silo  th e   finny sw eep  o f   th e  w ings  and  th e  brass  and  silv er  o f   th e  p olished h u ll— o f   th e  scientific  m u ses.  H e  set  o u t  across  th e  law n.  It w as  three  in  th e  aftern o o n   b y   h is  p o ck et w atch.  L ate  en o u g h by  any  reck o n in g   fo r  a  glass  o f   D o u b le  D iam o n d .  T w o ,  p e rh aps. 

B u t h e w a sn ’t h alfw ay to  the ho u se w h en , fro m  th e d irectio n o n   the  R iv er  N id d ,  tw o   shots  ran g   o u t,  ech o in g   ag ain st  the aftern o o n   stillness.  S t.  Ives  b eg an   to   ru n ,  red o u b lin g   his  pace at  th e  sig h t  o f  H asb ro ,  a   rifle  sm o k in g   in  his  h an d s,  standing am ong the  w illow s.  H asb ro  threw  th e rifle to  h is shoulder,  and settled  h is  ch eek   ag ain st  the  sto ck .  H e  je rk e d   ju s t  a   b it  w ith the rec o il,  then cro u c h ed  an d  p eered  aw ay ea st into th e foliage along  the  river. 

“W h at  th e  d ev il!”  crie d   S t.  Iv es,  rac in g   up.  H e  co u ld   see n o thing  am ong  th e  w illo w s  an d   shrubs. 

“A   pro w ler,  sir,”  rep lied   H asb ro ,  ready,  it  seem ed ,  to   let fly   an o th er ro u n d   if  given  th e  least opportunity.  “ I  c a u g h t him in   th e  study,  and  he  w as  o u t  th e  o p en   w in d o w   befo re  I  could
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h ave  a   g o   at  him .  M y  fetching  th e  rifle,  I  fear,  g ave  him   tim e to  m ake  aw ay  alo n g   th e  riv erb an k .  H e ’d   b een  at  y o u r  papers, sir— strew ed  th em   across  the  floor,  em ptied  draw ers  in  the press.  H e  w as  still  at  it  w hen  1  happ en ed   in — and  a   lucky circu m stan ce  th a t  w a s— so  I ’m   in  ho p es he  h a d n ’t  found  w hat it  w as  he  w as  afte r.” 

St.  Ives  w as  loping  across  the  law n  w hen  th ese  last  w ords w ere  uttered,  leaving H asbro to poke am ong the  riverside  shrubs fo r the  prow ler.  H e  bu rst  in  th ro u g h   the  open  fro n t  door,  past the  d ish ev eled   study  and  into  th e  library.  H e  h au led   out  his co p y   o f    S q u ires’  C om plication s  an d   th ru st  his  hand  into  the broad  h iatu s  left  by  the  stout  volu m e.  B ehind  w as  the  fam iliar bu lk   o f  O w le sb y ’s  m an u scrip t,  u ndiscovered. 

H e  sighed  w ith  relief,  w o ndering  at  th e  sam e  tim e  w h o   it w as  had  b een  afte r  it.  F o r  it  h ad   to   be  O w lesb y ’s  m anuscript the  p ro w le r  so u g h t.  L ike  it  o r  n o t,  he  th ought  despairingly, L ondon  w ould  h ave  him .  M o ham m ed  had   refu sed   to  go  th e m o u n ta in ,  so  here  w as  the  m o u n tain ,  d rag g in g   round  to   H arro g ate  to  k ick  ap art  his p ersonal  effects.  H e c o u ld n ’t shake the m ach in atio n s  afte r  all.  H e  returned   S q u ires’  to   its  n iche  and w alk ed   into  the  study  w here  H asb ro ,  h aving  lo st  h is  m an  on the riv erb an k , w as ju s t th en  stepping in th ro u g h  an o p en  F rench w indow . 

T he  study,  as  H asb ro   had  p ro m ised ,  w as  ransacked.  W hat had  b een   heap s  o f   p ap e r  w ere  no  lo n g er  h eap ed ,  but  w ere sc attered   across  th e  p lan k   floor.  B ooks  lay  higgledy-piggledy. 

D raw ers  w ere  yan k ed   from   ch e sts,  th e ir  co n tents  flu n g   and k ick ed .  A   p la ste r  b u st  o f   K ep ler  lay  sp lit  in  tw o ,  clu b b ed , apparently,  w ith  a  h eavy  W aterford  decan ter,  shards  o f  w hich glisten ed  in th e aftern o o n  su n lig h t th a t p o u red  through the w ind ow s.  H a lf th e  destru ctio n   w as  clearly   a  m atter o f  a   w ild  and hasty  search  fo r  the  m an u scrip t;  h a lf o f  it  w as  p u re,  irrational villainy. 

St.  Ives  rolled  K e p le r’s  b roken  h ead  w ith  his  toe.  “ D id  you g et  a  go o d   look  at  this  m an ?” 

“Tolerably,  sir,  but  he  w as  clothed  so  strangely  that  his features  w ere  effectively  h id d e n .” 

“ D isguise  w as  it?” 

H asbro shrugged,  then  shook  his head.  “ B andages,  it seem ed to  m e ,  sw ad d lin g   his  head.  H e  peered  at  m e  th ro u g h   ey eslits, for  all  the  w orld  like  o n e  o f   the  P haroahs  at  the  m u seu m   in
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C airo .  A n d  he reek ed  o f  so m e ch e m ic a l— carb o n  tetrach lo rid e, if  I ’m   n o t  m istak en ,  an d   so m eth in g   th a t  very  m uch  resem bled an ch o v y   p a s te .” 

“W as  it,  d o   yo u   su p p o se,  o n e  o f  o u r  g houls?” 

“ I ’d   hesitate  to   say  so ,  sir.  H e  w as  fa r  to o   en e rg e tic — in the  act  o f   beatin g   p o o r  K ep ler  so   alto g eth er  v iciously  th at  I to o k  him  at o n c e  fo r a m ad m an .  T h e rifle,  I co u ld  see  straig h taw ay,  w as  the  tic k e t.” 

S t.  Ives  nod d ed .  It  certain ly   seem ed  so ,  given  the  m ess. 

D am n ed   fo o lish   w ay   to   go  ab o u t  th ie v ery — sm ash in g   th ings u p   fo r sp o rt  in  th e  m id d ie  o f  the  aftern o o n .  S t.  Ives  stiffen ed , the  sud d en  pictu re o f  the  m an  w ith  the ch im n ey  pipe  h at flic k erin g   unb id d en   into  h is  m in d .  “ D id  h e   w ear  a   h at?” 

“N o ,  sir.” 

“ F airly  sh o rt,  w as  h e?  L an k ,  o ily  hair?  Y ellow   sh irt,  p erh ap s,  an d   a   leath er c o a t  w ith  d ie  sleev es  o u t  at  th e   elb o w s?” 

H asb ro   shook  h is  head.  “O n   th e  stout  sid e ,  sir,  ru n n in g   to fat.  B londish  h a ir  in  c u rls .” 

S t.  Iv es  w as  reliev ed .  H e  d id n ’t  at  all   w an t it  to   h ave  been K ee b le’s  g arret  th ief.  A nd  w h at  o n   ea rth   w ould  the  m an  have been afte r?  K e eb le h ad  the p lans to  th e e n g in e, afte r all.  B lond, cu rly  h a ir— th e   d escrip tio n   w as  m ad d en in g ly   fam iliar  so m ehow.  A   fac e  sw addled  in   ch em ical-so ak ed   band ag es.  St.  Ives sn ap p ed  h is  fin g ers,  th en   slam m ed   h is  hand  into  h is o p en   fist. 

N a ib o n d o ’s  assistant!  W h at  w as  h is  n am e?  P ig b y . . .  P eebles 

. . .  P u b les.  S t.  Iv es  ro u ted   th ro u g h   h is  m in d .  Pule!  T h at  w as it.  W illis  P u le.  O f  cou rse  it  w as  h e.  N arb o n d o   h ad   set  him   to it.  B u t  h o w   in  the  w o rld ,  h e  w o n d ered ,  did  the  d o c to r  know that  St.  Ives  possessed   th e  p apers?  “ L e t’s  h ave  a   lo o k   along the  riv er,  shall  w e ?   L o ck   the  hou se  up  and  tell  M rs.  L angley to   sh riek   lik e  a   banshee  fro m  th e  k itch en   w indow   if  she  hears So  m uch  as  a   flo o rb o ard   c re a k .” 

A n d   in  m o m e n ts  th e  tw o   m e n ,  e a c h  ca rry in g   a  rifle  loaded w ith  b ird sh o t,  th rash ed   am o n g  sh o re  grasses an d   w illo w s,  fo llo w in g  P u le ’s e v id en t fo o tprints no rth w est alo n g  the N id d  un til, som e  m ile  d o w n ,  th e y  d isap p eared   in to  th e w aters o f  the riv er itself,  th e ir  q u a rry   h av in g ,  apparently,  sw u m   fo r  it.  A   m an n am ed   B in g er ferried   the tw o  ac ro ss in  a  little ro w b o a t,  p ro m isin g ,  o n  th e  strength  o f  a  h a lf c ro w n ’s rew ard ,  to  retu rn  to  the m a n o r a n d  k ee p  M rs.  L an g ley  co m p an y   in th e  k itch en ,  an d  to
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retrie v e  th e   tw o  o f  th e m   fro m   th e  o p p o site  shore  w hen  th e y ’d w orked  th e ir w ay   b ac k   d o w n . 

B u t ac ro ss th e N id d  th e re w ere n o  fo o tp rin ts at a il, an d  th e ir c h a n ce s  o f   su ccess  d e c lin e d   w ith   th e  settlin g   d u sk .  P u le,  apparently,  h ad   slo sh ed   alo n g   in  the  sh a llo w s,  p erh ap s  d o u b led b ack  u p riv e r to  co n fu se th e m . T h ere w ere en d less boats sw irling p ast  an d   h ere  an d   th ere  o n e  an ch o red   alo n g   shore.  H e  m ight ea sily   h av e  clam b ered   in to  (m e  an d   ro w e d   aw a y   d o w n riv er  to K irk  H am in erto n   A n d  w h o  w as to  say h e h ad  n o  acco m p lices? 

N arb o n d o   h im s e lf m ig h t  h av e  b een   w aitin g   bey o n d   th e  hill  in a  w ag o n .  N arb o n d o ! T h e  th o u g h t o f  h im  so b ered  S t.  Iv es,  w ho h a d   b ee n   c a u g h t  u p   in  th e   id e a  o f   p u rsu in g   P u le,  o f   ru n n in g h im   d o w n   an d   d eliv erin g   th e  sco undrel  to   the  m agistrate. 

H e ’d   tak en   a   b it  fo r g ran te d ,  leav in g   h is  c o o k   alo n e  in  the m a n o r a n d  m erely  sen d in g  an  o ld   m an  alo n g  to  h e r w h en  none o f  th e m  h ad  an y  id e a w h at so rt o f  foe it w as th e y  h u nted.  H e ’d b een  rash .  P u le ,  a fte r a ll, h a d n ’t go tten  aw a y  w ith  a  th in g .  T he th reat  o f   fu tu re  d a n g e r  ce rtain ly   o u tw eig h ed   th e   necessity   o f pu rsu it. 

S tars  h a d   flic k ered   o n   in   th e  e v e n in g   sky.  T h e  lights  o f H arro g ate sh o w n  in th e  w est.  S t.  Ives sh o u ld e re d  h is rifle,  and th e  tw o  m en  set o u t apace fo r th e m an o r,  S t.  Iv es b rea k in g  into a  jo g   at th e  id e a  o f  p o o r M rs.  L an g ley   co n fro n tin g   the  h u n ch b ac k ed   d o c to r o r  a   b an d   o f  h is  b lo o d -eatin g   zo m b ies.  H e  and H asb ro   w ere  sco u rin g   alo n g   th e  last  qu arter-m ile  o f   riverside w hen  th e  sky  b ey o n d   th e  w illo w s  ch a n g ed   w ith o u t  w arning fro m   d ee p   tw ilig h t  p u rp le  to   b rig h t  yellow ,  an d   a   thu n d ero u s e x p lo sio n  ro c k e d  th e   m ead o w s. 

T h e  m an   in   th e   c h im n ey   p ip e  h a t  sa t  in   th e   b ran ch es  o f  a w illow ,  sq u in tin g  in  w o n d erin g  assessm en t at th e fleein g  figure w h o se h ea d  w as a  m e ss o f  lo o se rag s. T h ro u g h  an  o p en  w indow step p ed   a   ta ll,  b ald in g   m an   in   a   d ark   su it,  a   rifle  flung  o v er h is  shoulder.  B illy  D e e n e r  h a d n ’t  an y   liking   fo r  guns  if  they w ere in  so m e o n e e ls e ’s  h an d s— an d   here w as o n e in  th e hands o f  a   m a n   w h o   q u ite   ap p a ren tly   k n ew   w h at  h e   w as  ab o u t.  H e th rew   th e  w ea p o n   to   h is  sh o u ld e r a n d   em p tied   b o th   b arrels  at th e   retrea tin g   fig u re ,  w h o   stu m b led ,  ro lle d   b ack   to   h is  feet, an d   ra n   all  th e  faste r,  w e a v in g   b ack   a n d   fo rth   th ro u g h   knee-h ig h   g rass,  w h ite  filam en ts o f  lo o se n in g   ban d ag es  trailin g   be-
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hind  him   as  if  he  w ere  an  unraveling  m um m y. 

D eener w ondered w ho this interloper w as— a  com m on th ief? 

N ot at  all  likely,  not  w ith  a  h ead  w rapped  in  rags.  C o untryside thieves  w o u ld n ’t  go  abroad  d ressed   so.  It  w as  easier  by  far sim ply  to   w ea r  a   m ask.  T h ere  w as  a   m ad m an ,  he  decid ed   as he  w atched  S t.  Ives  running  along  to w ard   w here  the  bald   m an stood  w ith  his  rifle  at  the  ready.  W h o ev er  th e  m an  w as,  he h a d n ’t  been  carrying  th e  b o x ,  m o re ’s  the  pity.  It  w ould  have been an easy  th in g  to strangle him  w ith his ow n loose b andages. 

D een er  clim b ed   out  o f  h is  w illow   an d   sprinted  tow ard  the silo  recently  v acated by  St.  Ives.  In  a  m om ent he  w as  in  a t the door,  o u t o f  sig h t  o f  the  tw o  on  the  riverbank.  L uck  w as  w ith him .  T h e y ’d   b e cau g h t  up  in  the  p u rsuit o f  the  ban d ag ed   m an. 

It  w as  a   perfect  div ersio n .  H e  co u ld n ’t  h ave  planned  a  better one. 

B efore  him   sat  the  ro ck et,  th e  space  vehicle  perched  atop it,  alm o st lo st  in  the  sh ad o w s o f  the  w indow less  u p p er reaches o f  the  silo.  D een er  clim b ed   th e  stairw ay  tow ard  the  d om ed ceiling.  A   rare  sm ile  flickered  alo n g   the  set  line  o f   h is  lips. 

H ere w as so m eth in g  w orth m eddling w ith.  W orth sm ash in g  up. 

W orth  destro y in g .  H e ’d  have  the  box  for  D rake  and  som e  fun b esid es,  at  the  exp en se  o f  the  tw eed -co ated   p hony  w ith  the idiot  false  m ustach e.  H e  w as  tired  o f   the  m an  and  h is  show y friends.  H e ’d  fix  the  filthy  lot  o f   th em   if   he  co u ld ,  starting now.  H e  fiddled  w ith  the  h atch ,  tw istin g   at  the  co n e  w ith  both hands  u n til,  w ith  a   sigh  o f  escap in g   air,  it  click ed   co u n terclockw ise  h a lf a   tu rn   and  the  circu lar  hatch  popped  open  like the lid o f  a jack -in -th e-b o x , narrow ly m issing his ou tth ru st chin. 

A ll w as d ark  inside.  H e fum bled in his coat po ck et fo r a  m atch, struck  it  ag ain st  his  sh o e,  an d   th ru st  it  into  the  interior.  T he iight  illum inated  the  cabin  briefly,  and  w hen  it  flickered  o u t, D een er  low ered  h im self  in,  struck  a  second  m atch ,  and  lit  a p air  o f little  g aslam p s,  o n e  o n   eith er  side  o f  the  cabin. 

T he in terio r o f  the craft w as a g o thic w onder o f  p otted plants and  m achinery.  D een er  scratched  his  head  at  it,  not  know ing w here  to   begin.  B est  to  start  at  the  start,  he  th o u g h t  wisely. 

T h at  had   alw ays  been  his  way.  It  w as  the  box  he  w as  after first,  o r at least  it  w as  the  box  that  D rake  w as  after.  A nd  there it  w as,  affix ed   to  th e  w all  next  to  h is  left  ear. 

H e  p atted   his  p an tleg ,  feeling  b eneath  th e  fabric  th e  flat surface  o f  a   pry b ar  and  the  ro und  bu lk   o f  a   b allpeen  ham m er. 
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In  a   m o m en t h e  h ad  d ie m  o u t  and  tap p ed  th e   pry b a r u n d e r the ed g e   o f  the  b o x   w ith   th e  h am m er.  A   g rin n in g   h ip p o   w atched h im   fro m  th e   fro n t o f  th e  b ox.  T h ere  w ere  loonies  ab ro a d ,  no o n e  co u ld   d en y   th a t.  H e  raised   the  h am m er  in   a   su d d en   rage; h e ’d   b ea t th e  th in g  fro m   th e w all.  S m ash   the  o ffending  hippo. 

R ed u ce  th e   th in g   beside  it  to   sp lin ters.  W h at  the  hell   was  it an y w a y ?  A   se a   m o n ster?  A n  o cto p o d ?  H e ’d   b eat  it  to   bits. 

H e ’d . . .  b u t D rak e.  W h a t w o u ld  D rak e d o  to  h im ? H e low ered th e  h am m er  an d   breath ed   h eav ily   fo r a  m o m e n t,  sta lin g   at  the lo ath so m e  bo x .  T h en  o n ce ag ain  he sh o v ed  h is b a r in u n d er it, g av e  it  a   h e a v e ,  an d   c a u g h t  th e  b ox  as  it  fell  to   th e  floor.  H e sh o o k   it,  b u t  n o th in g   rattled   in side.  H e  search ed   fo r  a   latch , b u t  th e re  w as  n o n e.  A ll  six   sid es  o f   th e  b o x   w ere  identical, asid e  from   th e  c a rv in g s  an d   a   cig ar-ch ap ed   brass  pipe  issuing from   the m o u th  o f  a  w in k in g  basilisk   seated  o n  a  d iv a n ,  a  tiny b o o k  o p en  o n  a  table besid e h im .  A  brass cra n k  th ru st o u t from th e  e a r o f  th e  b asilisk. 

D ee n er sh ru g g ed  in  m o m en tary  resig n atio n ,  shoved through th e h a tc h ,  a n d  lay th e b o x  o n  th e  lan d in g  o u tsid e, th e n  low ered h im s e lf b ack   in.  D ro o p in g   sp ik es o f  orch id   flow ers  cau g h t his ey e .  F lo w ers offe n d ed  him  alm o st as m u ch  as th e h ip p o  foolery o f  th e  b o x .  H e  slashed  at a   ste m ,  sev erin g   it.  T h en   h e  hacked a t an o th er.  T hey  w ere  asto n ish in g ly   b rittle.  H e  sw ep t  h is  arm b ac k   an d   slash ed   at  th e  little  fo re st  o f   stem s.  B lossom s  flew. 

H e  stam p ed   a t  th e m ,  d an ced   on  th e m ,  p u m m elin g   the  broad leaves  o f  b eg o n ias  u n til  they  sailed  lik e  sc attered   p ap e r  in  an au tu m n   w ind. 

T h e   reflec tio n   o f  h is  face  in  a   p o rthole  w in d o w   c a u g h t  his e y e ,  a n d   h e   lash ed   o u t  a t  it,  sm ash in g   th e  cu rv ed   e n d   o f   the b a r ag a in st  th e  h eavy  g la ss,  w h ich   thu d d ed   w ith  the  b lo w   but refu sed   to   shatter.  T h at  w o u ld n ’t  do.  H e  sm ash ed   at  it  again an d  then a g a in , cu rsin g  it,  w h eezin g  fo r breath.  H e th rew  dow n th e  b a r  an d   p lu ck ed   u p   th e  ham m er.  In d estru ctib le,  w as  it? 

H e ’d   se e  a b o u t  th at.  H e  g rab b ed   an  iron  ru n g   o n   th e  curved w all  o f   th e  sh ip   an d   ed g ed   in  around  a   cush io n ed   seat.  H e c o u ld n ’t  seem   to  g e t th e rig h t angle.  G lan c in g  b lo w s w o u ld n ’t d o .  T h e   d am n ed   se at  w as  square  in   the  way.  H e  b eat  at  the ch air,  th e  ham m erh ead  rip p in g   into th e so ft leather.  H e kicked a t  it,  sh riek in g ,  w h ip p in g   aro u n d   as  i f  to   surp rise th e  w indow an d   d eliv erin g   ag a in st  it  o n e  final  blow .  T h e  h an d le  o f   the h a m m e r sp lit  as  a   sp id e r  w eb   o f  cra ck s  sp ran g   into  the  heavy
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g la ss,  break in g   th e  reflectio n   o f   his  sw eating  face  into  fragm ents.  H e threw  d o w n  th e rest o f  the h an d le and pu lled  h im self through  the  h atch ,  losing  his  hat  in  the  p rocess.  It  bounced o nce  o ff the  landing,  rolled  on to   the  stairs,  and  sailed   into  the d im inishing  lig h t  o f   the  silo,  tu m bling  gro u n d w ard   en d   o v er end. 

In a  rag e ,  h e threw  his p ry b ar afte r it,  then sto o p e d , grab b ed the  b o x ,  an d   raised  it o v e r his  h ead  as  if  to   sm ash  it d o w n   too, to red u ce  it  to ru b b le on  the  cob b led   flo o r forty  feet below .  He stood ju s t so ,  heaving  w ith ex e rtio n ,  anim al noises issuing past his  te eth ,  an d   then  slow ly  low ered  the  b o x ,  visions  o f   K elso D rake  w inking  into  focus  across  the  tan g led   co n fu sio n   o f   his m ind.  H e  tu rn ed   and  leaped  w ildly  dow n  the  stairs,  three  at  a tim e,  h is  breath  escap in g   in  m ew lin g   grunts  w ith  each  jo lt. 

H e je rk e d  to a stop at the b ase o f  the stairs, cro u ch in g  before a   bank  o f  lev ers  on  the  sm ooth  side  o f  the  rocket.  H e  d ro p p ed the  b ox  and  grasp ed   first  one  and  th en   an o th er  o f  the  lev ers, w renching th em  th is w ay and that.  O n e snapped o f f  in his hand and  he  slam m ed   it  ag ain st  the  o th e rs,  then  ca st  it  w ith   such force ag a in st the clap b o ard  w all o f  the silo th a t it im paled itself, vibrating  audibly. 

H e reach ed  for an o th er lever,  but sto p p ed  dead.  A  hum m in g n o ise,  g ro w in g   lo u d er  by  the  m o m en t,  filled  the  silo.  A  low ru sh  fo llo w ed , b u ilding tow ard a roar.  B illy D een er leaped back at a  q u ick  surge o f  h eat from  the base o f the rocket.  H e g rinned w ith  sudden  anticip atio n ,  and  in  a  stooping  ru n ,  g rabbed  the box fro m  the stones w ith o n e h an d , h is fallen  h at w ith the other, an d  w as o u t the d oor, pou n d in g  across th e green tow ard a d istan t co p se  that  lay  like  a   shadow   ag ain st  the  ev en in g   sky. 

A   b last  behind  threw   him   on to   his  face  in  th e  g rass,  and the  d ark n ess  suddenly  ev ap o rated .  H e  cro u ch ed ,  tu rn ed   his shaded  ey e s  tow ard  th e  silo ,  and  w atched  in  am azem en t  the d om ed  ro o f bu rst o u tw ard   in  a   spray  o f shingles  and  shards  o f w o o d ,  th e  d ebris  spinning  slow ly  in  th e  air  ro u n d ab o u t  the sh attered  roof.  T h ro u g h   the  airborne  d eb ris  rose  the  ro ck e t,  a p inw heel  o f  sparks  sh o w ering d o w n   like  b u rsting  firew o rk s.  It seem ed  hardly  to  m ake  headw ay,  but  an g led   jerk ily ,  its  nose th reaten in g   to   d ip   g ro undw ard. 

D een er  w as  struck  w ith   the  sudden  th o u g h t  th a t  th e   entire th in g  w as g o in g  n o w h ere, that it m ig h t te e te r o v e r and plum m et on to   the  g re e n ,  on to   h is  h ea d ,  in  fact.  H e  ro se  slow ly  to   all
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fo u rs,  rea d y   to   th ro w   h im s e lf flat,  then  d ash ed   o n ce  m o re  fo r the  tre e s,  w atching  the  stru g g lin g   ro ck e t o v e r h is  shoulder. 

T h e  th in g   sto p p ed   ab ruptly  an d   h u n g   fo r  a   m o m en t  in  the air.  It  sh u d d e re d ,  lik e  a  d o g   sh ak in g   w ater  fro m   its  c o a t,  and the  d ark   little  sp h e re  at th e  to p   pop p ed   o f f  in  an o th er w ash  o f sp a rk s, so arin g  lik e a  ch a m p ag n e co rk  n o rth w ard , o v e r th e tops o f  th e  w illo w s  alo n g   th e  R iv er  N id d ,  w h istlin g   as  it  flew   like a  ru b b erize d ,  in flated  b at slow ly  losing a ir through a  tin y  hole. 

T h e  w h istlin g   d im in ish e d ,  m o m entary  silen ce  fell,  th e n   the rem a in s  o f   the  ro ck e t  sm ash ed   full  len g th   o n to   the  m eadow , flick erin g   w ith   sp ark lin g   little  fires  b efo re  snu ffin g   o u t  into d ark n ess.  D ee n er  w atched  w ith  e v id en t  satisfaction  from   the ed g e  o f  the w o o d .  H e clap p e d  h is h a t o n to  h is h ead ,  to ssed  h is b o x   sk y w ard ,  c a u g h t  it,  an d   stro d e  aw ay   th ro u g h   th e  trees to w ard   d ie   v illage  o f  K irk  H am m erton. 

“H o ly  M o th er o f  G o d ,”  w h isp ered  S t.  Iv es, staring in ho rro r acro ss th e to p s o f  th e w illo w s.  A  n eb u la o f  sp ark s w h irled  from th e h u rst to p  o f  th e d ista n t silo ,  lighting a  rain  o f  sh ingles.  H ie su d d en ly   ap p e arin g   ro ck e t  ed g ed   sk y w ard ,  v isib le  ab o v e  the tree s, th reaten in g  to  so a r in to  th e  hea v en s, to  sh o o t aw ay tow ard the  w in k in g   stars.  B u t  it d id n ’t.  It  w as  alm o st  stationary,  as  if it h u n g  b y   a  sk y   h o o k ,  an d  ju s t  befo re  its  nose d ip p ed   an d   the th in g   fell  lifeless  to   th e  m eadow ,  th e   space  cra ft,  the  p ro d u ct o f  y ears  o f  w o rk , ju m p e d   fro m  th e e n d  o f  th e  ro ck e t as i f  sh o t fro m   a   c h ild ’s   p o p   g u n ,  and  arch ed   through  th e  a ir o v e r  th e ir h ea d s,  its  g aslam p s  cu rio u sly   lit  w ith in ,  its  h atch   flung  b ac k o n   its  hin g es. 

It  sa ile d   several  h u n d red   y ard s  tow ard  to w n ,  stu tterin g  o u t little je ts  o f  sm o k e an d  Are th ro u g h  m o tiv ato r tu b e s, an d  m ak in g a   fo o lish   w h istlin g   n o ise  th a t  d ie d   o u t  even  as  th e  tw o   m en w atch ed  th e cra ft d isa p p ea r bey o n d   d istan t  trees.  A   sh o rt,  far-o f f   cra sh   so u n d ed .  S t.  Iv es  lurched.  A   w av e  o f  fea r  w ashed th ro u g h   h im — fe a r th a t so m e  lo cal  m a n o r hou se h ad   been  d e stro y ed  b y  h is cra ft, o r  w o rse, th a t p eo p le h ad  b ee n  h u rt,  killed perh ap s .  T h e  fe a r tu rn ed  alm o st at o n ce to  anger, an d  he sh o u ld ere d   h is  rifle  an d   fire d   bo th   ro u n d s  a t  th e   m o o n ,  im agining b riefly   th a t  it  w as  th e  lo a th so m e ,  pock ed   face  o f  W illis  P u le, w h o   h a d ,  o b viously,  d o u b le d   b a c k   o n   th e m   a n d   lau nched  St. 

Iv e s’  ro c k e t o u t  o f  spite. 

W ell   h e 'd   se e.  I f   it  w s  a   fig h t  th e  b astard ’s   w anted,  S t. 
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Ives  w o u ld   jo lly   w ell  g iv e  it  to   them .  Tom orrow .  It  w as  too late  to  g et  an  ev en in g   train;  th e  seven  a .m .  ex press  w ould  do nicely.  L ondon w o u ld  reg ret h is return.  T h e T rism egistus C lub h ad   set  o u t to   fig h t  villainy,  an d   here  w as  villainy  in  spades. 

H e  sh o u ted   across th e  river,  b u t h ad   hardly  b egun  w hen  he n o ticed  th a t d ie ro w b o a t w as alread y  h alfw ay  ac ro ss, skim m ing alo n g  b eh in d  a  bo w  lantern th a t illum inated th e  asto n ish ed  face o f  old  B inger. 

“ D id  y o u   see  it!”  h e  crie d ,  slam m ing  u p   against  the  grassy bank.  S t.  Ives  said   n o th in g ,  b u t  m erely  clam b e re d   ab oard. 

H asb ro  fo llo w ed , resp ectfu lly  silen t, co n sid erin g , p erh ap s,  that th ere w as little b u t clich e to  o ffe r w hen  a m a n ’s w o rk  h ad  g o n e u p ,  literally,  in  sm oke. 

T h e   o ld   m an  carried   o n   w ildly.  H e ’d  seen  the  ex p lo sio n , the tired  flight o f  the  rocket.  A n d   it h ad  burst o u t o f a silo too, th a t  an y o n e  w o u ld   th in k   w o u ld   b e  filled  w ith  c o m .  B ang,  out the  to p   it  ca m e  lik e  so m e  kind  o f  bird.  It  g ave  a   m an   a  start, w ith   all  th e  ta lk   o f  b u rg lars  an d   such.  D id  S t.  Ives  su p p o se  it w as  h is  m an  in  the  riv er  th a t  d id   it,  th a t  set  it  o f f?   S t.  Ives did.  T h at  b ea t  all,  said  the  o ld   m an .  H e ’d   seen  th e  little  ball p o p  o f f  a n d  sail aw ay.  It w as th e d am n ed est th in g .  H e and M rs. 

L angley  w en t  up to  th e  attic ,  an d  th ere th e d am n ed   th in g   w ent o v e r  the  trees  lik e  a  d u ck   and  sm ashed  L ord  K e lv in ’s  b a m   to splinters.  R ig h t  th ro u g h   th e  roof. 

T h e  o ld   m an   d ro pped  an  o a r  in  o rd er  to  illustrate  his  story w ith   helpful  g estu re s,  sailing  h is  h an d   in  a   little  arch  w hile  he w histled  th ro u g h   the  g ap   in  h is  front  te eth ,  then  disap p earin g the  h a r d   b etw een   h is  k n ee s,  w hich,  S t.  Ives  supp o sed   darkly, represen ted   L ord  K elv in ’s  b a m .  “ P ow !”  shouted  old  B inger, th ro w in g   h is  kn ees  ap art  to   d em o n strate  the  b a rn ’s  g o in g   to b its.  H e  w h eezed  o u t  a   so rt o f  laugh  an d  h ad   an o th er g o   at  his kn ees.  M ean w h ile  th e  little  ro w b o at  rocked  dang ero u sly   and slipped d o w n stream .  St.  Iv es g ritted  h is teeth.  It  w ou ld b e L ord K elv in ,  secretary  o f  the  R oyal  A cadem y.  P ule  h ad   red u ced  his sp ace  cra ft  an d   h is  rep u tatio n   to   ru b b le  in  a   single,  fell  yank o f  a  lever.  W hy th e dev il h a d n ’t he lo ck ed  the d o o r to  the  silo? 

S t.  Ives  lu rched  fo rw ard   as  the  ro w b o a t  ran  u p   o n to   the b a n k ,  n early  d u m p in g   h is  fo w lin g   p ie ce  into th e   river.  O ff to th e n o rth , co m in g  along the h ig h ro ad ,  w as a  scatterin g  o f  w av in g  lig h ts,  flick erin g  ag a in st th e d ark  n ig h t.  T h ey  b o u n ced   and fla re d — to rch e s,  evidently,  ca rrie d   b y   an y   n u m b e r  o f   people. 
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A  m u rm u rin g  reach ed   th e m  o n   the  breeze.  S t.  Ives  w as  struck su d denly  by  th e  o m in o u s  im p lication  o f  the  ap p ro ach in g   p e o p le — a  m o b ,  perh ap s.  W h at  w ere  th ey   ab o u t?  D id   th ey   ca rry h ay   fo rk s?  G u n s? 

H e ’d   n e v e r  se en   any  pro fit  in  ad v ertisin g   h is  ex p e rim en tatio n s.  R u m o rs filtered  o u t now  and ag ain .  H e ’d  b ee n  su spected o f  v iv isec tio n  an d  o f  the b u ilding o f  in fernal d evices.  M en  from the  m etalw o rk s  n o   d o u b t  alerted  th e  populace  to   h is  h aving co n tracted   fo r th e  shell  o f  th e  cra ft an d  o d d  parts.  B u t n o  o n e , certainly, b esid es H asb ro  and certain  frie n d s— th e T rism egistus C lu b  sp e cific ally — k n ew  th a t an  ho u r e a rlier a  lau n ch ab le space veh icle  h ad   b een   m o o red   in  th e  silo. 

H e clim b ed  th e  litd e rise ato p  w h ich  sat h is h o u se ,  lit,  now , like  C h ristm as,  M rs.  L angley  h aving  apparently  decid ed   th a t an ab u n d an ce o f  lights w o u ld  frig h ten  o f f  v illain s.  P erhaps she w as  right.  T h e  b la ste d   silo   sat  d ark   an d   silen t o n   its  m eadow , lit on ly  b y  a  little sliv er o f  m oon th a t slip p ed  in a  low  arc above the  h o rizo n .  It  w as  im p o ssib le  a t  th e  m om ent  to   see  th a t  th e silo  w as  ro o fle ss— a   relief,  certainly. 

T h e  torch b earers  ap p ro ach ed .  S t.  Ives  reco g n ized   an   old fa rm e r— M cN ally, it w a s, an d  his tw o p u d ding-faced sons. A n d th ere  b eh in d   th em  w as  S to o to n  fro m  the  p o st o ffic e,  an d   B ru isin g ,  th e   S can d in av ian   baker.  T h ere  w ere  a  d o zen  m o re ,  g e n erally  sp e ak in g ,  an d  the lo t o f  th em  seem ed to  b e in  a  co llectiv e terro r;  th ey   d id n ’t  at  all  b e a r  accusatory  looks.  O ld   B inger, seeing th a t h e  had  lu ck ed  u p o n  a  co m p aratively  v ast au d ien c e, started   in  o n   the  su b ject  o f   the  sailin g   b at  th in g ,  u sing  h an d g estu res  and  g rim aces  to   go o d   effect. 

St.  Iv es  w as  in a  sw eat to  sh u t h im  u p .  It m u stn ’t b e k now n that  th e  im b ro g lio   w as  sponsored  by  S t.  Iv es.  H asb ro ,  an ticipatin g   as  m u c h ,  silently  an d   unh eed ed ,  sh o v ed   B in g e r’s  ro w b o at  o u t  in to   th e  cu rren t  w ith   h is  fo o t,  th en   step p ed   fo rw ard an d   sh o u te d ,  “T h e  b o at!”  in  such  a   co m m an d in g   an d   inflam m ato ry  to n e th a t B in g er stopped  in m id sen ten ce,  h is h an d  h av ing co m p leted  on ly  h a lf its cu sto m ary  flig h t, an d  bo lted  th ro u g h the  fern s  alo n g   the  riv erb an k ,  shouting  at  h is  m u tin o u s  boat. 

St.  Iv es  nod d ed   ap p reciatively  at  H asb ro ,  a n d   decid ed   to g iv e  B in g er tw ice w h at h e o w ed  him  w h en  h e retu rn ed , fo r the o ld  m an  w o u ld  w ith o u t a  d o u b t b e w et th ro u g h  befo re h e fo u n d his  w ay   hom e  th a t  n ig h t to  w o rk   the  sp ace veh icle  g estures o n h is  tired   w ife. 
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T h e  m o b — n o t on e o f  w h o m  w as carry in g  a  hay fo rk ,  to  St. 

Iv e s’  im m en se re lie f— w as full o f an u ndefined fear.  T h e space cra ft,  apparently,  play ed   second  fid d le  to   a  m ore  nefarious th rea t. A n  alien h ad  been  sighted.  It b o re,  in sisted M r.  S tooton, th e  rag   h ea d g ea r  o f   Islam ,  an d   w as  taken  to  be  a  m em ber  o f th a t  trib e  at  first  by  M rs.  S to o to n ,  w ho  h ad n ’t,  as  y et,  been ap p rise d   o f  th e  space  cra ft  th at  had ju s t  pulverized  L ord  K elv in ’s  b a m   an d   sm okehouse. 

M ore sightings had occurred,  alw ays the sam e.  A  m an w ound w ith   rag s  w as  ab ro a d ,  a  creatu re,  surely,  fro m   a   distant  sun. 

W asn’t  the  th in g   in  L ord  K elv in ’s  b am   a  space  craft?  C ould there b e any doubt that this w rapped m an had driven it? M ightn’t h e  b e   a   very  dan g ero u s  alien? 

N o  d o u b t  w h atso ev er,  assen ted   St.  Ives.  H e  w as  surely  a d an g ero u s  v illain ,  th is rag m an fro m  a  far-o ff galaxy.  B eat him into  su b m issio n   first,  su g gested  St.  Ives;  q u estion  him   afterw a rd — w hen  h e   w as  m alleable.  T h e  m an  had   been  sig h ted , w en t the rum or,  on th e ro ad  into H arro g ate,  fleeing the general area  o f   L ord  K elv in ’s  m anor.  T w o   farm ers  had  given  chase, o n e  o f  th em   m an ag in g   to   h it  him   in  the  b ack   o f  the  head  w ith a   h astily   th ro w n   ro c k ,  b u t th e  alien  m ade  aw ay  into  the  fields an d   disap p eared . 

‘T o w a rd   H arro g a te ,  d id   y o u   say ?”  ask ed   St.  Ives. 

“ R ig h t  y ou  a re ,  sir,”  said   M cN ally.  “ H o ofing  it  into  tow n lik e th e  dev il  w as  a fte r him .  A n d   he  w as  a  bad  ’u n ,  to o ,  I  can tell  y o u .  H e  b eat  a d o g ,  h e d id ,  o n  th e   ro ad .  C h ased   him   w ith a   stick   lo n g   as  y o u r  arm .  A   vicious  th in g ,  y o u r  sp ace  m an. 

T h a t  w as  w h en   o ld   D yke  h it  h im   w ith  th e  ro c k — slam   on  the n o o d le ,  an d   aw ay   h e  w ent.  A nd  th e y ’d   h ave  had   h im   to o ,  if it  w e re n 't  fo r  th e  d o g ,  p o o r  beast.  I t’s  th o u g h t  th is  alien  w as g o in g   to   e a t  it,  raw ,  rig h t  there  o n   th e   ro a d .” 

“ I  w o u ld n ’t  at  all  d o u b t  it,”  said  S t.  Iv es  grim ly,  trudging up to  the m a n o r w ith  H asb ro  beside  him  an d  the cro w d  o f  m en b eh in d .  “ I f   I  w ere  y o u ,”  h e  sa id ,  “ I ’d   set  out  afte r  him   w ith d o g s.  R un  h im   d o w n .  I ’m   a   m an   o f  sc ien c e,  y ou  know.  W hat w e face  h ere is a  th rea t,  an d  th e re ’s  no g ain say in g   it.  D ogs  are y o u r  m an  fo r track in g   alien s  o f  this  sort.  T h ey   h ave  a   d istin ct sm ell.  C o m es  fro m   trav el  th ro u g h   space.  A nd  th e y ’re  p rodig io u s  liars.  I ’ve  stu d ied   it o u t.  T h e   first  th in g   h e ’ll  d o   is  deny th e  w h o le bu sin ess.  B u t th e re ’s h is cra ft,  is n ’t it? A n d  th ere  he is  w ound  u p   in  lord  k n o w s  w h at  sort  o f  filthy  rags.  D o n ’t  let
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th e  creatu re  d en y   h is  ro tten   o rigins;  th a t’s  th e  w ord  fro m   th e scien tific  en d .  L oo sen   h is  to n g u e  fo r h im .” 

S t.  Iv e s’  speech  w o rk ed   th e  m o b   u p   thoroughly.  A long  the ro ad   tw o  h u n d red   y ards  o ff cam e  an o th er d o ze n   m e n ,  an d   St. 

Ives  co u ld   se e ,  in  th e  d irectio n  o f  K irk  H am m erto n ,  a  p ro cession  o f  to rch lig h ts.  B y G o d ,  h e th o u g h t,  th e y ’d  h av e P u le yet! 

A n d   i f   th e  p o p u lace  m ade  it  w arm   fo r  the  sco u n d re l,  fine. 

T h ere  w a s,  apparently,  n o  e n d   to  th e  m a n ’s  villainy.  B eating a d o g   on  th e  road!  St.  Ives  fu m ed .  H e  w as  su d denly  anx io u s, h ow ever,  to   d im in ish   his  role  in  the  n ig h t’s  pro ceed in g s.  H e w o n d ered  i f  th ere w ere any identifying m ark s ab o u t the ruinous sp ace  cra ft  that  w ould  g iv e  him   aw ay  b efo re  he  had   a   chance to   th in k   o f  so m eth in g   to  do.  H e  looked  at  H asb ro ,  w ho  stood silently  h o ld in g   bo th   rifles.  H asb ro   raised  h is  ey eb ro w s  and nod d ed  to w ard  the hou se.  T h is  w as,  h e  seem ed  to   in d icate,  no tim e  to   b e  ch attin g   w ith   local  v ig ilan tes. 

“ I’d   lik e  to   know ,”   S t.  Ives  said   to   M cN ally,  “ if   you  run th is  m a n   d o w n .  D o n ’t  k ill  h im ,  m ind  yo u .  S cience  w ill  need to   h a v e   a   g o   at h im — to   study  him .  T h is  sort o f  th ing  d o e s n ’t h ap p en   ev e ry   day,  you  k n o w .” 

T he grow ing crow d o f  m en agreed that it d id n ’t. T hey seem ed to   be  w aitin g   fo r  so m e  fu rth e r  w o rd   fro m   S t.  Ives.  H e  could sense  th a t  they  lo oked  to   him   fo r  a d v ice ,  h e  b ein g   th e  one am o n g   th em   w h o   m ost  un d ersto o d   such  strange  transpirings. 

“ K eep  at  it,  th e n !”   h e  said  in  a   sto u t  v oice.  A n d   h e  tu rn ed   on h is  heel  and  clu m p ed   u p   th e  stairs. 

“ L ook  th e re !”  crie d   so m eo n e  d irec tly   b eh in d   him .  It  w as  a fam ilia r v o ic e — H asb ro ’s v o ice.  St.  Ives sp u n  ro u n d , ex p ecting to   see  som e  rev e latio n — perh ap s  P ule  bein g   d rag g ed   across the  m eadow   by  h is  h eels.  W h at  he  saw   w as  H asb ro   pointing in  th eatrical  h o rro r  at  th e  blasted   silo ,  clearly   visible  now   in the  thin  m o o n lig h t.  A  sim u ltan eo u s  m u rm u r o f surp rise  issued fro m   the  cro w d . 

S t.  Ives  flinched.  H ad   H asb ro   g o n e  m ad?  H ad  h e  been b o u g h t o ff by  N arb o n d o ?  H e sq uinted  a t his oth erw ise capable g e n tle m a n ’s  gen tlem an   w ith   a   face  w hich  h e  h oped  betrayed n o thing  to   th e  several  d o zen   o n lo o k e rs,  b u t  w hich  w ould  be an  o p en   bo o k   to  H asbro. 

“T h e  space  cra ft,  sir,  ap pears  to  h ave  shorn  o ff  the  silo ro o f— blew   it  to   b its ,  if  I ’m   any ju d g e .” 

“S o   it  h as!”  crie d   M cN ally. 
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“T h e sc o u n d re l!” sh o u ted  B ru isin g  the baker,  sh ak in g  a fist o v e r h is  h ea d   to   illustrate  th e  en o rm ity   o f  the  act. 

“T h e   filthy  d o g !”  cried  St.  Ives,  ech o in g   th e  gen eral  sen tim en t  an d   reliev ed   th a t  H asb ro   h a d n ’t,  after  a ll,  g o n e  m ad. 

T h e y ’d  ev e n tu a lly   h av e  seen  the  silo ,  afte r all.  It w as  far sa fe r to   e x p lain   it  aw ay   so   sim ply  and  logically.  T h e  sh ip   h ad   d estro y ed   h is pro p erty  to o — h ad  n arrow ly  m issed the h o u se,  had strew ed  all  sorts o f  d eb ris ab o u t the m eadow .  P o o r M rs.  L an g ley!  H e  glan ced   d o w n   and  th ere  w as  o ld   B inger,  retu rn ed , stan d in g   a g o g ,  scratch in g   his  h ead   H a sb ro ’s  su g gestion  that th e  c ra ft  h ad   sim ply  rip p ed   the  lid   from   the  silo   as  it  p assed alo n g   o v erh e ad   ran   co u n ter to   h is  m em ory. 

“ B in g er!”   sh o u ted   S t.  Iv es  suddenly,  d escending  the  stairs an d   co llarin g   the  o ld   m an .  “T h e r e ’s  th a t  bu sin ess  o f   th e  h alf p o u n d   I  o w e  y ou.  S tep   along  w ith  m e  now ,  an d   I ’ll  p ay   up. 

M rs.  L an g ley   h as  a   p ie ,  to o ,  u nless  I ’m   m istak en ,  an d   w e ’ve b o ttles  o f  ale  to   w ash  it  d o w n   w ith .  C om e  alo n g ,  th e n .”  A nd h e  step p ed   acro ss  th e  th resh o ld ,  d rag g in g   B in g er  w ith  h im , H asb ro  c lo sin g   in  b ehind. 

“H a lf a  p o u n d ,  sir?”  asked th e  in n o cen t  B inger,  th o ro u g h ly befu d d led . 

“T h a t’s   rig h t,”  said   S t.  Ives.  “ S tep   along  here  now .”  H e tu rn ed   to  th e   cro w d   o n   th e  m eadow ,  tipping  his  hat.  “ K ee p   at it,  la d s ,”   h e  crie d ,  sh u ttin g   the  d o o r  b ehind  him   an d   p rec ip ita tin g  th e o ld  m an  do w n  th e hallw ay  to w ard  th e kitch en .  “W e’ll ju s t  h av e  a   g o   at  th a t  p ie  n o w .”  H e  sm iled   an d   drew   a   h alf p o u n d   fro m   h is  p o ck et.  “ I t’ll  b e  in  th e  pantry,  I  should  think. 

C ool as a  ce lla r in h e re .”  T h e pantry d o o r sw ung b ack  to reveal tw o   pro n e  co rp ses  o n   th e  stone  flo o r— the  rem ain s  o f   N ar-b o n d o ’s g h o u ls.  “ N o p ies  h e re ,” rattled  St.  Iv es,  slam m ing  the d o o r sh u t.  ‘T a k e  care o f  th is ,  w ill  y o u ?”  h e w h ispered  to  H asbro. 

“C ertainly,  sir.  A nd  I ’ll ju s t  take  th e  w ag o n   along  to   L ord K e lv in ’s  afte rw a rd ,  d o n ’t  y ou  th in k ?  I f   I  c a n . . .  co llect  th e sp ace  cra ft,  sir,  w e  co u ld   study  it  at  o u r  le isu re .” 

S t.  Iv es  nod d ed   hugely.  H a sb ro ’s  talk  o f   “ studying”   the sp ace  c ra ft  w as  lo st  o n   B inger,  th o u g h ,  fo r  the  m an  stared o p en -m o u th ed   at  the  sh u t  pantry  door. 

“ A   fiv e-p o u n d   n o te  w as  it?”  ask ed   S t.  Ives  evenly. 

“ B eg   p ard o n ,  sir,  b u t . . . ” 

“ N o  b u ts .  M r.  B in g er,” crie d  S t.  Ives.  “ Y ou’ve  ren d ered  us
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a  se rv ic e, m an .  A n d  I intend to  rew ard  you.  D isregard the dead m en   in  th e  p antry;  th e y ’re  n o t  w hat  you  su p pose.  S en t  along by  the  u n dertaker,  th ey   w ere.  V ictim s  o f   a  w astin g   disease. 

Q u ite  co n ceiv ab ly   v irulent.  H e re ’s  th e  n o te,  eh ?  A nd  h ere ,  by h ea v en ,  is  a   b o ttle  o f   ale.  Jo in   m e?  O f  cou rse  you  w ill!”  H e h au led   M r.  B in g er  alo n g   to w ard   th e   parlor.  “ I  w as ju s t  set  to h av e  a  g o   at  o n e  o f  th ese  w hen  th a t  d am n ed   alien  appeared. 

Tore  the  ro o f rig h t  o ff the  silo.  You  saw   th a t,  d id   y o u ?” 

“ A y e,  sir.  W h at  w as  h e  d o in g   inside  it,  sir?  I ’d   sw ear  he co m e  o u t  th ro u g h   th e  ro o f.” 

“O p tical  illu sio n ,  I  sh o u ld  th in k .  D ifficu lt scientific  m atter. 

T h ese  m en   fro m   the  stars  a re n ’t  lik e  you  an d   m e.  N o t  a   bit. 

L iab le  to   d o   an y th in g ,  a re n ’t  th ey ?” 

“ B u t  w a sn ’t  h e  dow n  o n   th e  r i v e r . . . ” 

“ I  d o n ’t  at  all  w o n d er  th a t  he  w a s,”   said  St.  Ives.  “ H e ’s b een hig h  an d  low  to n ig h t,  h a s n ’t h e? S m ashing  m y  silo ,  b eating d o g s u p  an d  d o w n  th e h ig h ro ad ,  tearing  into L o rd  K e lv in ’s b a m — you  w itn essed   th a t,  d id n ’t  y o u ,  M r.  B inger.  Q u ite  a sig h t,  I  d o n ’t  d o u b t.  F rom   the  attic  w indow ,  y ou  say,  afte r  it b eat  the  dev il  o u t  o f  m y  silo?” 

“ Yes,  sir,” said  B inger,  liv en in g  up.  H e b alled  h is h an d  into a  fist an d  sailed  it alo n g  fro m  o n e side o f  h is c h a ir to  the other, b u ry in g   it  b etw een   th e  arm   an d   th e  cushion. 

St.  Iv es  sat  tran sfix ed .  “Ju st  lik e  th a t,  w as  it?  R em arkable narrativ e  pow ers  you  h av e ,  M r.  B inger.  R eally   rem arkable. 

Q u ite an ex p lo sio n  w hen it stru ck ,  w as there?”  St.  Ives opened tw o   m o re  b o ttles o f  ale.  H e  need ed   th em  ev ery   b it  as  m uch  as he  need ed   to   p o u r  th em   d o w n   the  co n fu sed   B inger. 

O u t  o f  the  c o m e r o f  h is  ey e  he  co u ld   see  H asb ro   drag g in g a   b o d y   dow n  th e  h allw ay   to w ard   the  rear  d o o r— th e  second g h o u l,  from   the  lo o k   o f   the  ch eck ed   tro u sers.  M r.  B in g er’s b ack   w as  to   the  h all.  S t.  Ives  b linked  and  g rim aced  at  him , h o p in g   th a t  h is  e v id en t  satisfaction  w ith   th e  m a n ’s  b rie f  but gesture-ridden tale  w ould encourage him  to generate som e really c o lo rfu l,  tim e-co n su m in g  detail.  T he  n ex t corp se  follow ed  the first  o u t  the  b ack  door,  w hich  slam m ed   after  it.  A nd  in  a m om ent S t.  Ives heard the w agon rattle aw ay o u t o f  th e carriage h o use.  H e lo oked o u t through th e w indow  to  see H asb ro  driv in g alo n g   tow ard  th e  riv er  through  m oonlit  d u st,  the  tw o   co rpses flu n g   in to   the  w ag o n   b ehind  him . 

S t.  Iv es  w as  reliev ed .  It  w o u ld n ’t  d o   to   b u ry   the  creatures
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o n   the  g ro u n d s— n o t  w ith   th e   n ig h t’s  co m p licatio n s.  T h e y ’d b e  m iles  d o w n   the  N idd  by  m orning.  A nd  if   they  w ere  d isco v e red , th e ir death s w ould be  laid to  th e alien ,  to  W illis  Pule. 

D am n P ule, thought St.  Ives. W illis Pule! H is very nam e sounded alm o st lik e an  obscenity.  T h e space craft gone!  If H asbro could retriev e  it,  h e ’d   p u t  in  to   h ave  th e  m an   declared   a  saint.  H e p u lle d   o u t  h is  p o ck et w atch.  It  w as  co m in g   on to   ten  o ’clock. 

H e ’d   h a v e   to   p ack.  T h ere  w as  n o   tellin g   w hen  H asbro  w ould return.  T h e y ’d   b e   o n   th eir  w ay  into  H arrogate  b y   fo u r  in  the m orning. 

“ A sto n ish in g  b u sin ess!” crie d  S t.  Ives  heartily,  interrupting the  o ld   m a n ’s  by  now   oft-to ld   story.  “C o m e  ro u n d   and  see  us ag a in ,  m y  go o d   fellow .  T h a t’s  right.  H ere’s  a   b o ttle  fo r  th e ro ad .  G iv e   M rs.  B in g er o u r  best.  A nd  w h at  o f young  B inger? 

W orking  at  th e  m ill  is  h e?  C a p ita l,  c a p ita l.”  W ith  th a t  M r. 

B in g er fo und h im s e lf on th e fro n t p o rch ,  a bottle o f  ale  in each h an d ,  try in g  to  an sw e r all o f  th e p ro fe sso r’s questio n s at o n ce , b u t  fin d in g   h im s e lf  in  co n v e rsatio n ,  all  o f   a  sud d en ,  w ith   an o ak  slab  door.  H e se t o f f  d o w n  th e d riv e, rich er by five p o u n d s, tw o   b o ttles  o f  ale,  an d   a   story  th a t  w ould  last  him   years. 

St.  Iv es  tu m b led   halfw ay  u p   o u t  o f   sleep  three  hours  later a t  the  so u n d   o f   the  w agon  ro llin g   alo n g   the  drive.  H e  p ulled h im s e lf  up  in  b ed   an d   p eered   o u t  into  the  night.  T h e  w agon d ro v e  p a s t,  the  d ark   bu lk   o f  th e  space  cra ft  ato p   the  bed .  Into th e  carriag e  h o u se  it  w ent.  A   d o o r  slam m ed.  St.  Ives d ro p p ed aw ay  again  an d   aw ak en ed   befo re  d aw n   the  n ex t  m o rning  to the  sound  o f  H asb ro   h auling  su itcases  o u t  th e  front  door. 

T h e  tw o   o f   th e m   dro v e  alo n g   tow ard  H arrogate  an d   the L ondon  ex p ress  a   h a lf h o u r  later,  th e  sun ju s t  p eering  u p   o v er th e  trees  in   th e  east.  W h at  stran g e  activities  lay  befo re  th em S t.  Iv es  co u ld   o n ly   gu ess  at,  b u t  th e  set  o f  h is  m outh  an d   the sq uint  o f   h is  ey e   pro m ised   th a t  h e  w as  ready  fo r  th e m ,  that h e ’d   break fast  o n   th em .  H is  e rro r  h ad   been  that  h e ’d  th o u g h t h im s e lf  ap art  from   th e  villain ies  o f   th e  L ondon  u n derw orld. 

B u t  h e  saw   th ings  m ore  clearly  now ,  m u ch   m o re  clearly. 
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W illis  P u le  sh iv ered   in th e underg ro w th  th a t cho k ed  th e em pty stream  bed  o f   a  little  trib u tary   to   th e  R iv er  N idd.  T h e  w illow an d   brack en   w as  th ick   en o u g h   to  keep  o u t  search in g   e y e s —  

h e ’d   lie  low   there  until  the  train  w as  a  m om ent  from   pulling aw ay  to w ard   L ondon.  T h e  station  w as  a   fiv e-m in u te  d ash  to the  south.  H e ’d   been  a   gen iu s  to  b uy  his  return  tick et  the  day befo re.  H is  goo se  w ould  b e   co o k ed   o therw ise.  T h ey   w ere sco u rin g  the co u n try sid e for him .  B u t w hy, fo r the love o f G od? 

S urely  not becau se o f the  affair at  S t.  Iv e s’  m anor.  T h at w ould hardly  h av e  lo o se d   such  a   lunatic  m ob.  P erhaps  it  h ad   so m eth in g   to   d o   w ith  the  ex p lo sio n s  that  had  fo llo w ed   his  retreat. 

B u t  fo r  h e a v e n ’s  sa k e,  he  had  had  n o th in g   to  d o   w ith  that. 

D am n  th ese  co u n try   c lo w n s,  h e  th o u g h t  to  h im self,  p eering abo v e  the  foliage  ro u n d ab o u t  him .  If he  could  m anage  it,  h e ’d ex term in a te  the  lo t  o f   them .  S om e  sort  o f   in fectious  disease, p e rh a p s— an im ated   rats  that  fed  on  b lo o d   and  w ere  hopping w ith   plag u e  fleas. 

H e p atted his nose gingerly, arran g in g  th e sagging bandages. 

H e ’d   h ave  to m   th e m   o ff,  th ro w n   th em   into  a   d itc h ,  b u t  the 133
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ch em icals  th e y ’d   b een   so ak ed   in  h ad   le n t  h is  face  a n   am ber-blue tin t that w as startlin g  an d  in explicable.  T h e b an d a g es w ere less so.  A nd m o re th an  th a t, th ey  seem ed  to  b e h av in g  a p ositive effect.  T h e  skin on h is face felt d raw n   and tig h t,  an d  h e 'd  long ag o  ov erco m e  his  co m p u lsio n   to  retc h   at  the  sm ell  o f  anchovy paste.  H e  tu g g e d   at  the  k n o ts  in  th e  e n d   o f   th e  b an d ag es, lo o sen ed   th e m ,  an d   p u lle d   th e  w h o le  w orks  ta u t,  ty in g   it  o ff o n ce  again. 

H e ch eck ed  his p o ck etw atch .  It w as tim e to  go .  H e ’d  sim ply h av e  to   brass  it  o u t— there  w as  n o th in g   else  to   b e   d o n e.  H e co u ld   hardly  sit  in   the  b u sh es  forev er,  an d   h e ’d   b e  cau g h t  for sure  if   he  set  o u t  d o w n   th e  ro ad .  H e ’d   h ave  lik ed   to   steal  a c a rt— garro tte th e o w n e r an d  m ake aw a y  w ith  th e m a n ’s g o ods, b u t h e   w as  in a  d ee p  en o u g h  m ire as  it w as.  T h e co st o f  fu rth er m ay h em   m ig h t  perh ap s  be  g rea ter  th an   the  profit. 

H e  p eered   ag ain   o v e r the  b u shes.  S u rely   the  m o b   h ad   tired its e lf  o u t  lo n g   sin ce.  N o   o n e ,  apparently,  w as  ab o u t,  sav e  a thin  m an   in  k nee  b reech es  w h o  clean ed  c o d   at a  tro u g h  b eh in d a   fish   shop.  P ule  step p ed   th ro u g h   a   g ap   in   the  sh rubbery  and strode  aw ay  p urposefully,  n o t  a t  a ll,  h e   fan c ied ,  lik e  a   m an fearfu l o f  pu rsu it.  T h e cod m a n  slash ed  aw ay at h is fish,  o b liv ious  to  him .  P ule  ro u n d ed  the c o m e r o f  th e fish sh o p ,  saw   th at th e stree t befo re h im  w as em pty, an d  b o lte d  fo r the train statio n , o n e h an d   p ressed  to   his  head  to  k eep  the b an d ag es  from   flying apart. 

A  blo ck  from  the station he slow ed to a  w alk.  H e had eno u g h tim e.  It  w as  dan g ero u s  to  call  atten tio n   to   h im self  so.  T here w as  the  o p en   p latfo rm ,  the  train   ch u ffin g   on  the  track .  Som e few  p eo p le clim b ed  aboard.  A tired -lo o k in g  m an in a  m ustache sold  scones  an d   co ffee  th ro u g h   the  w in d o w s.  P u le  w ould  kill fo r  a   sc o n e— literally,  h e  th o u g h t  to   him self.  H e  w as  in  a reg rettab le  m o o d ,  an d   h u n g er  put  an   ed g e   o n   it. 

T h ere w ere th e steel  steps  into th e seco n d  class car,  ten  feet ah ead   o f   him .  N o   one  shouted.  N o  o n e  m en aced   him .  H e snatch ed  a  new sp a p er fro m  a bo y  idling o n  the p la tfo rm ,  sprang into  the  car,  fo u n d   an  em p ty   co m p artm e n t,  and  hid b eh in d   the new spaper.  H e ’d  stay th e re ,  h e d ec id e d ,  u ntil th ey  w ere at least h alfw ay   to   L ondon. 

T h e  train  ed g ed   fo rw ard   in  a   hiss  o f  escap in g   ste am ,  then lu rch ed  to   a  sto p .  F o o tstep s  ran g  o n  th e p latfo rm .  P ule  p eek ed p ast  th e  ed g e   o f   h is  new sp ap er,  h o rrified   to   see  L an g d o n   St. 
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Ives a n d  h is  m an servant clim b in g   into  the  train  car.  D am n!  H e raised  th e  new spaper.  I f   the  d o o r  to  his  co m p artm en t  opened h e ’d   g o   o u t  th ro u g h   the  w indow .  W hat  else  could  he  d o ?  H e h a d n ’t any w eap o n s.  N ex t tim e he w o u ld n ’t b e cau g h t w eap o n less.  A n d   th ere   w ou ld b e  a   n ex t  tim e. 

N arb o n d o   w ould  rail  at  him   for  h aving  failed   to  find  the p ap ers.  It  h ad   tak en   hours  to   w rin g   K raken  clea n   o f   in fo rm ation.  L iq u o r  had  d o n e  it  far  m ore  neatly  th an   h ad   to rtu re —  

alth o u g h  P u le rath e r preferred  th e latter;  sin ce they h ad  no  idea w h eth er  K raken  had  an y th in g   to   o ffe r  th em   anyw ay,  torture seem ed  p retty   m u ch   an  e n d   in  itself.  H e ’d   been  a   d eterm ined old  so d ,  th o u g h ,  and  a   sorry  o n e,  but  h e ’d  divulged  it  all  in the  e n d ,  w eeping  into  his  cu p s.  P u le  sm iled   b eh in d   his  n ew spaper.  H e  w o ndered  idly  w h eth er  St.  Ives  had  taken  a   co m p artm en t  on  his  ca r  o r  had  g o n e  along  to  the  next.  W h at  did it  m atter? 

P u le  w as o v erc o m e  by  a  sudden  idea.  H e  could  slip  o ff the train ,  return  to  S t.  Iv e s’  e state,  and  in  the  m a ste r’s  absen ce, ransack  it.  T orch  the  p lace,  if  it cam e  to  it.  H e ’d  b een  h asty —  

w as o n  the ed g e o f  m issin g  his chance.  H e aro se,  castin g  dow n h is  paper,  w hen  the  train  lurched  forw ard  ag ain ,  d u m p in g   him b ackw ard  o n to   th e  se at.  It  seem ed  certain   that  the  train  w as  at last  underw ay.  P ule  th ru st  o p en   the  com p artm en t  d o o r  and sho v ed   o u t  his  h ead ,  on ly   to   see  som e  few   y ards  befo re  him the  b ack   o f  St.  Iv e s ’  serv an t,  w ho  stood  in  the  aisle,  speaking to  h is em p lo y er th ro u g h   an  o p en   door.  P ule  slid  back  in  as  the train  lu rched  o n ce  again  to  a   stop.  Was  he  fated  to   stay  on  the d am n ed  train ? To b e ro b b ed  o f  a second chan ce?  H e  shrugged. 

W hat d id  it m atter,  afte r all? It w as N arbondo w ho w o u ld  p rofit fro m   h is  returning  to  th e  m anor.  It  w as  alw ays  N arb o n d o   w ho pro fited . 

“ H ot  sco n es!”  cam e  a  cry  from   o u t  the  w indow .  “C offee a n d   te a!” 

P u le  reached  o u t a  shilling.  T he  flo u r-speckled  sco n e seller sh riek ed   an d   d ro p p ed   his  p astries,  tray  an d   all,  o n to   the  p la tform .  C o ffee  flew .  T h e  m an  sh riek ed   again.  “T h e  h alien!”  he crie d ,  falling  b ack w ard .  “T h e  b lo o d y   h alien!” 

A  w indow   slid  open  in  the  n ex t  co m partm ent.  “ B rinsing!” 

sh o u ted   a   v oice.  A   head  shoved  o u t  into  the  m orning.  P u le, castin g   secrecy  o n to   the  sc rap h eap ,  p eered   o u t  at  it.  L angdon St.  Ives stared b ac k ,  ag h a st,  sp eechless.  T h e train b olted.  Pule
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ju m p e d   fo r  th e  door.  T h e  scone  se lle r  co n tin u ed   to   shriek. 

H asb ro  ru sh ed  a t P ule.  P u le grab b ed  the kn o b  o f  a  co m p artm en t d o o r  an d   flung  it  o p en   into  th e  face  o f  h is  attack er,  th ro w in g h is sh o u ld e r into it in an effo rt to  k n o ck  the m an d o w n .  B ehind him   in  y et  an o th er co m p artm e n t  sat  a   frail  o ld   w o m an ,  w ide-ey e d  w ith te rro r at the sig h t o f  the w rap p ed  P u le.  H er feet w ere p ro p p ed  o n   a   steam er tru n k ,  to o   heavy,  n o  d o u b t,  to   be  h efted on to  the  rack .  P u le  set h is fee t ag a in st th e  d o o r ja m b ,  h is back ag ain st  the  d o o r o p en   in  the  a isle ,  an d   drag g ed   th e  trunk  from beneath  the  w o m a n ’s  fe e t,  cu rsin g   it,  cu rsin g   her,  cu rsin g   St. 

Ives.  H e  w ed g ed   the  tru n k   ag a in st  the  o p en   d o o r,  realizin g   as h e did so that h is effo rts w e re n ’t w orth th e tim e h e w as w asting. 

S h outing  a   partin g   cu rse ,  h e  leaped  o u t  th e   en d   o f  th e  c a r an d into  the  n ex t,  slow ing  a   b it,  w o n d erin g   w here  o n  ea rth   a  m an co u ld   h id e  o n   a   train. 

T rees  an d   m ead o w s  sh o t  p ast  alo n g   th e  tracks.  If  it  ca m e to  it, h e th o u g h t,  h e ’d  leap  fo r it.  P erhaps h e sh o u ld  ju m p  now , befo re  th ey   d isen tan g led   th em selv es  fro m   th e  d o o r an d   tru n k . 

T h e y ’d  n ev e r su p p o se h im  rash en o u g h  to  attem p t such a thing. 

B u t  the  co u n try sid e  w as  fly in g   b y   w o n derfully  q u ic k ly — d an gero u sly   so.  Pule  strode  along  th ro u g h   th e  n ex t  c a r  and  th e n ex t,  into  a   third -class  c a r  co m p risin g   tw o   p arallel  ro w s  o f w o o d en  ben ch es facin g  the fro n t o f  the train . T h e  c a r w as em pty b u t fo r a  single  m an in  a  ch im n ey  p ip e h at w h o  d o ze d  in a  seat o n   th e  aisle. 

In   his  la p   w as  a   K eeble  b o x .  P u le  nearly   stran g led .  H e g rab b ed   a   se at  fo r  su p p o rt,  g rip p ed   by  vertigo.  W h at  d id   this m ean?  W h a t  w eird   o ffsp rin g   o f  fate  h ad  co m e  to   m eet  h im   so pecu liarly   h ere?  A   sh o u tin g   arose  b eh in d   h im ,  alo n g   w ith   the sp lintering so u n d  o f  w ood tearing.  I f  h e  w a sn ’t q u ic k  h e ’d  fail. 

A n d   th e  fau lt  w ould  b e  h is  ow n. 

H e  looked  ab o u t  h im ,  b are ly   b reath in g .  B eneath  th e  seats w ere  m etal  b ag gage  racks  in   v ario u s  states  o f   d isrep air.  H e grasp ed   a   sectio n   o f   iron  b a r  th a t  had   co m e  unb o lted   and w renched  at  it.  H e  w aited   fo r th e  so u n d   o f  th e d o o r slam m ing o p en   b eh in d ,  fo r th e  sh o u tin g   to   c o m m en c e,  f o r th e  m an  w ith th e  b o x — qu ite  po ssib ly   in  leag u e  w ith   S t.  Iv e s— to   aw aken an d  cu t o f f  h is escap e.  T h e b a r clan k ed  to  th e floor.  P u le seized it as th e sle ep e r stirred . T h e m an  o p en ed  o n e ey e as P u le flailed a t  h im ,  a   cry   w ren ch in g   o u t  o f  h is  lungs.  T h e ,iro n   b a r  struck th e  m a n ’s  fo reh ead   an d   seem ed   to   se ttle  in to   it,  as  i f  h e ’d   h it
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a  p u d d in g   w ith  a  w ooden  sp o o n .  P u le  d ro p p ed   th e   b a r  and cau g h t  the  b ox  as  th e  m an  fell  forw ard.  T h e  d o o r  b u rst  in b eh in d   him .  H e  w as  o u t  in  a  tric e,  leap in g   in  great  h o p ping strides th ro u g h  a successio n  o f  ca rs, o u t,  finally,  into th e m o rn ing  a ir  w ith   no  place  left  to   flee.  H e  b raced   h is  b ack  against the  d o o r,  h o ld in g   it  tight.  H is  pursu ers  clattered   hollerin g   up b eh in d .  S h eep   w in k ed   by  on  a  sailing  m eadow . 

T he  train  tip p ed   into a  cu rv e ,  slo w in g   a  b it,  an d  P u le,  sh u tting  h is  e y e s,  cata p u lte d   from   the  m o v in g   car,  h o w lin g   and flailin g   into  hig h   grass  and  ro llin g  d o w n   to   the ed g e o f  a  pond to the asto n ish m en t o f  th e ch e w in g  sheep.  H e lay fo r a m om ent, im ag in in g   the  dam ag e  h e ’d   d o n e  to   h is  sp leen  o r h is  liver.  H e jig g le d  h is ex trem ities an d  p ro n o u n ced  h im s e lf fit.  In ordinately p roud o f  h im self, he stood u p  an d  stro d e aw ay  acro ss th e pasture w ith   th e  a ir  o f   a  m an  w h o ’d   d o n e  a   d a y ’s  w o rk .  H e  fan cied , as  h e  lim ped  alo n g   the  highw ay,  h is  b an d ag es  fin ally   relin q u ish e d ,  w h at  S t  Iv e s’  reactio n   w ould  be  if  he   d id   slip   back up to   H arro g ate  an d   h ave  an o th er g o   at th e  hou se.  It w ould  be w h at  an  artist  w ould  call  a   fin ish in g   touch.  B ut  it  w ould  also , he  co u ld   see  at  a   g la n ce ,  b e  u n w ise.  H e  had   a   g o o d   d eal  to lose  by  such  hero ics  all  o f   a   su d d e n ,  an d   he  w as  determ in ed th a t  n o  o n e — not  N arb o n d o ,  n o t  S t.  Iv es,  n o t re v e n g e — n o th ing w o u ld  den y  him  the prize h e ’d  so  han d ily  w on.  A  m o m e n t’s seren d ip ity   had   tu rn ed   th e  disastro u s  trip   in to   a   victory.  H e stopped  to  lo o k  at th e b ox.  It w as the sam e  sort th e y ’d   w rested fro m   K rak en   th e  d ay   befo re.  A ll  o f   K ee b le’s  d am n ed   boxes w ere the sam e.  Was th ere a  seco n d  e m erald ? W as this th e fabled h o m u n cu lu s  its e lf? 

P u le  co n sid ered   th e  b rass  tu b e  an d   w h at  ap p eared   to   b e   a little  cra n k   d ev ice  o n   th e  sid e.  K ra k e n 's  box  h a d n ’t  had  any such  a c co u tre m en ts— alth o u g h   th e ir  p resen ce  certain ly   d id n ’t rev eal  the  co n ten ts  o f  th e  b ox.  T h ey   co u ld ,  q u ite conceivably, b e  a   breath in g   m ech an ism   o f  so m e  so rt  fo r  a   creatu re  housed w ith in .  H ad  O w le sb y ’s  m an u scrip t  rev e ale d   th e  w h ereab o u ts o f  the  cre atu re?  H ad  S t.  Ives  rec o v ered   it?  P u le ’s  h ead   sw am w ith u n an sw erab le qu estio n s.  O n ly  o n e th in g  seem ed  c e rta in —  

that  h ere  w as  a   K eeb le  bo x   th a t  co n tain ed   a   m ystery,  q u ite po ssib ly   a   valu ab le  m ystery.  P u le p o ssessed   it an d   w ould c o n tin u e to  p o ssess it.  I f  w orse c a m e to  w o rst,  if  all o f  N arb o n d o ’s p lan s ca m e to  n au g h t, P u le w o u ld  h av e th e b o x , a  m u ch -needed w ild  ca rd  in  a  g am e in w h ich  N arb o n d o  h eld  th e  aces.  A  w agon

[image: Image 297]

[image: Image 298]

138

James  P.  Blaylock

clattered   to w ard   him   alo n g   th e  ro ad .  P ule  stepped  o u t  to  m eet it,  the  m orning  sun  sh in in g   d o w n   on  him   in  an   alto g eth er frien d ly   way. 

B ill  K rak en   had   nev er  befo re  felt  so   low.  H e ’d   d o n e  som e vile  th ings  in  h is  life — robbed  g rav es,  pin ch ed   ca rp   from   the aq u a riu m ,  b een   d ru n k   m ore  often   than  h e ’d   b een   sober.  H e ’d been  a   m e rch an t  o f   o v errip e  sq u id ,  a   failed   purl  m a n ,  a  reasonably  successful  p e a   p od  m a n ,  an d   for  a   tw o -m o n th   period a   y ea r o r  so   a fte r h is  separation  from   O w lesby,  h e ’d   tak en   up the  p u re  trad e ,  sellin g   do g   w aste  to   the  tan y ard s  fo r  eno u g h m oney  to  k eep   h im self fe d — if  ca b b ag e b ro th   and b la ck  bread w ere  food.  B ut  his  w orst  m o m ents  sin ce  p o o r  S eb astian   had fallen  w ere  m ere  n othings co m p ared   to th e d ep th s  to  w hich  he had  su n k  in th e last fo rty -eig h t ho u rs.  H e h ad  betray ed  ev eryone w h o   h ad   b efrien d ed   him .  H e’d   so ld   th e m   all.  A n d   fo r  w hat? 

N o thing.  N ot  a   farthing.  N o t  even  a   handful  o f  beans. 

H e knuckled his brow   and  im m ersed him self in self-loathing. 

It  w as  d rin k   th a t  did  it— strong  d rink.  It  m ade  a  m an  m ad. 

T h ere w as no w ay ro und th at truth.  B ut then so did the absence o f   d rin k ,  d id n ’t  it?  H e  licked  his  dry  lips.  H is  to n g u e  felt feathered.  H is  h an d s  sh ook  un co n tro llab ly   w hen  h e  held  them in  fro n t  o f   him .  So  h e  sat  on  th e m ,  perched  o n   a   stool  in  a c o m e r  o f   N arb o n d o ’s  laboratory.  H e  saw   th in g s,  to o ,  o u t  o f the  c o m e r  o f   h is  e y e — th ings  h e  o u g h tn ’t  to   see.  It  w as  th e h o rro rs,  is  w h at  it  w as.  A nd  i f  it  w a sn ’t,  it w ould  lead to   them sure  en o u g h ,  to   th e  gib b erin g   h o rro rs.  H e  h a d n ’t  b een   so   dry in  a   w eek ,  a   m onth. 

N ow ,  w atch in g   out  o f  th e  ed g e  o f  his  left  ey e  the  th in g   on the  slab  th a t  lay  n o t  fifteen  fee t  d istan t,  he  w o ndered  w h at  in the  w orld  it  w ould  lo o k   like  to   him   i f  he  w ere  dru n k .  G iven h a lf a  c h a n ce ,  h e ’d   set  o u t  to  d isc o v e r the  truth  o f  the  m atter. 

H e  p atted   his  c o a t  p o ck et  an d   th ere  w as  A shbless,  b u lle t  hole an d   all.  T he  pro b lem   w ith  the ph ilo so p h ers  w as  that they  w ere short o n  practical  ad v ice.  T hey  co u ld  reveal  little to  him   about h is p resen t circu m stan ce.  B e tte r th e bo o k  w ere h ollow  an d  held a  p in t  o f  gin. 

H e  m ash ed   h is  ey e s  clo sed   a n d   h eld   them   so .  T im e  passed fearfu lly  slow ly.  H e rem e m b ere d ,  fifteen   long y ears p ast,  h av ing  w restled  o u t  o f   o p en   co ffin s  d ea d   m en  n o t  m uch  p rettier th an   the  th in g   o n   the  slab.  B etter  his  ey es  had   b een   plu ck ed
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out.  T h ey   qu ite  likely  w o u ld   be.  T h e y ’d   beaten   h im ,  b u t  h e c o u ld   stand  that.  H e ’d  been  b eaten   befo re.  A nd  h e ’d  had   th e horro rs b efo re,  too.  B ut th o se h e d id n ’t w an t again.  H e ’d  given u p   sq u id   m erch an tin g   w hen  h e ’d  fo und  th a t  the  creatu res  in hab ited   h is  d rea m s,  all  leggy  and  cold. 

F o r th e  hun d red th  tim e h e looked ro u n d ab o u t h im  fo r so m eth in g   to   c o n s u m e — spirits  o f   any  so rt— b u t  saw   n o th in g   but th e  em p ty   w ine  glass  le ft w ith d iab o lical p u rp o se o n  a tab leto p b y   th e  fat  b oy  in  cu rls,  alo n g   w ith   the  ca rcass  o f  a   fow l.  T he b read th   o f   the  glass  m ag n ified   the  d ep th   o f  the  little  crim so n circle  settled   in  the  b o tto m .  In  truth  th ere  w a sn ’t  en o u g h   in  it to   d rib b le  to   the  ed g e  w hen  th e  glass  w as  up tu rn ed .  K raken h ad  trie d , to  be sure.  H e ’d  m o pped up th e d reg s w ith  his fin g ers, b u t little o f  substan ce  w as  acco m p lish ed  by  it.  T h ere  w as even less  in  th e   w ay  o f   food  on  th e  p la te — n o th in g   b u t  b roken b o n e s — ju s t  th e  gristly   b u rn t  ca rcass  o f  a   p ecu liar  g am e  b ird , a   p e a   h en   w ith   the  head  o n ,  ey eless  a n d   ch arred. 

P u le  an d   N arb o n d o   had  g o n e  o u t,  lo ck in g   th e   d o o rs  and w in d o w s.  T h e y ’d   ab a n d o n ed   h im   hours  earlier,  befo re  n ig h t h ad   fallen .  T h e  gh o stly   lig h t  o f   the  gaslam p s  d id   n o th in g   to en liv en   the  general  glo o m   o f   the  c a b in e t— sim ply  ca st  u n pleasant shadow s on the w alls and floor,  like the shadow, thought K rak en ,  barely   able  to   lo o k   at  it,  o f  the  h u m p e d ,  sk eletal  p ea h en   acro ss  the  ed g e  o f  the  p ian o .  T h e y ’d   left  him   a  p itc h er o f w ater.  P erh ap s  if  h e  g o t  desp erate  e n o u g h . . . 

T h e y ’d  retu rn , h e knew , w ith  a  body.  P u le ’s trip  to  H arrogate in search  o f  p o o r S eb astia n ’s m an u scrip t h ad  en d ed  in a  general rage.  C u rses  flew .  T h e  d o cto r h ad  cuffed  P ule  across th e ch in , d estro y e d   th e  p o t  o f   carb o lic  and  stew ed   h o rseh id e  th a t  P ule w as  co o k in g   as  a  facial  treatm en t.  It h ad   sm elled   aw fu l.  T h en th e y ’d  g o n e  o u t.  T h e  th in g   on  the  slab  m u st b e  viv ified ,  th a t’s w h at  N arb o n d o   h ad   said .  Tonight.  T h ey   w o u ld   find  a  donor. 

I f   n o t,  hin ted   the  do cto r,  K rak en   w ould  d o   nicely.  K raken  o r P u le ,  e ith e r  o n e  o f  th em .  P ule  h ad   sm iled   th ro u g h   h is  tirad e, like  a   c a t  fu ll  o f  m ilk. 

T h e  gaslam p s  flick ered .  S hadow s  d an ced .  T h e  g am e  bird rattled   su d denly  o n   its  plate  as  if   it  w ere  try in g   to   d rag   itself aw ay.  K rak en  started  in horror.  S ilence fell o nce  again.  A cross th e  ro o m   o n   a  sm all  tab le  beside  the  fish less  aq u ariu m   sat  the K eeb le  b ox.  W h a t  co u ld   K rak en   d o   w ith   it?  H e  co u ld   sm ash o u t  th e  w in d o w   an d   pitch   it  into  th e  street,  th en   d iv e o u t  after
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it.  B u t  w h at w o u ld   it p ro fit h im ? H e  w as  a  h u n ted  m an .  T h ere co u ld   b e  n o  d o u b t  ab o u t  that.  N ew g ate  w as  too  g o o d   fo r him . 

It  w ould  m ean  th e  g ib b e t  if  h e  w ere  cau g h t. 

O u tsid e th e w in d o w  sw irled  a  th ic k  fo g ,  m o st o f  it riv er fog o f f   the  T h am es.  D irty  little  riv u lets  d rip p ed   d o w n   th e  pan es, p o o lin g   u p   alo n g   th e  m u llio n s  an d   d rip p in g   o ff,  o n e  by  o n e, o n to   th e  sid ew alk   below .  T h e  street  o u tsid e  w as  silent.  It  w as the  silen c e,  den se  as  th e  fo g ,  th a t  b o th ered   him .  H e ’d   tried sin g in g   and  w h istlin g ,  b u t  in  the  d im ,  shad o w -h au n ted   room the no ise had  m erely been  unnatural.  It seem ed  to  h im ,  in  fact, th a t  the  slig h test  so und  w ould  aw ak en   th e  th in g   o n   the  slab. 

Its h ead   w as tw isted   to w ard  h im ,  d ro p p ed  cro o k ed ly   across its ch e st.  F lesh   hu n g   ben eath   its  ey eso ck ets  like  parch m en t.  It seem ed  as  i f   a   breeze  th ro u g h   a   b ro k en   w indow   p an e  w ould turn  it to  d u st.  O r perh ap s the th in g   w o u ld  rise  in the d raft like a  k ite  to   tw itch   and  g ib b e r at  h im ,  to   lurch  along  to w ard   h im , silh o u etted   ag a in st  the  lig h t  th a t  sho n e  d im ly   through  the  c u rtained  w in d o w   o f  th e  ro o m   acro ss  th e  co u rty ard .  E arlier  h e ’d seen the sh ad o w  o f  a  face p e e r p ast th e cu rta in — w atch in g  him , p erhaps;  p erh ap s  o n e  o f  N arb o n d o ’s  agents. 

K raken  sh u t  h is  e y e s,  b u t th ro u g h   the  lids  h e  co u ld   see  the dan cin g   shad o w s  an im ated   by  g aslig h t.  H e  p ressed  h is  ey es w ith   h is  h an d s,  b u t  th e  horro rs  th a t  sw irled   into  view   ag ain st the  b ack  o f  his ey e lid s  w ere  w orse  th an   the  th ing on  the  table. 

W h at had   P aracelsu s  said  ab o u t  such em an atio n s?  H e c o u ld n ’t q u ite  re c a ll.  P aracelsus  w as  m ist  in   his  m em ory,  a   p ro d u ct  o f an o th er ag e , an ag e th a t had  en d ed  w hen h e ’d  stolen th e dam n ed em erald  from  the C ap tain ,  the em erald  that the sm ug N arb o n d o h ad   le ft  so   casu ally   besid e  the  aquarium . 

O n th e ed g e  o f  th e sla b ,  as if  they h ad  craw led  there o f  th e ir o w n  p o w er,  w ere tw o sk eletal h an d s, ob v io u sly  fallen fro m  the h u n ch e d  co rp se b eh in d  th em .  K rak en  avo id ed  lo oking at them . 

H e h ad  b een  certain  an h o u r e a rlie r th a t fo r an  instant the th ings h ad   m o v e d ,  rattled   th e ir  fingers  ato p   the  ta b le,  inched  inexorab ly   to w ard   h im ,  an d   th a t  th e  ru in ed   p e a   hen  had  sig h ed   on its  p late,  rustlin g   am ong  co ld   potatoes. 

B u t all  had  fallen  silent.  It w as the w in d  through the b roken p an e s,  ca rry in g   on  it  th e  sh arp ,  sooty  o d o r  o f   fog.  T h ere  lay th e h an d s,  alm o st g rasp in g  the ed g e o f  the  lam plit ta b le,  ready, p erh a p s, to  lunge at him .  W hy in the dev il w e re n ’t th ey  attached to  the co rp se ? W h at  unholy th in g  d id  th e ir sep aratio n  b etoken? 
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K rak en  peered  at th e m , and w as certain  for o n e rigid m om ent that  th e  index  U nger o f  th e  left h an d  tw itch ed .  B eckoning.  H e glan ced  aw ay  to w ard  th e fogb o u n d  w in d o w  and g asp ed  in h o rro r  at  h is  ow n  reflec tio n ,  h o v erin g   in  th e  g la ss,  staring  in  at him .  H e  ed g e d   farth er  into  h is  co m er.  I f  th e  han d s  cre p t  from the  slab   w ould  they  sh atter  w hen  they  h it  the  flo o r?  O r  w ould they  fall  into  shadow ,  p ausing  for  a   m om ent  befo re  scuttling o u t  lik e  cra b s  to w ard   his  feet.  K raken  w as  suddenly  fearfully co ld .  N arb o n d o , p erh ap s, w o u ld n ’t return at all.  P erh ap s th e y ’d gone o u t,  kno w in g   that  K raken  w ould d ie  in  h o n o r  d u rin g   the n ig h t,  th a t  th e  th in g   in  th e  sh roud  w ould  ru sh   at  him   like  a sheet  h au led   alo n g   a  clo th eslin e,  w ould  en v elo p   him   in  d u st an d   ro t  an d   clac k in g   b o n es  an d   suffocate  him   in  horror. 

O n  the  w all  b ehind  him   hu n g   a  collectio n   o f   instrum ents, but  th ere  w as  n o thing  w ith   w hich  to   d efen d   h im self  ag ain st an im ated  co rp ses.  H is ey es settled on a  p a ir o f  elo n g ated  to n g s, the ja w s   o f  w h ich   w ere  w rap p ed   in  a   ru b b er casin g .  H e  stood u p   slow ly,  barely   b rea th in g ,  u n d erstanding  th a t  the  th in g   o n the  slab   w as  w atch in g ,  try in g ,  perh ap s,  to  fath o m   his  fear,  his intent. 

H e very slo w ly  rem o v ed  the tongs an d  stepped across to w ard the  sla b ,  w heezin g   w ith   fear,  w aiting  fo r  the  hands  to   fly  at him   like p ap ery  b u g s,  like  leath er-w in g ed  b ats,  to clutch at his th ro at, to  reach into his m outh.  A t the touch o f the to n g s, surely th e y ’d  leap   at  him   as  if  spring  driv en .  H e  knew   they  w ould. 

B u t  th ey   d id n ’t.  H e  plu ck ed   one  o f  the  han d s  u p   and  very g ingerly tu rn ed ,  to o k  a  step tow ard th e o p en  p ia n o ,  and shoved the th in g  o n to  th e  silent k ey s,  b an ging o u t a  w ild  note w ith  the ed g e o f  the to n g s an d   leap in g  b ac k w ard ,  a sh riek lodged in his throat.  T he  o th e r  hand  lay  as  befo re.  O r d id   it?  W as  it  turned n ow ?  H ad  it  cre p t  about  to   face  him ?  H e  clam ped  the  tongs around  it,  w h irled ,  an d   d u m ped  it  on to   the  p ian o   k eys  along w ith  its  g risly   co u n terp art,  th en   slam m ed d o w n   th e  k ey  cover, lo cking  it  w ith  a   little  trian g u lar  brass  key  th at  lay  ato p   the piano. 

C o u ld   he  b ea r to   d o   the  sam e  w ith  the  th in g ’s  h e a d — yank it  loose  an d   h id e  it  so m ew h ere?  P erhaps  shove  the  top  o f  the p ian o   asid e  an d   to ss  it  in?  H e  forced  h im s e lf to   look  at  it,  to im agine  clam p in g   th e  to n g s  ag a in st  th e  ivory  cheek b o n es  an d tw istin g  the  h ead  u ntil  it  sn apped.  T h e  th ought paraly zed  him , b u t  he  had   to   d o   it.  H e  steeled  h im self.  H e  c o u ld n ’t b e  stared
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a t an y  longer.  H e stepped to w ard  it, reach in g  o u t w ith  the to n g s, slo w ly   d raw in g   the ja w s  apart.  H e  d a re n ’t  g e t th e  to n g s  in  th e th in g ’s  m outh;  it  w ould  snap  the  steel  ro d s  lik e  tw igs. 

T h e  to n g s  inched  closer.  K rak en   shook  so   th a t  th e  loose riv et  a b o u t  w hich  the  to n g s  sw iv eled   rattled   lik e  a  lo cu st.  H e g asp ed   fo r   breath .  T h e  ho rrib le  e y e   sock ets  seem ed   to   stare through  h im — through  h is  foreh ead   bead ed   w ith   co ld   sw eat, a   g rea t  salty  d ro p   o f   w hich  ro lled   into  his  rig h t  e y e ,  nearly b lin d in g  him .  T h e tongs settled in ag ain st the ch e ek b o n e s,  an d , w ith  a  thrum   o f   settlin g   b o n es,  the  th in g   on  th e   tab le  g av e  a q u ick   lu rch ,  as  if  shaking  o f f  th e  ru b b er clam p. 

K rak en   h o oted  in  fear,  d ro p p ed   the  to n g s  o n to   th e  to p   o f th e sla b ,  an d  tro d   b ackw ards to w ard  h is co m er,  slam m ing  into the  g am e  b ird ’s ta b le  w ith  h is  rig h t foot.  T h e   sp in d ly  tab le  leg b u ck led ,  an d   th e  skeletal  bird  ro lled   fro m   th e  p late  in  a   little cascad e  o f   peas  a n d   fell  to   th e  floor.  K rak en   w atched  it  in horror, h a lf ex p e ctin g  th e thin gray  bones o f  th e w ings to  v ibrate an d   the  b ird   to   sail  o f f  like  a  g rea t  m oth  tow ard  the  flam e  o f the  gas!am p.  T he  to n g s  banged  d o w n   o n   th e  flo o r b esid e  it. 

T h is  w o u ld n ’t  do.  H e  c o u ld n 't  ab id e  the  id ea  o f   th e  bird o u t  o f   sig h t  on  the  flo o r  b eh in d   the  tab le.  H e  m ust  k n o w   its m o v em en ts,  if  th ere w ere any.  If it flew  o u t o f  no w h ere at h im , h e ’d   sim ply  d ro p   d ead .  H e  b en t  suddenly,  su m m o n in g   h is stren g th .  H e g rasp ed  th e to n g s, plu ck ed  the b ird  fro m  the floor, an d   to ssed   it,  to n g s  and  all,  into  a   coal  b u ck et  o n   the  h earth n ex t to  the p ian o .  T he b ird  w hum ped into th e b u ck et in a  cloud o f   coal  dust;  the  to n g s  ban g ed   against  th e  w all  and  dro p p ed o n to   the  hearth  tiles.  K raken  w hirled  aro u n d   at  th e  so und  o f  a sudden  scu fflin g   b ehind  h im ,  ex p e ctin g   to   find  h im s e lf  c o n fro n ted   b y   the  han d less  skeleton.  B u t  th e re  it  sat,  u nm oving. 

T he  scu fflin g   issued  from   bey o n d   the  w all  acro ss  th e  room . 

S om ething  p aw ed   a t  the  w all,  try in g   to   g e t  in  at  h im .  K raken slum ped  back w ard   to w ard   h is  stool  in  the  com er. 
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The Animation 

of Ioanna Southcote

A  p anel  in the o ak  w ain sco t  slid abruptly  o p en ,  an d  b ey o n d   it, tu g g in g   w eirdly  at  a  p a ir o f  sh o e s,  w as  a  b en t W illis  P u le.  H e back ed   into  th e  ro o m ,  g ru n tin g   w ith effo rt,  an d   D r.  N arbondo ap p eared b ehind  h im ,  h o lding  up the op p o site en d  o f  a corp se. 

P u le  d ro p p ed   it  as  soon  as  it  w as  en tirely  p ast  the  w all,  as  if he  w ere  im m en sely   tired.  N arb o n d o   k ick ed   the  c o m e r  o f   the p an el,  an d   it  slid  sh u t,  cu ttin g   o ff the  en tran ce  to   w h at lo oked to   K raken  to   b e  a  d a rk ,  low   hallw ay.  K raken  sh ran k   into  his c o m er,  w o n d erin g   in  h o rro r  at  th is  new   act  o f   villainy,  h a lf reliev ed ,  h ow ever,  th a t  it  w a s n 't  h im   th a t  w as  bein g   dragged d o w n   tu n n els. 

T h e  p anel  had  ju s t  slid   sh u t  w h en   there  cam e  a   fearful p o u n d in g   at  the  co n v en tio n al  door.  P u le  sw ung  it  o p en ,  and th ere  sto o d   S hiloh  the  m essiah  w ith  a   look  o n   h is  face  that seem ed  to   im p ly   th a t  h e  w ould  b ro o k   no  no n sen se,  that  h e ’d co m e  fo r  h is  m o th er  an d   th ere  w ould  b e  hell  to   pay,  perhaps literally,  i f  h e w a sn ’t satisfied.  N arb o n d o  sco w led  b ack  at him . 

“W h ere  is  N ell  O w lesb y ?”  he  ask ed   suddenly. 

“ S h e ’s  s a fe — sa fe r  by  far  w ith  m y  flo ck   th an   w ith   y o u .” 
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“ H a lf y o u r flo ck   is   m y  flo c k ,”   said  N arb o n d o ,  “ an d   th e y ’d as  soon  e a t  h e r as  g iv e  h e r a   tract.  G et  h e r.” 

“Q uite im possible, I assure y o u .” Shiloh stepped in and closed th e d o o r, fro w n in g  at th e littered ro o m  an d  at B ill K rak en , w h o , it  seem ed ,  w as  a t  least  as  o ffen siv e  to  him   as  w as  th e  corpse o n  th e   floor.  “ I ’ll  k ee p  m y  en d   o f  th e  barg ain .  You d o n ’t  need th e  w o m an  f o r that.  /  know   w here th e box  is  h id d en ,  an d   have th ese  te n   y ears.  I f   y ou  d o   as  I  say,  y o u ’ll  know   too.  It’s  as sim p le as that.  B ut  you  n e e d n ’t w orry ab o u t th e w om an.  S h e ’s w orth n o th in g  to  y ou bey o n d  th a t single b it o f  k now ledge.  A nd 

 that,   as w e bo th  know ,  is w o rth  an en o rm o u s am o u n t,  is n ’t it?” 

T h e  o ld   m an   slo u ch ed   o n   a  sto o l,  ob v io u sly   en jo y in g   the adv an tag e he h eld  o v e r N arb o n d o .  H e rem o v ed  a snuffbox from his p o c k e t, pin ch ed  o u t a  frightful quantity, an d  inhaled hugely, surro u n d in g  h is head in a  m o m en tary  b ro w n  clo u d .  H e sneezed vo lu m in o u sly   six  tim es  in   rap id ,  deflatin g   su ccession  until  he w as red u ced  to  a  b e n t,  w heezin g  ru in , h is face a  m ask o f  m ixed p ain  an d   satisfaction.  D r.  N arb o n d o  sh ook h is head  in  disgust. 

S hiloh gro p ed  fo r h is po ck et, rep lacin g  the sn u ffb o x , and w iped h is  ey e s  w ith  the  h em   o f   his  ro b e.  H is  w rin k led   foreh ead   altern ately   relax ed   an d   co n tracted   like  an  irritated  slu g ,  as  if  he w ere  ex p erien cin g   a fte r  trem ors  o f   his  recen t  snuff-inspired earth q u ak e. 

H e pulled h im self erect and looked straightaw ay at the K eeble b o x  ato p  th e aq u ariu m ,  th e n ,  b efo re N arb o n d o  could  stop him , he  stepped  acro ss  an d   p ick ed   it  up.  “ V ery  nice  article ,  th is .” 

T h e hunch b ack  je rk e d  to w ard  h im ,  sn atch in g  the box  away. 

T h e o ld  m an p u t o n  a th eatrically o ffen d ed  face and th en  looked in  m o ck   surp rise  at  h is  em p ty   h ands.  N arb o n d o   scow led  and set  the  b ox  gin g erly   ato p   th e  piano. 

T h e   h eap   o f   bo n es  an d   w inding  sheet  on  the  slab  seem ed to   slu m p  ju s t  a  b it  in  resp o n se  to   the  box  h av in g   been  m oved, an d   the  w hisp  o f  settlin g   d eb ris  struck  the  g rin   from   S h ilo h ’s face.  H e  seem ed  to  recall  su ddenly  that  it  w as  his  m o th er that lay  befo re  h im .  N arb o n d o   w h eeled  his  m istin g   dev ice  p ast  on a  te a c a rt, b ru sh in g  the old m an  o u t o f  the way.  T hen he hauled o u t  o f  a  cu p b o a rd   a   low   gurney.  H e  and  Pule  tugged  the  fresh c a d av e r o n to   th e  g u rn ey   an d   cran k ed   it  up  level  w ith  th e  slab. 

F rom  a  w o o d en  trough ben eath  the j a r  o f  y ellow  fluid h e pulled a  d rip p in g ,  desu lto ry   ca rp ,  alive  b u t  slu g g ish ,  an d   slapped  it o n to   th e  g u m e y   besid e  th e  co rp se.  H e  w orked  q u ickly  and
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deftly,  b u t w ith   a co n tra cte d  b ro w  an d  sw eat-b ead ed  fo reh ead , as  i f  he  k n ew   precisely   w h at  he  w as  ab o u t  an d   k new   eq u ally w ell  th a t  w h at  h e  w as  ab o u t  w as  n o t  at  all  a  sim p le  b u siness. 

P u le  stood  silen tly   by,  sp u rred   now   and  then  to  g ru dging action  w hen  N arb o n d o   sn arled   o u t  o rd ers,  th en   falling  into inactivity,  eith er  o u t  o f  a   lack  o f  co m p reh en sio n   o r   a  general unw illin g n ess  to  b e  o rdered  about.  T h e old  m an  tw ittered   n ear the  w in d o w   like  a   b ird — the  appro ach in g   exp erim en t  h aving elim in ated   an y   v en e er  o f   d etach ed   cooln ess.  H e  g asped  su d d en ly   an d   clu tch ed   his  b reast.  “ W h e r e . . . ”  he  crie d ,  p ointing. 

“ H er  h a n d s . . .  w here  are  h e r  h an d s?  I  sw ea r  to  h ea v en ,  N arb o n d o ,  if  y o u ’ve  m ade  a  hash  o f  th is ,  if  y o u ’v e . . . ” 

“ S h u t  u p ,  old  m an!”  cried   N arb o n d o ,  clip p in g   him   o ff  in m id sen ten ce.  “W h ere  are  L ady  S o u th co te’s  b eau tifu l  h an d s?” 

h e ask ed  P u le.  P ule stared at h im ,  then lo oked aro u n d ,  ben d in g to  p e e r  u n d er  th e  slab.  K rak en   qu ak ed   in  silence  o n   h is  stool. 

“ You  f o u l . . . ! ”  cried   the  ev a n g elist,  u n ab le  to   th in k   o f   a w o rd   su fficiently  foul  to   ex p ress  h is  indignity.  “ I ’l l . . . ”  he b egan  a g a in ,  but  th is  tim e  a   w ild  clatterin g   arose  fro m   the d irectio n  o f  th e h ea rth ,  and a  ch u n k  o f  co al the size o f  a  w aln u t pop p ed   o u t  o f  th e  coal  b u ck et  on to   the  floor. 

“ A  r a t,”  w hispered  N arb o n d o ,  reach in g   fo r the  p o k er at the far  side  o f  the  hearth  and  raising  it  o v er  his  head. 

“ D am n  m e !”  shouted  th e  o ld   m a n ,  en rag ed   that  N arbondo had  aban d o n ed   his  m o th er  to  ch ase  a   rat.  N arb o n d o   h u nched to w ard   the  coal  bu ck et,  a   finger  to  h is  lips.  A   w ild  rattling issued  fro m   it.  C oal  d u st  rose  in  a   clo u d .  T h e  b u ck et  tipped o v e r  w ith  a   clan g ,  cascad in g   a  little  d e lta   o f clin k ers  on to   the hearth ,  ato p   w h ich  ro d e  th e  black en ed   rem ain s o f  the  p ea  hen , its  b ro k en   w ings  w orking  furiously,  its  h ead  sw iveling  from side  to   side.  A n d ,  as  if  in  acco m p an im en t,  th e  p ian o   eru p ted into  disco rd an t  play,  as  if  so m eo n e  w ere  beatin g   random ly  on th e co n cealed  k eys.  K rak en  cro ssed  h im self.  S hiloh th rew  open th e  w indow   o v e r  the  co u rty ard   an d   perch ed   o n e  foot  on to   the sill,  read y   to  leap.  N arb o n d o   sw u n g   th e  p o k er  w ildly  a t  the h o p p in g  p ea h en ,  slam m in g   it  into the  p ian o  leg.  T h e bird rose into  the  air,  a   thin  w h istlin g   so und  ch irp in g   from   its  stretched th ro at  w here  rag g ed ,  ch arred  skin  still  clu n g   in  p atch es.  T he b ox  ato p   the  p ian o   d an ced   in  tune  to  th e  w ild   p lay in g ,  an d   the p ea  h en   sh o t  o f f   lik e  a   stone  o u t  o f   a   slin g ,  straig h t  into  the w all  above  th e  aq u ariu m ,  sm earing  co al  d u st  and  grease  on to
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th e yello w ed  plaster, th en  dro p p in g  w ith  a  splash into the w ater, sin k in g  slow ly to  th e gravel an d  staring o u t at th em  m ournfully befo re  co llap sin g   o n to   its  side. 

T he  p ia n o ,  m ean w h ile,  b an g ed   away.  N arb o n d o ,  em b o ld en ed  by  the dem ise  o f  th e p e a  h en   an d  certain  that  a  p roperly objectiv e  attitu d e  w o u ld   ex p lain   aw ay  the  phen o m en o n   o f  the m y sterio u s  p ia n o ,  lunged  at  the  in stru m en t  an d   pu sh ed   b ack th e  lid.  H e  pick ed   up  his  po k er,  raised   it  ce ilin g w a id ,  and p eered   in  to   find  n o thing  but  fly in g   ham m ers.  S q u inting  at P u le ,  w h o   had  retreated   to w ard   K ra k e n ’s  e n d   o f  th e  ro o m ,  h e pulled g in g e rly  o n   the  k ey   cover.  It  w as  lo ck ed .  M ystified ,  he fo u n d  th e   key,  un lo ck ed   the  co v er,  th rew   it  b ack ,  an d   shouted in surp rise at th e w eird scene b efo re h im — the cra b b ed , skeletal han d s  o f   o f   Jo a n n a  S o u th co te,  th u m p in g   p o in tlessly   o n   the k eys.  T h ey   flailed   across  th e  key b o ard   in  an   agitated   w h irl, h o p p in g   o n to   the  flo o r  w h ere  th ey   tw itch ed   an d   d anced. 

“ H er h an d s!”   S h ilo h   sh o u ted ,  rep e atin g   h im self,  m ore  h o rrified  at th eir sp ectacu lar reap p earan ce th an  h e h ad  b een at their absence. 

N arb o n d o   lunged  fo r K ra k e n ’s  fallen   to n g s,  g rap p lin g  each h an d   in  tu rn ,  flo p p in g   them   o n to   the  slab.  T h e  first  leaped  o ff im m ediately,  an d   N arb o n d o   w as  on  it  at  o n ce ,  av id ly   now , slam m ing  it  b ack   besid e  its  m ate.  T he  tw o ,  finally,  lay  still. 

“T h is  is  an   o u trag e !”  spu ttered   S h ilo h ,  h is  m o u th   w o rking spasm odically. 

“T h is  is  pow erful  alch em y !” w hispered N arb o n d o ,  as m uch to  h im self  as  to   an y o n e  else ,  an d   h e  im m ed iately   train ed   his sp ray e r o n to   the  co rp se .  It  seem ed  to   stretch .  Jo ints  crack led . 

H er n eck  sw iv eled  and ro se a  h a lf inch o f f  h e r ch est.  “ D am n !” 

crie d  N arb o n d o ,  rem em b erin g  h e r h ands.  H e y an k ed  o u t a  roll o f  th in ,  b raided  w ire  fro m   a  b ox  on  h is  d esk   and  affix ed   h er w ay w ard   han d s  to   h er  w rists.  H er ja w s   clack ed   as  if  in  satisfactio n .  K rak en  w as stu p efied  w ith  terror.  H e grab b ed  suddenly fo r the  w a te r pitch er,  sw allo w ed   a  great  d rau g h t,  c h o k e d ,  and co llap sed  o n to   the  floor,  co u g h in g   and  sp uttering.  P u le kick ed him   out  o f  a  lack   o f  an y th in g   else  to  d o ,  and  K raken  scuttled in   b eh in d   th e  sto o l,  h o lding  it  in  fro n t  o f  h im   to   w ard  o f f  the d etested  P ule. 

Y ellow   m ist  clo u d ed   th e  ro o m ,  sw irling  round  in  the  draft as N arb o n d o  ex cised  th e ca rp  g lan d .  “ H er h an d s!” crie d  S hiloh again.  “ Y ou’v e  g o t  th e m   on  b ack w ard s!” 

[image: Image 315]

[image: Image 316]

HOMUNCULUS

147

“ S ilen ce!”  sh o u ted   the  hun ch b ack   beside  h im s e lf w ith  su c cess.  H e cap ered  b ack  and forth beside th e  slab , d an cin g  round the  edge  o f   th e  gum ey,  sp ray in g   m ist,  affix in g   co iled  tubing into  a   slit  c u t  in  th e  trac h ea  o f  th e  d ead   m an  th a t  P ule  an d   he had  d rag g ed   in  th ro u g h   the  secret  door.  H e  sh o v ed   it  into  his lu n g s,  cry in g  o u t to  Pule  to  h o id  the sp ray er,  to p ro p  u p  Jo an n a S o u th co te,  to   m easu re  o u t  a   b ea k er o f  fluids. 

“H e r  th u m b s  p o in t  o u tw ard !”  w h in ed   the  ev a n g elist  tiresom ely,  o b sessed   w ith   N arb o n d o ’s  m istake. 

“ S h e ’s  lucky  to   h ave  han d s  at  a ll,”  resp o n d ed   the  doctor, leap in g   and jig g in g .  “ I ’ll  p u t  the  hands  o f  an   ape  o n   h er!” 

A n d   as  if  in  resp o n se  to   th is  last  th rea t,  the  co rp se  o f  L ady S o u th co te  lo om ed  u p   o u t  o f   the  m ist  like  a   m ario n ette  in  a fev e r d rea m , ja w s   clack in g ,  w av erin g   there  ato p   the  slab  as  if she  w ere  adrift  o n   a  cu rren t  o f air. 

“M o th e r!” cried  S h ilo h , co llap sin g  o n to  h is knees.  F ro m  his robe  h e  pro d u ced   a   sto p p ered   bottle.  H e  tw isted   it  open  and sh ook  it  lib erally at  the  creatu re  w h ich  slo u ch ed  d o w n  th e  slab to w ard  him .  H e  in to n ed  a nasal pray er,  crossing  h im self,  w av ing an d  g estu rin g .  N arb o n d o  sprayed o n ,  stam p in g  at a  b lad d er on  the  g ro u n d   th a t  pum ped  so m e th in g — L ord  k n ew   w h a t—  

fro m   th e  lungs  o f  the  d ea d   m an  into  the  sh rouded  ch e st cavity o f  Jo a n n a  S o u th co te.  T h e  escap in g   gasses  w histled  eerily,  like w in d   th ro u g h   the  g ap   u n d er  a   door. 

“ S p eak !”  im plored  th e  evan g elist. 

“W h e e,  w h ee,  w h ee!”  h o o ted   th e  creep in g   sk eleton  before d ro p p in g   o ff th e  e n d   o f  the  slab  in  a   clatter  o f  bones. 

“C h rist!” shouted N arb o n d o , gen u in ely  dism ay ed  at this new turn.  A   loose  fo o t  slid  p ast  h im ,  o u t  o f  sight  un d er  th e  p ian o , and  a  le g ,  severed  fro m   its  p elv is,  w obbled  storklike  in  the settlin g   m ist  befo re  co llap sin g   slow ly  fo rw ard ,  bouncing ju s t a  b it  w hen  it  h it  the  g ro u n d ,  th en   clatterin g   into  silence.  O n ly the  sk u ll,  its  to o th y   m o u th   w o rk in g ,  rem ain ed   an im ate,  c h a tte rin g   ro u n d   an d   ro u n d   in  a   tig h t  little  circle  on  the  slab. 

“C o m m an d  m e ,  M o th er!” cried  the ev a n g elist,  g rab b in g  for it,  th en   sto p p in g   su ddenly  in  m id -g rab ,  as  if   h e  w ere  reco n sid erin g   his  actions.  “ S h e ’s  a  ru in !”   h e  w ep t,  h ittin g   tired ly   at N arb o n d o ,  w h o   stood  nearby,  b reath in g   heavily. 

S h ilo h   looked  aro u n d   suddenly,  w ildly.  “ S h e ’ll  co m e  w ith m e !"  he  cried . 

“G lad ly ,” said th e d o cto r, p u llin g  d o w n  o n e o f  th e  ca st glass
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cu b es.  “T h is  is  spade  w o rk .”  H e  tu rn ed ,  hum p ed   acro ss  to   a c lo set,  flung it o p en ,  grab b ed  a  d irt;  spade  from  am ong a  half-d o zen  o f  the  th in g s,  and  tu rn ed   to   see  K rak en ,  ey es  w h irling w ith  fear,  reaching  for th e   b ox  a to p   th e  piano. 

N arb o n d o   sw ung  th e  sp ad e  a t  K rak en ,  w h o   fended  it  o ff w ith h is arm , h o w lin g  in pain an d  hop p in g  aw ay from  th e piano. 

T h e hunch b ack  spun aro u n d , rec o v ered , and set h im s e lf to  b ash K raken  o n ce  ag a in ,  b u t  h is q u arry   had   aban d o n ed   th e bo x   and bo lted  to w ard  the  stairs.  N arb o n d o  leap ed   afte r h im ,  p aused at the  to p   o f  th e  d ark   la n d in g ,  listen in g   to   K raken  p o u n d   in  w ild steps  to w ard   the  street.  H e  tu rn ed   o n ce  ag ain   into  the  ro o m , w here  P u le  craw led   on  h is  hands  an d   k n ee s,  scu ttlin g   into th e p ath   o f  the  sk u ll,  w hich ja b b e re d  alo n g  to w ard   th e street  w all. 

T h e  ev an g elist  leap ed   b ack   an d   fo rth ,  shouting  orders. 

“G et o u t o f  the w ay !” sh o u ted  N arb o n d o ,  storm ing p ast bo th o f  th em   and  sh o v elin g  th e h ead   into the  glass ja r.  In a  m o m en t Jo a n n a S o u th co te w as c a p tiv e ,  th e gib b erin g  ev an g elist sn a tch ing a   broad  volum e  fro m  a  b o o k sh e lf and  slam m ing it ato p  the sq u are  m outh  o f  the ja r,  fea rfu l,  p erh ap s,  th a t the  sk u ll,  giddy w ith   an im atio n ,  w o u ld   c lam b e r  o u t  to   resu m e  its  skittering jo u rn ey   acro ss  th e  o ak   p lan k   o f  the  floor. 

T h e o ld  m an  sat w h ee zin g ,  crad lin g  th e prize  in h is  lap.  H e stared  m o u rn fu lly   at  th e  h eap   o f  d isco n n ected   b o n e  th a t  had , fo r som e few  m o m en ts, show n such prom ise: W ith  h er h e could h ave astonished th e p o p u lace o f  L o n d o n .  C o n v erts w ould have flocked in.  T h e ey es o f  k in g s and d u k es w ould h av e shot open. 

T h e d o o rs o f  treasu ries w ould h ave sw u n g  to.  A n d  here it w as, a   ruin. 

T h en   a g a in ___ H e  p eered   in  at  th e  h ea d ,  con sid erin g .  Its m o u th  w o rk ed  silently.  W ith o u t th e aid o f  the air-filled  b lad d er it co u ld   say  n o thing.  B u t  w h at  w o u ld   it  ta k e,  he  w o n d ered ,  to p ro v id e  it  w ith  a  v o ic e,  from   o ffstag e ,  p erhaps.  It seem ed   lik e a   blasphem y,  to   tru m p   up  a   v oice  fo r  the  holy  article ,  b u t  th e w ork  m u stn ’t  lan g u ish .  It  m u st  go  o n   at  any  cost.  S he  w ould h ave  b ee n   the  first  to   agree.  It  lo oked  to   h im   as  i f   she  w ere n o d d in g  ag reem en t fro m  w ithin h e r b o x ,  v o icing h er approval. 

H e  stood  u p   an d   m oved  to w ard   th e  door.  N arb o n d o   and P u le stood talk in g  in  low  to n es  n ear th e co u rty ard  w indow ,  but o n   p erc eiv in g   S h ilo h ’s  in te n t,  th ey   step p ed   alo n g   a fte r him . 

“ I t’s  u se less,”   said  N arb o n d o ,  reach in g   th e  d o o r  ahead   o f th e  tired  ev an g elist.  “I ’v e  d o n e  w h at  I  co u ld .  N o  m an   alive
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co u ld  h ave d o n e  m ore.  If  I  had the  b o x ,  th e re ’s  no tellin g  w hat sort  o f  resto ratio n   w e  co u ld   accom plish.  W here  is  it?” 

T he  o ld   m an   glared  at  him .  “ You  can   hardly  be  serious. 

Y ou’ve  pu rp o sely   m ade  a  m ess  o f   this.  O u t  o f   spite.  O u t  o f evil  and  n o thing  else.  I  o w e  you  no th in g   at  all,  n o th in g .” 

“T hen  y o u ’re  a  dead  m a n ,”  replied  the  do cto r,  d raw in g   his pistol.  “Take  the  h e a d ,”  he  sn ap p ed   at  Pule. 

“ W ait!”  cried   S hiloh.  “T h is  is  no  tim e  fo r  h aste,  m y  son. 

P erhaps  w e  can  reach  an  ag re em e n t— tw en ty -fiv e  co n v erts, shall  w e  say,  in  reco m p en se  for  th e  dam ag e  y o u ’ve  d o n e  to n ig h t.” 

“ I ’ll  graft  h er  head  on to   a  c a rp — o r b etter  y et,  a  p ig — and show   h er  in  carn iv als.  T ake  th e  head !”  H e  w aved  w ith  the pistol  at  Pule. 

S hiloh  glared   at th e  hun ch b ack .  “ You  leave  m e  no c h o ic e ,” 

he  said. 

N arbondo nodded, rolling his eyes.  “T h at’s correct. N o choice at  all.  N o t  a   bit.  T h e re ’s  nothing  I ’d   like  m ore  than  to  shoot you  and  tu rn   the  both  o f   y ou  into  som e  sort  o f   instructive sideshow   attractio n .  W h ere  is  the  b o x ?” 

“A b o ard   the  b lim p   o f   D o cto r  B irdlip.  N ell  O w lesb y   gave it to him  the n ig h t o f  h e r b ro th e r’s d eath.  T h e re ’s y o u r accursed inform ation— fat lot o f good it w ill do you.  W hen the b lim p . . . ” 

B ut N arb o n d o  tu rn ed  his b ack an d  w alked to w ard  the c o u rtyard w indow ,  stro k in g  his ch in .  “O f  cou rse  it  is ,” h e m uttered. 

“L et m e  say,” b egan  the ev an g elist,  catch in g  sight o f  W illis P ule  as  if   fo r  the  first  tim e.  H e  sto p p ed ,  gazin g   w ith   sudden asto n ish m en t at the sig h t o f  P u le ’s rav ag ed  an d  d iscolored face. 

“M y  s o n ,”  he  b egan  ag ain ,  “y o u r  co u n ten an ce  is  as  an  open b o o k ,  the  pages  reco u n tin g   a  life  o f  d eg rad atio n .  It  is  n o t  too late.  It  i s . . 

But   w hat  it  w as,  finally,  w as  left  u n said ,  for Pule  lashed  out  at  th e  p ro sely tizin g   ev an g elist  w ith  h is  open palm ,  sw atting him  on the forehead  and sending him  spraw ling through the doorw ay w aving the bottled head. T he door slam m ed shut  b etw een  them . 
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“ I ’v e  ju s t  w itn essed   th e  m o st  am azin g   sp e c ta c le ,”  said   T heo-p h ilu s G o d all w ith  u n ch aracteristic en th u sia sm . C a p ta in  P ow ers h u n ch e d   fo rw ard   in   his  ch a ir  to   en co u rag e  h is  frien d .  B u t  he h eld   u p   h is  rig h t  h an d   as  i f   to   signal  fo r  a   b rie f  p au se,  and p ick ed   u p  a  d ec a n te r o f  p o rt,  o ffe rin g   it to  N ell  O w lesby,  w ho sh ook  h e r h ead   an d   sm iled   a t  him . 

G o d all related  the  story o f  the an im atio n  o f  th e th in g  o n  the slab:  h o w   h e ’d   w atch ed   th ro u g h   th e  w indow   th e  sad   an tics  o f B ill K rak en ; h o w  h e ’d  seen  N arb o n d o  e n liv en  a  sk eleto n , dan ce it  a b o u t  th e   lab o rato ry ;  ho w   th e  th in g   h ad   g o n e  to   bits  and S h ilo h   th e  ev a n g elist  had   su n k   fro m   view ,  h e  an d   W illis  P ule b an g in g  a b o u t th e flo o r w h ile N arb o n d o  flailed  at K raken  w ith a  sh o v el.  A to p  th e p ia n o  h ad  sat the C a p ta in ’s b o x ,  o r o n e very m u ch  lik e  it,  an d  G o d all  h ad  been  in  a  quan d ary   ab o u t ho w   to retriev e it.  B u t h is  w ell-laid  plan  had  g o n e aw ry w h en  K rak en , ob v io u sly   a  p risoner,  h ad  fle d ,  an d  G o d all h ad  g o n e afte r h im , ch a sin g  h im  h a lf across L o n d o n  o n ly  to  lo se h im  in  L im eh o u se an d   co m e  aw ay  em p ty -h an d ed . 

T h e C a p ta in  nod d ed  o v e r h is p ip e , clen c h in g  an d  unclench-150
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ing h is  fists  so  th a t co rd ed  m u scles dan ced  along his  forearm s. 

“W e’ll  g o   in  afte r  it,  th e n ,”  he  said  finally,  squinting  across  at G o d  all. 

H is  frien d   n o d d ed .  It  seem ed ,  certainly,  th e  only  clear c o u rse — an   em erald ,  a fte r  all,  b ig   as  a  fist.  It  w as  Jack  and D o ro th y ’s  liv e lih o o d — J a c k ’s  inheritance. 

C o n tactin g   the  p o lice  w o u ld   avail  them   little.  N ell  w ould be ex p o sed .  A nd w h ere, th ey  w ould ask , d id  th is em erald  com e fro m ? I f  it w as Ja ck  O w le sb y ’s in h eritan ce,  w hy d id n 't he have it?  W hy  all  the  secrecy,  th e  co n v o lu tio n s?  H ow ,  in  fac t,  did D r.  N arb o n d o   com e  to  p o ssess  it?  W ere  they  accusing   him  o f stealing  it?  N o ,  they  w e re n ’t.  H e  took  it  fro m   the  m an  w ho stole it.  A nd w here w as this  fellow , th is K raken? N o o n e knew. 

S o m ew h ere  in  L o n d o n ,  m ay b e.  T h e police  w ould scratch their chins an d  g iv e ea ch  o th er lo o k s,  and in th e en d ,  not on ly  w ould susp icio n  fall  upon the in n o cen t, b u t no en d  o f skeletons w ould be  d rag g e d ,  perh ap s  literally,  fro m   d u sty   old  closets. 

N o,  said  the  C a p ta in ,  sh ak in g   h is  head  w ith determ in atio n , in  fo r  a   penny,  in  for  a   p ound.  T h e y ’d   act  tom orrow .  G odall pro d u ced   a  p en   and  paper,  p o u red  h im self a  b randy  and  w ater, an d   b egan  to  sketch  o u t  a   plan  o f   N arb o n d o ’s  cab in et,  the b u ild in g   it  o cc u p ie d   on  P ratw ell,  his  ow n  room   op p o site,  and the co u rty a rd  b etw een.  N ell  filled in elem en ts o f  the laboratory itself  th a t  G o d all  could  on ly   sp eculate  o n ,  m uch  o f  th e  room being  invisible  from   his  cu rtain   slit. 

I f  N arb o n d o   w ere  o u t,  th e y ’d   force  the  d oor,  w alk  in ,  and take  the  b o x — reduce  the  ro o m   to  ru b b le,  if  need  b e,  to  find it.  N arb o n d o   w ould  have  to  be  w atched.  H e  m ig h t,  after  all, rem o v e the  box  to  an o th er location.  B u t w hy  should he? T h en , if   the  d o cto r  w as  in,  G o d all  could  reso rt  to  d isguise  to  gain e n tra n c e — an  official  from   social  w elfare,  a  seller o f  scientific a p p a ratu s— th a t  w ould  d o   nicely.  T h e y ’d  ho ld   him   up  like burglars.  W hat w ould he do ? Cal!  the  authorities? Shout through the  w in d o w s?  It  w as  hardly  likely.  H e ’d  know ,  th e n ,  w hat sort o f  m en  h e ’d   fallen  o u t  w ith ,  said  the  C ap tain .  H e ’d   find  that h e ’d   m ade  a   m istake. 

T h ere  w as  a   slam m in g   o f   a   street  d o o r  o p p o site,  an d   the C aptain  bro k e  o ff  his  sp ecu latin g   to   lo o k   o u t,  in  hop es  that  it w as  W illiam   K eeble  co m in g   across  to  ch at.  It  w as  hig h   tim e, he  realized   now,  th a t th e  K eebles knew   o f the presen ce o f  N ell O w lesby.  T h ey   w ould  all  h ave  to   fall  to g eth er  in  this  thing. 
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T h ere co u ld   be  n o  m ore  secrets,  n o  d isco n n ected  pieces o f the pu zzle.  N o   m o re  box es  h idden  u n d er  floors.  It  w o u ld   qu ite lik ely  tak e th e v igilance o f  th e lo t o f  th e m ,  an d  to  sp are  if  they w e re n ’t  to   be  b o rn e  d o w n   b y   th e  co llectiv e  fo rces  o f  evil. 

B u t  it  w a sn ’t  W illiam   K eeble;  it  w as  Ja ck   an d   D orothy, settin g   o u t  h an d   in  hand  th ro u g h   th e  m urky  m o rn in g ,  the  fog sw irlin g   ro u n d   the  street lam p s,  th e ir  sh o es  clu m p in g   on  the p av e m e n t.  Ja ck  h eld  a  b ox  b eneath h is free  arm .  N ell  w atched o v e r  th e  C a p ta in ’s  shoulder.  “ I ’d   give  an y th in g   to   call  o u t  to th e m ,”   she  said  in   a   low   v oice.  “O r to   ru n   ahead  an d   ste p  o u t o f  a  d o o rw a y   a n d   u tte r h is  n a m e .”  S he  sto p p ed ,  w atching  the p air tu rn   up S pode  S tre et a n d  disap p ear,  an d  she  stood  silently fo r a  m o m e n t,  as if  lo st in th o u g h t.  “ H e ’d  h ate m e ,  I  su p p o se ,” 

she  said   finally,  “fo r w h at  happened  to   h is  fath er.” 

“ I  th in k   y o u ’d   b e  su rp rised ,”   th e  C ap tain   sa id ,  sq ueezing h e r  h an d .  “ H e  k n o w s  w h at  h ap p en ed   to   h is  father.  H is  d eath w a sn ’t  the  w o rst  o f  it,  n o t  by  a   sea  m ile,  and  he  w o u ld n ’t  be the  la d   I  k n o w   h e  is  i f  he  w as  b lind  to   w h at  y ou  d id ,  fo r  the reaso n   o f  it.” 

N ell rem a in ed  silen t, w atching th e  d o o r o f  th e K eeble house. 

G odall p rete n d ed  to  b e fid d lin g  intently w ith  h is p ip e , ob liv io u s to   th e co n v e rsatio n  g o in g  o n  th ree o r  fo u r feet aw ay.  T h e  C ap tain  slap p ed   h is  ivory  leg  an d   sa id ,  “F irst  th ings  first,  th a t's m y   way.  W e’ll  pay   a   v isit  to   th is  h u n ch b ack   saw bones  first. 

G e t  th e  fu n   o u t  o f   the  way.  T h e re ’s  tim e  en o u g h   fo r  w ork a fte rw a rd s.”  A nd  he  turned  b ack  to   the  m ap   an d   to   G o d all, g estu rin g  at the o p en  co u rty a rd  an d  reach in g   fo r h is co ld  pipe. 

St.  Ja m es  S quare  lay  to rpid  ben eath   th e  fo g   an d   th e  ch ill, as i f  w aitin g  lan g u id ly  fo r th e m u rk  to  lift.  B u t the fo g  h o v ered th ro u g h  the  ro o m in g ,  sh o t th ro u g h   now   an d  again w ith  ray s o f feeble  su n lig h t  th a t  faltered  an d   fad ed   alm o st  as  soon  as  they a p p e ared ,  ray s  th a t  th in n ed   the  m u rk   m om entarily,  th en   ab an d o n ed   an y   h o p e  o f  su ccess  a n d   fled.  C a b s  rattled   ap ace  along P all  M a ll,  p ale  gh o sts  w ith   lam ps  g lo w in g  fitfully  through  the g lo o m ,  th e n   w in k in g   o u t,  m aking  it  seem   as  if  th ey   h ad   been n o th in g  b u t d isem b o d ied  rattle an d  clatter th a t  sp ran g   into and th e n   o u t o f  m u ted   clarity. 

T h e   m an   in   th e   ch im n ey   p ip e  h a t  stood  in   th e   d ark n ess  o f th e  v ery   alley   in  w h ich   B ill  K rak en   h ad   c a u g h t  S t.  Iv e s’  d iscard ed   cigar.  H is  h at  p erc h ed   ato p   a   b lo o d -sp o tted   bandage
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w rap p ed   around  h is  fo re h ea d ,  an d   th reaten ed   to   to p p le  at  any m o m en t  o n to   the  dirt  o f   the  sidew alk.  H e  y aw n e d ,  d ecid in g that  h e ’d   risk   step p in g   acro ss  to   a   tavern  in   a   co u rt  o pposite for a  q u ic k  pint. T h e  girl w o u ld n 't b e o u t on such a  d ay  anyw ay. 

H er sch ed u le,  afte r all,  h a d n ’t b een  u n v aried .  T h ere  w as som e ch a n ce  th a t  h e ’d  sp end  an o th er  tw o   hours  w aiting  in  v ain , perh ap s  be  questio n ed   by  a  co n stab le  an d   sen t  o n   his  way. 

B u t  if   h e  p ack ed   it  in  an d   she   w as  true  to   h e r  T hu rsd ay m o rn in g   sc h ed u le,  w h at  th en ?  T im e  w as  short.  D rake  w as  in n o   m o o d   fo r failure.  H is retu rn in g   from   H arro g ate  w ith o u t the b ox h ad  alm o st co st him  . . .  he d id n ’t kn o w  w hat.  It d id n ’t b ear thinking about.  T im e, som ehow , w as grow ing short, and D rake’s p atien c e w ith  it.  T h e p int co u ld  w ait.  H e ’d   need it all the m ore d esp erately   in  tw o   h o u r’s  tim e  anyw ay. 

A  d istan t b ell ch im ed  elev en  o ’clock.  F o o tfalls so unded out o f  the  m u rk ,  w hich  had  su d denly  sw irled   into  such  o bscurity th at  the  tree  in  the  cen ter  o f  the  sq u a re  w as  blo tted   out.  T w o sh ap es  app ro ach ed .  B illy  D een er  sq u in ted   into  the  gloom .  It w as  she.  B ut  w h o   w as  th is  w ith  her?  H er  y o u n g   m an.  T h is w as  u n ex pected. 

W h at  w as  ev en   less  ex p ected   w as  th e  th in g   he  h eld   u n d er his  a rm — a  b o x ,  o n e  th a t D ee n er reco g n ized   even  th ro u g h  the g lo o m .  A   v iv id   pictu re  o f   a   b an dage - w rapped  fig u re  flailing a t him  w ith  an  iron ro d  leap ed  into h is m in d ,  a  fig u re th a t stole the  b o x   an d   fled.  A n d   h ere ,  apparently,  he  w a s,  co m e  round to  g iv e th e b o x  up.  H ere w ere tw o b ird s,  hand in h an d .  D een er sm iled   m alignly.  H e  hefted   the  sap   in h is rig h t,  step p ed  o u t o f the  shad o w s  b eh in d   the  lo iterin g ,  ch a tte rin g   co u p le ,  grasped the g ir l’s  arm ,  and  slam m ed  the  sap  ag a in st Ja c k ’s h ea d ,  ch o rtlin g   th ro u g h   h is  n o se  as  h is  p rey   fell  forw ard  o n to   h is  face like  a   to p p led   tree. 

D o rothy  scream ed   at  th e  su d d en ,  clu tch in g   h an d   from   the sh ad o w s,  th en   scream ed   ag ain   at th e  so lid   w h u m p  o f  th e cosh an d   J a c k ’s  co llap se  o n to   th e  roadw ay.  B u t  h e r  second  scream w as  c u t  o f f   instan tan eo u sly   by  a   ro u g h   h an d .  She  b it  at  it, k ick in g   b ack w ard s  an d   scrap in g   h e r heel  d o w n  th e  sh in  o f  th e m a n   w h o   tw isted   h er  arm   around  b eh in d   her.  A n   alm o st  sim u ltan eo u s  scream   bro k e  fo rth   fro m  the  lip s o f  a   w o m an   w h o h erd ed   a   co vey  o f  ch ild ren   th ro u g h   th e   sq u are  a n d   w h o   stood o p en -m o u th ed , p o in tin g , h e r ch ild ren  crin g in g  ho rro rstru ck  b eside  her,  n o t  so   m u ch   a t  the  sig h t  o f   D o rothy  bein g   d rag g ed
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into  the  alley  o r  o f  Jack   lying  senseless  on  the  pav em en t,  as at the  so und o f  th e ir ho rrified   m o th e r’s sh riek.  S poradic cry in g and  scream in g   broke  o u t,  on e  sh riek  igniting  another,  th e c o llective  sq u ealin g   fueling  itself.  D een er back ed  d o w n  the alley. 

T he  hu e  an d   cry  w ould  m ean  th e  en d   o f   him .  In  a   m om ent h e ’d   h ave  to  ab andon  the  struggling  girl  an d  flee.  H e h ad  only to d rag  h e r forty  feet d o w n  the alley to  freed o m  through a d o o r left  pu rp o sely   ajar.  B ut  there  on  the  g ro u n d ,  besid e  th e  m ed d lin g   y o u th ,  lay  the  box  h e ’d   been  ch eated   o f  once.  H e  w as d am ned  if  h e ’d  b e ch eated   again.  H e raised h is h an d ,  allo w in g th e stru g g lin g  girl  to pull  h e r rig h t hand  free and b ury h er nails into h is  bru ised   forehead.  A   thrill  o f  pain   shot along  his  scalp , an d   h e  y elp ed   in  rag e ,  sw inging  the  cosh  hard  en o u g h   to   end the stru g g le there and then.  H e shoved his hand into his m o u th , blew  th ro u g h  tw o  fin g ers,  and  scuttled o u t o f  th e alley,  pick in g up the fallen  box.  A  h ead pop p ed  o u t o f  th e open door.  D een er shouted  a cu rse  at  it,  an d   a  m an ,  the  o w n er o f th e  h ea d ,  loped along  the  alley  to w ard   him . 

“ M urder!  M u rd er!” cried  th e   w om an  w ith the h o w ling c h ild ren .  T he  cry  w as  fo llo w ed  clo se  on by  th e sound o f  stam ping feet  an d   the  shrill  blast  o f  a  p o lice  w histle.  A s  D een er an d   his c o m p an io n — a  beefy,  lard-faced m an in sh irtslee v es— d rag g ed the  in ert girl  through  the  yaw n in g  d oor,  the  m outh o f  the  alley w as  filled  w ith  a   g row ing  crow d  o f   dim   spirits,  p eering  in, un w illin g   to  follow   tw o  seem ing  m urderers  into  th e  dim   sh ad ow s. 

B illy  D een er eased   the  d o o r sh u t,  kno w in g   that  the  general darkness o f  the alley o b scured alm o st en tirely  by the fog w ould serve  to  hide  th e ir  m o v em en ts,  and  that  a  su b seq u en t  search w ould  reveal  nothing  m ore  than  a  cru m b led   hole  b elow   the street,  a   h o le  that  led  into  the  filthy  d ark n ess  o f   the  L ondon sew ers. 

T he  ce lla r  w all  w as  a  tu m bled  h eap  o f  an cien t  b rick   som e three feet th ic k , bey o n d  w hich ran the up p er level o f  th e K erm it S treet sew er.  M ortar had crack ed  and fallen  fo r a h u n dred years fro m  h astily   p o inted jo in ts ,  and  the  co ntinual  w et o f  the  sew er h ad  cau sed   th e  w all  to   slu m p  and  the  b ricks o n e  by  o n e  to   fall o u t,  u ntil  so m e  fin al  b it  o f  m o rtar  o r  the  c o m e r  o f  an  an cien t b rick   h ad   d ec o m p o sed ,  precip itatin g   the  co llapse  o f   a  long section  o f  sew er  w all  in  a  fo u l-sm ellin g   h eap  o f  m uck. 

T h e   sew er  w as  ru n n in g   at  low   w ater,  b u t  ev e n   so ,  D een er
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a n d  h is  acco m p lice  w ere h ard  p ressed  to   m ak e headw ay.  T h ey felt th e ir w ay alo n g  p lan k s slim y  and ro tte n  w ith se w a g e, k ic k ing  in to  th e  soft  su rface  o f  th e   w o o d  w ith  th e ho b n ails o f  th e ir b oots.  A   lit  ca n d le  flick ered   in  a   tin   h o ld e r  w rap p ed   around the  h ead   o f   D ee n er’s  co m p an io n ,  an d   th e  lig h t  d an c ed   an d sh ra n k , w as sn u ffed  o u t an d  h ad  to  b e relit tim e an d  tim e ag ain , bo th   m en   h a lf e x p e ctin g   the  flam e  to   set  o f f  a n   ex p lo sio n   in the  d en se  air.  D eener,  w ary   o f  ch o k e  d a m p ,  b reath ed   through a   k e rc h ie f tied  o v e r h is  n o se  an d   m outh.  T h ey   sto o p ed   along beneath the lo w  c e ilin g , w atch in g  fo r th e m a rk  d rat w o u ld  signal th e ir  arriv al  a t  th e  hou se  o n   W andour S treet. 

T h e   K erm it S tre et se w e r w as b ad ly   in  n eed  o f  lev elin g ,  fo r th e  g en eral  sin k in g   o f  th e   g ro u n d   had  created   lo n g   ce ssp o o ls, th e  settlin g   w ate r  fu rth e r  d ec o m p o sin g   w h at  so lid   g ro u n d   rem a in ed ,  so   th a t  th e  fo u n d atio n s  o f  h o u se s  abo v e  cra ck ed   and p itc h ed   an d   lo ath so m e  se w e r g ases  d rifted   u p   in to  co u rty ard s. 

B u t th e cessp o o ls w h ich  so  ham p ered  lev elin g  an d  flu shing h ad th e ir o w n   v alu e,  w ere  the  restin g  p la c e ,  in  fa c t,  fo r m u rd ered m e n ,  n o t  a   few   o f  w h o m   h ad   fo u n d   th e ir w ay  in to  th e  sew ers w ith   th e  h elp   o f  B illy   D eener.  T h e ir bo d ies  la y   m ire d  in   offal an d   g arb ag e  an d   ro ad   sw eep in g s  em p tied   d o w n   gu lley   g rates, u n til  th e  co rp se s sw irled   at h ig h  w a te r in to  the T h am es w h ere, b lo a ted   a n d   faceless,  they  w ere  d ec la re d   d ro w n ed   fo r  lack   o f an y   sen sib le  altern ativ e. 

B u t th e   unco n scio u s girl  w as  a  d iffe ren t so rt o f  v ic tim .  She sh o u ld ,  D ee n er  knew ,  b e   th e  o n e  am o n g   th em   to   w ea r  the k e rc h ie f  o v e r  h e r  fa c e ,  b u t  h is  service  to   K elso   D rak e  on ly stretch e d   so  far.  T h e  sc o re o f  m in u tes  she  sp en t b elo w  ground w o u ld n ’t h u rt her.  S he  w a sn ’t ev e n  co n scio u s o f  th e ir passin g . 

W hen D o ro th y  a w o k e ,  a  tearin g  p ain  p o u n d in g  in h e r h ea d , th e  c ig ar-c h ew in g   face  o f  the  m an   w h o   had   stood  in  th e  en try h all  o f  h e r  ho u se  arg u in g   w ith  h e r fath e r  sm iled   d o w n   a t  her, th e cig a r ro llin g  fro m  sid e to  sid e as i f  it w ere aliv e.  H is sm ile, ho w ev er,  w as void o f  h u m o r o r con cern  fo r an y th in g  b u t K elso D rak e.  S he  w as  c e rta in ,  e v e n   in  h e r fu d d led   sta te ,  th a t  it  w as a   sm ile  o f   lo ath so m e  se lf-sa tisfac tio n ,  em p ty   o f  an y th in g   b u t falseh o o d . 

It sw am  o u t o f  focus an d  th e n  b ac k  in.  S he fe lt aw fu l.  T h ere w as  a  h o rrib le  sten ch   in d ie ro o m ,  the sm ell o f  a n  o p en  sew er, an d   it  seem ed   to   h e r  a s  D rake  m aterialized   b efo re  h e r  th a t  it
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w as  he  w h o   sm elled  so   fo u l,  h e  o r  the  bent  m an  w ho  stood beside  h im ,  squinting  at  h er as  if  she  w ere  so m e  sort  o f  interesting  specim en .  T hen  she  lost  interest  in  eith e r  o f   the  tw o m e n ,  driftin g   aw ay  into  h e rse lf an d   the  pain  in   h er  head.  She m oved  h e r  arm ,  intent  upon  to u ch in g   the  h air  beside  h e r  ear, w h ich ,  pressed  ag ain st  a   pillow ,  felt  clotted  w ith  dried   blood. 

S h e ’d  been hit on the head.  She  rem em b ered  p art o f  it.  Surely, th o u g h , this w as no ho sp ital.  B its and p ieces o f  m em ory filtered in ,  scrabbling  around  in  h e r  m in d   until  th ey  jo in e d   like  in terlocking  pieces  o f   a  puzzle  to  form   th e  p icture  o f   Ja ck   lying senseless  on  the  pav em en t  o f   St.  Ja m es  S q u are,  o f  h er  stru g gling  w ith   a   m an  in  a   h at,  o f   a  w om an  scream ing  o v e r  and o v er,  o f g aping  ch ild ren ,  o f  n o thing  at  all  afte r  that. 

She  tried  to   p ush  h e rse lf  u p   on to   h e r  left  elbow ,  to   sw ing h er rig h t h an d   at  the  face  befo re  her.  B ut  so m ething  g o t  in  th e way.  She  co u ld n ’t  m o v e,  w as  fasten ed ,  som ehow ,  secu red   to the  b ed   b y   a  sheet  tied  across  h er  shoulders.  T h e  c ig a r  face laughed.  A   hand  rem o v ed   the  cigar.  T h e  m outh  said ,  “ S h e 'll do  n ic e ly — pay  us  tw ice  o v e r,”  and  the  face  lau g h ed   again. 

“ S edate  h er,”  it  said ,  an d   d isap p eared   from   view. 

T he h u n ch b ack  loom ed o v e r her,  a  cu p  full o f  vio len t liquid in h is  hand.  T h e  sh eet w as  loosed  briefly,  and  she  w as  yan k ed on to   h e r elb o w s  by  a   b alding  m an  in  a  b lack   co at.  S he  h a d n ’t the  strength  to  fight.  She  dran k   the  th in ,  b itter  d rau g h t,  and very  soon  sw am   aw ay  into  darkness. 

L angdon  St.  Iv es saw ed aw ay  at a  g rilled  c u tlet that h ad  the consistency o f  shoe  leather.  T he g ray   m eat  lay  like a  cu rle d  bit o f   tan n ed   h id e  b etw een   a   b oiled  po tato   and  a  co llec tio n   o f thu m b -sized  peas.  A  sa u c e — “ A n d alo u se aux  fines h e rb e s,” as the  hastily  d raw n   m enu  h ad   called  it— w as  drib b led   stingily o v e r the  cu tlet,  the  c h e f carefu l  not  to  b e  so  liberal  as  to   allow the  liquid  to  po llu te  the  b o iled   p otato.  T h is  last,  co ld   as  the plate  it sat  o n ,  sorely  n eed ed  the  sau ce,  an d  St.  Ives  tried  w ith lim ited  success  to  sp oon  a   b it  on to   it.  B ut  m ost  o f  w hat  he scraped from   th e  surface o f the cu tlet m erely  glued  itse lf to  the spoon in a  scum  o f  tom ato and pepper,  lead in g  St.  Ives to curse bo th  th e q uality  and th e q u antity o f  it.  R ationally,  he sup p o sed , h e  sh o u ld   c o u n t  h im self lucky  to  b e  faced  w ith  such  a  m eagre p lateful  o f   the  w retch ed   stu ff,  b u t  e a tin g ,  lik e  anything  else, w a sn ’t  a  particu larly   rational  business. 
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H e  p u sh e d  th e tireso m e p late aw ay,  listen in g  to  th e dro n in g v oice  o f  a n   e q u a lly   tireso m e  besp ectacled   g en tlem an   w h o   sat o p p o site,  tearin g   in to  h is o w n  c u tle t indifferently,  as  if  th e  act o f  e a tin g   w ere  m erely   a  m a tte r o f  satisfying  bodily  processes. 

H e  m ig h t  as  w ell  co n su m e a  platefu l o f  leaves  an d   tw igs.  T h e m an  sp o k e to  S t. Iv es as h e  m asticated h is veal an d  p ea s, ch o m p ch o m p  ch o m p , o v e r an d  o v e r lik e a  m achine g rin d in g  ro ck  into cem en t. 

“T h e  d ig e stio n ,”   h e   sa id ,  w aggling  h is  ja w ,  “ is  a   tricky b u sin ess.  G astric ju ic e s  a n d  all  th a t.  Ft tak es a   vast q u an tity  o f sto m ach -p ro d u ced   ch em icals  to   b rea k   d o w n   a   lu m p   o f  su stenan ce  lik e  th is  p e a .”   A n d   h e  h eld   a   p e a   alo ft  fo r  S t.  Iv e s’ 

b en e fit, as i f  th e  th ing w ere a  fascin atin g  little w orld w hich the tw o   o f  th em   co u ld  ex a m in e . 

“ B io lo g y  h a s n e v e r b ee n  m y  fo rte ,”  ad m itted   St.  Iv es,  w h o c o u ld n ’t  ab id e  p e a s  u n d e r an y   circu m stan ces. 

T h e   m an   p o p p ed   d ie  p e a   in to   h is  m outh  an d   gro u n d   it  up. 

“G allo n s  o f  b o d ily   flu id s,”   h e  sa id ,  “ p ro d u ce d ,  m in d   y o u ,  at g rea t  ex p en se  to   th e   sy stem .  N ow   th is  sam e  p ea  red u ced   to p u lp   ca n   b e   read ied   fo r ev a cu a tio n   b y   a   ten th   am o u n t  o f  g a stro in testin al ju ic e s ___ ” 

S t.  Iv es  stared  o u t  th e  w indow ,  u n ab le  to   look  at  h is  plate. 

H e c o u ld n ’t  w o rk  up m u ch  en th u siasm  fo r bo d ily   talk.  H e had no th in g  ag ain st phy sio lo g y ; so m e o f  h is best frien d s w ere p h y sio logists.  B u t it w as h ard ly  su p p e r c o n v e rsatio n — w as it?— all th is  b u sin e ss  a b o u t  flu id s  a n d   ev acu atio n .  A n d   w hat  w as  it lead in g   to   h ere ?  It  co n stitu ted   the  friendly  so rt  o f  b a n te r  that p reced ed   really   serio u s  d isc u ssio n — th e   reaso n   h e   w as  o n ce ag ain   b e in g   fe d   a t  th e  B a y sw ate r  C lu b   o w n ed   b y   the  R oyal A cad em y   o f  S cien ces.  W ith   all  th e ir pow ers  o f  scientific  p erce p tio n ,  th o u g h t S t.  Iv es,  th e y  o u g h t to  be  ab le to  se e th a t the su p p o sed  v eal  th e y  w ere se rv e d   w as  in  fact a  slab  o f  o ld  dairy c o w — o r  w o rs e , a  p arin g  o f  h o rsefle sh , b le d  pale an d  b leach ed w ith   ch e m ic als  b y   th e knacker. 

N o   o n e ,  h o w ev er,  seem ed   to   b e  e a tin g   sav e  h e   an d   old P arso n s,  w h o se  fello w   A cad em ist  L ord  K elvin  o w n ed   a   b a m in   H arro g a te  alo n g sid e  h is  su m m er  h o u se ,  a   b am   th a t,  since the  d eb a cle  o f   th e  alien   sta rsh ip ,  h a d n ’t   an y   ro o f.  H e  also , acco rd in g  to  H asb ro , o w n ed  tw o  d ea d  c o w s, w hich h a d  su ffered th e  m isfo rtu n e  o f  h a v in g   stray ed   in to  th e  b a m   m in u tes  before th e  s h ip  c a v e d   in  th e   ro o f. 
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A n d   n o w   S t.  Iv es  w ould  p a y   th e  p rice .  H e  w as  in  a  foul h u m o r— h e realized  th a t.  F irst th e  lau n ch in g  o f  the  craft,  then th e  escap e  o f  W illis  P u le  fro m   th e  train.  T he  m an   m u st  h ave b een  d esp erate .  I t w as en tirely  co n ceiv ab le  th a t h e   h ad   leaped to   h is  d ea th   in  th e   d itc h ,  an   u n satisfy in g   th o u g h t  altogether. 

V ilia m s,  S t.  Iv e s c o n sid ered ,  o u g h t to   b e  m ade  to   acco u n t  for th em selv es.  T h e ir d em ise  sh o u ld   b e  bo th   sp ectacu lar  and  h u m iliatin g . 

“ A n d   th e  m o la rs o f  a   h o rse  ca n   red u ce  th e  m o st  surprising w eed s to  fo rtify in g  p u lp  in m o m e n ts,”  h is h o st in to n e d , w orking a t  a   m o u th fu l  o f  h is   o w n   su rp risin g   foo d stu ffs.  “ N ow   lik e  a h u m an   b e in g ,  a   h o rse  h as  o n ly   a   sin g le  sto m ach ,  but  h is  inte stin e  is p h en o m en a lly  elo n g ate d ,  ad ap ted   to   th e  d igestion  o f co a rse  fo rag es.  T h is  is  all  a   fasc in atin g   su b je ct,  th is  bu sin ess o f  e a tin g .  I ’v e sp en t a  lifetim e stu d y in g  it.  A n d  I ’ve found  few th in g s  m o re  in terestin g   in   th e   e a tin g   lin e  than  a   w o rk h o rse—  

an d  o f  th e rig h t so rt,  m in d  y o u .  S o m e sorts o f  hay are su p erior d u e to  th e ir effec ts o n  th e b o w e l.”  H e  w av ed  h is fo rk  proudly, as  i f  to   illu strate  th is  la st  sta te m en t,  an d   sp eared   up  a   row   o f p ea s. 

S t.  Iv es  to o k   ad v a n ta g e  o f  th e  m a n ’s  p au sin g   to   yank  out h is  p o ck e tw atch ,  w id en in g   h is  ey e s  in  alarm ,  as  if  h e ’d  ju s t n o w  b ec o m e co n scio u s o f  the p ro d ig io u s passag e  o f  tim e.  B ut h is  in ten d ed   attem p t  to   h u rry   th e  en d   o f  th e  en g ag em en t  d isap p eared   in to   a   lectu re  o n   th e  b acterial  m an ifestatio n s  o f   in testin al d eb ris. T h e  m a n  p au sed  som e few  m in u tes la ter to drain a   g re a t  tu m b le r  o f   d istille d   w a te r  b efo re  h im ,  th e  clean sin g effec ts o f  w h ich  w o u ld  “ leach aw ay  p o iso n s ,”   not at all  unlike th e  ex e m p la ry   w orkings  o f  a  w ell-co n stru cted   sew ag e  system . 

H e  sm ack ed   h is  lips  o v e r th e  w ater.  “ S ta ff o f  life ,”  h e  said. 

S t.  Iv es  n o d d ed ,  p erfo rm in g   h is  po ck etw atch   activ ity   all o v e r  a g a in ,  p u ttin g   o n   th e   sam e  fac e  filled  w ith   surprise  and haste.  H is  co m p an io n ,  ho w ev er,  w a sn ’t  so  easily   p u t  off.  H e rem o v ed  h is  sp e cta cle s,  ca u sin g  h is e y e s to   u n d ergo  a rem a rk a b le  an d   in stan tan eo u s  sh rin k ag e ,  an d   h e   w iped  h is  face  th o ro u g h ly   w ith   h is  n ap k in .  “C lo se   in  h e re ,  w h at?” 

S t.  Iv es  n o d d ed ,  h u m o rin g   th e  m an .  S uch  m e n ,  he  told h im self, m u st b e h u m o red . O n e h ad  to  nod con tin u ally  in ag re em e n t  u n til,  w h en   a n   o p en in g   p resen ted   itself,  o n e  co u ld   nod to   o n e ’s   fe e t  a n d   n o d   o n e ’s   w ay   d o w n   th e   stairs,  leaving  the ze alo t w ith  th e cu rio u s m in g lin g  o f  satisfactio n   in  h aving been
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so  th o ro u g h ly   ag reed   w ith   an d   w o n d er  at  bein g   ab andoned. 

B ut  th ere  w as  n o   such  o p p o rtu n ity   here. 

“ D r.  B ird lip ,  th e n ,”   said  P arsons  suddenly.  “ You  w ere  a frien d   o f  h is .” 

S t.  Ives  steeled  h im s e lf fo r th e  inevitable co n v e rsatio n ,  the sam e th a t had  o ccu rred  w eek s earlier,  the aftern o o n  o f  the n ig h t h e ’d b een  su rprised b y  K raken in the rain .  T he R oyal A cadem y w as v astly  in terested  in D r.  B ird lip ’s flight and its im plications in  term s  o f  tech n o lo g ic  ad v an ce  and  w ere  prev ailin g   u p o n   S t. 

Iv es to  h elp  elu cid a te th e nature o f  th e d o c to r’s w o n d erfu l flight. 

B ird lip ,  o f  c o u rse ,  w as  not  the  real  g en iu s  b ehind  the  p erp e tually   p ro p elled   craft.  T h ey   k new   that.  H e  w as  a   so rt  o f   m y stic — w a sn ’t  h e?— a   m an   w h o   fan cied   h im self  a   philosopher. 

M ore  th a n   th a t,  h e  w as  a   se ek e r  afte r  m y steries.  H e ’d   pu b lish ed ,  to  h is c re d it,  a  strange p a p e r e n title d ,  “T h e M yth o f  the F oggy L o n d o n  N ig h t,”  fo llo w ed  b y   a  p a p e r sp ecu latin g  o n   the co n stru c tio n   o f   sp ectacles  th ro u g h   w hich  on e  co u ld   see  succe ssiv e  lay ers  o f  p assin g   tim e  lik e  tran slu cen t  do o rs  op en in g an d  sh u ttin g  alo n g  a  corridor.  W h at w as th a t o n e titled ? ‘T im e C o n sid ered   as  a   S u ccessio n   o f  S em i-closed  D o o rs.”  Yes,  said P arso n s,  it  w as  all  te rrib ly — ho w   sh o u ld   h e  p u t  it— “th e o re tic a l,”  w a sn ’t  it?  P o etic ,  alm ost.  P erhaps  h e ’d   m issed  h is  true ca llin g .  T h e  titles alo n e b etray ed  th e p ec u lia r b en t o f  h is m ind. 

G en iu s  it  m ig h t  b e,  said  P arso n s,  b u t  g en iu s  o f  a   speculative a n d ,  m ig h tn ’t  w e  say,  o f   a  non-productive  natu re.  C ertainly not  th e   sort  o f  th in g   that  w ould  pro d u ce  an en g in e  such  as  the o n e  th a t  d riv es  th e  d irig ib le.  P arso n s  sm iled  u p   at  St.  Ives ingratiatingly,  pro d d in g   a   p e a   acro ss  h is  plate  w ith  the  en d   o f h is  fo rk ,  d riv in g   it  in to   a   little  pool  o f  dried   sauce. 

“ A re  yo u   a w a re ,”  h e  a sk ed ,  sq u in tin g   at  S t.  Iv es,  “o f   the relig io u s  cu lt  th a t  h as  sp ru n g   u p   aro u n d   the  sporadic  ap p earan ces o f  th is blim p ? I t’s ru m o red  th a t th ere is so m e connection b etw e en   D r.  B ird lip   an d   this  self-styled  ho ly   m an   w h o   calls h im s e lf  S h ilo h .  T h e re ’s  n o th in g   m ore  d an g ero u s,  m in d   y o u , th a n   a  relig io u s  fan atic.  T h ey   p resum e  to  d efin e  m orality,  and th e ir d efin itio n s are m ad e at the exp en se o f  ev ery o n e b u t th e m se lv e s.” 

“ I  ca n   assu re  y o u ,”   said  S t.  Iv es,  lo oking  first  at  P arsons, th e n   g lan cin g   o u t  th e  w in d o w   at  activities  tran sp irin g   three flo o rs below , “ th a t D r.  B ird lip  is un acq u ain ted  w ith  th e m ystic. 

H e . . . ” 
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B u t  P arso n s  c u t  him   o ff,  h is  spectacles  dro p p in g   o f   th eir o w n   a c co rd   to   th e  tip   o f   h is  nose.  “ R u m o r  h as  it,  m y  good fellow ,  th a t  D r.  B ird lip ’s  cra ft  carries  ab oard  it  a   talism an   o f som e  so rt,  p erh a p s  a   d ev ice ,  th a t  the  cu ltists  fin d   sa cred — a g o d ,  as  th ey   h av e  it,  th a t  resid es  in  a   cu rio u s  b ox.  S cotland Y ard  h as,  o f   c o u rse ,  in filtrated   th e ir  org an izatio n .  T h e y ’re  a d an g e ro u s  lo t,  an d   th e y ’ve  g o t  an  e y e   on  th e  d irig ib le.  I t’s g en erally   u n k n o w n   w h eth e r th ey   w ish  to   destro y   it  o r  m ake  a te m p le o f  it,  b u t  I  can   assure  y o u  th a t  the  A cad em y   intends  to allo w   n eith er.” 

O n   th e  stree t,  w ad in g   o u t  o f   K en sin g to n   G ard en s  th ro u g h L an c aster G a te ,  c a m e  a   trem en d o u s  m illin g   th ro n g   o f  p eo p le, sh o u tin g   so m e th in g   in  u n iso n — h o sa n n as,  S t.  Iv es  d e c id e d —  

p u sh in g   u p   to w ard   S ussex  G ard en s,  ch o k in g   th e  street  b elow th e clu b .  T h ere co u ld  b e  no d o u b t a b o u t it— at th e h ead  o f  the th ro n g   stro d e  the  o ld ,  ro b ed   m issionary,  the  n em esis  o f   the R oyal  A cadem y. 

P arso n s reco g n ized  h im  at th e sam e tim e,  and struck h is fist u p o n   th e   ta b leto p ,  th e  sudden  ap p earan ce  o f   th e  ev an g elist h av in g  d riv en  h o m e h is p o in t.  “ W h at  I  m ean  to  say,” h e   w h isp e re d , g estu rin g  at th e stree t,  “ is th a t th is is no tim e fo r fo o lish m isco n cep tio n s ab o u t frien d sh ip s,  o r w h ate v er y o u ’d  call  it,  to in terfere  w ith  v ital scien tific  study.  Y ou’re  a  scien tist y o u rself, m an .  T h e  p ro jectile th a t yo u   lau nched  into  L o rd   K elv in ’s  b am w as  a   rem ark ab le  ex a m p le  o f   h ea v ie r  than  a ir  flight.  Y our p u rp o ses h a v e n ’t b een  fu lly  u n d ersto o d ,  p erh ap s,  by  the A cad em y,  b u t  I  assu re  y o u   th a t  if  y ou  co u ld   prev ail  up o n   th is  toym a k er  o n   Jcrm y n   S tre et  to   co o p erate  w ith   u s . . .  th a t’s  rig h t,” 

h e   sa id ,  h o ld in g   u p   h is  h an d   to   silence  S t.  Iv es,  “ I  told  you w e  w ere  certain   th a t  B irdlip  h im s e lf  co u ld   not  h av e  b u ilt  the en g in e.  I f   y ou  co u ld   p revail  upon  th is  m an  K eeble  to   co m m u n icate  w ith   u s,  I  th in k   y o u ’d   find  us  inclined  to   co n sid er th is  last  im b ro g lio   w ith  th e  sp irit  o f   scientific  inquiry.  R ep u tatio n s  are  at  stak e  h e re — y ou  can   see  th a t— and  m uch  m ore b esid es. R elig io u s lunatics g ib b e r in the streets; rum ors o f  blood sacrifices  perfo rm ed   in  sq u alid   L im eh o u se  tav ern s  filte r  up from   the  un d erw o rld .  T ales  o f  pseu d o -scien tific  h orror,  o f  alch em y   an d   viv isectio n ,  are  daily   o n   the  increase.  A nd  sailing into  it a ll,  like  som e  lo n g  aw aited  sig n ,  som e  ap o calyptic  g en erato r,  co m es  th e  b lim p   o f  D r.  B irdlip. 

‘T w o  m en   in a  b allo o n  track ed  it o v er th e  S andw ich  Islands
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w eek s  ag o .  T h e re   can   b e   no  d o u b t  th a t  it  is  steadily  losing altitu d e  at  a   rate  th a t  w ill  soon  p u t  an  e n d   to   its jo urney.  O u r m ath em atician s  h av e it tou ch in g  d o w n  w ith in  G re ater L ondon. 

B u t w h at w ill it d o ? W ill it sm ash  th ro u g h  th e su b u rb s, causing g re a t  ru in ,  ex p lo d in g   in  an  in fem o   o f   igniting  g ases,  en ding all effo rts to  estab lish  an  un d erstan d in g  o f  its  m o tiv atio n ? W ill it  d ro p   into  th e  A tlan tic  to   be  red u ced   b y   sto rm s  to   sinking d eb ris?” 

P arsons  g rim a ced   th ro u g h   his  sp ectacles,  giv in g   S t.  Ives am p le o p p o rtu n ity  to  im agine the w rack and ru in  the fated return o f   the  b lim p   w ould  cau se  i f   h e — th a t  is  to   say,  if   K ee b le—  

w ould  n o t  turn  out  and  sh are  w ith  th em   h is  k n o w led g e  o f  the w o rk in g s  o f   B ird lip ’s  craft.  T h e  g lo ry   o f   the  scien ces,  said P arso n s,  w as  its  c o ld   rationality,  the  absence  o f   the  illogical fe rv o r  that  dro v e  the  cro w d   in  th e  street  at  this  very  instant to   in ex p licab le  passio n s.  W hy  d id   S t.  Ives  hesitate?  T h e   toym a k e r w ould listen to  him .  W hat w as th e nature o f  h is hesitatio n if   not  th e  sam e  sort  o f  illogical  m an ifestatio n s  th a t  fu eled   the cro w d s in th e street? It w as rea so n ,  scientific  philosophy,  p ractical  reality,  th a t  m ust  p revail  at  tim es  such  as  th ese.  S urely St.  I v e s . . . 

B u t S t.  Ives co u ld n ’t qu ite see it th a t w ay. T h e  en tire subject w as  ted io u s.  K eeb le  w ould  d o   as  h e   p leased.  B ird lip ’s  blim p w o u ld   d o   as  it  pleased .  St.  Ives  w o u ld   d o   the  sa m e — th a t  is to   say,  not  the  sam e  th in g   as  B irdlip  an d   K ee b le— w hat  he w ould d o  is And W illis P u le an d  b eat th e d u st o u t o f  him .  A fter th a t,  h e ’d  hu n t up th e space cra ft o f  the ho m u n cu lu s.  H e ’d  find th is  last  o r  fin d   ev id en ce  that  p u t  an  en d   to   the  legends  o f  its ex iste n ce.  B u t,  h e  said   to   P arso n s,  he  w ould  ta lk   to   K eeble, m en tio n   it  all  to   h im ,  feel  h im   o u t.  I f   the  to y m ak er  b alk ed , th ere  w o u ld   be  an  e n d   to   it. 

P arso n s  w as d elig h ted .  S u ch  an  attitu d e w as reaso n  p erso n ified.  A n d   w h y   o n   earth    h ad  St.  Ives  launched  th e  p rojectile th ro u g h   the  ro o f  o f   L ord  K e lv in ’s  b a m ?   T h e  scientific  c o m m unity  had   been  o nce  again  m ystified. 

St.  Ives  sh rugged.  It  had  been  set  o ff accidentally,  w ithout ad ju stm e n t, w ith o u t b ein g  pro p erly  m otivated.  P arsons n o d d ed , un d erstan d in g   now ,  able  to  tak e  the  long  view.  H e  held  o u t  a lim p  h an d ,  w hich  S t.  Ives  un d ersto o d   to   b e  a  signal  th a t  the lunch  w as  a t  an   en d .  T h ere  w as  no  fu rth er  need  o f   ta lk ,  not until  K eeb le  h ad   been  bro ach ed   o n   th e  su b ject  o f  h is  engine. 
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T h ey   w ant  the  en g in e  an d   n o thing  m o re,  th ought  S t.  Ives as  h e   left  th e  room .  I f   K eeble  han d ed   it  to   th em   to m orrow th e y ’d   abandon  any  in terest  in  B ird lip ,  about  w hom   th ey   w ere absolutely  co rrect .  B ird lip   w as  en g ag ed   in  a   m issio n   w hich co u ld n ’t  be  ch arted   and  graphed.  H is  pursuit  o f  tru th ,  such  as it  w as,  had  taken  him   on  a   course  that  paralleled ,  figuratively sp eak in g ,  the  w in d -b lo w n ,  h aphazard course o f  his blim p.  B ut by  G o d ,  it   h ad led  h im   hom e  ag ain ,  h a d n ’t  it?  Its  m eans  w ere unfath o m ab le,  in ex p licab le,  b u t  the  en d s  w eren ’t  entirely  so , not  if   you  looked  a t  it  through  the  right  p air  o f   sp ectacles—  

w hich  P arso n s,  o f co u rse,  d id n ’t  ow n. 

S t.  Iv es tro tted  d o w n   the  last half-d o zen   carp eted   step s  and o u t  th e  en try  h all  into  the  stree t,  w here  w ind  h ad   b lo w n   th e fo g  aw ay and w here a m illing cro w d  strain ed  to  h e a r som ething. 

S co res  o f  them   sat  in  trees;  som e  sat  astrid e  the  sho u ld ers  o f o thers;  ca rria g es  w ere  p arked  alo n g   the  street,  and  a to p   th e carriag es stood w h at seem ed to  S t. Iv es to be a m o d erate portion o f   the  citizen ry   o f   L o n d o n ,  all  o f   th em   listen in g ,  th e ir  ears co c k ed ,  to  the  w ind that blew   along  the silen t aftern o o n   street. 

T h ere  w as  a   b rie f  ch a tte rin g ,  like  a   w ood p eck er,  perh ap s, striking a  p articu larly  b rittle tree.  A  ro ar arose fro m  the crow d. 

S ilence  fo llo w ed ,  th en   an o th er  clack in g   and  a   fresh  roar.  St. 

Ives  p u sh ed   his  w ay  to w ard   the  fro n t,  to w ard   w here  h e  could see th e h ead  o f  the ev an g elist abo v e the h o rizon o f  th e m asses. 

T h e  old  m an   sto o d ,  clearly,  a to p   a  crate. 

H e  h eld   so m ething  befo re  h im   w ith   bo th   h ands.  S t.  Ives c o u ld n ’t  qu ite  m ake  o u t  w h at  it  w a s— a   tran sp aren t  bo x   o f som e sort.  T h e se a o f  o n lo o k e rs parted   in front o f  him .  H e w as struck w ith  the  pervasive  relig io u s atm o sp h ere  that lay  heavily o v e r th e  street.  H ow   m any p eo p le  w ere  th ere?  E nough  to  c o n stitute a m u ltitu d e , certainly.  A nd here w as th e R ed S ea, partin g befo re  h im ,  a  m iracu lo u s  narro w   avenue  o p en in g   u p   fo r som e few  feet.  S t.  Ives ed g ed  d o w n  it.  A  m an trod o n  his toe. A n o th er ja b b e d  h im  in the rib s w ith  an elbow .  T h e w all o f  p eo p le b eh in d h im   p resse d   fo rw ard   suddenly,  sh o v in g   him   n ose  first  into  the g reasy   h a ir  o f   a   w o m an   in  w hat  ap p eared   to   b e  a   nightshirt. 

H is  ap o lo g y   w en t u n h eard.  “ B eg  y o u r p a rd o n ,” h e  said ,  tw isting  th ro u g h   a   g ap   an   inch  o r  so  w id e.  N o t  fa r  ahead   o f   him sto o d   the  e v a n g elist,  p eerin g   at th e  sky,  m u tterin g   indecipher-ably,  perh ap s  sp eak in g   in   tongues. 
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A m o m e n t later, the victim  o f  h ard  looks and a  p air o f  rapid-fire  cu rse s,  St.  Ives  stood  at  the  front  o f  th e  c ro w d — no  one b efo re  h im   b u t  a   m an  so  short  as  to   b e  n egligible.  T h e   old m issio n ary   ex h o rte d   a   g la ss  cu b e  in  w hich  sa t,  S t.  Ives  w as ho rrified   to   se e,  a partially   m u m m ified  h ea d ,  dusty  an d  brow n from   th e  grave. 

T h e  th in g ’s  teeth  w ere h u g e — P arsons  w ould h av e  adm ired th em .  W h at d ie e v a n g elist intended to  d o  w ith th e  head  w a sn ’t a t  all  clear.  St.  Ives  looked  ab o u t  him   at  the  ex p ectan t  faces, w h ich  seem ed  to  b etray  that they, to o , w eren ’t sure o f  th e nature o f  th e   sp ectacle  th e y   w ere  ab o u t  to   w itness. 

C atcalls  eru p ted   fro m   a   g an g   o f   to u g h s  slouching  in  the lim bs  o f   a   g rea t,  d ro o p in g   o ak .  “ M ake  ’e r  sing!”   cam e  the shout.  “M ake ’e r eat som ethin’,” cam e another. “A  bug!”  shouted so m eo n e  else ,  clo se  o n .  “ ’Ave  ’e r  eat  bu g s!”   A fter  th a t  cam e a  ro ar o f  la u g h ter fro m  the tree ,  fo llo w ed  b y  th e  scream ing fall o f  o n e  o f  the  to u g h s,  w h o   had  co m e  unseated .  M ore  lau g h ter eru p ted  fro m  th e tree as w ell as fro m  the cro w d ,  w hich seem ed to   be  fast  losing  its  p atien c e  w ith  th e  holy  m an  an d   his  p o stu ring.  A   h an d fu l  o f   p eo p le  p assed   o u t  tracts,  som e  o f   the su p p licants  horribly  m u tilated   an d   w asted ,  as  if  from   loathsom e  d isease.  T h e ir  v ery   presen ce  seem ed  to   len d   an  a ir  o f auth en ticity  to  S h ilo h ’s perfo rm an ce.  It w as hard to argue  w ith p eo p le  w h o   w ere  so   o b v io u sly   w hat  th ey   claim ed   to   be. 

Ju st  as  the  lau g h ter  fell  aw ay,  the  w o o d p eck er  ch attering resu m ed ,  very ra p id , fro m  the d irectio n  o f  th e old m an.  St.  Ives started .  T h e   h ead   in  th e  glass  cu b e  had  suddenly  b eco m e  an im ated.  Its  ja w   clack ed   as  if   they  w ere  driv en   by  an  engine. 

W h a t w as th is bu t a cle v e r b it o f  p arlo r m ag ic? T h e skull hopped and b u m p ed  w ith  the force o f  its c lac k in g ,  stringy h air flopping in  tim e. 

“ S p eak ,  M o th er!” shouted the old m an .  “W h a t is  it th a t you hear!  T h a t  you  see!  L ift  the  veil  th at  ob scu res  th e  fu tu re,  the scales  o f  filth  an d   deg rad atio n   th at  stifle  an d   blind  us!  S peak, w e  im plore  th ee!”   A n d   w ith   th is  last  falsetto   p etition  a   hoarse v o ice  squ eak ed   o u t,  as  if   it  w ere  ca rrie d   on  th e  breeze  that w h irled   leav es  up  B ay sw ater  R o ad ,  as  if   it  w ere  p art  o f   that b ree ze,  o f  th e  n atural  tu rn in g s o f  th e   un iv erse.  T h e  cro w d   fell instantly  silen t,  lean in g   fo rw ard   as  o n e ,  straining  to   hear  the w ords  o f   the  o racle.  S ilen ce  fo llo w ed .  T h en ,  shattering  the
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silen ce,  the  cry:  “G et  thee  to   a  nunnery!  G o !”   ran g   o u t  am id scream s o f  w ild  lau ghter, the p ro d u ct o f  a  particu larly  ed u cated lad  in  the  o ak   tree. 

S h ilo h  c a s t the  lau g h in g  to u g h s a  look o f  m ixed  v enom  and pity,  w aiting  w ith   theatrical  p atience  for  silence  to   descend. 

A gain the  teeth  c h a tte re d ,  c lea rly  tak in g  the  startled  evan g elist by  surprise. 

“ H ea r  m e . . .  e e . . .  ee !”   ca m e  th e  eerie  w av erin g   voice. 

“ S p eak !”   co m m an d e d   S h ilo h   o f  th e  dan cin g   teeth . 

“ L isten   to   m y  w o rd s!”   ulu lated   th e  head. 

“ K iss  m y  arse!”   shouted  th e  o ak   tree. 

T h e  skull  fell  silent. 

“ Y ou’ve  ru in ed   it!”   sh o u ted   the  lady  in  th e   nig h tsh irt,  d irectly  in to   S t.  Iv e s’  e a r,  o b v io u sly  en ra g ed   at the cro w d   in  the tree. 

“ S h u t  u p ,  w ill  y o u !”  sh o u ted   a   m an   at  S t.  Iv e s’  elbow ,  but it w as  im p o ssib le  to  tell  w h eth er th e co m m an d   w as  directed   at the  lady  in  th e  n ig h tsh irt  o r  th e   lau g h in g   to u g h s.  T he  head b eg an  to  ch a tte r ag ain .  S t.  Ives w o n d ered  ex actly  how  the th in g w as  supp o sed   to   b e  ta lk in g   w hen  it  lack ed   flesh  o n   its  n ec k , w hen  it  la ck ed ,  fo r  th a t  m atter,  a   neck  o f  an y   so rt,  flesh ed   o r oth erw ise.  P erhaps  the cro w d   w as  no  m ore  interested  in  p h y siology th a n  S t.  Ives had  b een  w h en  sh arin g  le ath e r cu tlets  w ith P arso n s  a  h a lf  h o u r  earlier.  M ay b e  it  w as  the  w in d   v ib rating the  bon es  in  its  c h in — a   so rt  o f  A eo lian   h arp   effect. 

Ju st as th e vo ice started  u p  a g a in , the teeth  g ave o u t, seem ing to  tak e  the  v oice  by  su rp rise,  fo r  it  co n tin u ed   m om entarily, u tterin g  so m ething ab o u t d rea d  th in g s  in the se a before clo sin g o f f  lik e  a   faucet.  E ach  e ffo rt by  the  toothy  skull  seem ed   m ore tired  th an   th e  last.  S h ilo h   p eered   in  at  it,  sh ak in g   it ju s t  a   b it as  if  fearin g   th a t  th e  th in g   w as  ru n n in g   d o w n — w hich  it  very ap p arently  w a s,  fo r  aw ay   it  w en t  o n e  last  tim e ,  gettin g   o f f   a half-d o zen   staccato   c h a tte rs  b efo re  slo w ly   p lay in g   out  an d , w h eth er o f  its Own acco rd  o r becau se o f  a m isstep o f  the ev an g elist,  fallin g   o v e r o n to   its  sid e  an d   g iv in g   u p   the  g host. 

T h e  cro w d   p ressed   fo rw ard   to   h a v e   a   c lo se r  lo o k ,  all  o f th e m ,  n o  d o u b t,  feelin g  ch e ated  o f  th e  show  th ey   ex p e cted ,  o f the rev elatio n s th a t h ad  a h alf-d o zen  tim es clearly  b een pending. 

A   sh o w er o f  aco rn s  lau n ch e d   from   th e  oak   tree  rain ed   around th e  ev a n g e list,  w h o ,  S t.  Ives  c o u ld   se e ,  w as  clearly   p uzzled an d   ch a g rin ed .  W h a te v er  it  w as  h e ’d   b een   attem p tin g   to  a c 
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co m p lish  h a d n ’t en tirely   been  a  fak e ,  and  it h ad   the  un m istak ab le  stam p  on  it  o f  Ig nacio  N arbondo. 

T h e o ld   m a n ,  seeing  that th e h ead  had g iv en  o u t,  attem pted to   p reach   to   th e  cro w d   fro m   ato p   his  cra te.  B u t  th e  m asses su rg ed   fo rw ard ,  an x io u s  to   g et  a   look  at  the  d eflated   p ro p h et, an d  the o ld  m a n ’s  su p p orters rallied  ro u n d ,  linking hands  in an effo rt  to  k eep   the  m o b   aw ay  fro m   th e ir  m aster an d   h is  o racle. 

E asily   tw o -th ird s  o f   the  supplicants  had  eaten   b lo o d   p u d ding in  the  last  tw en ty -fo u r  h o u rs,  St.  Ives  determ in ed .  P a rso n ’s fears  o f   th e  gro w in g   arm y   o f  cultists  w eren ’t  as  terrify in g   as they  m ig h t  b e — it  w as  an  arm y   that  co u ld   b e  starv ed   o u t  o f ex iste n ce  ov ern ig h t. 

T h e ir  lin k in g   o f   arm s  to  ho ld   back  the  th ro n g   w as  futile; S t.  Iv es  co u ld   see  th a t  at  a   glan ce.  P eople  pu sh ed   p ast  him . 

W ith o u t m o v in g  he drifted  to w ard  the rea r o f  th e cro w d .  S h ilo h , in g ro w in g  d re a d ,  m ade  aw ay  up  the  street,  su rrounded by  his su p p o rters.  A  b ro u g h am   careered   around  the  c o m e r  from   the d irectio n   o f   L ein ster  T errace,  pulled  to   a   h alt  h a lf  a  b lo c k   up from   the  ch arg in g   th ro n g ,  sw allow ed  the  evan g elist  an d   three o f   h is  a llie s,  an d   g allo p ed   o ff,  b earin g   aw ay  the  ch atterin g h ea d ,  the  p erfo rm an ce  o f   w h ich ,  th o u g h t  S t.  Iv es,  w o u ld   not g e t  fav o rab le  review s. 
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Pule Sets Out

T h e N ew  M essiah rode along into M ayfair with his ey es clam ped sh u t  so   tig h tly   th a t  little  flick ers  o f   y ello w   lig h tn in g   sh o t  o u t acro ss th e b ac k  o f  h is ey e lid s ea ch  tim e th e b ro u g h am  bo u n ced o v e r  a   d ip   in   th e  ro ad .  W hat,  h e  w o n d ered ,  co u ld   h av e  gone w ro n g ?  W hat  co n ceiv ab le  force  co u ld   be  resp o n sib le  fo r  the failin g   o f  th e  sp irit  o f   his  poor,  m isused  m other?  S h e ’d   been d ec lin in g — he  co u ld   see  th a t— e v e r  since  h e ’d   bro u g h t  h er aw ay  fro m  th e  lab o ratory  o f  the  accu rsed   N arbondo.  It w as  as if  sh e  h ad   fallen   aslee p ,  as  if  w h atev er  an im ating  fo rce  sh e ’d b een   im bued  w ith   had   d rain ed   away.  W as  this  a  sig n ,  an  ind icatio n   th a t  h is  ow n   van ity   had  to   be  c u rb e d ?  B ut  h e   w as se lfless,  blam eless.  H e  h a d n ’t ch o sen  to  b e  w hat he  w a s — the so n   o f   w hom   h e  w as  the  son  o f.  H ad   h e?  It  h ad   been  th ru st up o n   h im ,  an d   h e ’d   su ffered   fo r  it,  long  y ears  o f  d ep riv atio n . 

A n d   h e re ,  w h en   h e  had   the  m eans  to   sw ay   great  m asses  o f p e o p le ,  w h en   su ccess  lay  w ith in   h is  g rasp ,  the  m ach in ery   o f th e  sp irit  failed ,  ran   d o w n ,  fell  m ute. 

H e  p resse d   h is  tem p les  an d   looked  u p   at  th e  m an  n ex t  to h im — a   d ro o p y -e y ed ,  p asty  m a n ,  o n e  o f   N arb o n d o ’s  gh o u ls. 
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T he  sig h t  o f  him   w as  tireso m e,  unch aritab le  as  this  m ig h t  be. 

S hiloh co u ld n ’t su ffe r it,  w o u ld n ’t su ffer it.  H e pu sh ed  his head o u t  th ro u g h   the  cu rtain   and  railed   at  the  driver.  “ S to p !”  he shrieked.  “ S to p ,  y ou  b leed in g   fo o l!” 

T h e b ro u g h am   lu rched  to  a  h alt.  T he  ev an g elist threw  open the d o o r on  the street side.  “O u t!”  h e said tiredly.  “ A ll o f y o u .” 

T h ey   stared  at  h im   stupidly.  H e  p ick ed   up  a  h eap   o f  tracts  on the flo o r an d  p itch ed  th em  o u t into the dirt.  “ F etch th o s e .” T he m an  b esid e him  rose  obediently,  stepping out through the open door.  T h e   o th ers  fo llo w ed ,  the  last  sailing  face  first  into  the ro ad  o n  th e heel o f  th e e v a n g e list’s  boot.  T h e o ld  m an  reached o u t  an d   pulled  the  d o o r  shut.  “ D rive  o n !”  he  crie d ,  an d   aw ay the b ro u g h am  raced ,  th e o ld  m an alone now , co n tem p latin g  his failure. 

T h ere  w as  sim ply  no acco u n tin g   for it.  O r rath e r there  w as, b u t  h e  sim ply  co u ld n ’t  see  it.  S om ething  nagged  at  h im —  

so m eth in g  about th e bu sin ess at N arb o n d o ’s:  th e h an d s,  p o u n d ing  o n   the  p ia n o ,  the  ill-fated  flight  o f   the  skeletal  b ird ,  his m o th e r’s  b rie f revitalizatio n .  W h at ex p lain e d  it? S urely  not th e cap erin g   h u n ch b ack   w ith  h is  yellow   vapors.  S om ething  m ore had  b een   in  ev id en ce.  A  s p irit— that  w as  it.  S om e  p resence h ad  charg ed   the  ro o m ,  h ad   launched  the  bird.  T he ex planation o f  it  all  lay ju s t  o u t  o f  sight  around  a   turning  o f his  m em ory. 

T h e  b ox.  H ad  th at  been  it? O f co u rse  it had .  N arb o n d o  had set  th e  b ox  ato p   the  p ia n o ,  and  straightaw ay  had   set  o f f   the p la y in g ,  had  stirred  the  corp se  o f  the  bird.  W h at  if,  w ondered S h ilo h , sq u irm in g  in his seat in the glare o f sudden illum ination, w hat  i f  the  b ox  in  N arb o n d o ’s  hands  w ere  the  h om unculus? 

H ad   the  hunch b ack   left  the  th in g   in  sight  to  m ock  him ? 

K n o w in g   th a t  th e  creatu re  in  the  box  w as,  in  fac t,  S h ilo h ’s fath er? A creatu re w ith  p o w er o v er life and death ? T h e stinking sw ine!  H e ’d  k n o w n  all  alo n g ,  h a d n ’t  he? O r had  he? W hy  w as he  so  anx io u s  to  g et  ho ld   o f N ell  O w lesb y ?  A nd  w hat   o f  N ell O w lesb y ? H ad she lied  to him  th ose long years ag o  in Jam aica? 

Im p o ssib le.  S h e ’d  been  too  sin cere,  too  m uch a  p roduct o f  her m o m en tary   p assions.  S he  co u ld ,  o f  co u rse ,  h ave  been  m istaken.  T h ere  h ad ,  after  a ll,  b een   tw o  boxes. 

T h e  ev an g elist stroked his ch in .  H e ’d  been play ed , p erhaps, fo r  a   fool  by  an y   n u m b er  o f   p eo p le.  But  h e ’d   h ave  th e  box. 

T h a t  m u ch   N arb o n d o   o w ed   him . 
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P ratlow   S treet  w as  silent.  N o  o n e  w as  ab o u t,  not  even  a stray  d o g   o r  c a t.  T he  m o o n ,  w hich  had   shone  fo r  an   h o u r  o r so   b etw een  the  tiltin g   bu ild in g s  that  lined  th e  street,  had   long since d rifted  aw ay.  N o  lig h t b urned  in N a rb o n d o ’s cab in et,  the h u n ch b ack   h av in g   dep arted   fo r  the  n ig h t.  H is  relativ e  success w ith   the  rem ain s  o f   Jo a n n a  S o u thcote  and  k n o w led g e  o f   the w h ereab o u ts  o f th e  h o m unculus  box  h ad   im proved  h is  m o o d , w h ich   h ad   su ffered   from   P u le ’s  failure  to  ob tain   O w lesb y ’s m an u scrip t.  N a rb o n d o ’s  ho u se  call  at  D ra k e ’s  W ardour  S treet ad dress  h ad   given  him   certain   id e as,  ex cited   certain   passio n s, a n d   h e  dallied   th e re  into  th e  evening. 

T h e  lig h ts  o f   W estm inster  B rid g e  w ere  am ple  to   read  by; B ill  K rak en   h ad   rea d   in  w orse  light.  A nd  the  night  so u n d s—  

the T h am es ru sh in g  alo n g  ben eath  th e b rid g e,  h u rry in g  tow ard the  se a ,  th e   lo w   m u rm u r  o f   con v ersatio n   from   the  m en   w ho lo u nged ag ain st lam p p o sts— all o f  it seem ed to K raken to  m ean so m e th in g ,  taken  collectively.  E sp ecially  th e  river.  T h ere  w as a   g rea t  d eal  o f  talk  in  A sh b less  about  riv ers.  H e  seem ed  p a rticu larly   fo n d   o f  th e m ,  an d   it  w as  a   restful  ch a p te r  that  d id n ’t call  o n   the  riv er  to  serve  as  an   illustration  for  an  ab stractio n w h ic h ,  w ith o u t th e  te a-d ark ,  sw irling  w aters  o f  the T h am es  to c o lo r  it,  w o u ld   h av e  b een   a   lifeless  an d   p ale  reflectio n   o f  the w o rld . 

K rak en  had  w an d ered  fitfully alo n g  th e T h am es all th a t day an d   m o st  o f  th e  preced in g   n ig h t,  after  h e ’d   failed   to   retrieve th e   b o x   fro m   th e  o d io u s  doctor.  H is  life  seem ed   to   h im   to  be p lay ed   o u t.  It  w as  em p ty   o f  su b stan ce— hollow .  M o st  o f   his teeth   w ere  g o n e.  H is  on ly   po ssessio n   b ey o n d   his  clo th es  w as th e b u llet-rid d en  co p y  o f  A sh b less,  w h o se p h ilo so p h ers,  try  as th ey   m ig h t  to   p o u r  su b sta n c e 'in to   th e  cav ity   o f  his  so u l,  w ere p o w erless to  h elp  him .  H e  w as  ad rift,  an d   w ould  soon en o u g h flo at  o u t  o n to   a  g ray   sea. 

H e  h ad   specu lated   h is  w ay  th ro u g h   H o lb o m   an d   th e  C ity an d  W h itec h ap e l, p lo d d in g  alo n g ,  lo st in th o u g h t,  fin d in g  him s e lf late  in   th e   aftern o o n   b elow   L im eh o u se,  lo oking  o u t  o v er th e  L o n d o n   d o ck s.  It  w as  u n im aginable  th a t  such  com m erce e x iste d ,  th a t  so   m any  th o u san d s  o f   p eo p le  labored  to   som e p articu la r  e n d ,  that  the  b ask et  o f   to b acco   th ey   h au led   o u t  o f th e  h o ld   a t  m id d ay   h ad   to   b e  h au led   o u t ju s t  th e n ,  b ecau se  at
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q u arte r till  m idday th ere had been tw en ty -fiv e baskets ato p  it—  

one  lead in g   to   an o th er  sensibly,  ea ch   pu lled   o f f   in  tu rn ,  by d esig n ,  ac co rd in g ,  it  se em e d ,  to  an  un w ritten   script. 

B u t w h at pattern   w as  it,  h e  w o ndered  w hile  w atching it all, gov ern ed   th e  sh am bling  life  o f   Bill  K rak en ,  squid  m an ,  p ea p od  m a n ,  th ief.  H e ’d   been  beaten   senseless  by  crim in als  an d th en   had   b ec o m e  o n e  him self.  It  d id n ’t  stand  to   reason. 

H e ’d  am b led   b ack   upriver,  p ast  St.  K ath e rin e’s  D o ck s  and L ondon  B rid g e  and the  O ld S w an  P ier,  and every w h ere p eo p le hu rried   alo n g   ab o u t  th e ir  b u sin ess,  as  i f   th e ir  lives  w ere  read out o f  a b o o k ,  w ith a  second pag e that fo llo w ed  a first, a  tw enty-fifth  p ag e  that  fo llo w ed   a   tw en ty -fo u rth .  B u t  the  p ag e s  o f K ra k e n ’s  life  h ad   so m ew h ere b ee n  d u m p ed  o n to  the  ro ad .  T he w ind  had   c a u g h t  th em   an d   b lo w n   th em   h ith e r an d   th ith er o v er the ro o fto p s.  H e ’d tram p ed  aro u n d , e v e r on the w atch  fo r th e m , b u t th ey   w ere  scattered   and  flo w n ,  an d  h ere  h e w a s,  at th e end o f   h is  tram p ,  lean in g   o v e r  th e  p arap et  in  th e  cen ter  o f   W estm in ster  B rid g e  an d   w atch in g   the  b lack  w ate r  o f   th e  T ham es roil  below. 

H e  o p en e d   A shbless  at  random .  “ L east  o f  all  th e  s in s ,”  he rea d ,  “ is  glu tto n y .”   T hat  d id n ’t  h elp   him   a   bit.  H e  clo sed   his ey e s  an d   p o inted.  “T h e  stone  that  the  b u ild er  re fu se d ,”  p ro m ised  th e te x t,  qu o tin g   the  B ib le,  “ shall  be th e c o rn e rsto n e .” H e put  th e  b o o k   d o w n   and  th o u g h t  ab o u t  it.  W hat  w as  h e ,  i f  not that  very  sto n e?  H ere  w ere  th o u sa n d s— m illio n s— o f   p eo p le ch iseled   ju s t  so ,  fit  into  a   vast  and  sen sib le  o rder,  w hile  h e, w an d erin g  th ro u g h   L o n d o n ,  co u ld   find  n o  n iche  in to  w hich h e co u ld   w ed g e  h im self.  H e  h a d n ’t  b een   ch iseled   so. 

B u t how ,  h e  w o ndered  practically,  co u ld  o ld  B ill K rak en  be th e  c o rn e rsto n e?  W h at  w as  it  that  w o u ld   len d   h im   a   tick et  to e n te r  C ap tain   P o w e rs’  sh o p   by  the  d o o r  w h en   h e ’d   gone  o u t o n ce  by  the  w in d o w ?  T h e  em erald ,  o f   co u rse.  T h a t  w as  the on ly   ro u te.  B u t rec o v erin g   it  w ould  alm o st certain ly   m ean d estru ctio n ,  w o u ld n ’t  it?  K rak en   sho v ed   A sh b less  into  h is  coat an d   set  o u t  ap ace.  D estru ctio n ,  p erh a p s,  w as  less  o d io u s  than o th e r fates.  H is jo u rn e y   th a t d ay   h ad   m ad e  h im   w eary,  b u t his su d d en  reso lu tio n , h is d isc ern in g  p u rp o se,  no m a tte r how  fleeting  o r  m istak en ,  d ro v e  h im   o n   w ith  a  steady  g a it,  n orth  up W h iteh a ll  to w ard   S oho  an d   P rad o  w  S tre et  w here  he  w ould settle  a   sc o re  w ith  h im self. 

[image: Image 361]

[image: Image 362]

170

James  P.  Blaylock

T h e  cram p ed   room   in  th e  B ailey  H otel  w as  su fficien t  to ho ld   an   iron  b ed ,  but  the  b ed ,  unfortunately,  w a sn ’t  su fficien t to  ho ld   W illis  P ule.  H e  w as  sick  an d   tired  o f  k ick in g   the  b ed stead  all  n ig h t,  o f  ja m m in g   his  ankle  b etw een  iron  p o sts.  A nd the g aslam p  at th e head w as alw ay s fizzling an d  spu tterin g  and sm elled   so  ov erw h elm in g ly   o f  leak ed   gas  that  he  had   to   keep o n e  w in d o w  ja m m e d  o p en   w ith   a p ile  o f  bo oks.  H e  longed  for the  day   w hen  h e   co u ld   unbox  h is  library,  arrange  the  volum es along  sh elv es.  T h a t’s  w hen  his  really   serious  study  w ould  b eg in .  H e  w o u ld   acco m p lish   so m eth in g   th e n — ex ercise  h is  g en ius. 

H e  p eered   at  h im s e lf in  a  glass  tip p ed   ag ain st  an o th er  little h eap  o f  b o o k s.  T h e b an d ag e w rap  h a d n ’t acco m p lish ed   a thing b ey o n d ,  p erh ap s,  d isg u isin g   him  a  bit.  H is face ap p eared  ev en in  th e  w an   lig h t  o f   the  falterin g   g aslam p   to   be  en flam ed .  It seem ed   stretch ed ,  alm o st oily.  H e  pick ed   up  a  stained  co p y   o f E u g le n a ’s  C h em ical C ures  and  studied  a  lo n g  disco u rse  o n  the ap p licatio n   o f   facial  w ash es.  H e  co u ld   see  n o th in g   in  it.  H e h ad  trie d   L ord k n o w s ho w  m an y  plasters.  A t b est they  seem ed to  d ry   him   up.  T h a t  w as the  p roblem ;  he  w as certain   o f  it.  His cran ial capacity,  his ab u n d an t m en tal activity, drew  fluids from o th e r  p arts  o f  h is  b o d y — hence  h is  p erp etually  dry  and  scaly h an d s.  P erhaps  a   loathsom e  com p lex io n   w as  th e  price  o f  g e n ius. 

H e sig h ed  and flopped b ack  on to  the creak in g  b ed ,  cracking h is  elb o w   against  the  w all  and  cursin g .  It  w as  his  fate  to  be co n tain e d   w ithin  a  body  that  betray ed   him .  H e  felt  a t tim es  as if  he w ere attached to  an en orm ous v erm in — a corru p t physical bag  th a t co n tain ed   a  p u re,  sen sitiv e,  intelligent  soul.  It w as  an attitude  that  m ight easily   produce envy,  but  in  P u le,  o f  co u rse, it d id n ’t.  H e saw  th ro u g h  th e w orld too clearly.  T here w as little in  it  to  attract  him . 

P ule  had  o ften   lam ented  the  pro b lem   in h eren t  to   genius: g en iu s sim ply  w a sn ’t self-ev id en t.  It w as ev id en t in w o rk s,  and yet Pule w as certain that w orks w ere condescending.  O ne h ad n ’t o u g h t to  so il o n e ’s han d s.  A nd w h at w as th ere in th e pro d u ctio n s o f   tim e  th a t  w a sn ’t  tran sp aren t?  T h a t  w a sn ’t  preten se?  W hen o n e  p o sse sse d — w as  cu rse d   w ith — g en iu s,  w ith  v isio n ,  th en o n e  saw   to o   clearly   th e  em p tin ess  o f  it  all.  O n e  w as  aw are  o f the  sh allo w n ess  o f  it,  the  false a n d  b rittle  face  o f  th in g s.  E ven the stu ff o f  p oets w a s, w hen o n e rid d ed  o n e s e lf o f  th e ir ro m an tic
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foolery,  n o th in g   b u t  clev erly   p ain ted   b ack d ro p s  h u n g   ro u n d ab o u t  to   v eil  a   g ray   an d   em p ty   w orld. 

P u le  h ea v ed   a   sigh  and  ru b b ed   at  the  e n d   o f   h is  nose.  If on ly   h e  d id n ’t  see  th ings  w ith   such  insight.  A nd  N arbondo! 

P u le  h ad   b ee n   to rm en ted   by  the  h u n ch b ack   o n   th e  pro m ise  o f  

. . .  o f   w h at?  W h o   had  w aylaid  K raken  an d   go tten   the  b o x ? 

P u le  h ad .  W h o   h ad   org an ized   an d   carried   o ff the  reco v ery   o f Jo a n n a  S o u th co te ?  P ule  h ad .  W h o   w as  it  th a t  fetch ed   the  carp fro m   th e  o ce an ariu m ?  P u le.  N arb o n d o   w as  on e  o f   th ose  o ffic io u s,  in ferio r,  self-serv in g   brag g arts  w h o   had   attain ed   a   position  o f  im ag in ed  pow er.  A n d  h e  w ould  pro fit  by  it to o .  H e ’d m uddle along,  appropriating that w hich belonged to  W illis  Pule, u sin g  h im ,  an d  w o u ld , in  the en d ,  stroll aw ay w ith  the em erald , leav in g   W illis  P ule  to   e x p lain   th e ir  activ ities  to   the ju d g e .  O r so ,  th o u g h t  th e  h u nchback. 

P u le  b en t  o v e r  an d   g ro p ed   u n d er  the  b e d ,  h au lin g   o u t  th e K eeb le box  h e ’d  retriev ed  fro m  the m an  o n  the train .  H e shook it  fo r th e  h u n d red th   tim e ,  b u t  the  b ox  w as  silent.  W h at  in  th e w o rld ,  w o ndered  P u le,  c o u ld   b e  in  it.  T h ere  w as  ap p arently n o   lid   to  the  th in g .  It  w as  p o ssib le,  e v e n ,  th a t  the  b ox  w as d esig n ed   in such a  w ay  as to  foil  un in stru cted  attem p ts to  open it.  P erh ap s  it  w ould  ex p lo d e.  It  h ad   the  lo o k   ab o u t  it,  w ith   its sp o u t an d  cran k  m e ch a n ism ,  o f  an  in fernal d ev ice.  T h e clothed an im als pain ted  o v er it arg u ed  ag ain st such a th in g ; b u t m ig h tn ’t that  be ju s t  a   c le v e r  sort  o f  ru se? 

In  th e   laboratory  lay  the  em erald   b o x ,  o r  so   K rak en   had in sisted — d ru n k ,  to   be  sure.  W ho  w as  to   say  th at   this  w a sn ’t th e   em erald   b o x ?  T h e  cra n k ,  in   fac t,  m ig h t  b e  th e  m eans  o f o p en in g  the thing.  It m ig h t, on th e oth e r h an d , b e a  d eto n ato r—  

a   tim ed   d etonator.  N o  o n e  w ould  b u ild  a   d ev ice  w hich  w ould ex p lo d e  in  o n e ’s  h an d s.  It  w as  no  d o u b t a   clo ck sp rin g   m ech an ism  th a t co u ld  b e  w o u n d  w ith  the cra n k  to a  desired  ten sio n , th en  w in d  d o w n  o f  its  o w n  to   set  o ff the  ex p lo sio n .  O r w as it? 

W h o  co u id  sa y ? P u le ’s m in d  d rifte d , co n v ertin g  the clo ck sp rin g m ech an ism   o f   the  box  to   an   an alo g   o f   h is  life — a   life  w hich h a d ,  it  seem ed   to   h im ,  run  d o w n .  It  w as  a   co n seq u en ce  o f g ro w in g   aw a re n ess,  o f   in tellect.  A s  o n e ’s  u n d erstan d in g   o f th ings grew , th e th in g s th e m se lv es p aled , ceased  to  ex ist alm o st. 

T h e  w o rld   h a d n ’t  so   m uch  w o u n d   dow n  as  he  had   w ound  u p , so   to   sp e ak ,  b ec o m e  ta u t  th ro u g h   p ercep tio n   to   th e   p o in t  at w h ich   h e ’d   sh ed   the  w o rld — stood  alo n e,  as  it  w ere,  up o n   an
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em p ty   h illto p ,  th e  co m m o n   p eo p le  scu rry in g   b elo w   lik e b u g s, lik e  w o rm s,  w ith   little  o r   no  co n scio u sn ess. 

T h e w ay,  suddenly,  w as clear.  H e ’d  com e to  a  sort o f  cro ssro ad ,  to   a   p o in t  a t  w hich  a   cho ice  w as  req u ired — an   action. 

To act w o u ld  save  him .  H e plu ck ed  u p  the b o x ,  h eld  it in front o f  h im ,  an d   b egan  slow ly  to   w ind  d ie  cran k .  I f  th e  resu lt  w as th e  sp rin g in g   o p en   o f  the  b o x ,  th en   h e ’d   know ,  w o u ld n ’t  h e, w h at  lay  w ith in ?  I f   no  such  resu lt  o ccu rred ,  th en   he  w ould assu m e  it  w as  a   b o m b — d y n am ite  p e rh a p s— an d   h e ’d   sim ply haul  it  alo n g   the  d ark   streets  to   N arb o n d o ’s  laboratory.  O nce h e  g o t  th e re  — i f  he  g o t  there;  th e  th in g   m ight  easily   explode on  th e  stree t— h e ’d   leave  it  ato p   the  piano  in  exch an g e  for K ra k en ’s  b ox.  A n d   if   the  resu lt  w as  th at  N arb o n d o ’s  cab in et an d   all  o f   N arb o n d o ’s  w orks  w ere  b lo w n   to   h ell,  the  entire tran sactio n   w o u ld   be  em in en tly   satisfactory. 

It w o u ld  req u ire trem en d o u s w ill,  he  m u sed , to  stroll across S oho  w ith   a   liv e  b o m b   u n d er  h is  arm .  Its  d eto n atio n   w ould lik ely   co st  th e  lives  o f  any  n u m b e r o f  p eo p le,  b u t  so   w h at?  In th e  lo n g  ru n  o f  th in g s,  w h at  w ere  th e ir liv es  w orth?  H a d n ’t he alread y  estab lish ed  that th ey   w ere  w o rm s? T h ere  w as n o  crim e in  ste p p in g   o n   a   few   o f   th e m .  A n d   w h at  w as  crim e  to  him an y w a y ?  It  w a s,  p erh a p s,  m ore  to   th e   p o in t  to   p ity  th em   the loss  o f  W illis  Pule. 

H e  lo o k ed   at  h im s e lf  in  the  m irro r  on e  last  tim e,  arch in g h is  ey e b ro w s  to   heig h ten   the  lo o k   o f   n atural  in tellig en ce  and w it.  H is  m in d   w as  set.  T h e   effo rt  o f   w ill  that  w ould  cru sh   a le sse r bein g  h ad  b een  su m m o n ed  in  the space o f  m o m e n ts, an d o n c e   it  w as  called   into  e x iste n ce,  n o   p o w er  on  ea rth   co u ld g ain say   it. 

P u le  sp u n   the  crank,  m o re  rapidly.  H e  co u ld   feel  ten sio n w ith in   the  b o x — a   m e ch an ism   w in d in g   tight.  It  w as  as  he th o u g h t.  A   g rim   sm ile  stretched  h is  lip s.  W ould  the  lid  fly  up like  a  ja ck -in -th e -b o x   to   b etray  th e  ex iste n ce  o f  th e   em erald ? 

W as  K ra k e n ’s  b ox  m erely  a   cle v e r plo y   to   throw   th e m  o f f  the scent?  H e  listen ed   at  the  spout  that  th ru st  o u t  o f   th e  fro n t  o f th e b o x .  H e  co u ld   h ea r the ratch et tu rn in g s  o f  the  clock w o rk s. 

H e  held   the  b ox  in  fro n t  o f  h is  face  so  th at  the  light  fro m   the g aslam p  illum inated the spout.  H e clo sed  o n e ey e an d  sq u in ted , follo w in g   the  th rea d   o f  illum ination  u p   the  sp o u t  an d   into  the in te rio r o f  th e bo x .  T h ere  w as a  c lic k ,  a  w hir; P u le je rk e d  back in  su d d en   terror.  Was  it  a   su icid e  d ev ice ? 
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A  j e t  o f  g as  w h eezed   o u t,  spraying  o v er  his  face.  Spitting and  co u g h in g ,  he  ca st  the  box  on to   th e  bed.  H e ’d   been  p o isoned.  H e  k new   it.  T h e  box  w heezed  ag ain ,  and  a  great  cloud o f green  d u st blew  o u t o f  the spout w ith such fo rce that although he  th rew   h im self  o v er  b ackw ards  o n to   the  floor,  th e  gas  en velo p ed   h im   utterly. 

H e ro lle d ,  sm ashing into th e w all  b eneath the open w indow . 

T he to w e r o f  bo oks  th at p ro pped the w in d o w  cascad ed  into the street,  an d   th e  w indow   crashed  d o w n ,  sealing  the  room .  Pule sh riek ed ,  a   h ig h ,  frig h tfu l,  elflike  ululation  that  rein fo rced   his fear th a t  h e ’d  been  p o isoned.  T he  air h ad   been  suddenly  dyed a  livid green.  H e w ould cho k e on po iso n  gas! H e ’d  been tricked. 

It h ad  b een  a  p lot  to  elim inate  the  h u nchback,  and  his  betrayal o f  th e  m o n ster  h ad   b rought  about  his  ow n  ruin. 

H e yan k ed  o n  th e  w indow ,  batting  at th e fram e.  It w o u ld n ’t b u dge.  H e  looked  w ildly  about  him   and  lunged  fo r  the  door, catch in g  sight o f  his co at on a nail driv en  into the ja m b . L unging for  it,  h e  tore  th e  c o a t  free  and  flung  it  o v e r  the  still  spouting b o x ,  sm o thering  the  escaping  gasses.  H e  picked  up the  m irror and the b o oks in a single heap and flung th e lot o f them  through the  clo sed   w indow ,  shoving  his  head  out  into  the  night  air, breath in g  great g ulps o f  it and w atching books and glass shards cascad e  on to   the  street  fo u r  stories  below. 

H is ch e st heaved; h is head cleared ; his eq u ilib riu m  an d  sense o f   pro p o rtio n   returned.  O f   co u rse  it  w a sn ’t  a   p o isoned  gas d ev ice.  T h ere  w ould  h av e  b een   no  conceiv ab le  w ay  to   have calcu lated   the  o d d   ev en ts  that  had  led  him   to   board  th a t  train in  H arro g ate.  H is  en em ies  w e re n ’t  h a lf  th a t  clever.  T h is  w as som ething  else.  It  w as ju s t  p o ssib le  that  h e ’d  been  a   victim  o f his  ow n   zealous  actions.  W hat  if,  he  w o n d ered ,  the  box   h ad 

co n tained  an  em erald ,  an d   w as  d esig n ed   so  that  uninform ed tam pering  w o u ld   destro y   th e  g em ?  W as  it  em erald   d u st  that filled  the  ro o m ?  B ut  w h y   in  the  devil  w ould  a   m an  b u ild   such a b o x ,  o r h av e it b u ilt? H ad  O w lesb y  b een  a lunatic w ho w ould rath er  the  em erald   be  destro y ed   th an   pro fit  a   th ie f?   O r  w as th ere  m o re  to   it?  H ad  O w lesb y   b een   a  sm uggler? 

O f  cou rse  he  had.  A n d   h ere ,  it  seem ed  ce rtain ,  w as  a   w ay by w hich to  utterly  destro y  and disp erse ev id en ce that h ad  fallen into th e  w ro n g   hands.  It  w as  frightfully  ingenious  if  it w as  so. 

P u le  b en t  b ack   into  th e  ro o m .  Idle  sp eculation  w as  g etting h im  n o w h e re .  O ne  w ay o r an o th er,  th e  b ox  w as w orth  n o thing
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to  him .  It  m ig h t,  ho w ev er,  g iv e  N arb o n d o   a   few   try in g   m om ents.  A nd N arb o n d o ’s b o x — P u le w ould h a v e  th a t. H e tu ck ed th e  c o a t  aro u n d  th e  still  w h in in g  b ox  and  step p ed  o u t  through th e door,  p assin g  o n  th e stairs h is h u rry in g  landlord w h o  b egan to   ad d ress  h im ,  th e n   fell  silen t,  starin g   at  h im   in  horror. 

“ D am n  y o u !”  crie d   P u le,  p u sh in g   th e  m a n   o u t  o f  th e  w ay and d raw in g  h im s e lf u p  as if  to  flail at him .  P u le stood heav in g w ith   w ra th ,  th e  m an   co w erin g   ag a in st  th e  ban ister,  h is  co u n ten an ce fro zen .  “W h at are yo u  starin g  a t, idiot!”  sh riek e d  P ule. 

“ You so u lless h alfw it!”  P u le cho k ed .  H e c o u ld n 't breath e.  T he m a n ’s  face  seem ed  to   be  inflating  like  a   b allo o n ,  th e  shocked lo o k   in h is ea rs  testim ony-to  P u le ’s co n d itio n .  B lood ru sh ed   in Rule’s  ears.  H is  heart  sm ash ed   in  h is  ch e st.  H is  face  b urned. 

W ith   a  sn arl o f  released   rag e h e k ick ed  the m an   in the  ribs, possessed   b y   th e  d esire  to  b ea t  him   se n seless,  to   flail  at  him w ith  the  h eavy  b o x ,  to   bash  him   th ro u g h   the  tilted   railin g   and w atch  h im  fall d o w n  th e vortex b etw een  the sp iralin g  stairs the th irty -o d d   feet  to  the  d istan t  flo o r below . 

T he  m a n ’s  face  lo o sen ed .  H e  scream ed ,  an d   th e  so und  o f it  p ro p elled   P ule  d o w n   th e  stairs  in  g rea t  leap in g   strid es,  h o llering  cu rses  o v e r  his  shoulder.  A n  o ld   m an  step p ed   o u t  from a  d o o r on to   a  landing  as  if  to  d e tain   P ule.  H e  g asp ed   and  fled back  in sid e,  slam m ing the d o o r b ehind him .  A  b o lt rattled   into p lace.  A t  the  g ro u n d   flo o r  P u le  crash ed   fo r  th e  street  door, surp risin g  tw o w om en  w ho  w ere ju s t th a t m o m en t step p in g  in. 

T h ey   shrieked  in  u n iso n ,  on e  fain tin g ,  o n e  leap in g   across  to w ard  a  half-o p en   clo set  as  if  to   hide. 

P ule gritted h is teeth .  H is fo es w ere fallin g  befo re h im .  A nd th e y ’d   co n tin u e  to  fall.  T h e re ’d   b e  no  sto p p in g   him .  O n   the street  h e  to o k   to  his  h e e ls,  fleeing  th ro u g h   the  b lack   n ig h t, n eith er  ru n n in g   fro m   anything  n o r  to w ard   an y th in g ,  ju s t  ru n n in g , h o ld in g  th e  b ox beneath h is a rm , b eset,  it seem ed  to  him , by  no e n d  o f  d ev ils.  H e slo w ed ,  finally,  gasp in g  an d  sw eatin g , ou tsid e  a   low   tavern  o n   D rury  L an e.  A   g ro u p  o f  m en  lounged in  the  g u tter,  tossing  co in s  at  a   targ et  ch alk ed   o n   th e  street. 

T h ey  p aid  h im  little heed.  A s he w alk ed  p ast, a  co in  reb ounded o ff h is  heel. 

“ Hey,  m ate!”  shouted  an   ex a sp e ra ted ,  accu sin g   v oice. 

P u le tu rn ed  o n   him .  T h e  m an  b lan ch ed ,  cro ak ed  o u t a  h alfm ou th ed   cu rse ,  and  fled   into th e  o p en  d o o r o f  th e   tav ern .  H is co m p an io n s,  them selv es  lo o k in g   u p ,  sh o u te d ,  ro se  in  a  body. 
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a n d   fo llo w ed   th e  first  m a n ,  the  d o o r o f  the  tavern  sailin g   shut w ith  such  fo rce  th a t  ru st  fro m   the  hinges  sp ray ed   o u t  into  th e la m p lit  ro ad .  T h e   so u n d   o f  scrap in g   tables  an d   benches  co u ld be  heard   fro m   w ith in ,  clu n k in g   ag ain st  the  door. 

Pule turned slow ly and resum ed his journey, pondering darkly the  rev en g e  h e ’d   h av e  o n   th em   a ll— the  w ell-p laced   an a rch ist b o m b  b lo w in g   to  shreds  th e  likes o f  such  idlers alo n g   w ith  th e leering  ca rp   dealers  o f  the  w orld.  H e  set  a   co u rse  fo r  P rat low S treet. 
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Turmoil  on  Pratlow Street

S hiloh  th e   N ew   M essiah  lean ed   ag a in st  th e  w all  in  a   straight-back ed   o ak   ch air,  all  o f   the  jo in ts  o f   w hich  w ere  lo o se,  the g lu e  h av in g   d ried   to   d u st  y ears  befo re.  H e  sat  in  silent  m edita tio n — h a d n ’t  m oved  fo r  h a lf an  h o u r.  T h e  cu rta in   h ad   b een pulled  b ack   from   th e  little  sh rine  acro ss  the  ro o m ,  an d   in  it, sittin g   besid e  th e  m in iatu re  p o rtrait  o f  Jo a n n a  S o u th co te,  w as the  h ead  o f  th e  lady  h e rse lf in  its  aq u ariu m . 

T h e  cro sses  w e  b e a r . . .  th o u g h t  S hiloh.  H e  shook  h is  h ead o v e r  it.  T h e   a fte rn o o n ’s  m eeting  in  K en sin g to n   G ard en s  had been a  d isaster.  It w o u ld n ’t stand th in k in g  about.  It w ould have to  be rig h ted ; th ere w as no g etting ro u n d  it.  O n e o w ed  as m uch to  o n e ’s  m other. 

A b rie f ch atterin g  en su ed  from  the glass b o x — three o r four ten tativ e  clac k s,  then  silence.  T h e  spark  h a d n ’t  en tirely  d ep arte d  th e h ead.  T h ere w ere elem en ts o f  it left,  apparently,  that aw ak en ed   at  o d d   intervals  like  bu b b les  on  the  side  o f  a   g la ss, released   su ddenly  fo r  no  app aren t  reaso n   to   sail  su rfacew ard an d   bu rst.  It  w ould  b e  the  greatest  m iracle  o f   all,  h e  thought to   h im self,  if   du rin g   on e  o f   h e r  so jo u rn s  into  con scio u sn ess 176
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she w o u ld  sp e a k — g iv e h im  a sign o f  so m e sort.  U tte r a  tellin g p h rase.  R efer,  p erh ap s,  to   th e  d raw in g   nigh  o f   th e  d irig ib le. 

B u t th ere w as  n o th in g ,  a la s,  sav e th e ran d o m  click -clack in g  o f d ry   m olars. 

In an  h o u r the  m oon  w ould b e d o w n .  D ark n ess w o u ld  serve him   w ell.  T h e h u n ch b a ck ,  h e  knew ,  w as  en g ag ed   at the  house o n   W ardour  S treet,  and  w o u ld   be  until  m o rn in g   o r  u n til  his filthy  h ab its  b u rst  h is  pea-sized   heart. 

T h ere  w as a  c h a n ce ,  o f co u rse,  th a t N arb o n d o  had  rem o v ed the  b ox  from   h is  ca b in e t— an  action  th a t  w ould  m ake  its  reco v ery   infin itely   m o re  co m p licated .  B ut  ev en   so ,  th ere  w ere the bo n es o f  his  m o th e r to  co n s id e r— bo n es that h e ’d   foolishly ab an d o n ed   to   th e  h u n ch b ack   an d   h is  b ase  exp erim en tatio n . 

S hiloh  rem em b ered   the  co n fu sed   han d s  an d   shu d d ered .  H e ’d take  th e  bo n es  and  the  sh roud  o u t  in  a   G lad sto n e  b ag .  T h e shroud co u ld  b e en sh rin e d   in  its o w n  g la ss c a se ,  n o t u n lik e the shroud o f  T urin.  E n th u siasts  w ere e a g e r fo r the  so rt o f  circ u m stantial  ev id en ce  in h eren t  in   such  relics. 

T h ere  had  been  the  ca se  o f   th e  w o m an   o n   th e  N orm andy co a st w h o  p o ssessed  a  felt ca p  into w hich w as in d elib ly  stained the im ag e o f  the  B am b in o  o f  A raco eli.  A  sh rine had  b een  built fo r  it  in  th e  little  v illag e  o f   C om bray,  an d   fully  ten  th o u san d p eo p le  a   y ea r  parad ed   th ro u g h   to   view   it— or,  fo r tw o   fran cs, to  to u ch   it.  A  d ru n k en   sa ilo r  fro m   T oulouse  had   sn atch ed   it from   its  p erch   an d   clap p ed   it  on to   his  h ead ,  w hich  p rom ptly b u rst into flam e, red u cin g  the sa ilo r an d  the cap  sim ultaneously to  ash.  N o t surprisingly,  the urn o f  m ix ed  ash es drew  h a lf again as  m any  p ilg rim s  y early  a t  d o uble  th e  price.  T h e   ev a n g elist, lau g h in g   to   h im self,  co n tem p lated   th e  fact  th a t  th u s  e v e n   the m o st  vile  sin n ers  are  p u t  to   w o rk   fo r  th e  ch u rch .  T h ey   ro t  in h ell,  o f  co u rse,  d esp ite  th e ir  w orks. 

H e  aro se,  clo sed   the  cu rta in ,  and  fo und  the  street.  O u tsid e, p asty  an d   silen t,  stood  an  o b ed ien t  co n v e rt,  w ho  in  a   m om ent trotted  aw ay  up  B u ckeridge  S treet  to   sum m on  the  brougham . 

Shiloh  w as  im patient.  E ternity  lay  before  h im ,  ju s t  a   few short  d ay s  aw ay,  an d   he  w as  itching  to  g et  at  it.  A nd  he  w as itch in g ,  at  the  sam e  tim e,  to  hasten  N arb o n d o ’s  d eclin e  into the  p it.  H e  g rinned  to  th ink  o f  the  cu rsin g   and  gn ash in g   o f teeth  th a t  w ould  en su e  on  the  m orrow   w hen  the  hunchback d ragged  h im self  h o m e,  w o rn   and  d eg rad ed ,  w ondering  at  his ow n   sanity,  perh ap s  injured  from   som e  ill-advised  acrobatics, 
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to  fin d   th a t  h e ’d   b een  reliev ed   o f   the  bones  an d   the  box  in a   single  ev en in g ,  that  his  sm ug  p o sin g   h a d n ’t  been  w orth  a p enny  toot.  T he  b ro u g h am   sw ung  ro u n d   the  d istan t  co m er, stopped  before  th e  tav ern ,  and  w aited ,  as  S hiloh  clim b ed   in beside  th e  m an   in  the  turban. 

“W ip e y o u r disg u stin g  fac e!” shouted the ev a n g elist,  w atch ing  in   h o rro r  as  the  m an  sm eared   at h is  b lo o d -cak ed   lip s.  T he o ld   m an  shu d d ered   involuntarily,  lo oked  straig h t  ah e ad ,  and san k   in to   h im self  as  th e  b ro u g h am   clattered   alo n g   into  S o h o , b o u n d   fo r P ratlo w   S treet. 

“ I d o n ’t in ten d  to sue th e m ,”  said S t.  Ives heatedly, “ I intend to  b ea t th e m   senseless.  W h at  w o u ld   a   law su it  avail  u s?  W hat, fo r G o d ’s  sa k e,  w o u ld   w e  claim ?” 

“ It b ears  co n tem p latio n ,  sir,  if  y o u ’ll  p ard o n   m y  say in g   so. 

B reak in g   -into  a   m a n ’s  house  is  ill  ad v ised ,  reg ard less  o f   its lo cation  o r the  m o tiv atio n   o f  th e  burglar.  T h e  law ,  I ’m   afraid , sir, is ad am an t o n  that po in t.  Y our o w n  arg u m en t is so lid .  W h at 

 w ou ld  w e  claim ,  sir,  if   w e  w ere  ap p reh en d ed   as  com m on th iev es?” 

S t.  Ives  strode  o n   w ith o u t  sp eak in g .  T h e y ’d   tak en   a  ca b   to C h arin g   C ro ss  R o a d — fa r  en o u g h   aw ay,  th o u g h t  S t.  Iv es,  so th a t no t ev en  the m o st sc ru p u lo u s d etectiv e w ould co n n e ct them to   an y   ill  d o in g s  o n   P ratlow   S tre et— su p p o sin g ,  th a t  is,  that the  auth o rities  w ere  co n cern ed   w ith   w h at  w as  h ap p en in g   on P ratlow   S tre et,  w hich  th ey   alm o st  certain ly   w e re n ’t. 

H e  w ish ed   heartily  th a t  eith e r  G o d all  o r  the  C ap tain   had b een   in  that  ev e n in g ,  b u t  neith er  h a d — o f f   on  so m e  m utual b u sin e ss,  no  d o u b t.  S co u rin g   L im eh o u se,  p erh ap s,  fo r th e  ab sco n d ed  Bill  K raken.  S t.  Ives  w ould  h ave to  ac t w ith o u t th em . 

T h is  w a sn ’t  th e ir  affair  anyw ay,  th is  ae rato r  b usiness.  It  w as h is — h is  and  K e e b le ’s,  w h o   w o u ld   be  im p o sed   upon  to   build an o th er  if   St.  Ives  failed .  H e  co u ld   hardly,  th o u g h ,  d rag   the to y m a k er  into  it.  It  had  b een   S t.  Iv e s’  ow n   idiotic  fault  that the silo  d o o r had been le ft u n b o lted , th a t P u le had b een  allow ed to  esca p e th e m  tw ic e,  first at the m anor, th e n  la ter o n  th e  train. 

T h ey  m u st strike w hile the p ro v erb ial iron w as still h o t.  P ecu liar ev e n ts w ere fast sliding to w ard  po ssib ly  d an g ero u s co n clu sio n s. 

N arb o n d o  an d  P ule sailed in th e cu rren t o f  som e sort o f  h ellish , sw iftly   m o v in g   stream ,  w h ich   w o u ld   carry  th e  v illain s  o u t  o f reach   if  S t.  Iv es  w e re n ’t  brisk . 
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'T o y n b e e   an d   K o o n tz  w o u ld   acco m p lish   little ,”  h e  said  to H asb ro ,  rep eatin g   his  disin clin atio n   to  carry   th e  issue  to  the authorities. 

“T h ere  a re n ’t  a   sh a rp e r  p air  o f   in v estigators  in  the  Y ard,” 

in sisted  H asb ro .  “ K oontz  is  a   le g e n d — feared  in  th e  L ondon und erw o rld .  I t’s  the  p ecu liar  lo o k   in  his  e y e ,  if   y ou  ask  m e, th a t  throw s  the  fea r  into  th em .  T h a t  an d   the  c u t  o f  h is  su it.  If he  c a n ’t  co m e  it  across  th is  P u le,  then  n o   on e  can .  H e  w as in v o lv ed  in  the Isad o ra P ersan o  affair, d o  yo u  re c a ll— the b u sin ess  w ith   the  w orm   an d   the  insid e-o u t  p o u ch   o f  to b acco .  H is au n t is a fast friend o f  m y sister.  We co u ld  lo o k  h im  u p  to n ig h t, I  d o n ’t  d o u b t.  L ay  the  case  befo re  h im .” 

T h e  d im   c o m e r  o f   O ld   C o m p to n   S treet  lo om ed  ah e ad   o f th e m ,  the  sorry b u ild in g s disg u ised  by d ark n e ss,  th e sidew alks in  u tte r  shadow .  St.  Ives  slo w ed   his  p ace  and  ask ed   h im self for  the  first  tim e  ex actly   w h at  it  w as  h e  in ten d ed   to  d o .  A nd the  m ore  he  th o u g h t  o n   it,  th e  m o re  he  recalled   th e  faith  he h eld   in  the  rem ark ab le  H asb ro ,  a   faith  w hich  h is  head stro n g determ in atio n  to  retrieve the aeratin g  dev ice and d eal w ith  P ule had   m o m entarily  effaced .  H asb ro ,  in  fac t,  w as  n o t  alto g eth er w rong.  If  this  m an   K o o n tz co u ld  b e  prev ailed   upon to  tak e  the c a s e . . . . 

H e  stopped  alto g eth er  an d   step p ed   b ack   into  the  dark n ess o f   an   ov erh an g in g   g ab le  that  shad o w ed   a   m in e d   fro n t  stoop. 

T h is is decid ed ly  u n w ise,  th o u g h t S t.  Ives.  T h e le ast h e should d o   w as  w ait  fo r  G o d all  an d   the  C ap tain .  T h e  ae rato r b o x    w as 

th eir  a ffa ir  in  a   ro u n d ab o u t  way.  W h at  w as  it  G o d all  h ad   said three  n ights  ag o   in  th e  rain ?  “T h e  co llec tiv e  sp irit,”  o r  som e such th in g .  T h ere w as truth  in that.  N o go o d  w ould co m e from th em   ea ch   hack in g   o u t  his  o w n   p ath ,  on ly   to  go  blu n d erin g into  one  an o th er  in  som e  secret,  foliag e-o b scu red   cro ssro ad . 

“ H a sb ro ,”  w h isp ered   S t.  Iv es,  th e  very  atm o sp h ere  o f   the d ila p id a ted   neig h b o rh o o d   d am p en in g   his  voice. 

“ S ir?” 

“ Y ou’re  q u ite  rig h t,  o f  co u rse.  T h is  m an  K o o n tz— can   w e find  h im ?” 

“ H e ’s  said  to   h ave  an  alm o st  legendary  p assion  fo r  cru stace a n s,  sir,  an d   m ig h t  co n ceiv ab ly   be  en g ag ed   ev en   n o w   in   a late  su p p e r in  the  en v iro n s  o f  R e g en t  S treet,  at a  clu b   w ith   the unlikely ap p ellatio n  o f  B istro S hrim p-o-D andy.  H e ’s infam ous, I ’m   afraid ,  fo r  keep in g   co o k s  an d   w aiters  up  until  d a w n .” 
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“ W e’ll  h ave  a   lo o k   in,  th e n ,  at  th is  S hrim p-o-D andy.  I ’ve seen  reaso n ,  H a sb ro .” 

B u t  at  that  m o m en t,  S t.  Ives  saw   so m ething  m o re — the ru n n in g   shadow   o f   a  m an  that  slipped  in  and  o u t  o f  dark n ess acro ss the  street,  crossing tow ard  th e lab o ratory o f  Dr.  Ignacio N arbondo. 

St.  Ives  an d   H asbro  stepped  as  on e  into  a  dim   co m er,  the S hrim p -o -D an d y   fo rg o tten ,  an d   cre p t  alo n g   up  th e  sidew alk to w ard   w here  th e  m ysterious  figure  h ad   v an ish ed   into  a   d o o rway.  N eith er  o f   them   spoke.  T h ere  w as  no  use  po in tin g   out th a t  so m ething  w as  afo o t,  o r  that  th e y   w ere  d u ty -b o u n d   to follow .  T h e y ’d   gone  o u t  that  ev en in g   o n   the  trail  o f  m ystery, an d   here  it  w as,  w earing  a   placard .  T h ere  w as  no th in g   to   do b u t  in vestigate. 

B ill  K rak en ,  trem b lin g   w ith   fe a r  and  an im ated  by  d e te rm in a tio n ,  fo und  h im self alone  w ithin  the  dark  confines  o f  the cab in et o f  Dr.  N arb o n d o . O dd n oises assailed  h im — the languid splash in g  o f  lazy carp   in the  tank on  the floor,  th e  sound o f  his ow n  labored  b rea th in g ,  and  the  trem en d o u s  pou n d in g   o f   his heart  w hich  m ig h t,  it  seem ed ,  b u rst  like  a  p iece  o f   ripe  fruit befo re h e fo und w hat it w as he so u g h t.  A nd at ran d o m  intervals ca m e  the  b rie f cla tte r o f  w h at  so unded  like  a   handful  o f  ivory do m in o es  being  d ro p p ed   into  a   sack. 

T h ere  w as  n o thing  e ith e r  on  the  slab   o r  o n   th e   ta b le — no co rp ses to   leap  up o r p e a  h en s  to  d ash  a t him .  A nd  th e re ,  atop the  p ia n o ,  lay  the  K eeble  bo x ;  he  co u ld  ju s t  see  th e  ou tlin e  o f it in th e fain t light o f  the flick erin g  ca n d le he carried.  H e slipped across  tow ard  it,  w alking  o n  tip to e.  T h is  w as  no tim e to  d illy dally.  T h ere  w as  n o th in g   in  the  accu rsed   lab o rato ry   th at  attracted   h im .  H e ’d  ju s t  p lu ck   u p   th e  b ox  an d   n ip   o u t  the  w ay h e ’d  co m e.  I f  he  heard  th e d o cto r o r P ule  ascen d in g  the  stairs, h e ’d   sim ply  b acktrack  to   an   u p p er  flo o r  an d   w ait  fo r  th em   to e n te r th e  laboratory,  th en   b o lt  fo r th e   street. 

H e  sq u in ted  into the d ark n e ss,  fearfu l th a t N arb o n d o   w ould surprise him  ag ain  b y  en terin g  th ro u g h  the passag e in th e w ain scot.  It  w o u ld n ’t d o   to  actu ally   co n fro n t the d o c to r o r,  fo r that m atter,  h is  lo ath so m e  acco m p lice.  H e  h au led   a  ch a ir  fro m   b en eath   the  tab le  o f   th e  p e a   h en   an d  ja m m e d   it  u n d er  the  d o o r la tch ,  w ig g lin g   it  fo r go o d   m easure. 

W aving the ca n d le in the d irectio n  o f  th e b o x ,  h e sen t shad-

[image: Image 383]

[image: Image 384]

HOMUNCULUS

181

ow s  leap in g   an d   flick erin g   up  the  w alls  in  th e  y ellow   light. 

B efore  h im ,  ly in g   in  th e  pile  w here  th e y ’d   fallen ,  w ere  the grisly,  sk u ll-less  rem ain s  o f   Jo a n n a  S outhcote.  T h e  sig h t  o f th em   petrified   K rak en ,  froze  him   into  a  w id e-ey ed ,  half-b en t statue.  F o r w hile h e w atc h ed ,  the bo n es seem ed to  sh u d d er an d co llect  th em selv es,  h a lf  rise,  and  th en   co llapse  again  into  a diso rd ered   p ile ,  m aking  th e  clack in g   so und  o f dom in o es. 

Q u ak in g ,  K rak en   g ro p ed   inside  h is  co at  fo r  a   flask  o f  gin, h a lf o f   w hich  he  p o u red   d o w n   his  o p en   th ro at  in  a  h o t,  leafy rush.  T h e  bon es  m ade  an o th er effo rt,  no  m ore  successful  than the last,  o n e o f  the back w ard s han d s skittering around th e flo o r like  a   crab   befo re  th e  w hole  lo ose  b usiness  w en t  lim p. 

K raken vo w ed  not to  lo o k  at it.  T h at w as best.  If it m anaged to  stan d ,  h e  co u ld   ou tru n   it,  o r beat  it to  p ieces  w ith  the  po k er that lay now  ato p  the hearth .  H e w as dam n ed  if he w ould allow a  h eap  o f   bon es  to   frig h ten   him   o ff.  H e  took  a   last,  healthy gu lp   o f  the g in ,  g rim a ced ,  and  snatched  th e  box  fro m   ato p  the piano.  H e  tu rn ed ,  to o k   a  step  to w ard   the  door,  an d  d iscovered in  h o rro r th at  th e  d o o r la tch ,  v ery   softly  an d   slow ly,  w as tu rn ing.  H e  heard  a   sh u fflin g   o f   fee t,  and  saw   the  fain t  o range g lo w   o f  a  hoo d ed   lantern  ca st  acro ss  th e  threshold. 

K raken  b ack ed   slow ly  to w ard   the  fa r  w all.  W hat  if  it  w ere W illis  P ule? W h at if  it w ere N arb o n d o  h im se lf?  It w ould m ean the  en d   o f   h im ,  sure  e n o u g h ,  an d   o f   any  attem p t  to   restore h im self in the ey e s o f  C ap tain   P o w ers  and  p o o r Ja ck  O w lesby. 

W h o ev er stood w ithout w restled  w ith  th e stu b b o rn  h an d le,  g iv ing  o f f   any  attem p t  at  secrecy  and  w renching  at  th e   thing. 

C u rses ran g  ou t in the p ecu liar, high v oice o f  W illis P ule. T h ere w as  the  so und  o f  a   foot  k icking  th e  b o tto m   o f  the  door. 

K raken  ja b b e d   desp erately   at  the  w ain sco t  w ith   h is  free h an d ,  search in g  fo r the m o ving panel.  H e p um m eled the panels up  and  d o w n   eith e r  sid e,  sobbing  fo r  b rea th ,  listening  to   the thu d d in g   on  th e  d o o r b eh in d   him   an d   the  sudden  scrape  o f  the ch a ir  as  it  pu sh ed   across  the  floor. 

W ith a  startling suddenness  the sm ooth panel lurched inw ard, paused,  then slow ly sw ung to.  K raken threw  his shoulder against it  in  desp eratio n .  H is  can d le  tipped  an d   dro w n ed   in  its  ow n m elted  w ax  as  he  tu m bled  into  a  co ld   and  d usty  p assag e,  the panel  clo sin g   b eh in d   him .  H e  lay  on  th e  m usty  floor,  stifling his  w heezin g   b rea th ,  w atching  th ro u g h   th e  d im inishing  crack the  ch a ir  w ith  w hich  h e ’d  w edged  th e  d o o r  tu m b le  inw ard, 
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fo llo w ed   b y   the  head lo n g   ru sh   o f W illis  P ule.  U tte r  darkness fo llo w e d , b u t th ro u g h  th e w ain sco t ca m e a  sudden rag in g  v oice, th en   P u le ’s  v oice ev en   louder,  m aniacal.  A  cra sh in g  o f  ch airs, th e  sh o u tin g   o f  cu rse s,  an d   th e  su d d en   firing  o f  a   pistol  g ave w ay   to   silen ce.  K rak en   b ea t  h is  p o ck ets  fo r a   m atch. 

A t th e so u n d  o f  the pisto l sh o t, L an g d o n  S t.  Iv es and H asbro fro ze  o n   th e  stairs.  T h ey   had   d eterm ined  to   rem ain  in  the street. T h e alley door o f the house w as nailed shut. A ny thieves—  

w h o ev e r  th e y   m ig h t  b e — in  the  ho u se  ab o v e  w o u ld   h av e  to e x it  th ro u g h   th e  street  door.  T h ere  w as  p rec io u s  little  to   be g a in ed  in y am m erin g  u p  th e stairs a fte r th e m , b u rstin g  unarm ed in to   a   ro o m   full  o f  desp erate  m en .  T h e y ’d   sim ply  w ait  at  the bo tto m   o f  th e  stairs  an d   co n fro n t  an y o n e  w h o   ca m e  o u t  w ith th e  b o x .  W h a te v er  od d   m ach in atio n s  h ad   b ro u g h t  ab o u t  the ap p earan ce  o f  the  ev a n g elist  w ere  n o n e  o f  th e ir b usiness. 

B u t th e p isto l sh o t p u t an  ed g e o n  th e m ystery. It w as possible th a t  G o d all  h ad   b een   to o   co n cern ed   w ith   the  co llectio n   o f  v illain s;  th e y   seem ed  b en t  on  ex term in atin g   ea ch   other.  A   d o o r slam m ed  ab ove.  A n o th er sh o t ban g ed  o u t,  fo llo w ed  by  a  how l o f  pain .  A  d o o r cra sh ed   open.  W ild   sh o u tin g  en su ed .  S t.  Ives bo lted   d o w n   th e  few   stairs  th e y ’d  asce n d ed ,  leaping  along  at H asb ro ’s   heels.  A t  th e  b o tto m   la n d in g ,  ju s t  in side  the  street d o o r, H asb ro  rip p ed  o p en  th e d o o r o f  a  tiny ro o m — an o v ersize clo set fro m  th e lo o k  o f  it— and the tw o  m en tu m b led  in , closing the  d o o r  b u t  fo r  a   crack   th ro u g h   w h ich   th e y   h ad   a   tolerably go o d  v iew  o f  th e stairs.  D ow n th o se sam e stairs tu m b led ,  head o v e r  h e e ls,  a   h o w lin g   W illis  P u le ,  w h o   w h u m p ed   dow n  onto d ie  la n d in g   an d   lay  still.  S t.  Ives  could  ju s t  see  P u le ’s  face. 

T h ere  w as  so m eth in g   p ecu liarly   w rong  w ith   it.  In  th e  feeble lig h t  th a t  sho n e  th ro u g h   the  open  street  d oor,  P u le ’s  face  app ea red   to  b e  a  gh astly   shade  o f  p allid   g ree n ,  as  if  he  w ere  the v ic tim ,  p erh a p s,  o f  a   tropical  disease. 

“W h a t  o n   e a r t h . . . ”  b eg an   S t.  Iv es,  starin g   a t  th e  ru in ed face  in   h o rro r,  w hen  b eh in d   h im ,  ag ain st  the  pan eled   w all  o f th e c lo se t,  ca m e  such  a  fearfu l b an g in g  an d  m oan in g  th a t H asb ro   leaped  w ith   a   sh o u t  ag ain st  St.  Iv e s’  b ack ,  an d   the  tw o  o f th e m  w o u ld  h av e cata p u lte d  o u t o n to  th e landing if  P u le ’s body h a d n ’t  b lo ck ed   the  door. 

S t.  Iv es  g rip p ed   the  sh o u ld e r o f  th e  frig h ten ed   H asb ro   an d fo u n d  h im s e lf sh riek in g   in v o lu n tarily   into  h is e a r as th e  oak en
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pane!  slid   back  slo w ly   to  reveal  the  ghastly,  in h u m an ,  eyeless face o f  a tottering co rp se , d an k , clotted hair thrusting o u t around it  like  a   hid eo u s  aura.  A   fetid  o d o r  o f  decay   blew   o u t,  and an o th er  face  p eered   o v er  th e  sho u ld er  o f  the  first  g h o u l— the m o u th s o f  b o th  w o rk in g  and sm ack in g  like cattle ch ew in g  cu d . 

A   lig h t  g lo w ed   b eh in d   the  th in g s,  rev ealin g ,  im possibly,  a dan cin g   co llec tio n   o f   the  g rim   ap p aritio n s,  in  the  m iddle  o f w hich  sto o d   a   w ild -ey ed   Bill  K rak en ,  lo oking  m ightily  lik e  a corpse h im self, frozen in m id -strid e, a p iercin g , inhum an sh riek issuing  fro m   h is  open  m outh.  T he  first  o f the  g h o u ls,  heaving breath s  rattlin g   from   h is  th ro at,  his  han d s  clu tch in g ,  utterly b lin d ,  lu rched  fo rw ard   into  H asbro.  St.  Ives  w as  propelled against  the  d oor,  p inned  by  P u le,  w ho  flopped  a  b it  farther out on to  the landing.  St.  Ives pu sh ed ,  th e ghoul h o w lin g  in h is ear. 

H asbro  reach ed   p ast  S t.  Iv es,  pou n d in g   w ith  bo th   fists  on  the door.  P ule  bud g ed   farther;  St.  Ives  shoved  a g a in — threw   his sh o u ld er  into  it;  and  S h ilo h   the  ev an g elist,  flanked  by  th e  turb an ed   m an   o n   the  o n e  side  and  the  ea rless  m an  on  the  other, ap p eared  su d denly on th e stairs,  the old m an carrying a  K eeble box  in on e  hand an d  an o p en  G lad sto n e bag  stuffed w ith bones in  the  other.  T he  ev an g elist  p au sed ,  sq uinted  w ith  obvious am azem en t  at  the  trap p ed   S t.  Iv es,  w ho  w as  p ressed  against the  d o o r ja m b   by  a   closetful  o f  gib b erin g   g h o u ls,  and  shouted at h is  tw o co m p an io n s.  T h e  tw o  hurled  th em selv es ag ain st the door,  fo rcin g   it  shut  in  the  face  o f  S t.  Iv es’  protestations.  T he w hum p  o f   P u le  b ein g   ro lled   o nce  m ore  against  the  d o o r  fo llow ed,  and  St.  Ives  tu rn ed   to   see  H asbro  fending  o ff  a   score o f  sh am b lin g  gh o u ls in  various states o f deco m p o sitio n ,  the lot o f  th em  jig g in g   an d  jib b c rin g   p ointlessly  as  if  they  w ere  m arionettes dangled by a  lunatic puppeteer.  St.  Ives sm ashed against the  door,  fig h tin g   fo r  fo o tin g ,  and  inch  by  inch  o nce  again shoved  an  in ert  P ule  across  the  landing.  H e  sq u eezed  out, trip p in g  o v e r P u le ’s  le g s,  an d   stum bled against  the  fa r w all.  In a  n o nce,  H asbro  w as  o u t  beside  h im ,  w heezing  and  d o u bled up. 

T w o   arm s  sh o t  th ro u g h   the  h iatus.  A   sho u ld er  follow ed along w ith  a  fo o t,  tw o g h o u ls trying sim ultaneously to  squeeze o u t through  the door.  St.  Ives placed h is foot  b eneath the kn o b and sh o v e d ,  th inking to  trap the stru g g lin g  creatu res  w ithin the closet.  B u t  h e  su d denly  rem em b ered   p o o r  K rak en ,  and  h eard , it  seem ed   to  h im ,  a   sm o th ered ,  p u rposeful  cry  fro m   w ithin. 
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H e  ab a n d o n ed   h is  effo rts,  tu rn in g   instead  to   the  supine  Pule. 

In  a  tric e,  S t.  Iv es h au led  him  aw ay.  St.  Ives and H asbro sprang o n to   the  sta irs,  and  a veritab le ru sh  o f  gh o u ls h o b b led ,  le ap ed , an d  craw led  th ro u g h  the open clo set door, the lo t o f  th em  fleeing into  the  o p en  n ig h t.  A m ong th e m ,  slit-eyed  and  gib b erin g   like a   g h o u l  h im self,  strode  B ill  K raken. 

“ S to p  h im !”  sh o u ted  St.  Iv es,  but H asb ro  co u ld  d o  no m ore th an   h is  m a ste r  to   in tercep t  th e  determ in ed   stu d en t  o f  p h ilo sophy,  w h o ,  sh ielded b y  g h o u ls,  raced   into the  street an d   away, clu tch in g   in  h is  arm s  a   K eeble  b ox.  H asb ro   and  St.  Ives  fo llo w ed ,  c a u g h t  up  in  a   tangle  o f  an im ated   co rp se s,  som e  few o f  w h ich   had   alread y   b egun  to   w in d   dow n  and  c o llap se— o n e o n  th e  sto o p ,  on e  across  the c u rb ,  an o th er o n  th e  sid ew alk ,  h is legs  sp lay ed   o u t  like  scisso rs  as  if  they  h ad   tried  to   w alk  tw o d irectio n s  at  o nce. 

A round  the  c o m er,  kick in g   u p   sparks  fro m   th e  pav em en t a n d  clatterin g   lik e  an  ex p ress  train   in  th e  still  n ig h t,  drove  the e v a n g e list’s bro u g h am , dead aw ay d o w n  th e c e n te r o f  the street, b o w lin g  th ro u g h   a   little  kn o t o f  gh o u ls th a t flew   lik e  ninepins. 

O n e d o o r h u n g  o p en ,  an d  th e tu rb an ed  g h o u l,  h is cap  k n ocked b ac k  o f f  h is  head  b u t han g in g   y e t by  a  ch in   strap ,  dan g led   out the  door.  H e  b o u n ce d   along  until  the  bro u g h am   can ted   round the  d istan t  c o m er,  w here  h e  sailed  o u t  on to   the  ro ad w ay   an d ro lle d   to   a   sto p   in  the  gutter.  S t.  Ives  co u ld   d o   n o th in g   but w atch   th e  co a ch   race  aw ay,  carry in g   w ithin  it  h is  aerato r bo x . 

L o rd   k n ew   w h at  th e  old  m an  th o u g h t  he  had. 

A   sh o u t  sounded  fro m   b eh in d   th e m ,  d o w n   the  street  in   the d irec tio n   fro m   w hich  th e  b ro u g h am   h ad   ju s t  ap p eared .  A nd th e re ,  lim p in g  alo n g  slow ly,  w ere T h eo p h ilu s G o d all  and C ap tain  P o w e rs,  the  C ap tain   clu tch in g   a  b lo o d y   shoulder. 

“ S h o t, b y  G o d !” sh o u ted  St.  Ives to  no o n e, an d  n o t stopping to  w o n d er w h y   it w as that h is tw o  stalw art friends sh o u ld  h ave su ddenly  ap p eared   o u t  o f   the  night.  H e  an d   H asbro  reached th e m   sim ultaneously,  an d   fo u n d ,  happily,  th a t  the  C a p ta in ’s sh o u ld e r h ad  m erely  b een  cre ase d  b y  a  b u lle t fired h aphazardly b y  the o ld  e v a n g elist w hen the tw o  h ad  so u g h t to g rab  the reins an d   sto p   th e  b ro u g h am ’s  escap e. 

It  w as  an   h o u r  later,  th e  co m p an y   slu m p ed   in  ch airs  in C ap tain   P o w e rs’  sh o p ,  before  th e   gen eral  fu ro r o f  th e  n ig h t’s d o in g s d rain e d  ou t o f  th em  an d  it w as rev ealed  to  St.  Iv es w h at
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th e seco n d   K eeble b ox  had co n tain ed .  St.  Iv es,  in tu rn ,  related h o w   in  th e  tu m u lt  K rak en   h ad   fled  o n ce  again  in to   th e   City, seem in g ly   deran g ed   by  h is  b o u t  w ith   the  ghouls. 

“ S o   th a t,”  m u ttered   S t.  Iv es,  “ is  w hat  th e  m an   sto le .”  H e sh o o k  h is h ead .  “ D o y ou suppose he w as trap p ed  in th e p assage w ith  th e g h o u ls e v e r since? N o w o n d er he w as gib b erin g  m a d .” 

G o d all  sh ook  h is  h ead  and  related   to   S t.  Ives  so m e  few   o f th e in trig u es o f  the p ast th ree d ays.  “ I k new ,” said G o d all, “ that a  g o o d   n u m b e r o f  b o d ies  h ad   been  bro u g h t  to   th e  hou se.  N ar-b o n d o   m u st  have  used  the  passag e  as  a   sort  o f   storehouse. 

F an cy  th em  all co m in g  ro u n d  to g e th er like th at. T h is is a  strange b u sin e ss.” 

“ C u t  an d   run;  th a t’s  m y  m o tto ,”  said   the  C a p ta in ,  poking gin g erly   at  his  shoulder. 

H asb ro   sh ook  h is  head.  “T h e  p ap ers  w ill  be  full  o f   th is ,” 

h e   said.  “W e’ve  stirred  u p   a   cu rio u s  n est  o f   b u g s,  an d   not  a single  g ain   w as  m ade  in  the  p ro c e ss.” 

N o o n e in the shop co u ld  d en y  it as th ey  sat tired and hungry an d   w atc h in g   th e  ea rly   m o rn in g   sky  p ale  w ith   th e  d aw n.  T he en tire bu sin ess h ad  beco m e w oefully co m p lic ate d , an d  the Pratlo w   S treet  failu re  to o k   som e  o f   the  pleasu re  o u t  o f   S t.  Iv es’ 

m e etin g ,  afte r fiftee n   lo n g   y ea rs,  N ell  O w lesby. 

T h e  arriv al  o f   P arso n s,  pou n d in g   o n   th e  d o o r  hours  later, d id   little  to   en liv en   S t.  Iv e s’  m ood.  H e  cursed   h im self  for h av in g  to ld  the m an  that h e c o u ld  be co n tac ted  th ro u g h  P o w e rs’ 

sh o p ,  an d  it took  a  h a lf h o u r o f  ly in g  b efo re the  scientist could be d issuaded  fro m  k nocking up K eeble h im self.  E ven P arso n s’ 

rev e latio n  th a t the b lim p  h ad  b ee n  sig h ted  o v er L im erick ,  loopin g   o v e r  th e  Irish  w est  co a st  in   a   lo n g   h a lf elip se  th a t  w ould aim   it,  th ey   w ere  ce rtain ,  to w ard   L o n d o n — even  that  m erely ad d ed   to   d ie  gen eral  co n fu sio n   and  ea rly   m orning  m uddle. 

S om ehow ,  it  seem ed  to   th e m ,  th e  arrival  o f  B ird lip   w ould  be th e  natu ral  culm in atio n   o f   the  tangle  o f   plo ts  th e y ’d   b ecom e in v o lv ed   in ,  th a t  the  ap p earance  o f   th e   b lim p ,  a   d o t  in  the d istan t sky, w ould place a p erio d , an  e n d  m a rk , to  th e ir co n fused an d   fru itless  effo rts  to   slay  th e  vario u s  dragons. 

It w as ho u rs a fte r d aw n ,  the streets lo n g  since aw a k e,  w hen th e re  ca m e  a   new   an d   fu rio u s  pou n d in g   o n   the  door,  startling S t.  Iv e s,  w h o   d o zed   in   a   stu ffed   chair.  H is  co m p an io n s  w ere aw a k e,  m ak in g   an d   discard in g   p lan s.  H asb ro   threw   the  d o o r
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o p en ,  an d   there  sto o d  W in n ifred   K eeb le,  d isheveled and  tired, 

“J a c k ’s co m in g  ro u n d ,”  she  said ,  th en  tu rn ed  an d  hu rried  back across  the  street,  the  co llected   m em b ers  o f   th e  T rism egistus C lu b   h au lin g   on  co a ts  and  fo llow ing  in  h e r  w ake. 
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W illis P u le ru sh ed  u p  o u t o f  unconscio u sn ess all  in a  m o m en t, b eco m in g   aw are  su ddenly  o f  th e  so u n d   o f  d rip p in g   w a te r  and o f  an alm o st n u m b in g ,  clam m y  co ld .  H e lay,  it seem ed to  h im , o n  a  sto n e slab , o r o n  p av e m e n t, an d  ly in g  there h ad  apparently m ade  h im  o v erw h elm in g ly   s tiff an d   so re,  fo r w hen  h e  m o v ed , h is jo in ts   an d   m u scles  shrieked  at  him . 

H e  o p en ed   his  ey es.  F ar  abo v e  h im   w as  a   v au lted ,  ca th ed rallik e ce ilin g  o f  g ray   stone.  G aslam p s h issed ,  ea ch  th row ing o u t  a   d iffu sed   yellow   rad ia n ce  in  a   c irc le  aro u n d   it,  p recious little  o f   the  lig h t  driftin g   d o w n   to w ard   the  flo o r  below .  T he ro o m   a t  first  seem ed  to   be  en o rm o u s— a   h u g e  subterranean ch a m b e r  h ew n ,  possibly,  o u t  o f   ro ck .  P u le  cran ed   h is  n eck , w in cin g   at  a   th ro b b in g   head ach e.  T h e  room   w a sn ’t,  h e  d eterm in e d , as big  as all th at.  It w as b u ilt o f  c u t stone.  V ast po rcelain sinks  lin e d   o n e  w all,  and  ben eath   th em   sat  ro w s  o f  glass  an d w o o d   ca b in e ts,  several  o f   th e ir  d o o rs  stan d in g   ajar  to   reveal b o x es  o f   surgical  in stru m en ts— bone  saw s  and  k n iv es  and clam p s.  I ’m  in  a  h o sp ital,  th o u g h t P u le groggily.  B u t w h at so rt 187
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o f  a  ho sp ital  is  it th a t  freezes  its  p atients  and  req u ires  th em   to sleep  on  gran ite  m attresses? 

A n o th er  w all  w as  n o thing  but  g rea t  draw ers  like  o v ersize file  ca b in e ts,  on e  o f w hich  w as  pu lled  o p en .  A   foot  th ru st out sporting  a broad p ap e r tag tied  to its big to e  w ith a  string.  T his w as  no  h o sp ital,  P ule  realized   w ith  sudden  certainty.  H e  w as in a  m orgue.  H e  w as d ead .  B ut he c o u ld n ’t be d ea d ,  co u ld  he? 

H e  w as  cold  as  an   o y ster  b o a t,  so m ething  a  d ead   m an  m ight b e,  b u t  w o u ld n ’t  be  co n scio u s  o f.  It  occu rred   to   him   w ith  a shock  o f   h o rro r  th a t  perhaps  h e ’d  died   and  som ehow   been rean im ated   by  Dr.  N arb o n d o   fo r  som e  desp icab le  purpose. 

H e  co u ld   rem em b er  the  fig h t  w ith  the  old  evangelist:  the pistol  sh o t,  g rap p lin g   at  the  top  o f   th e  stairs,  being  pushed h eadlong  d o w n   them .  H e  had   no  reco llectio n   at  all  o f   having lan d ed , on ly  o f  sailin g  th ro u g h  th e air.  B ut he m ust have lan d ed , m u stn ’t  he?  L anded  and  w orse.  H e  w as  lying  o n   a   slab  in  the m o rg u e,  in  am ong  w h at  ap p eared   to  b e  an  arm y  o f   co rp ses, m ost  o f w hich  w ere  laid  out  in  a   lo n g   line  on  th e  floor. 

H ow   d esp erate,  he  w o n d ered ,  w as  his  situ atio n ?  O n  w hat gro u n d s  co u ld   h e  be  arrested ?  N one.  H e  h ad ,  it’s  tru e ,  b o oted his  landlord  in  the  ribs  and  b roken  the  w indow   in  his  room . 

B ut  he  h ad   no  id en tify in g   p ap ers  o n   his  p erso n .  N o  on e  here w ould  co n fro n t  him   w ith  th at.  H e  w as  alive  an d   fre e — that m uch  w as  clear.  B ut  h o w   in  the  w orld  h ad   he  g otten  into  the m orgue,  and  w h at  sort  o f d ebacle  h ad   occu rred   to   b ring  about the  d eath  o f  so   m any  people?  A nd  why,  fo r  G o d ’s  sak e,  did his  han d s  seem   to   b e  tin ted   g reen ? 

O n  a  n earby  slab   lay  a   m an  w ho  w as  turned  tow ard  Pule. 

H is  m outh  hu n g   o p en   and  his  ey e s  stared , .as  if  in  accu satio n . 

P u le  stared  b ack   at  him .  It  seem ed  as  if  he  k new   the  m a n ,  as if  h e ’d  seen   the  face  b efo re,  lo oking  at  h im   in  m uch  the  sam e way.  O f  course  he  h a d — not  tw o  w eeks  before  in  W estm inster C em etery.  P ule  sat  up,  beg an   to  p ass  o u t,  and  lay  back  d o w n , breath in g   heavily,  o n e  hand  on  his  co ld   brow.  H e  tried   ag ain , sw inging  his  legs  o v er  th e  ed g e  o f  the  slab ,  slum ping  forw ard w ith his head b etw een his kn ees until th e ru shing and pounding settled. 

H e  sq u in ted   at  the  row   o f  co rp ses,  w hich  w aited  as  if   in line  to   file  back  into  th e  grave.  A ll  o f   th e m ,  ev ery   o n e,  had co m e fro m  N arb o n d o ’s sto rero o m . T h ere w as the w om an pulled dro w n ed   from   the  T h am es;  there  w as  the  ch ild   run  d o w n   in

[image: Image 399]

[image: Image 400]

HOMUNCULUS

189

the  stree t b y  a   w agon;  th ere w as  the  freshly  hanged  fo rger,  his n eck   b ro k en   an d   tw iste d ,  sto len   fro m   th e  gib b et  by  the  navvy w h o   h ad   d eserted   P u le  on  th e  n ig h t  o f  th e  recovery  o f  Jo an n a S o u th co te.  B u t  h o w   o n   ea rth ?  H ad  the  p assagew ay  b een  d isco v e red ?  T h a t  w o u ld   p u t  an  e n d   to   N arb o n d o ’s  fre ed o m — to h is  life  if   th ey   c a u g h t  h im .  A nd  w hat  o f   h im se lf?   W h at  o f W illis  P u le?  If  N arb o n d o   w ere ja ile d ,  P ule  w ould  follow. 

T h e   ro o m   w as  em pty.  P u le  slid  from   h is  slab   an d   stood e re c t,  sw ay in g ,  faint.  H e  b en t  o v er,  resting  h is  h ead   fo r  a m o m en t  o n   th e  co o l  slab   b efo re  tu rn in g   an d   sh uffling  to w ard th e  door.  I f  h e  h ad   to   ru n ,  h is  go o se  w as  coo k ed .  T he  line  o f co rp ses  g ap e d   at  h im — h a lf o f  th e m   d ep riv ed   o f  th e  dubious jo y s  o f  b eco m in g  m em b ers o f  the C h u rch  o f  the N ew  M essiah , th e o th e r h a lf o f  g o in g  in to  th e un rem u n erativ e em ploy o f  K elso D rak e.  B etter,  p erh ap s,  to   b e  retu rn ed   to   the  gro u n d .  It  w as  a fa r  m o re  restfu l  b u sin e ss,  anyw ay,  w as  death. 

P u le  sto p p ed   inside  th e  d o o r,  p eerin g  th ro u g h   into  an   ill-lit an tec h am b e r  b e y o n d ,  w h ere  a   lone  m an   sat  at  a   d esk ,  facing aw ay.  P u le  b ac k ed   o f f   softly,  slip p in g   across  to   the  cab inets an d  ro o tin g  q u ie tly  am o n g  the d eb ris fo r a  w ea p o n — anything. 

A   b o n e  saw   w o u ld   do.  In  a   m o m en t  h e  w as  back  at  the  door, w hich cre ak ed   as h e  push ed   it  farth er o p en   an d  cre p t  through. 

T h e  m an  a t th e d esk  tu rn ed  lazily,  ex p e ctin g ,  perh ap s,  a  fellow w o rk e r  b ack   fro m   din n er,  b u t  n o t,  certainly,  the  g rim acing co rp se  th a t  co n fro n ted   h im ,  green   an d   lu rching  an d   w av in g   a b o n e  sa w — a  co rp se  fresh   fro m  th e  sla b ,  lately  o f  th e  London stree ts,  w hich  w ere  rife  w ith  ru m o rs o f  th e  w alk in g  d ead .  T he m an  a ro se ,  a   sh riek   o n   h is  lip s ,  an d   P ule  w as  upon  him .  H e slash ed   w ith   th e   saw ,  th e  b la d e  sn apping  alm o st  im m ediately ag ain st th e  ed g e  o f  th e chair.  P ule  ca st it to  th e flo o r,  grasp in g a  cry stal pap erw eig h t fro m  ato p  a  h ea p  o f  p ap ers,  leap in g  after th e b lo o d ie d  m an  w h o  w as h alfw a y  th ro u g h  th e d o o r,  shrieking d o w n   a   d ark   hallw ay.  P ule  clu b b ed   at  h im   b lin d ly   w ith   th e p ap e rw e ig h t ag ain  an d  again.  T h e  m an stum bled an d  fell.  P ule fo u n d  h im s e lf ho ld in g  h a lf th e w eig h t, th e th in g  h aving crack ed n eatly   in  tw o   ag a in st  th e   m a n ’s  cru sh e d   skull. 

P u le  d ro p p ed   the  ch u n k   o f   g la ss  o n to   the  floor,  stepped acro ss  th e   d ea d   m a n ,  an d   fo u n d   h im s e lf afo o t  in  th e  L ondon n ig h t,  h ead in g   fo r  W aid o u r  S treet  w here  Ig n acio   N arb o n d o aw a ite d   h is  fa te .  H e  h ad   b een   p ro m ised   D orothy  K eehle  as  a p rize i f  h is so journ to  H arro g ate w ere su ccessfu l.  W ell, su ccess
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w as  a   relativ e  bu sin ess  a t  b est.  H e ’d   b een   sw in d led   o f   th e em erald ,  sw indled  o f  h is  d ream s.  B ut  b efo re th e  d ay   w as  o u t, h e 'd   h ave  w h at  w as  his. 

W illiam   K eeble  sa t  in  th e  c o m e r  o f  th e  ro o m ,  h is  brandy u n to uched  o n   a   table  besid e  h im ,  h is  h ead   in  h is  han d s.  H e lo o k s do n e in , th o u g h t S t.  Iv es, co n d em n in g  h im s e lf fo r having b een   sp o rtin g   in  H arro g ate  w hile  D orothy  K eeb le  w as  being k id n ap p ed   in  L ondon.  T h e  sun  w as  high  in  the sky,  lig h ten in g the  sh ad o w y   ro o m .  K eeble  rose  to   d raw   th e  d rap es  tig h ter,  to d im   th e  ro o m ,  b u t  W in n ifred   fo llo w ed   b eh in d ,  p u llin g   them en tirely   ap a rt,  flo o d in g   the  ro o m   w ith  spring  sunlight. 

“W e’ve eno u g h  g lo o m ,”  she said sim ply.  “W e can  study this o u t  as  ea sily   in  th e  lig h t o f  day   as  w e  can   in  d a rk n e ss.” 

“T h e re ’s  n o th in g  to   study  o u t!”  crie d   p o o r K ee b le,  g ripped b y   a  d esp air  w h ich   w as  d eep en ed   by  tw o   sleep less  n ights.  “ If I  h a d n ’t  b een  so   d am n ed   pig -h ead ed   w ith  th e  e n g in e,  if   I ’d given  it  o v er,  s h e ’d   b e  here  now ,  w o u ld n ’t  sh e?  A nd  J a c k ’s head  w o u ld n ’t  b e  sp lit  lik e  a   m e lo n ,  w ould  it?  D rake  w ould h ave  po ck eted   an o th er  fo rtu n e— so   w h at?  W ould  I  b e  any  the w orse  o f f  fo r  an o th er  m a n ’s  fo rtune?” 

“W e  all  w o u ld . . . ”  b egan  T h eo p h ilu s  G o d all,  risin g   o u t  o f a   d ee p ,  to b acco -en sh ro u d ed   study.  B u t  K eeb le,  it  w as  clear, w a sn ’t keen o n  reaso n ,  o n  thrash in g  it out.  H e seem ed  to spiral d o w n   into  h im s e lf and  sat  p o k in g   at  the  en d   o f  a   sort  o f  brass g rap efru it,  ea ch   p o k e  precip itatin g   fro m   o u t  o f   the  op p o site en d   th e  g rin n in g   ru b b er  h ead   o f   a  m an   w ith  en o rm o u s  ears. 

S m oke  an d   spark  acco m p an ied   each   issuance. 

T h e dev ice  rem in d ed   S t.  Iv es,  som ehow   sham efully,  o f  the strange  po rn o g rap h ic  d eb ris  th at  h ad   fallen   o u t  o f   th e  drop-fro n t  d esk   at  the  hou se  on  W ardour  S treet.  H e  found  h im self w o ndering  ho w   o n   ea rth   it  c o u ld — w h eth er  this  w a sn ’t  ev iden ce  o f   som e  defo rm ity   in  h is  o w n   ru sted  m oral  app aratu s. 

H e  n eeded  sleep.  H e  could  b lam e  p ecu liarities  o f  in tellect  on th e  lack   o f   it.  T h en   he  rem em b ered .  T h e   th in g   K eeble  toyed in n o cen d y   w ith w as the o dd d ev ice th e o ld  m an h ad   scram bled a fte r an d  w hich h ad  been snatch ed  aw ay from  him  by the butler. 

“W h at  is  that b u sin e ss?”  he  ask ed   idly,  po in tin g   at  the  o rb   and the  idiotic  ru b b er  m an  th a t  sh o t  fro m   it. 

“ S om e  p ie ce  o f  ro t  left  last  n ig h t  by  th a t  m an  D ra k e ,”  said W in n ifred   K eeble.  “ H eaven  kn o w s  w hat  it  sig n ifies.  I  w ould
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h av e th ro w n   it  in  h is  face  if  1  k new   then  w hat Ja ck   has  to ld  us since.  B u t  I  d id n ’t . ” 

“K elso  D rak e?” m u ttered  G o d all,  standing up.  “ H e le ft th is, did  h e?” 

“ H e  ask ed   i f   W illiam   co u ld   b u ild   him   a   h u n dred  o f   the sam e,  th en   lau g h ed   like a  m an   insane.  H e ’s u tterly  d a ft,  i f  you w ant  m y  o p in io n .  I  w o u ld n ’t  w onder,  th o u g h ,  if  th e re ’s  not so m e  d ark e r  purp o se  in  th is  that  I  d o n ’t  s e e .”  W ith   that  she left  the  ro o m ,  u p  the  stairs  to  the  second  flo o r  w here Ja ck   lay, m in istered   by  h is  au n t,  N ell  O w lesby. 

G o d all  b en t  o v e r  St.  Ives.  “ I  d o n ’t  like  the  lo o k   o f  th is  at a ll,”  he  said. 

“O f  the  d ev ice  th ere?”  ask ed   S t.  Ives. 

“ Yes.  I t ’s  im p o rted ,  o f  co u rse ,  fro m   F ra n c e .” 

“ I  d id n ’t  know   th a t,”  said  St.  Ives.  “W h a t,  exactly,  is  it u sed  fo r?” 

G odall  sh ook  h is  head  darkly,  as  if   the  Q u e e n ’s  E n glish h a d n ’t  th e  sorts  o f  sy llab les  n ecessary  to  reveal  th e  g rim   truth o f  th e m atter.  “W e’ve g o t to g et it aw ay from  K eeble.  If C ap tain P o w ers  aw ak en s  an d   sees  i t . . .  w ell,  h e ’s to o  go o d  a  m a n ,  to o sim p le  and  u n co rru p ted   to   stand  fo r  it.  H e’ll  w ant  to   b ea t  th e stuffing  o u t  o f   so m eo n e,  an d   h e ’ll  d o   it  to o ,  sh o u ld er  o r  no sh o u ld e r.” 

“ W h at in  th e  w o r l d . . . ”  b egan  St.  Iv es,  lo oking o n ce again at  th e  cu rio u s  d ev ice,  w hich  w as  co v ered ,  he  co u ld   se e ,  w ith nodules  o f  so m e  sort  and  a   little  p o rthole  d o o r th a t  o p en ed   on eith er  side  to   reveal  w hat  lo oked  fo r  all  the  w orld  to  be  glass e y e s,  staring  o u t  fro m   w ithin  the  b all.  K eeb le  stabbed  at  the en d   o f  it  an d   o u t  pop p ed   th e  ru b b er m an ,  a  p u ff o f  sm o k e  and sparks  eru p tin g   fro m   ex ten d e d ,  elep h an tin e  ears.  A   w h istle o f air p o o fed   fro m   ru b b er  lips.  T h e  th in g ’s  ey es  w hirled  crazily, and  in  an   instant  he  w as  g o n e,  sw allo w ed   b y   the  orb.  T h e po rth o les clam p ed   shut; the  sparking stopped;  and th e th in g  sat silent  an d   treach ero u s. 

G o d all sh o o k  h is head again grim ly.  “ I t’s called a M arseilles P inkie.  You can  im a g in e ,  I ’m  su re,  w h at the th in g   is.  O n ly  the excesses  o f  a  so u th ern   clim ate  could  h ave  pro d u ced   it.” 

“ A h ,”  said  S t.  Iv es,  w o n d erin g   at  his  ow n  u nw orldliness. 

“ K ee b le,  blessedly,  h a s n ’t  a  notion.  It  w as  w idely  u se d   in the last century, a fte r the ab d uction o f  y o u n g  F ren ch  an d  Italian n o b lew o m en   in to   w h ite  slavery.  It  w as  sen t  to   th e ir  h o m e s—
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an an n o u n cem en t,  I fear, that no ran so m  w ould su ffice to  retu rn th em .  E ven  th e  m o st cold -h earted   royalty  h av e been  k now n  to fly   h ead   fo rem o st  into  lunacy  at  th e  receiv in g   o f   o n e,  an d , tragically, to  disgrace th em selv es utterly  w ith  th e dev ice despite th eir  g rief.  T h e  g estu re  is  w asted   h ere ,  o f  co u rse.  I t’s  m erely a  sign  o f  D ra k e ’s  m onum ental  w an to n n ess  and  c o n c eit,  p ro b ably  in ten d ed   in  som e  ro u n d ab o u t  and  perv erse  w ay  to parody p o o r  K ee b le’s  attraction  to   to y s.  I t’s  also ,  p erh a p s,  a  m istake. 

It  tells  us  so m e th in g ,  I  b eliev e,  o f D o ro th y ’s  w h erea b o u ts.” 

B efore  the  con v ersatio n   h ad   g o n e  fo rew ard  an o th er  inch, th ere cam e a  terrib le k n o ck in g  at the d oor,  w h ich ,  w hen throw n b ac k   b y   a   surp rised   T h eo p h ilu s  G o d all,  rev ealed   Bill  K raken to tterin g  o n  the  stoop.  “ K raken!” cried   S t.  Ives  fro m  his chair, b u t th e  m an  had  no  o p p o rtu n ity   to   re p ly — he  pitch ed   forw ard lik e  a  d ea d   m an   o n to   the  carpet. 

St.  Ives  an d  G o d all  sp ran g  to  h is  assistan ce,  and even  C a p tain  P o w ers,  w h o   w as  startled   o u t  o f  sleep   by  S t.  Iv e s’  shout, b en t in to  help .  It seem ed  en tirely  p o ssib le that K ra k en ’s sudden ap p earan ce  b eto k en ed   h is  retu rn   to   rig h t-m indedness. 

“G iv e him  air,  m a te s ,” said th e C a p ta in ,  lo o sening th e dirty k e rc h ie f ro u n d   K ra k e n ’s  neck.  T h e n ,  w ith   G o d all  supporting K ra k e n ’s h ea d ,  C ap tain  P ow ers p o u red   a thin  stream  o f  brandy into  h is  m o u th ,  w hich  St.  Ives  co n triv ed   to  o p en   by  pin ch in g K ra k e n ’s ch eeks.  “ D am n m e ,” said th e C ap tain  in a low   v oice, an d   w rinkling  his  nose.  “ H e ’s  co v ered   w ith  sew er m u c k ,  is n ’t h e ?   G et  them   shoes  o f f  him   an d   p itch   ’em   out  the  d o o r.” 

T h e  effects  o f   the  b ran d y   w ere  su ch ,  th o u g h ,  that  K raken aw o k e  o f  his  o w n   acco rd   as  St.  Ives  w restled   w ith   his  shoes. 

B raced  by  a  m o uthful  o f   the  elix ir,  h e  m anaged  to   w ave  St. 

Ives  aw ay   and  rem o v e  the  shoes  him self.  T h e  result  w as  a sm all  im p ro v em en t  in  his  general  odor,  and  he  w as  o b lig ed   to rem o v e o n e  by o n e th e  rest o f  h is  o u te r garm en ts  and  to  su ffer the C a p ta in ’s po u rin g   a  b u ck et o f  w ater o v e r his  head as  he  sat in  a  g alv an ized   tub.  W rapped  fin ally   in  sh aw ls,  he  w as  re co v ered   en o u g h   to   be  fit  com pany.  H is  clo th es  w ere  sent  out to   b e   burnt. 

“ A n d   s o ,”  he  w as  saying  to  the  collected   p a rty — including W in n ifred   K ee b le,  w ho  had  co m e  d o w n stairs  fo r  new s  o f  her d au g h ter— “ I co m e aro u n d  at last.  It w as th em  gh o u ls w h at set it  o ff,  is  w h at  I  th in k — a  state  o ’  sh ock  is  w hat  it’s  called .  If y ou  a in ’t  in  o n e ,  th en   such  a   sig h t  p u ts  yo u   there.  I f   y o u ’re
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alread y   su ffe rin ’  som e  sort  o f  brain   fever,  th e n   th e   p articular sig h t  o f  all  th em   d ead   m en   has  the  o p p o site  effect.  A   cu re  is w hat  it  is  then. 

“ I  stu d ied   it o u t  m y se lf w hen  1  co m e o u t o f  th e G eo rg e  and P igm y  u p  in  S oh o .  I ’d  b een  sh o u tin g ,  th ey  tell  m e ,  ab o u t dead m en   slo u ch ed   in  the  w alls,  w hen  I  w as  h it  from   b eh in d   by  a p in t  m ug  that  fell  o ff th e  shelf.  It  w as  like  1  w oke  u p — lik e  I b een  o u t o ’  m y  m in d  sin ce b e in ’  b eat on  the h ead  a  w eek p ast, kin d   o f   in  a   m ist,  y ou  know .  L iq u o r  d id n ’t  h e lp — so b e r  w as w orse.  A n d  th en   I  w ent and  fetch ed  aw ay th e C a p ta in ’s b o x —  

d o n ’t ask  m e why.  I d o n ’t know .  I been th ro u g h  hell, gen tlem en , b u t I ’ve co m e b ack  now . T h a t crack  o n  the noggin in th e  Pigm y, co rn in ’  o n   to p   o ’  the  co rp se s,  w as  like  a  bracer.  ‘L et  m e  o u t,’ 

says  I.  ‘S how   m e  th e  ro a d !’  A n d   o ff I  w en t,  straight  as  a  die, an d   d id n ’t  sto p   n either,  till  I  drew   u p   at  W ardour S tre et— you k n o w   th e  h o u se ,  s ir.” 

A n d  w ith  that h e nodded a t St.  Iv es,  w h o  d id ,  in d eed ,  know the  hou se.  T h ey   tried  to   w ak en   K eeb le,  w h o   sn o red   in  his ch air,  ob liv io u s  to  K ra k e n ’s  tim ely  return.  H e  slept  so   p ro foundly,  ho w ev er,  th at  th e ir effo rts  w ere  in  vain.  K raken  w as in  a  s ta te — m uch  m ore  the  o ld   K rak en ,  th o u g h t  S t.  Iv es,  than the  tire d ,  m o ro se  K raken  w h o   h ad   d rifted   in  an d   o u t  o f   the fro n t  ro o m   in  C ap tain   P o w e r’s  sh o p   T h u rsd ay   last.  St.  Ives listen ed   in  asto n ish m en t  to   K ra k e n ’s  stran g e  ta le — h o w   w hen cro u c h ed  in the passag e o ff N arb o n d o ’s laboratory h e had  o v erheard  P u le an d  S hiloh exch an g in g  w o rd s,  P ule o fferin g  to  give up  h is  K eeble  b ox  if  the  o ld  ev a n g elist w ould  see  him  rig h t in the  bu sin ess  o f   D o rothy  K ee b le— w ould  use  his  in fluence  to g et  P u le  an   au d ien ce  w ith   her,  so  to   sp e ak ,  a t  D ra k e’s  house on  W ardour S treet.  T h e o ld   m an  h ad  rag ed  ab o u t sin  and d am nation.  S hots  had  been  fired  and  S h ilo h   had  said th a t h e ’d  ju s t 

 take  th e  b o x ,  th an k   y ou.  T h en   o u t  K raken  had  g o n e,  into  the dep th s  o f   th e  p assage  w here  there  w as  no  en d   o f   d ead   m en, dirt  fro m   th e  grave  in  th e ir  hair,  and  the  lot  o f   th em   stirring th ere  in  th e  can d lelig h t  and  risin g   up an d   starting fo r him  until h e ’d  ju s t  about  gone  m ad ,  a n d . . . 

“ A nd w ait ju s t a m in u te,” crie d  St.  Iv es, fu rro w in g  his brow. 

“T h ese  co rpses  w ere ju s t  ly in g   ab o u t  until  yo u   cam e  in?” 

“T h at’s it,  g u v ’nor.  D ead as herrings, then all o f  them  ju m p ed to  it lik e th ey  h eard  the  last trum pet.  D am n  m e  if  th ey  d id n ’t . ” 

“ A n d  th is  bu sin ess o f  the  dan cin g   sk e leto n ,”  asked  S t.  Ives
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o f   G o d a ll,  “an d   the  p ia n o   p lay in g   an d   th e  chick en   bon es  o r w h atev er  sort  o f  b ird   it  w a s . . 

“M ow ’d   y e r  know   ab o u t  th at?”  asked  K rak en ,  am azed. 

St.  Ives  nod d ed   at  G odall  by  w ay  o f  ex p lan a tio n ,  as  if   to in d icate  that  th ere  w as  little  o r   n o thing  that  the  m an  d id n ’t know.  “W h ere  w as  this  b ox  w hen  all  o f   th a t  bu sin ess  w as tran sp irin g ?” 

“O n  the  p ia n o ,”   put  in  K raken.  “ I  trie d   fo r  it,  to o ,  b u t  th e hu m p -b ack   nearly  k illed   m e  w ith   a  sp a d e .” 

“ B y  C h rist!”  w h isp ered   S t.  Iv es,  strik in g   the  table  before him   w ith   his  fist.  “ W h at  i f . . .  w h at  i f ___ W ake  up  K eeble! 

S traig h taw ay !” 

W aking  the  to y m a k er  to o k   a   full  m in u te,  eith er b ecau se  he w as  so   en o rm o u sly   fatig u ed   o r  b ecau se  the  very  spark  o f   life w ithin  h im   h ad   b egun  to   fad e ,  b u t  in  tim e  h e  w as  co n scious an d   listening  to   S t.  Iv es.  Y es,  he  sa id ,  th e  em erald   box  and the  ho m u n cu lu s  b ox  w ere  id en tical,  b ey o n d   the  eccen tricities o f  carv in g   and  p ain tin g   th a t  w ent  w ith  th a t  sort o f  h andiw ork. 

M ight  N ell  O w lesby,  in  h e r  agitated   state,  h av e  crossed  them up ?  O f  co u rse  she  m ight.  N ell  w as  su m m o n ed .  She  adm itted that such an e rro r w as p o ssib le.  B ird lip ,  she said ,  m ig h t indeed h ave  th e  em erald .  She  p au sed ,  fro w n in g .  “ I  b eg   o f  y o u ,”  she said,  lo o k in g   particu larly   at  C ap tain   P o w ers,  “ not  to   th in k   m e m ad  fo r  ask in g   th is.  B u t  co u ld   th e  little  m an   sp eak ?” 

“ A b so lu tely ,” said S t.  Ives im m ediately.  “A cco rd in g  to y o u r b ro th e r’s  m an u scrip t,  it w as rarely   sile n t— k ep t up a n ig h t and d ay   h aran g u e,  an   u tterly   tireso m e  p erfo rm an ce ,  in  any  o f   a n u m b e r o f  lan g u ag es,  not  all  o f  th e m   o f  earth ly   o rig in .” 

N ell  nod d ed .  “ I  n ev e r  read   h is  p a p e rs,”  she  said  sim ply, assum ing  th a t  h e r  reaso n in g   w ould  b e   ap p aren t.  “ I  on ly   ask becau se  I  su ffered  in  Ja m aica  the  certain ty   that  the  em erald spoke  to   m e — th e  fear,  th a t  is,  th a t  I  w as  going  m ad.  I  w as fev erish .  I ’d  h idden  the  bo x   in  a  tab le  besid e  m y  bed.  A n d   in th e  n ig h t  I  aw o k e  in  a  sw eat,  to ssin g ,  certain   th a t  a  v oice  had issued  from   the  bo x   in  the  d ark n e ss,  an d   h ad  uttered   the  nam e o f  the false p ro p h et th at w e ’re daily  m ore fam iliar w ith.  I sought th is m an  o u t,  rev ealed  th a t I ’d  heard  h is nam e in a  d rea m ,  an d , I  fear,  co n fessed   all,  g o in g   so   fa r  as  to  tell  him   that  the  h o m u n c u lu s— a  creatu re  he  to o k   an   un w arran ted   in terest  in —  

w as  w ith   D o cto r  B ird lip .  I ’ve  to ld   n o   o n e  o f  th is  b u t  C aptain P ow ers.  It w as p a rt o f  th o se sh am efu l an d  d readful early  yearn. 
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A nd  I ’m   afraid ,  d e a r,"   she  said ,  ad d ressin g   th e  C ap tain   p articularly,  “th a t  I  om itted   an y   referen ce  to   the  b o x   h av in g   sp o ken.  It seem ed  th ose lo n g  m o n th s la te r to  b e a pro d u ct o f  fev e r.” 

K rak en   h ad   sat  sto n y -faced   th ro u g h   N e ll’s  sp eech ,  but  he co u ld   sit  still  no  longer.  “ I f   it  p lease  y o u r  h o n o r,”   he  said  to St.  Iv es,  “ I ’ve  heard   th e  b la ste d   th in g   sp eak   too.  I ’m   dam ned i f  I  h a v e n ’t.  L ast  T hu rsd ay   n ig h t,  it  w as.  L ord  k n o w s  w hat  it said,  b u ried   in  th e  flo o r th ere  w hile  y ou  gen tlem en   carried   on in th e   n ex t ro o m .  Y es,  sir,  I ’v e  heard  it ta lk ,  an d  I d id n ’t have the  horro rs  n eith er.” 

“ I  rath e r b eliev e ,  g en tlem en ,”  said  St.  Iv es,  “th a t th is plays a   new   lig h t  o v e r  the  page.  W e’re  in  a   less  dangerous  fix  than w e  th o u g h t,  b arrin g ,  o f  co u rse,  th e  p ro b lem   o f   D orothy.  T he b o x ,  th e n ,  w h at  d id   you  d o   w ith  it?” 

“W ell,  sir,” said K ra k en , p eering in to  th e  bo tto m  o f  a  snifter g o n e  em pty.  “ I  m ade  straig h t  o ff  fo r  W ardour  S treet  w hen  I left  the  G eo rg e  an d   Pigm y,  aim in g  to  d o   m y  part.  I  co u ld   see, there  at  N arb o n d o ’s,  th a t  you  lads  d id n ’t  h av e  w h at  they  call the  u p p er  h a n d .” 

“Right you are th ere,” interrupted G odall, w ho poured K raken a   gen ero u s  d o llo p   o f  spirit. 

“T h an k ee,  sir,  I ’m  sure.  S o  I . . .  W ell,  s i r . . .  T h e  lo n g   and short  o f  it is,  I  a in ’t got the b ox.  I had  it,  to  be su re,  b u t I  a in ’t g o t  it  n o w .” 

“ W h ere  is  it,  m an!”  crie d   S t.  Ives. 

“ B illy  D een er  w ith  the  ch im n ey   p o t h a t’s g o t  it.  L eastw ays h e   h ad  it.  M u rd ero u s  v illain ,  to o ,  is  w hat  I ’m   telling  you.  If I ’d  h av e  been  sharp,  I ’d   h av e  le ft  it  w ith  a  pal  o ’  m ine  in F arthing  A lley,  b u t  I  w a m ’t sharp.  I  w as u n com m on d u ll  from that  bo n k   on  the  c o n k — I  co u ld   see  straig h t,  you  understan d , b u t  I  c o u ld n ’t  hardly  see  clear. 

“W ell,  ch im n ey  p o t cleared  m e rig h t out.  I seen h im  before. 

A nd p ard o n  m e ,  y e r ho n o rs,  th a t I d id n ’t care to  see h im  again. 

S o  w hen  h e  ’co sted   m e  w ith   th at  ’ere p isto l o f  h is,  w hy  I  give him   the b ox an d  ru n ,  a ssu m in ’,  in m y  h aste,  y ou se e,  th a t h e ’d let  m e  slide  an d   m ake  aw ay  w ith   the  prize.  A n d   so   he  d id .  I b lu sh es  to   tell  it,  too.  B ut  w e  can   fetch   it  b ac k ,  an d   the  girl w ith  it,  if  y o u ’ll  g iv e  m e  a   ch an ce  to  say  o n .” 

A n d  w ith  that h e in h aled  h ugely an d  d rain e d  h is glass ag ain , trusting  to   th e  elem en t  o f   su sp en se  to   k eep  th e   rest  o f   them listening. 
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‘‘F etch  it b ack !” cried the C ap tain .  “ H ow ,  lad? O il y o u rself, for  th e   lo v e  o f  G od!  D o n ’t  dry  o u t  o n   us  now .” 

“D o n ’t m ind if  I d o ,” agreed K rak en , tiltin g  the handy bottle. 

S t.  Ives  p oured  an  oun ce  fo r  him self,  noting  th a t  it  w as  past noon.  It  w as  close  to   th e  truth  to   say  th a t  it  w as  sm ack  in  the m iddle  o f   a  long  d am n ed   day,  a   day   th at  w ould  grow   a   good sight  lo n g e r  before  it  w as  play ed   out. 

K raken  set  in  again:  “ S ew ers,  is  w hat  I  said  to   m yself.  I w orked  fo r  D rake;  y ou  k n o w   that.  W h at  I d id   I  d a re n ’t  say.  It d o n ’t m ake no d ifferen ce now.  A fter the last y ea r w ith the p o o r m aster,  D ra k e ’s little jo b s  looked u n com m on genteel.  We used the  se w e rs,  is  w hat  w e  d id ,  fo r  the  d elica te  o p era tio n s— and n o t  a   few   o f  th em   th ere  is  to o ,  w hen  y o u ’re  in  that  line  o ’ 

b u sin e ss.” 

W ith   th a t  K raken  ap p eared   to   see  fo r  the  first  tim e  the in stru m en t  th a t  lay  beside  K ee b le’s  ch air,  fallen  from   the  toym a k e r’s fingers w hen h e ’d  o n ce again d rifted  o ff to sleep.  “H oly M o th e r o f  G o d ,” u ttered K rak en , tu rn in g  pale.  “ W here d id  that infernal  co n trap tio n   ap p ear  fro m ?” 

“ D ra k e ,” said G odall sim ply, to ssin g  a shaw l o v er the thing. 

K raken  sh o o k  h is  h ead   slow ly  and  to o k   a co n scien tio u s  sip o f   brandy,  c u t,  now,  w ith  w ater.  “ If  y o u ’ve  seen  w h at  L ord B ingley  d o n e  to   h im self  w ith  such  an   article  up  on  W ardour S t r e e t . . . ”  K rak en   p aused  in  his  shaking  and  shut  his  ey e s, try in g ,  p erh ap s,  to   cru sh   o u t  th e  m em ory  o f   L ord  B in g ley ’s d em ise.  H e  d id n ’t  sp eak   fo r  thirty  seco n d s  by  the  clock. 

“ L o rd   B in g ley ?”  ask ed   St.  Iv es,  ex ercising  his  scientific curiosity. 

G o d all  sh ook  h is  head  at  St.  Ives  and  held  a   fin g er  across p u rsed   lip s,  as  if  to   say  th at  th e  L ord  B ingley  bu sin ess  h a d n ’t o u g h t  to  b e  b ro u g h t  to   lig h t— that  som e  few   o f  th e  antics  o f h u m an k in d ,  w hen  illu m in ated ,  w ere  all the d ark e r for the  light cast  upon  them . 

K raken  failed   to   ackn o w led g e  St.  Iv e s’  qu estio n   anyw ay, b u t  resu m ed   h is  story  instead.  “ I  cut  dow n  th e  S tilton  Lane S ew er and p o p p ed  in th ro u g h  the trap , clean as a baby,  sp e ak in ’ 

figured,  o f   co u rse.  You  seen  w hat  the  se w e r  d o es  to   a  m a n ’s boots.  A nd  d id n ’t  I  see  som e  v isio n s.”  K raken  p au sed   and looked clo sely  at the  sleeping K eeble.  “ D orothy  K ee b le’s safe, I  can   tell  you  ag ain ,  th o u g h   w h at  m akes  h er  so   a in ’t  w h at  a m an  m ig h t  ch o o se.  S h e ’s  g o t  a  fever,  o r  such  lik e ,  an d   D rake
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w o n ’t  le t  nobo d y   n ea r  her,  e x c ep tin g ,  o f  co u rse,  the  d o cto r.” 

W ith   th is  last  utteran ce  K raken  w ag g led   his  ey e s  at  the  m en around  h im ,  to   let  th em   know ,  p erh ap s,  w hich  d o cto r  it  w as w ho  looked  on  at  D o ro th y ’s  bedside. 

“T h e  filthy  sco u n d rel!”  cried   th e  C ap tain ,  heav in g   to  his feet  as  if  he  w ere  in ten d in g   to  th rash  the  hun ch b ack   there  an d then. 

K rak en   h eld   up  h is  hand.  “ It  a in ’t  like  th a t,  gentlem en. 

D rake  w o n ’t  stan d  fo r it,  fo r reasons  o f  his o w n ,  i f  y ou  follow m e.  H e  aim s  to   clarify   h e r o f  fever,  o r  so  h e  lets  o n .  I  w as  in a   clo set,  top  o ’  the  second  flo o r  landing.  P ule  com e  in  n o t  a n ic k e l’s  w o rth   afte r  I  slip p ed   in  u nseen.  R aging  afte r th e  g irl, he w as.  H ad h im s e lf w ound  w ith sticking plaster,  too.  A n other o f   h is  ‘c u re s ’  as  he  called   it  that  n ig h t  w hen  him   and  the hun ch b ack  w as tw istin g  th e b usiness o f  th e m a ste r’s pap ers out o f   m e.  A nyw ay,  th ere  w as  P u le  sm ellin g   to  high  h eaven  o f ch em ical  and h is han d s p ain ted  green.  I  n ev er hope to  see  such a   th in g   again.  W ell,  th ey   pitch ed   him   o u t— the  b u m ’s  rush. 

H e  sw o re  h e ’d  kill  N arb o n d o .  T h en   h e  sw ore  h e ’d  kill  D rake. 

T h en   he  sw ore  h e ’d  kill  the  w hole  blessed  city.  T h en   they show ed  h im   the  road.  N arb o n d o   left  directly,  w o rried ,  if   you ask  m e ,  g en tlem en ,  th a t  P u le  w ould  m ake  trouble  up  on  IYat-low.  B u t  little en o u g h   trouble  it  w ould  b e,  alongside  o ’  w h a t’s been d o n e  last  night.  T he  d o cto r w as  in  fo r a peeper,  I can   tell y o u .” 

K rak en  g rin n ed  at th a t,  fan cy in g  N arb o n d o ’s  reactio n   w hen h e w itnessed the carn ag e at the P ratlow   S treet laboratory,  S co tland  Y ard,  p erh ap s,  aw aitin g  h im  o n  the  stairs,  th e K eeble box lo n g   g o n e,  N arb o n d o   d isco v erin g   that  w hile  he  frolicked  at D ra k e ’s  the  slats  w ere  being  g enerally  kick ed   out  o f his  best-laid  p lans. 

St.  Ives  struck  his  fist  o n to  h is  open palm   and  leaped  to  his feet.  “I t ’s  through  the  sew er  th e n !”  he  cried.  “C an  y ou  take m e  th ere?  We  m ay  as  w ell  g et  on  w ith  it.  T h e y ’ve  had  the adv an tag e  o f  us  since  this  b u siness  b egan.  W e’ll  turn  it  round now .” 

“W h o a o n ,” said K raken,  grinning ju st a bit.  “T h ere’s m o re.” 

S t.  Ives  stared  at  him .  “W hat  m o re?” 

“ Y our  v eh icle,  g u v ’nor,  i t ’s  in  the  h a ll.” 

St.  Ives  w as  b affled.  “M y  space  vehicle  is  in  H arrogate, lo ck ed   aw ay.” 
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“T h e  o n e  y ou  b een   lo o k in g   ab o u t  to w n   for,  is  th e   o n e .” 

“T h e   alien   cra ft!” 

“ A y e,  th a t’s  th e  o n e.  P o lish ed   lik e  a   m irror,  it  is,  lo o k in ’ 

o u t a t th e d o m e o ’  S t.  P a u l’s lik e the tw o  o f  th em  w as c o u s in s.” 

S t.  Iv es  w as  in   a   state.  H ere  w as  new s  in d eed .  W as  it p o ssib le  th a t  w ith in   th e  h o u se  o n   W ardour  S treet  lay  the  c u m u lativ e e n d s o f  th e ir search ? T h at th e y  co u ld   w ade  in ,  p isto ls d raw n ,  a n d  in m in u tes ta k e back w eek s w orth o f  d efe at? W ell, b y   G o d   th e y ’d   try.  S t.  Iv es  clap p ed   h is  h an d   on to   th e  arm   o f th e c o u c h  in a  show  o f  determ in atio n .  “T h e  rep o rt from   S w an sea  fo recast  the  b lim p   at  m id -aftern o o n .  H ow   long  fo r  it  to m ak e  L o n d o n ?” 

K rak en   sneezed   volum inously,  w ak in g   K eeb le  up  again. 

T h ey   p u t  th e  q u estio n   to   him .  “ A   few   h o u rs,  I  su p p o se ,”  he said .  “ N o t  longer.  T h is  ev e n in g ,  to   b e  s u re .” 

“C a n  w e assu m e,  th e n ,  th a t th e  fo urth b ox w ill be ab o ard ?” 

K eeb le  n o d d ed .  T h ey   m ig h t,  o f   co u rse ,  b e  fo o led   ag ain , b u t it w as o d d s o n  th a t w hen th e ub iq u ito u s Dr.  B ird lip  ap p eared in  th e sky o v erh e ad ,  h e ’d  b e ca rry in g  w ith  h im  Ja c k  O w le sb y ’s in h eritan ce. 

“ W e’v e   g o t  to   be  o n   h an d ,  o f  c o u rs e ,”  said  G odali. 

S t.  Iv es nodded. T h ere w as n o  d en y in g  that.  Ja c k ’s em erald , afte r all.  U n less th ey  snatch ed  it at th e first cra ck , th e y ’d  likely lo se  it.  T h e y ’d   n e v e r  w restle  it  aw ay  from   the  au th o rities—  

th a t  m u ch   w as  ce rta in ,  n o t  w ith o u t  co m p ro m isin g   N ell. 

“T h e re ’s a  h alf-d o zen  o f  u s ,” said G o d ali.  “W e’ll b rea k  into p arties.  T h e re ’s  to o   m uch  risk   o th e rw ise — w e ’ve  to o   m uch g ro u n d   to   co v e r.” 

G o d ali w as in terru p ted  b y  a so und o n  th e  stairs.  T h ere stood Ja ck   O w lesby,  lean in g   on  the  banister.  “Ja ck !”  crie d   the  C ap ta in ,  lim p in g   o v e r  an d   o ffe rin g   th e  lad  h is  arm . 

“ A ftern o o n ,”   said  Ja ck ,  g rin n in g   an d   step p in g   gam ely   but slo w ly  d o w n   into th e   ro o m .  H e  to o k   th e  C a p ta in ’s  arm   fo r the trip  acro ss th e ru g  to  th e c o u c h ,  and h e sat dow n gin g erly  w hen h e g o t th e re ,  g rim acin g  ju s t a b it.  N ell O w lesb y  an d  W innifred K eeb le  fo llo w ed .  “ I ’m  g o in g   w ith   y ou to   D ra k e ’s ,”  said  Jack. 

T h ere  w as  a   general  silence  in  th e  room .  It  w as  a   heroic o ffer,  u n d er  th e   circ u m sta n ce s,  b u t  o f   co u rse  w as  o u t  o f   the qu estio n .  N o   o n e ,  h ow ever,  w an ted   to   d en y   Ja ck   h is  part. 

C ap tain   P o w ers,  h av in g   ju s t  th a t  m om ent  sat  d o w n ,  lay d o w n  h is  p ip e w ith  ex ag g erated   care  an d   stood u p  o n ce  again. 
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“N o w   see  h e re ,”  h e  said ,  lo oking  at each   one  o f  th em   in  turn. 

“I  sailed  a   b it  in  m y  d a y — forty  years  o f   it,  in  tru th ,  and co m m an d ed   w h o   kn o w s  how   m any  lads  from   the  S traits  o ’ 

M ag ellan  to   the C h in a S ea.  It seem s  natural  to  m e th en  to   step lively  h ere.  We  g o t  to o   m any  o fficers  and  not  eno u g h   h ands, an d   th a t’s  been  th e  long  an d   sh o rt  o f  h e r th ese  last  w eek s,  m e b e in ’  g u iltier  than  the  rest  o f y o u .” 

St.  Iv e s’  p ro test  to   this  last  statem en t  w as  c u t  short.  “ H ear m e o u t,” said th e C ap tain , p o k in g  his p ip e stem  in th e sc ien tist’s d irectio n .  “ D o n ’t  buck  m e ,  lad.  I ’m   an   o ld   m an ,  but  I  know w h at  I ’m   ab o u t.  T im e ’s  d ra w in ’  o n .  T h a t  ’ere  b lim p ’s  got  to be  circ u m v en ted ,  as  they  say.  A nd  th e  h u nchback  d o c to r—  

w e ’ll  g o   fo r  h im   straightaw ay.  T h e re ’s  going  to  be  h a lf  o ’ 

L ondon  o u t  o n   H am p stead   H eath  to n ig h t,  blow   m e  if  there a in ’t,  a n d   it  w o n ’t  d o   to   h ave  any  m ore  scu ffle  th an   w e  can av o id ,  if   y ou  see  m y  point.  We  sq u are  th in g s  aw ay  w ith  the d o c to r  now ,  is  w hat  I  m ean.  T ie  him   up  fast  and  lay  h im   out in  th a t  th ere  clo set  o ’  his.  W e  can   fetch  h im   o u t  in  a  w eek  o r so  if  w e  recalls  it.  So  h e re ’s  w h at  I  say,  m ates:

“ I ’m  the b lasted  C ap tain  h ere ,  so I ’ll p o in t an d  y o u ’ll ju m p , an d   w e ’ll  all  ru n   ag ro u n d   o u t o n   the  H eath  w hen  the  sun  goes d o w n ,  fo r  th a t’s  w hen  w e ’ll  n eed  the  lot  o f  us  an d   to  spare. 

F o r now ,  P rofessor,  you an d  K eeb le here w ill slide into D ra k e ’s th ro u g h  th e sew er.  I ’d  g et hold o f  a  co u p le p air o ’  In d ia ru b b er b oots  fo r  th e jo b .” 

S t.  Ives  looked  at  K eeble.  D id  he  h av e  the  stu ff fo r  it?  It w as  c le a r  he  h ad   to   b e  g iv en   the  chance.  K eeble  seem ed  to m ake  a   v isib le  effo rt  to  pull  h im self together,  to  haul  in  loose lim bs and slap som e co lo r into his face.  H e picked up his glass, th o u g h t  b e tte r o f  it,  and  set  it  d o w n   h ard   on  the  table. 

“ I ’m   g o in g   w ith  th e m ,”  said  Ja ck   staunchly. 

“ Y ou’re  g o in g   w ith   m e,"   cried  the  C ap tain ,  puffing  like  an en g in e  on  h is  pipe. 

“ I ’m . . . ”  b egan  Jack. 

“E nough!  Y ou’ll  take  o rders  o r by  h eaven  y o u ’ll  stay  hom e and  scru b   the  slim e  o u t  o ’  K ra k e n ’s  boots!  You  and  N ell,  as  I w as saying,  will lie low  outside o ’  W ardour Street w ith a  w agon. 

W e’ll  b e  read y   to   fly  w h en   the  P ro fesso r  and  K eeb le  steps  out w i’  the  girl.  I t’s  actio n   eno u g h   y o u ’ll  see  th e n ,  m y  lad.  C an y ou  fire  a   p isto l?” 

Ja c k   n o d d ed   silently. 
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“ O n e  th in g ,”  interrupted  S t.  Ives.  H e  consid ered   fo r a   m o m e n t,  h is  face  b rig h te n in g ,  h is  ey es  g leam in g .  “ In   the e v e n t,” 

he  said ,  “th a t  I  d o n ’t  co m e  o u t— th ro u g h   the  d o o r  th a t  is —  

lo o k   sh arp   fo r  m e  in  the  sky.  I  m ean  to   g et th e  starsh ip   o u t  o f D ra k e ’s ju s t as soon as w e ’ve g o t D o rothy safe.  Be ready, th en , to   m ake  fo r  H am p stead   w ith o u t  m e .” 

T h e  C aptain  sh ru g g ed .  T h at  w as  S t.  Iv e s’  affair.  C ertainly th ere w o u ld  b e  no w ay o f  going back in after th e sh ip ,  not after the  co n fro n tatio n   th a t w ould  likely  o c c u r that  aftern o o n .  “ A nd w e ’ll  leav e  ye  to o ,  m ate.  D o n ’t  th in k   w e  w o n ’t.  I  aim   to  be o n   h an d   w hen  B ird lip   h eav es  to .  T h e  e m ’ra ld ’s  been  in  m y han d s  th ese  lo n g  y ea rs,  i f  y o u  fo llo w   m e ,  w h eth e r  it’s  b een   in m y  se a  ch e st  o r  aboard  th a t  ’ere  b lim p.  Y es,  sir,  starsh ip   o r n o .  I ’m  fo r H am pstead w hen I  see th e b lack  o f  th a t g irl’s  h air.” 

St.  Iv es  nodded. 

“ A nd  y ou  tw o ,”  h e  said ,  n o d d in g   first  to   H asb ro   an d   then to  K rak en .  “ You  sw abs  w ill  take  c a re  o f  th is  h ere  do cto r,  like I  s a id .” 

K rak en   ch o rtled   an d   rubbed  h is  h an d s.  “T h a t  w e  w ill,”   he said. 

H asb ro   w as  m ore  elo q u en t.  “ S ince  h is  ru ffia n s,”  said  the starch y   g en tlem an ’s  g en tlem an ,  “to re   th e  m a n o r  to   b its  and shattered  the  visag e o f  p o o r  K epler,  I ’ve  w an ted   n o thing  m ore th an   to   h av e  w ords  w ith   th e  go o d   do cto r,  strong  w o rd s,  p erh a p s .” 

“A y e ,”  crie d   K rak en ,  leap in g   u p   in  a   ru sh   an d   w hirling aw ay  w ith  h is  fists  at  p h an to m s,  th e n   sittin g   d o w n   in  a   ru sh w hen he rem em b ered  th a t he w a sn ’t w earin g  tro u sers.  “ M ighty stro n g   w o rd s ,”  h e   said   sq u in tin g . 

“T h a t’s  the  sp irit,"   said  th e  C ap tain .  “ D o n ’t  tak e  n o .” 

“N o t  u s,  sir,”  rep lied   H asb ro ,  n o d ding  obediently.  “ A m   I to   u n d ersta n d ,  th e n ,  th a t  M r.  K rak en   an d   m y se lf  are  to   ren d ezv o u s  w ith   th e   rest  o f  y ou  o n   th e  green   at  H am p stead ?” 

T h e  C ap tain   n o d d ed   vigorously.  “T h a t’s  it  in  a   nut.  A nd m ind  y o u ,  i t ’s  the  b lim p   w e  w an t.  T h is  a in ’t  n o   social  affair. 

F irst o n e  in  g rab s  the b o x .  D o n ’t b e  shy.  D o n ’t  w ait fo r slack-ard s.  L o rd   kn o w s  w h ich   o f  us  w ill  g et  in  firs t.” 

“W ell  it w o n ’t b e  m e ,”   said  W in n ifred  K ee b le,  fro w n in g   at th e  C ap tain .  “ A p p aren tly   I ’m   to   stay  h o m e ,  am   I?  W ell  I ’m n o t,  a n d   y o u ,  sir,  can   sm o k e  th a t  if   y o u ’d   like.  I ’m   g o in g   in a fte r D o ro th y .” 
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“ A s  y o u   say,  m a ’a m ,”  rep lied   the  C ap tain   hum bly.  “T he m ore  h an d s  th e  b etter  w hen  foul  w ea th er b lo w s  u p .” 

“ A nd  I,  g e n tle m e n ,”  said G o d all,  risin g   an d   p icking  u p  his stick ,  “ in ten d   to   co n fro n t  o u r  ev an g elist.  H e  h as,  if   I ’m   not m istak en ,  o n e  o f   the  boxes  in  q u estio n .  W h ich   m ig h t  it  be ag ain ?” 

S t.  Iv es  looked  a t  H asb ro   fo r  help .  “T h a t  w ould  b e  the ae rato r  b o x ,  sir,  if   I  rem e m b er  arig h t,  w hich  P ule  p o ssessed w hen  h e  leap ed   fro m   th e  train.  A n d   th ere  w ill  be  tw o   o f   the b o x es  at  D ra k e ’s,  sir,  if   y o u ’ll  allow   a   g entle  rem in d er— the little  m an  in h ab itin g   the  on e  an d   the  clockw ork  alligator  in th e  o th e r— bo th ,  I  b eliev e ,  o f  som e  value  to   u s .” 

“Q u ite ,”  said  S t.  Iv es,  itching  to  be  off.  “W hat  detain s  us th en ?” 

T h e  C a p ta in   k n o ck e d   his  ashes  o u t  into  a  glass  ashtray.  H e b lew  th ro u g h  h is p ip e ,  sh o v ed  it into h is co at p o ck et,  an d  stood u p .  “ N o t  a   b le ssed   th in g ,”   h e  said. 
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The  Flight  of Narbondo

It  w as  very  little  presen ce  o f   m ind  that  W illis  P u le  h ad   left. 

O u trag e  a fte r  o u trag e  had  b een  h eap ed   u p o n   him .  A nd  now th is  last  bu sin ess  at  D ra k e ’s . . . .  H e  stro d e  along  d o w n   alleys and b y w ay s o u t o f  th e w ay o f the L o n d o n  po p u lace,  g rim acing at ea ch  ja rrin g   step at the pain o f  the ch em ical  bath  that heated h is  face b en eath  the  sticking  plaster.  T h ere  w as  a  good  chance th a t the m ixture w ould q u ite sim ply e x p lo d e,  red u cin g  h is head to  ru b b le.  W ell  so   be  it.  H e  g rinned  at  th e  th o u g h t  o f   him strolling  w ith  a   w ill  into  th e  presen ce  o f  h is  collected  en em ies an d ,  in  the  m id st  o f   a  fine  sp eech ,  d eto n atin g ,  as  if   h is  head w ere  a   b o m b .  It  w o u ld   h av e  been  a   very  nice  effec t,  taken altogether.  H e  laughed  o u trig h t.  H e  h a d n ’t  lo st  his  sense  o f hum or,  had   h e?  It  w as  a  sign  that  h e  w ould  p revail.  H e  w as  a m an w h o  co u ld  k eep  his h ea d ,  h e th o u g h t,  w hile ev ery o n e else w a s . . .  n o ,  th a t  w o u ld n ’t  w ork.  H e  g ig g led   through  his  b an d a g e s,  th in k in g   ab o u t  it,  u n ab le  to   sto p   gig g lin g .  F inally  he w as w h o o p in g  and ree lin g ,  as if  in a  d ru n k en  p assio n ,  laughing d o w n  o n  th e occasio n al  lo iterer like a  m ad m an ,  sending people scu rry in g   fo r o p en   d o orw ays. 
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A   m ile  o f   sh o u tin g   an d   la u g h in g ,  ho w ev er,  to o k   it  o u t  o f h im ,  an d   he  fell  in to   a   d eep en in g   desp air,  interm itten t  giggles tu rn in g   to   sobs  u n til,  w retch ed ,  h o m eless,  an d   co rro d ed   by activ e  ch e m ic als,  he  stu m b led   into  the  d ark   p ublic  ho u se  for w h ich   h e ’d   b een   bound. 

S o m e  few   m o ro se  an d   sh ifty-eyed  cu sto m ers  dran k   at  long ta b les,  lo o k in g   as  if   they  w ere  read y   to   rise  and  flee  at  the slig h test  p ro v o catio n .  P u le  w as  en o u g h   pro v o catio n   to   cause th ree  u n rela ted   lo u n g ers  to   d ro p   th e ir  cu p s  and  start  u p ,  b u t up o n   seein g   th a t  he  w as  obv io u sly   bound  fo r  the  curtain ed d o o rw ay   th a t  co m m u n icated   w ith   a  re a r  ro o m ,  th ey   slid  back d o w n  on to  th e ir b en ch es an d  sim ply reg ard ed  him  w ith  hostility. 

T h e  h ead  o f  a  new sboy, ju s t th e n ,  w as th ru st in  th ro u g h  the o p en   street  door,  sh o u tin g   inco h eren tly   th e  latest  horro rs  th at littered   the  fro n t  p age  o f  th e   Tim es  an d   th e   M orning  H erald.  

“C o rp se s!”  h e  y elled.  “ V iv ersu ctio n   in  S oho!” 

P u le  slip p ed  b en eath  th e cu rta in ,  th in k in g  d ark ly  o f  co rp ses an d  v iv isec tio n .  I f  it  w as co rp ses th e  p u blic  called fo r,  th en  by G o d   it  w as  co rp se s  th e y ’d   have.  H e  d esce n d ed   a   steep ,  broad stairs  in to   a   sub -street  sh o p   lit  on ly   by  su n light  th ro u g h   high tran so m  w in d o w s aro u n d  the perim eter.  A n en o rm o u s m an w ith a   b ea rd   like  th a t  o f   a  N ordic  b erse rk e r  p ounded  aw ay  w ith   a h am m er at w h at lo o k ed  lik e an  iron sausage casin g .  D ism antled clo ck s  clu tte re d   the  b ench  around  him .  H e  w o re  on  h is  face such  a   lo o k   o f  lo athing  and  cynical  co n tem p t  fo r  th e  w o rld   in general th a t he w as im m ed iately  reco g n izab le as a rev o lutionary o f   th e  so rt  w ith   no  fixed  ph ilo so p h y   b ey o n d   ex p lo sio n s.  H e b u ilt,  h o w ev er,  w h at  P ule  s o u g h t— a   dyn am ite  b o m b ,  o f   the spherical  so rt,  ca st  o f  iron  an d   w ith  a  sh o rt  fuse.  A   “ roll  ’n ’ 

ru n ”   as  th ey   w ere  called   by  the  p u rv ey o rs  o f   such  things.  It to o k  a  little less th an  te n  m in u tes befo re P ule strode alo n g  o nce ag ain , a  b ox u n d e r h is arm , he an d  h is dev ice b o u n d  fo r Pratlow S tre et  w h ere,  if   h e  w as  lucky,  h e ’d  find  N arb o n d o   in  am ong his  in stru m en ts. 

P u le stared at the pav e m e n t as he w alk ed , h is nostrils flarin g , h is  ey es  sq u in tin g ,  co u n tin g   th e  bits  an d   pieces  o f  ab u se  h e ’d co u n ten a n ce d   in  the  m o n th s  h e ’d   k n o w n   N arb o n d o ,  raging w ith in   at  the  d em ise  o f  the  w ell-laid   p lans  h e ’d   carried   into L o n d o n .  It  w o u ld n ’t  d o ,  he  th o u g h t,  to   b e  careless.  H e  m ust h av e  h is  rev e n g e  o n   all  o f   th e m — th ere  w a sn ’t  a   on e  am ong th em   w h o   w o u ld n ’t  feel  h is  w rath .  H e  w ould  settle  N arb o n d o

[image: Image 429]

[image: Image 430]

2 0 4

James  P.  Blaylock

first,  a n d   D rake  if  h e  w ere  able.  A n d   if  he  w eren ’t,  th en   h e ’d be o n  h an d   w hen  the precio u s b lim p  la n d ed ,  an d  h e ’d  h ave h is p ick in g s th e n , w o u ld n ’t h e ?  S o m ehow  the ch em ical prep aratio n vap o rized  b en eath   the  b an d ag es,  an d   th e  risin g   fum es  sm arted his  e y e s,  g en eratin g   a   steady  stream   o f   tears.  H e  m o pped  at his face.  The bandages w ere loose, unraveling even as he w alked along. 

A n o th er  n ew sb o y   ch an ted   past.  R arely   had   th ere  been  as m uch  new s.  T h e  head lin es  w ere  w ild w ith   it.  “ B lim p  to  land!” 

sh o u ted   the  boy,  w av in g   a  n ew sp ap er  as  if   it  w ere  a   banner. 

“ M an  from   M ars  inside!  A lien  threat!  H arm erg id eo n !” 

H ere,  th o u g h t  P u le,  w h a t’s  th is?  In  a   m o m en t  h e  o w n ed   a pap er,  the  fro n t  p age  o f   w hich  w as  given  o v er  eq u ally   to   the story  o f   th e  P ratlo w   S treet  co rp ses  and  the  story  o f   the  a p pro ach in g   b lim p ,  this  last  replete  w ith  pred ictio n s  from   the R oyal  A cad em y   its e lf  th a t  the  b lim p   w ould  touch  d o w n   in H am p stead .  T h e  m in ister  o f   a  p o p u la r  relig io u s  sect  insisted th a t ab o ard  the  b lim p   flew   an  alien creatu re  w h o  w ould “ ush er in  A rm ag e d d o n .” 

T h ere  w as  som e  co n fu sio n   as  to   w h eth er  the  tw o  sto rie s—  

the  g h o u ls  and  th e  b lim p — w e re n ’t  som ehow   co n n e cted ,  the g h o u ls  them selv es  perh ap s  am ounting  to  aliens  in  som e  p articu larly  op aq u e  way.  O r,  it w as eq u ally  likely, the gh o u ls w ere the first o f  m illions o f  w h at C icero  had  called th e silent m ajority to  rise  bodily  fro m   th e ir  earth ly   resting  p lace  and  shake  o ff their shrouds.  S o said the m an called S hiloh,  the self-proclaim ed m essianic  fig u re  so  co m m o n   o f  recent  d ate  on  L ondon  streets, and  co n n ected   w ith   the  recen t  gath erin g s  at  H yde  P ark.  W hy th e  n ew ly   en rap tu red   cro w d   h ad   ch o sen   to  w an d er  d o w n   to P ratlow   S treet  an d   p itch   o v er  into  th e  g u tte r  w a sn ’t  m ade  at all  clear. 

P u le read  w hile h e w alk ed , p aying less atten tio n  to  d irec tio n , p erh a p s,  th an   w ould  un d er  th e  circu m stan ces  h ave  been  w ise. 

H is  ban d ag es  w ere  in  full  m utiny,  his  face  h alf-exposed  w hen h e  stum bled  o u t  into  the  su n lig h t  o f  C h arin g   C ro ss  R oad.  H e n eg lected   th e  safer  b y w ay s  an d   alley s  o u t  o f  in terest  in  the new spaper.  In d eed ,  h a lf  th e  street  seem ed  to  have  the  sam e in te rest,  fo r p ap ers,  it w as clear,  w ere  in  short dem an d .  P eople read  o v e r  each   o th e r’s  shoulders.  A   g rea t  kn o t  o f   m en  and w o m en   stood  in  th e  ce n te r  o f   the  ro ad ,  so  en g ro ssed   in  the co m m u n al  read in g   o f   a   p ap e r  th at  they  w ere  nearly  tram p led

[image: Image 431]

[image: Image 432]

HOMUNCULUS 

205

by a h an so m  ca b ,  the d riv e r o f  w hich grap p led  w ith a  fluttering paper. 

T he p o p u la ce ,  all in all,  w ore a  fairly ho rrified  lo o k  o n  th e ir co llectiv e fa c e s— new s o f alien s and gh o u ls b ein g ,  apparently, the  so rt  o f  ill  w in d   that  blew   n o   o n e  any  go o d .  P u le,  sobbing o u t  o f   a  g reen   m alo d o ro u s  face,  d rip p in g   un w o u n d   sticking plaster,  an d   slo uching  into  the  m id st o f  such  an  assem blage  o f fear and su sp icio n ,  had a p red ictab le effect.  A  w om an shrieked and po in ted .  O th ers jo in e d  her.  P eople turned w here they sto o d , g ap in g   a t  P u le,  w h o   w as,  for  a  m o m en t,  ob liv io u s  to   th e  d e velo p in g  tu rm o il.  L ooking u p , th o u g h ,  he saw  at o nce that h e ’d been  m istak en   fo r  so m eth in g   aw ful.  F o r  w h at,  no  on e  could im m ed iately  d eterm in e ,  neith er P ule n o r the h o rrified  po p u lace w ho  fell  b ac k   shriek in g   and  p ointing.  C ould   this  perhaps  be the alien ? A g h o u l? B oth? W h o  co u ld  say? S om ething unnatural it  very  clearly   w as. 

“I t ’s  ru n n in g !”  squ eck ed   a  m an  in  a  w aistcoat  several  sizes to o   sm all  fo r  him .  A nd  th e  cry   w as  taken  up  by  the  street, P u le ’s  flig h t  seem ing  to   be  c le a r ev id en ce  th a t  h e  w as,  som ehow,  w h at  th ey   th o u g h t  him   to  be. 

H e p o u n d ed  alo n g ,  rid d in g  h im s e lf o f  n ew spapers  an d  b an dag es.  If h e co u ld  h ave pitch ed  the b o m b  am ong th e m , silenced m ost o f  th e m  an d  g iv en  the rest so m ething substantial to  shriek ab o u t,  h e  w o u ld   h ave  d o n e  so  gladly.  B u t  they  w ould  have been  o n   h im   before  he  co u ld   a c t,  and  he  w o u ld   h ave  been dep riv ed  th e  pleasu re o f  d em o n stratin g  th e dev ice to  N arbondo. 

T he  sh o u ts,  finally,  w ere  fading;  n o  o n e o n  th e  street h ad  been terribly  keen  on  pu rsu it.  It  w as en o u g h ,  p erh ap s,  to  h av e  been m erely  a   party   to   th e  stran g e  ev e n ts  o f  th e  day. 

H e co u ld  see very clearly  w hat h e had to  do.  It w as a  sim ple business:  slip  into  the  p assage  through  the  d o w nstairs  clo set, clim b   to   th e  laboratory,  slide  b ack   the  p an el,  an d ,  w ithout  a w o rd ,  roll  th e  lit  b o m b   into  the  room .  P ule  p rayed  that  N arbondo  w ould  b e  th ere.  It  w ould  alm o st  b e  w orth  ex tin ctio n   to stay,  to   w h isp er  so m eth in g   to   th e  hun ch b ack  ju s t  as  th e  b o m b d eto n ate d ,  to   see  th e  look  o f  futility  and  fe a r  w ash  across  his fac e,  w atch  h im   sc ra m b le ,  perh ap s,  fo r  th e  d ev ice,  on ly   to   be b lo w n  to  evil b its , w eeping an d  sh o u tin g  fo r m ercy.  P ule sm iled at  th e  th o u g h t.  It   w as  alm o st  w o rth   it,  ex cep t  that  N arbondo w as  o n ly   o n e  o f   a   h a lf  score  o f   p eo p le  w ho  sorely  req uired co m eu p p an ce  A nd th ere w as, o f  co u rse , the m a tte r o f  D orothy
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K eebie.  H e w o u ld n ’t be d ep riv ed  en tirely  o f  h e r com pany.  T h at w o u ld n ’t  d o   at  all.  H e  an g led   alo n g   d o w n   Pratlow ,  keeping w ell  in  to w ard   th e  dilap id ated   facad es  so  th a t  an  anx io u s  N ar-b o n d o   w o u ld n ’t  c a tc h   sight  o f  him   through  the  casem en t.  H e slid   th ro u g h   th e  street  d o o r  a t  th e  b ase  o f   th e   stairs,  nipped into  th e  clo set,  an d   p u n ch e d   the  c o m e r  o f   th e  panel  b ehind w hich  w as  h id d en   th e  sp rin g   latch. 

It w as u n lik ely  th a t th ere h ad  ev e r befo re been such a crow d in  R e g e n t’s  P ark.  A   con tin u al  stream   o f  p eo p le  tru d g ed   along e ith e r side o f th e Park w ay  and u p  S even S iste rs’ R oad .  B etw een the  h u m an   riv ers  rattled   n o   en d   o f  do g carts  and  cab rio les  and h ack n ey   coach es  and  ch a ise s,  clatterin g   and  h o p ping  across p o tholes  and  ru ts,  th e ir  d rivers  cu rsin g   the  m asses  o f   people th a t seem ed   to flow   o u t  into th e ce n te r o f  th e ro ad  o n   a  w h im , clogging traffic.  W agons full o f  people jericed along, then stopped d ead   fo r th e  sp ace  o f  a  half-d o zen   m in u tes,  then je rk e d   along ag ain ,  on ly  to  sto p  alm o st at o n ce to avoid ru n n in g  d o w n  three score o f  travelers  w h o ,  because o f  a m ud  p u d d le , p erh a p s,  had d rifted   again  into  th e  roadw ay,  o b liv io u s  to  the  w agons  clam o rin g   to   g e t  through.  If  h a lf  o f   L ondon   isn 't  o n   the  m arch , th o u g h t T h eo p h ilu s G odall  as h e han d ed  a tract to  a  g aunt  m an in  a  p in ce  n ez,  th en   I ’m   a   corp se.  H e  certain ly   d id   his  b est  to lo o k  lik e o n e — in a h astily  don n ed   su it b o u g h t in H oundsditch fo r  a   shilling. 

H e ’d   h ad   to   d o   little  to   au th en ticate  it;  it  w as  alm o st  dirty eno u g h  to  suffice.  A b it o f  sh red d in g , an en erg etically  ex ecu ted dan ce o n   the h ea p ed  garm en ts  in th e  street,  som e  sm earin g  on o f   m u d — all  in  all  it  w as  an  effectiv e  costum e.  A   p u tty   scar d o w n   th e  c e n te r  o f   h is  fo reh ead   an d   ru n n in g   u n d er  his  right ey e  m ad e  it  seem   pro b ab le  th a t  h e ’d   had  a   ro ugh  and  tum ble life,  w h ich ,  w hen  paired   w ith  the  o nce  o sten tatio u s  su it,  a d vertised   h im ,  p erh ap s,  as  a  refo rm ed   g am b ler o r  o th e r  sort  o f rakehell. 

A t  first  h e  supposed  th a t  h is  fellow   gh o u ls  w ere  utterly sp eech less,  b u t that d id n ’t se em  to b e  the case.  T h o se w h o  had a  com p arativ ely  fresh  lo o k  ab o u t th e m ,  w h o ,  p erh ap s,  had  lain in  th e  g rav e  on ly   a   d ay   o r  tw o  before  bein g   lib erated ,  co u ld u tte r  som e  few   sy llab les  through  ru sted  vocal  ch o rd s.  T hey h a d n ’t,  ho w ev er,  any  elasticity   to  th em ,  an d   th e  cro ak in g   o f the  g h o u ls  w as,  lik e  th e  pro d u ctio n   o f   an y   unnatural  so und, 
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d ifficu lt  fo r  a  health y   m an  to   im itate.  G o d all  did  h is  b est, rem ain in g   m u te  fo r  the  m ost  part. 

T he ev a n g elist w as in flam ed  w ith  his usual false sp irit, fired by th e bello w s o f  appro ach in g  apocalypse.  P art o f  him  g n ashed an d   cu rsed   the  loss  o f  th e  hom u n cu lu s  b o x — i f  th a t’s  w h at  it w as.  T h at  there  w as  an o th er  box  o f   in estim able  value  aboard the  b lim p   w as  certain .  A nd  he  had  P u le ’s  w onderful  d e v ic e —  

h a d n ’t  he?— the  use  o f   w hich  a  h a lf h o u r  ea rlier  had   b rought about  a   m iracle,  and  a  very  useful  m iracle  at  th at.  H e ’d   been im bued  w ith  th e  pow ers  o f  fertility,  w ith  th e  spirit  o f  th e  G ard en , ev en  to the e x ten t o f h is visag e h av in g  tu rn ed  a  m ysterious pale gree n , as i f  h e w ere the incarn atio n , perh ap s, o f a  vegetable deity.  H e ’d   beco m e  a   w alking  illu stratio n   o f  the  paradox  o f re b irth — the  w rinkles  o f   age  giv in g   w ay  to   the  b u d d in g   o f   a new  sp rin g ,  the ag e o f lead w heezin g  into extin ctio n  as th e age o f  g o ld   clam b e re d   up  o u t  o f  th e  w ings.  A nd  h e ’d   spoken  in   a cu rio u s  v oice  squeaky  an d   b ird lik e — frig h ten in g   at first;  there w as  no  d en ying  it. 

B ut  bein g   a   veh icle  o f  such  catacly sm ic  ch an g e  w a sn ’t,  to b e  su re,  an ea sy  b u sin e ss an d  had  n e v e r b een  such.  T he p o w er that  h ad   assu m ed   co n tro l  o f   h is  larynx  w as  qu ite  clearly   the sp irit  o f   his  dep arted   m other,  h o v erin g   in  th e  L ondon  aether like  a  w aitin g   d o v e.  H e  co u ld   rem e m b er  the  particu lar  tim bre o f   h e r  v o ice,  w h isp erin g   th ro u g h   th e  d usty  h alls  o f   m em ory. 

W hen  h e ’d   w hirled  th e  cran k   on  the  dev ice  an d  b een   spray ed , as  it w ere,  by  th e cu rio u s g reen  d u st,  h e ’d  been g rip p ed  by h er spirit;  h e ’d   spoken  fo r  the  sp ace  o f  a  long  m om ent  in  his m o th e r’s  sw eet  v oice.  H e ’d  been  o v erw h elm ed ,  am azed.  H e ’d d o u b te d , ev en .  B ut d o u b t w as ev ery w h ere; he k new  th at.  F lesh w as  w eak ,  vilely  w eak.  It  h ad ,  o ften ,  to   be  satiated.  G iv e  it som e h arm less trifle  to placate  it,  an d  by so d o in g  b eat it d o w n so th a t the  spirit co u ld  g o  o n  ab o u t its  b usiness.  “ L et the filthy y et  be  filth y ,”  h e  said  h a lf aloud. 

H is  m ind  w an d e re d ,  fro m   th e  cu rio u s  box  to   the  cro w d s surging  b ehind  an d   aro u n d   h im   to   a   young  lady  in  a  m uslin d re ss— o n e o f  his p articu la r fav o rites am ong the live co nverts. 

She  rem in d ed   him   o f   D o rothy  K ee b le,  a   p riso n er  in  D ra k e ’s estab lish m en t.  H e  sq u in ted   a   b it,  as  i f  d im in ish in g   the  scene ro u n d ab o u t  him   in  o rd er to   call  up  a  m o re  im m ediately  p le asu rab le  p icture. 

H is  face  w rithed  into  so m ething  id io tic,  a   facsim ile  o f   a
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sm ile.  H is  h an d s  sh o o k   and  he  w as  g ripped  by  th e   im m ediacy o f   h is  u n sp en t  p assio n .  H is  ch e st  h ea v ed   as  h e  struggled  to catch   h is  b rea th .  H e   reach ed   su rrep titio u sly   into h is  clo ak   and g ro p ed  fo r a  flask o f  m e d icin e— gin  and la u d an u m — th e co m bined  w o n d ers  o f   w hich  had  a   d istin ctly   calm in g   effect.  H e shu d d ered   an d   lo o k ed   ro u n d   him   w o n d erin g   if,  perh ap s,  he h a d n ’t  o u g h t  to   cra n k   u p   the  d ev ice  an d   trea t  th e  cap tiv e  au dien ce  aro u n d   him   to   th e  first  o f  th e  ev e n in g ’s  bountiful  co llection o f  m iracles.  T h ere  befo re h im ,  sm iling benignly,  stood o n e  o f  N arb o n d o ’s  an im atio n s,  bless  his  en liv en ed   heart.  H is com paratively uncorrupted countenance suggested that he w asn’t o n e  o f  th e  m u tes,  on e  o f  th e  reco v ered   lo ng-dead. 

“ I ca n  see fro m  th e c u t o f  y o u r suit th a t you  w ere o f  genteel b re e d in g ,”  said  th e ev an g elist  ben ev o len tly   to  the  m an he  suppo sed   to   b e  a   corp se. 

G o d all  co n tin u ed   to   sm ile  at  him   w ith   th e  sam e  vacant, em p ty -h ead ed   sm ile  th a t  resid ed   on  the  faces  o f   the  faith fu l, bo th   liv in g   and  d ea d ,  w h o   m illed   th ro u g h   th e  cro w d s.  H e  d ecided  to   resp o n d ,  h av in g   little  to   lo se,  ev en   if  h e  w ere  found out.  “ I  w as  in d eed ,  m a ste r,”  said  G odall  thickly. 

T h e ev a n g e list gaw k ed   at h im .  su rprised.  H ere w as a  lively ghoul  in d eed .  C o u ld   such  a   m iracle  b e  possib le?  O f  co u rse  it could.  T h e   en d ,  afte r  a ll,  w as  d raw in g   nigh.  T h e   se a  w ould give  u p   its  d ead   and  all  w ould  b e  g iv en   to n g u es  so   th a t  they m ig h t,  like  law y ers,  argue  th eir  cases  b efo re  a   ho ly   tribunal. 

H e  w as  fired  w ith  th e  idea.  “M y   so n !”  he  ex claim ed   into  the face o f  T h eo p h ilu s  G o d all.  A n d   w ith   th a t  h e  began  to   blu b b er and w h eeze, carried  aw ay by th e sig h t o f  London o n  the m arch, hu rry in g   to w ard   they  k new   n o t  w hat.  “ S tand  besid e  m e ,  m y child!  Y ou’ll  b e   called   upon  to  te stify !” 

W ith that adm onition, the old m an grasped the K eeble  b o x —  

S t.  Iv e s ’  a e ra to r— and  w hirled  aw ay  at  the  cra n k ,  lau n ch in g   a clo u d   o f   green  v ap o rs  that  bro u g h t  fo rth ,  as  he  h ad   h o p ed , to rren ts  o f   ex clam atio n   from   the  pressin g   cro w d .  A  flat-bed w agon sat ab a n d o n ed  in the ro ad  befo re th em ,  its d riv er having g ro w n   im p atien t  an d   tram p ed   aw ay  to w ard   H am pstead  H eath o n   foot. 

“ K n eel,  m y so n ,”  co m m anded  S hiloh.  G o d all k neeled.  S hiloh  placed   a   fo o t  on  h is  b ac k   an d   b oosted  h im self  on to   the w ag o n ,  w av in g   the  sp irit  b ox. 

T he  cro w d   ro u n d ab o u t  fell  silent.  T h e  press  w as  so  thick
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that th e  au d ien c e, fo r the m o m en t anyw ay, w as literally  c a p tiv e , an d   th ere  w ere  no  o ak   trees  nearby,  th an k   h ea v en ,  to   provide sh e lte r  fo r  m o ck in g   sin n ers.  T h e  ev an g elist  g ave  the  bo x   an o th er  cra n k ,  b ath in g   h is  face  in  the  d u st  o f   fecundity.  “ H ear m e!” h e squeak ed  in a  voice w eirdly rem in iscen t o f  p ipid frogs. 

H e  m o tio n ed   w ildly  at  an  atten d an t  w ho  lifted  abo v e  h is  head the  glass  case  in  w hich  rested  the  skull  o f  Jo a n n a  S outhcote. 

T h e   teeth  seem ed   to   h op  an d   ch a tte r ju s t  a   b it,  but  th e  effect w as n eg lig ib le.  It w as  im p o ssib le to  tell w h eth e r th e resu lt w as a  m a tte r  o f   the  h e a d ’s  su d d en   anim ation  o r  o f  the  atten d a n t’s h av in g   g iv en   it  a  shake. 

S hiloh  tw isted   th e  cra n k ,  sh o v in g   the  tu b e  in to   his  m outh so   as  to   g e t  th e  full  effec t  o f  the  em itte d   holy  g ases.  H e  staggered  u n d er  the  p o w er  o f   it  ju s t  as  th e  h o rse  in  fro n t  o f   the ca rt  lu rched.  “T h e  h o u r,”  piped  the  o ld   m a n ,  “h ath  com e!  We hasten  tow ard  th e gate.  O u tsid e are the d o g s  and  so rcerers  and fornicators and m urderers and id o la te rs. . . ” and halfw ay through id o la te rs  the  effects  o f  th e  g ases  dim in ish ed   and  w ith   a  frig h ten in g  bu rst the p ip in g  voice g av e w ay to th e o ld  m a n ’s creak in g shout.  H e  w hirled  aw ay  at  the  cran k   w ith   a  p assio n ,  squirting h im s e lf  d o w n   w ith  v ap o rs,  p lay in g   th e  green  spray  o n   the m u ltitu d e  w h o   stood  in  silen t  w onder.  “C o m e!”   he  resu m ed . 

“ C o m e!”  h e  shrieked. 

G o d all  realized   su ddenly  th at  the  old  m an  w as  shouting particu larly   at  him .  “ M e?”  m outhed  G o d all,  lo oking  up  ques-tioningly. 

“ Y es,  m y  child!  C o m e  hither.  L eap   aboard  this  ch ario t!” 

G o d all co m p lied .  B efore  them   the  road  had c lea re d ,  p art o f the  cro w d   h aving  m oved  along.  T h o se  th a t  h a d n ’t  clu stered ro u n d   th e  rear  o f   th e  w ag o n ,  w atching  the  p ro p h et  in  ex p e ctatio n   o f   fu rth er  m iracle.  T h e  atten d an t  lay  the  skull  o n   the w ag o n ,  heav in g   the  G lad sto n e  b o n e-b ag   up  b esid e  it.  G odall w aved  at  the  cro w d ,  put  his  fo o t  ag ain st  the  fo reh ead   o f   the erstw h ile  atten d an t,  and  pushed  the  m an  d o w n   o n to   the  road. 

“ H ere  n o w !”  cried   the  ev an g elist  turning  in  surprise  upon G o d all.  B ut  the  to b acco n ist  g rabbed  th e  flapping  clo th   o f  the old m a n ’s ro b e an d , giv in g  it a je rk ,  hauled him  o v e r b ackw ard. 

S h outs arose fro m  the baffled  m asses.  G o d all w h irled ,  grabbed the  rein s,  an d   w hipped  up  the  anxious  ho rses.  T h e c a rt leaped ah ead .  A   h andful  o f   the  faithful  raced  afte r  it  as  if   to   clim b ab o ard ,  b u t  the  effo rt  w as  w asted.  T h e  ho rses  to re  aw ay  up
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th e  ro ad   w hile  S h ilo h   the  ev a n g elist,  flopping  an d   shrieking o n  the w ag o n , h eld  on to  h is co llec te d  p ro p s as the jig g in g  skull o f  Jo a n n a  S o u th co te ch a tte re d  an d  clattered  accu sin g ly  into his ear. 

G odall  raced   u p   C am d en   T ow n  R oad  and  an g led   along  a narrow ,  d eserted  street  in to   co m p arativ ely   em p ty   co u n try sid e, an d   fo r  te n   m inutes  h e  rattled   along  farth er  and  farth er  from the  en v iro n s  o f  H am pstead  H eath.  H e  reined  in  th e  ho rses, finally,  am id   th e  shadow s  o f   a  scatterin g   o f   trees  and  turned o n   th e  scram b lin g   m issionary,  w h o   quak ed   in  fea r  at  the  sight o f   the  pisto l  in  G o d a ll’s  hand.  H e  sq u in ted   into  h is  c a p to r’s fac e,  slow   reco g n itio n   ap p earing  in   h is  ow n .  “ You!”  h e  cried . 

G o d all  nod d ed .  “ I  sh o u ld ,  I  su p p o se,  p u t  a   b u llet into  y ou, m ad   d o g   th a t  y ou  a r e . . . ” 

“O n   the  contrary,  sir,”  b eg an   S h ilo h ,  interrupting. 

“ S ilen ce!” cried  G o d all.  “ N ow , sir.  A s I say,  I ’d  ju s t as soon drill a  ho le in y o u r fo reh ead  w ith  th is pistol as shake y o u r hand. 

In  fa c t,  I ’d   g ladly  d o  th e  on e  and  w o u ld n ’t co n sid er the  other. 

B u t  it’s  n o t  m y  place  to  ju d g e   an o th er  m a n . . . . ” 

“Ju d g e n o t!”  cried  the e v a n g elist,  w av in g  bo th   han d s  about h is  h ead   as  i f  su ffering  a   fit,  “ lest  ye  be ju d g e d !” 

G o d all  ey e d   h im  coolly.  “D o n ’t p ress  m e ,  v illain ,  o r y o u ’ll fin d   y o u rse lf resp irin g   th ro u g h   th e  to p   o f  y o u r head.  H ea r  m e out.  A n d  sav e y o u r b reath; y ou h ave a  trek  befo re y o u , carrying all th a t g e a r along.  You m ay, I su p pose, b e m a d — I ’ve no reason to  b eliev e o th e rw ise — and a m ad m an , th o u g h  h e m ig h t co m m it vile a c ts, can  hard ly  b e h eld  en tirely  acco u n tab le fo r th em .  T he ex ten t  o f  y o u r crim es,  m oreover,  ca n   on ly   b e  m easu red   by  an ex a m in a tio n   o f   the  d am ag e  d o n e  in  th e  in fectio n   o f   in n o cen t p eo p le w ith  y o u r du b io u s pro clam atio n s. S u ch  p eo p le, perh ap s, w ould h a v e  fallen  prey  to so m eo n e else had  yo u  n o t b een  handy. 

T h e ju d g in g   o f  th e  th in g ,  th e n ,  is  bey o n d   m y  pow ers.  It  w ill h ave  to   be  the  un p leasan t  du ty   o f  a   h ig h er  authority. 

“ B u t h ea r m e ,  sir.  I h ave very p o w erfu l acq u ain tan ces.  Your p erv ersio n s  at  the  ho u se  on  W ardour  S treet  h a v e n ’t  g o n e  unn o ticed ,  an d   the  co in   y ou  so   lib erally  sprinkle  ab o u t  on  y o u r o w n  b e h a lf is tran sp aren t, to  speak figuratively. If y ou co n tin u e, th e n ,  to  practice y o u r ch ica n ery  publicly,  to  d elu d e the L ondon in n o cen t,  th e n ,  sir,  y o u ’ll  be  called  o u t,  th e  d isp arity   b etw een o u r ag e s  n o tw ith stan d in g .” 

T h e  ev an g elist  sto o d   rig id   as  a   p o st,  h is  face  p u rp le,  his
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ey es  sq u eezed   alm o st  shut.  H ad  h e  been  a  ja ck -in -th e-b o x   his lid  w ould  h ave  b low n  o f f  in  th e  n ex t  m om ent.  “ D -d -d o   you!” 

h e crie d ,  b reath in g  heav ily  thereafter and sco oping u p  fro m  the leaves  on  the  gro u n d   th e fo o lish  h ead .  “ D o y o u  know ,  sir,  that y o u ’ve  u n alterab ly   called   d o w n   up o n   you  y o u r o w n   vile  d am natio n !”  A n d   th is  la st  sy llable  w as  u ttered  w ith   such  ferocity th a t  T h eo p h ilu s  G o d ali  w as  certain   fo r  a   m o m en t  th a t th e  o ld m a n ’s  to n g u e  w ould  fly   o u t,  like  the  poiso n o u s  to n g u e  o f   a n ew t.  T h e display,  all  in a ll,  co n firm ed  G o d a li’s susp icio n  that th e  o ld   m an   w as  the  m o st  delu d ed   o f  h is  en tire  flo ck ,  if   the sh e p h erd   can   b e  said  to  occu p y   such  a   position. 

T im e  w as  w astin g .  L ig h t  w as  failin g .  H e  w as  an   h o u r  and a   h a lf  o u t  o f   H am pstead  in  the  b o rro w ed   w ag o n .  A n d   if   the roads  w ere  clo g g ed   y et  w ith  sig h tseers,  th en   it  w o u ld   be  odds o n  that th e b lim p  w ould d escen d  w ithout him .  H e ’d  h ad  eno u g h o f  th e o ld  m an ,  an d  w as tem p ted  to tie him  to  the tree to  prev en t the  p o ssib ility   o f  h is  follo w in g   alo n g   to   the  h eath.  B u t  such  a cou rse  m ig h t  w ell  bu rst  the  m a n ’s  head.  S o   w ith o u t  an o th er w o rd ,  G odali  to o k   up  the  rib an d s,  flick ed   at  th e  ho rses  w ith the  w h ip ,  an d   set  o f f  u p   the  ro ad   at  a   ca n te r  fo llo w ed   b y   the reced in g   fig u re  o f   S hiloh  the  N ew   M essiah ,  w ho  struggled cu rsin g   alo n g ,  to tin g   in  o n e  hand  th e  G lad sto n e  co ffin   an d   in the o th e r th e en cased   sk u ll,  an d   h o p in g   h eartily  that  som e  few o f  h is  co n g re g atio n   m ig h t  h ave  fo llo w ed   th em   o u t  o f  the  city. 

T h e  p artly   sh ad ed   lantern  threw   an   am azingly  b rig h t  shaft o f  lig h t  across  the  flo o r  o f  the  cup b o ard .  H asb ro   and  K raken had  carried   it  up  the  p assag e  fro m   the  street,  finding  th e m selv es,  finally,  b ey o n d  the  w all  o f N arb o n d o ’s  laboratory.  T he lantern d id   no th in g ,  h ow ever,  to  generally  illum inate  the  close q u arte rs,  an d   K rak en ,  bending  across to   w h isp er into  his co m p a n io n ’s  ear,  sm ashed  h is  n ose  ag ain st  H asb ro ’s  sh o u ld e r  in the  p rocess.  “ U g h ,”  w h isp ered   K rak en ,  p u ttin g   a  h an d   to   his face. 

“ S ssh h !”  said   H asb ro ,  w ho  m ad e  an   effo rt  to   p ee r  th ro u g h a   w ire-thin  cra ck   th at ran  alo n g   the  ed g e o f  th e  m o ving  p anel. 

L am p lig h t sh o n e  fro m  b ey o n d ,  an d  every  now   and th en   so m eo n e — th e  hun ch b ack   s u re ly — p assed   across  in  fro n t  o f   the crack. 

“ S hall  w e  clip   it  o p en   and  th ro ttle  h im ,  then?”  w hispered K raken. 
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“ P atien ce,  sir.” 

“ H e ’s  a   b a d ’n ,  is  th e  doctor.  N ot  a  m an  o ’  scien ce,  m ind y ou.  A   d ifferen t  sort.  A  dev il.  I ’m   agoing  to   p um m el  h im ,” 

w h ispered  K rak en , jo ltin g  around fo r a m o m en t,  perh ap s p ractic in g   his  p u m m elin g .  H asb ro   p eered   th ro u g h   the  cra ck ,  und istu rb ed .  “ S cience  d o n ’t  slice  up d ead   m e n ,”  insisted  K raken in a stage w h isp er o f increasing v eh em ence. “ S cience d o n ’t . . . ” 

he  b eg an ,  but  a   n o ise  o n   the  stairs  b eh in d   interrupted  him . 

“ S h !”  w h isp ered   H asb ro , jig g lin g   th e  co v ered   lam p  so   that the  clo th   fell  and  n ipped  o ff th e  lig h t  altogether.  T h e  tw o   held th e ir  breath .  A   tram p ,  scrap e,  tram p   so unded  o n   th e  stairs. 

S o m eo n e,  so m eth in g  ap p ro ach ed ,  ascended to w ard  them .  H asbro sq ueezed K ra k en ’s shoulder tw ic e, as if  signaling that action w as  im m inent.  “A s  silent  as p o ssib le ,” he m u rm ured into K rak e n ’s  ear. 

“ A y e ,”  breath ed   K raken. 

A   spu tterin g   lig h t  ap p e ared ,  p receding  low   gig g lin g   an d   a m u ffled   co u g h .  T he  lig h t  flick ered   across  th e  landing  at  the to p  o f  th e narro w  stairs.  B oth m en  h a lf ex p ected  the appearance o n   th e  lan d in g   o f   a  g h o u l,  o f   on e  o f  th e  w alking  d ead   w h o w ould  sh uffle  ro u n d   to   face  th em   u p  the  d ark   corridor.  W ith   a last  scrape  and  th u d ,  a   k n ee  an d   a   fo o t  app eared ;  th en   a   h ead b en t  into  v ie w — th e  g rin n in g ,  open -m o u th ed   head  o f   W illis P u le,  lit by the  u n n aturally  w hite  lig h t o f  a spu tterin g  fu se th a t cu rled   u p   o u t  o f   the  b ow els  o f   an   infernal  dev ice.  H e  turned an d   crep t  to w ard   th em ,  the  circle  o f   lig h t  cast  by  th e  fuse appro ach in g   along  the  floor. 

H asb ro  cro u c h ed  th e re ,  w aitin g , read y  to  spring the m o m en t th ey  w ere rev ealed .  K rak en  sh ook besid e h im , h is teeth  rattlin g audibly.  P u le  sto p p e d ,  ca n te d   his  h ea d ,  sq u in tin g   th ro u g h   the g lo o m ,  suspicious. 

“L o rd !”  ho w led   K raken.  “ H e ’ll  b lo w   u s  to   flin d ers!”   A nd w ith  th a t  he  launched  h im s e lf at  the  h o rrified   P u le,  w ho  m ade as  if  to   heav e  the  b o m b   full  into  K ra k e n ’s  face.  T h e  tw o   w ent d o w n  in a  h eap  o f  arm s an d  leg s,  both sh o u tin g , K rak en  rolling astrid e P u le an d  flailin g  aw ay at him  w ith bo th  fists.  T h e  b o m b b o u n ce d   on  th e  w ooden  flo o rb o a rd s,  H asbro  sco oping  it  up an d   p in ch in g   at  the  fu se ,  w h ich ,  desp ite  h is  effo rts,  sp u ttered co n tin u ally   to   life. 

“T h is  w o n ’t  d o ,”  h e  said  alo u d ,  and  he  p itch ed   th e  b o m b along  th e  corridor.  It  b o u n ced ,  ro lle d ,  caro m ed   o f f  th e  w all
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and do w n  the stairs,  b u m p , b u m p , bum p in g  along.  T he co rrid o r w as  ca st  into  sudden  dark n ess. 

“O w !”  cried   K raken.  “ F ilthy  an im al!” 

H asb ro   w h ip p ed   th e  cloth  fro m   ato p   the  lam p   an d   punched at the o ak  p anel befo re him .  E x p ectin g  an ex p lo sio n  that w ould literally b ring the hou se d o w n , he stepped through into an em pty laboratory,  the d o o r stan d in g  ajar.  K raken sp ran g  in beside him , b lo o d   po u rin g   d o w n   his  arm . 

“ Y ou’ve  been  in ju red ,  sir,”  said H asb ro  as he  strode  tow ard the  g aping  door. 

“ F ilthy b lig h ter b it m e ,” heav ed  K rak en , laboring fo r breath. 

“ So  I  k ick ed   him   d o w n   the  w e ll.” 

“ B ravo!”  cried   H asb ro ,  leap in g   u p   the  stairs  tw o  at  a   tim e tow ard  the  u p p er  floors. 

“ H e  w ent  u p ,  d id   h e ? ” 

“ I  h a v e n ’t  the  fo g g ie st,”  shouted  H asbro  o v e r h is  shoulder. 

“ B ut  the  ho u se  m ig h t,  if  it’s  g o in g   u p   y ou  w a n t.” 

“O h  L o rd ,  yes!” h o oted  K rak en ,  close  at H asb ro ’s heels.  In a trice  they  fo u n d   th e  d o o r to  the  ro o f,  and  w ithout  slackening p ac e,  leaped across to  th e n ex t ro o f, neith er pau sin g  to q uestion the  p o ssibility  o f  slo w in g   u p ,  but  leaping instead to a  third ju st as  th e  ex p ected   ex p lo sio n   boo m ed   u p   from   the  street.  B oth m en  d ro p p ed   in stinctively;  th e n ,  realizin g   th at  the  ro o f  they stood  on  w as  y et  so lid ,  th ey   crep t  across  and  p eered   betw een ch im n ey   pots.  In  the  ce n te r  o f   P ratlow   S treet  w as  a   sm oking crater.  H a lf a   b lo ck  d o w n ,  hig h -step p in g   tow ard  H o lb o m   as  if pursu ed   by  g o b lin s,  flew   a  desp erate  W illis  P u le,  foiled  o nce again. 

“ It  m u st  h a ’  gone  o u t  the  d o o r,”  ob serv ed   K raken. 

“I b eliev e y o u ’re co rrect.  A pity,  really, th a t it d id n ’t destroy the  lab o rato ry .” 

“ We  can  h ave  a  go  at  th a t o n e  o u rselv e s,”  K raken  sh o u ted , the  idea clearly   ap p ealin g  to  him .  “ We can   sm ash  it an d   sm ash it  and  sm ash   it!” 

H asb ro  co n sid ered  K ra k e n ’s  su g g estio n ,  recallin g ,  perhaps, the  b ro k en   K epler.  “ I t’s  gro w in g   a b it  la te ,”  he  b eg an ,  only  to cu t h im s e lf o f f  an d  sh o u t,  fo r th e re , h a lf a do zen  ro o ftops aw ay, springing su ddenly o u t o f  h id in g , leaped D r. Ig n acio  N arbondo, a  satchel  in  eith e r  hand. 

W ith o u t  a   w ord  the  tw o  w ere  after  h im ,  neith er  know ing w h at  it  w as  they  intended  to   do  w ith  him   if they  cau g h t  him , 
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b u t  rem ark ab ly   k ee n   o n   th e  catch in g . 

It  w as clear,  th o u g h ,  befo re  th e ch a se w as  six  m in u tes o ld , th a t  the  d o c to r  h ad   tak en   to   th o se  sam e  ro o fto p s  m o re  than o n ce  in  the  p a s t,  fo r  it  seem ed  th a t  h e  g ain ed   tw o   ea ch   tim e the  tw o   p u rsu ers  cro ssed   o n e ,  sliding  alo n g   g ab les,  clatterin g acro ss co p p e r sh e ath in g ,  sk id d in g  o n  th e  scree o f  d eco m posing ch im n ey s  and  all  th e  tim e  fallin g   fa rth e r behind. 

T h ey   p au sed ,  finally,  som e  tw o  b lo c k s fro m  O ld  C o m p to n , listen in g  to  w h at so unded fo r all the w o rld  lik e d istan t lau g h ter rin g   o v e r  th e  ro o fto p s.  F o r  th e  slice  o f   a   m o m e n t  the  d o cto r ap p eared  at w h at seem ed to  b e a n  im p o ssib le d istan c e, stan d in g befo re  th e  b rick   fro n t o f  a   ste ep   g arret,  an  o ran g e  su n   beyond h im   d ro p p in g   acro ss  th e  aftern o o n   sky.  T h e n   he  w as  gone. 
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On Wardour Street

L angdon  St.  Ives and W illiam  K eeble crouched in the darkness o f  an ill-lit hallw ay  on the second flo o r o f the house on W ardour S treet.  T h eir  short jo u rn e y   through  th e  sew ers  had  been  both un p leasan t  an d   u n eventful.  It  had  been  such  an  easy  business gaining  access  to   the  h o u se ,  in  fact,  th at  last  w ee k ’s  song  and dance  w ith   th e  clo ck   cry stal  seem ed  an  idiotically  bad  idea. 

W h ere  they  w ere  to  go  now   that  they  w ere  inside,  how ever, rem ained  to  be  seen. 

T he  air w as alm o st u n n aturally  still  and  quiet.  T here  had  to have  been  any  n u m b er  o f   people  w ithin  earshot,  but  in  the heavy, som nolent atm osphere,  it seem ed as if m ost w ere  asleep—  

not  at  all  an  u n likely  th in g ,  given  that  m ost  o f  th eir  business w as  transacted  during  the  night.  T here  w as  som e  stirring  and banging  d o w n sta irs,  from   the  k itch en ,  possibly.  M uted  voices could  b e  h eard ,  o n e  o f  w hich  sounded  as  if   it  m ight  be  the voice  o f W innifred  K eeb le,  w h o ,  dressed  as  a  w asherw om an, m ight  w ell  h ave  gained  en trance  through  the  back  door.  T he th o u g h t  o f   h er  co n fro n tin g   the  flo u r-faced   co o k   w as  bother-215
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so m e,  b u t  W in n ifred   had  insisted.  A nd  cleav er o r  n o   cleaver, th e  co o k   w ould  fin d   W in n ifred   K eeble  a   d ifficu lt  case. 

S t.  Ives  and  K eeble  tip to ed   d o w n   th e  hallw ay,  h a lf  w o n derin g  w hich room  to  p ee r into.  O p en in g  th e w rong do o r w ould b e  disastro u s.  K rak en   h ad   supposed  th a t  D o rothy  w as  so m ew here on the th ird  floor, g u ard ed , no d o u b t, by D rak e’s to u g h s, perh ap s  by  D rake  him self.  S o   there  w as  no  real  need  to   start p eek in g   into  d o o rw ay s  o n   the  second  floor,  ex cep t  that  the d o o rs  p resen ted   th em selv es.  W h o   could  say  w hat  lay  behind them ? 

T h ey   app ro ach ed   th e  w ooden  b alu strad e  th a t  fro n ted   the g rea t o p en  h all  w hich  S t.  Ives  h ad   b een  dep riv ed  o f  seeing on h is  prev io u s  visit.  T h e re ,  K raken  h ad   sa id ,  lay  the  starship. 

W ould  it  be  m erely  an   em p ty   h u ll,  stripped  and  ru sted  by  the cen tu ries? A n d  w h at purpose d id  D rake p u t it to ? W as it eno u g h ju s t  to   p o ssess  it,  o r  w as  th e re ,  as  ru m o r h ad   it,  som e  darker, foul  p u rp o se?  St.  Ives  th o u g h t  m om entarily  o f   th e  dreaded M arseilles  P in k ie,  w rapped  in  a   sh aw l,  lying  in  th e  C a p ta in ’s w ag o n   on  the  street.  T h ere  w ere,  apparently,  no  lim its  to   the p erv ersio n s co n co cted  b y  desp erate m en.  W hat m ight such m en d o  w ith  th e  space vehicle o f  d ie ho m u n cu lu s? S t.  Ives co u ld n ’t im agine. 

A  su d d en   sobbing  eru p ted   fro m   bey o n d   the  d o o r  to   th eir rig h t, fo llo w ed  by the u tteran ce o f  a  low  laugh.  K eeble straig h ten e d ,  h is ey e s w ide.  “ D orothy,” h e called ,  h a lf alo u d , reach in g fo r  the  d o o r  handle. 

S t.  Iv e s’  attem p t  to   sto p   him   w as  in  vain.  H e  grab b ed   the b ac k  o f  K ee b le’s co a t,  w h isp ered ,  “ W ait!”  an d  w as p u lled  into the  ro o m   along  w ith   the  toym aker.  O n   a   narrow ,  unm ade  bed sat  a  pasty -faced   w o m an   w earin g   w h at  ap p eared   to   b e   a   fruit b o w l  fo r  a   hat.  C raw lin g   on  h is  han d s  an d   kn ees  o n   th e  flo o r w as a  m an  in k n eeb reeches and a  striped to p c o at, th is la st being h au led   u p   o v e r  h is  h ea d ,  the  tails  cau g h t  u p   an d   tie d   w ith   a bro ad  strip  o f  do tted  rib b o n . O n his fee t w ere po in te d , w o m an ’s sh o e s,  tu rn ed   aro u n d   b ackw ard  an d   w edged  o n   aw kw ardly.  It w as  the  m an   o n   the  flo o r  w h o   sobbed  in  girlish  tones. 

A t  th e   rag in g   issuance  o f  K eeble  an d   S t.  Iv es,  th e  w om an o n  th e b ed  sh riek ed , an d  w ith o u t a se co n d ’s h esita tio n , plu ck ed up a  glass v ase fu ll o f  w ilted  roses an d  pitch ed  th e en tire affair at  th e  horro rs tru ck   K eeble.  T h e  m an   o n   th e  flo o r  stopped  h is
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cap erin g   at  the  sound  o f  th e  sh riek  an d   shouted:  “ W hat?  W ho is  it!”  H e  stru g g led ,  pin io n ed   h elplessly  in  h is  c o a t  an d   shoes a n d   bo m b ard ed   by  the  fru it  that  cascad ed   from   the  w o m an ’s hat.  S he sh riek ed  ag ain , ev en  th o u g h  h er first shriek h ad  driven K eeb le  h alfw ay  b ack   o u t  in to   th e  hallw ay. 

L o oking  desp erately   fo r  co n cealm en t,  St.  Iv es  hauled  the to y m a k er along.  D oors slam m ed o n  th e flo o r below .  T w o  h alf-d resse d ,  beard ed   m en  th ru st  th e ir  head s  through  a   suddenly o p en e d  door,  th en  fled tow ard the stairs, p erhaps assum ing th at St.  Iv es  and  K ee b le,  ru sh in g   at  th em   alo n g   th e  hallw ay,  w ere p o lice  officers.  A n o th er  d o o r  shot  o p en   an d   o u t  d ashed  an en o rm o u s  gen tlem an   in  v en tilated  ru b b er  tro u sers,  a   sh eet  o f n ew sp ap er in  fro n t o f  h is  face.  H e  too  bo w led   aw ay  d o w n  the stairs  to w ard   the  street. 

W ith in   m o m en ts,  it  seem ed ,  the  cry   h ad   g o n e  round  the h o u se ,  an d   the  a ir  w as  full  o f   shouts  an d   pou n d in g   feet  and the slam m ing o f  doors.  B ehind St.  Ives rag ed  the m an  w ith the c o a t  o v e r  h is  h ea d ,  shouting  cu rse s,  th reatening  th ro u g h   a m o uthful  o f   tw eed.  H is  ridiculous  tw isted   shoes  lay  on  the carp et  b ehind.  A   h ead ,  shouting  a   fearful  string  o f  venom ous o ath s,  sh o t  th ro u g h   the  gath ered   c o a t,  th e  do tted   rib b o n   and coattails  encirclin g   h is  n eck  like  a   c lo w n ’s  collar,  h is  arm s co c k ed   u p ,  trap p ed   an d   thrash in g   as  i f   he  w ore  a   m akeshift straig h tjack et.  It  w as  K elso   D rake. 

A t  the  sight  o f   K eeble  an d   S t.  Iv es,  D rake  b lanched.  H is m outh  w rithed.  H e  flailed  aw ay  w ith in   th e  co nfines  o f   his w o o len   priso n .  K eeble  sto p p e d ,  dum b stru ck .  H e  hesitated  a q u arte r  o f  a   se co n d ,  pon d erin g   D ra k e’s  b o u n d   state,  then  slid p ast  S t.  Iv es  in  a   ru sh   an d   struck  th e  in d u strialist on  th e  nose. 

D rak e  w as  pro p elled   b ac k w ard ,  struggling  in  h is  co a t,  in  fear no w   as  w ell  as  anger.  K eeble  struck  h im   again.  H e  grasp ed   a han d fu l o f  co a t fro n t,  slapped  D rake th ree o r fo u r tim es o n  the ch e ek , th en  tw ea k ed  bo th  h is ears.  K eeb le cap ered  an d  yodeled befo re h is h elp less victim  as S t.  Iv es,  anxious to  co n clu d e their b u siness  an d   b e   aw ay,  h au led   at  the  to y m a k er’s  collar. 

W ith   a  rip  o f  ren d in g   m aterial,  D rake  w as  suddenly  free o f th e  restrictin g   g arm e n t,  an d ,  w ith  the  cry   o f   a   m ad m an ,  he lau n ch ed   h im s e lf at  K ee b le,  pun ch in g   an d   flailing  at  th e   toym aker,  w h o ,  w ith  a   delib eratio n   an d   sobriety  that  startled   St. 

Iv es,  p u lle d   fro m   h is  c o a t  a   leath er  tru n ch eo n ,  an d   slam m ed
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the  indu strialist  on  the  side  o f  the  head,  felling  him   to  the carp et.  K eeble rep laced  the tru n ch eo n , apparently satisfied, and tu rn ed   to w ard   St.  Ives  a   face  pale  and  beaded  w ith  sw eat.  “ I d o n ’t  suppose  I  sh o u ld   kill  h im ,”  h e  said  slow ly. 

“ N o!”  crie d   St.  Iv es,  hauling  K eeble  once  again  along  the hallw ay   to w ard   th e  stairs.  Jo lting  up  from   the  ground  floor rag ed  tw o m en , o b viously not custom ers. O n e, St.  Ives realized w ith   a  sh o ck  o f  horror,  w as  the  m an  w ith the chim ney p o t hat, w ho h eld  in his hand a  carv in g  knife.  H is com panion  scrabbled in  h is  co a t,  perh ap s  a fte r  a   gun. 

“T h e  b en ch !”  cried   St.  Iv es,  grappling  w ith  the  en d   o f  the carv ed   Jaco b ean   trestle  bench  that  sat  on  the  landing.  K eeble w ent  fo r  the  op p o site  end.  T he  tw o  m en  sw ung  it  in  a   quick arch ,  th en   le t  it  g o ,  K eeble  a  second  o r  so  ahead  o f  St.  Ives. 

C h im n ey   p o t  flattened  h im self  against  th e  b alustrade  as  K ee b le ’s  en d   o f   th e  heavy  b ench  sw ung  ro u n d ,  g razin g   his  foreh ead ,  p low ing  into  the  neck  an d   ch est  o f his  co m p an io n ,  w ho h a d ,  to   h is  o w n   great  m isfo rtu n e,  been  p eerin g   into  his  coat. 

T he  m an   scream ed  an d   pitch ed   o v e r  back w ard s,  he  and  the b en ch  sk id d in g  to g eth er dow n the stairs. C h im ney pot w as after th e m ,  w av in g   the  kn ife. 

S t.  Ives sk ip p ed  up the stairs,  K eeble beside h im ,  bo th  m en running  head lo n g   into  a   su rprised  W in n ifred   K eeble  w ho  supported  D orothy  around  th e  shoulders  w ith  h e r left  arm .  In  her right  hand  she  clu tch e d   a   revolver.  “W here  on  e a r th . . . ”  she b egan  before  catch in g   sight  o f   the  m urderous  chim ney-pipe. 

“ I h av e y o u r gun!” she crie d , p o inting the w eapon in h is general direction. 

H e  slow ed  m om entarily,  cocked  h is  head  as  if  d eb atin g  the extent o f the threat, then rushed heedlessly on.  W innifred pushed D orothy  in W illia m ’s d irec tio n ,  grasped the rev o lv er w ith both han d s,  and  fired   o ff  three  o r  fo u r  sh o ts,  o n e  after  the  other, ey es  closed.  S t.  Ives  dove  on to   his  ch e st,  ro llin g   against  the w all  o f   the  stairw ell,  as  he  w atched  B illy  D eener  sail  o v er back w ard   an d   tum ble  to  the  flo o r  below ,  th en   roll  six  feet to w ard  the ce n te r o f  the  ro o m ,  his hands  o v er his  h ead ,  before scram b lin g   aw ay  tow ard  the  kitch en .  T he  back  d o o r  slam m ed in  h is  w ake.  K elso   D rake  staggered  into  the  room   below ,  then abruptly  disap p eared   after  h e  lo oked  up  to  see  th e  sm oking pistol  in  th e  hands  o f  W in nifred  K eeble. 
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T h e  K eeb les  ush ered   a   stum bling  and  b ew ild ered   D orothy alo n g   in to   the  now   em pty  ro o m ,  all  o f  th em   intent  on ly   on reach in g  th e street.  F earful th a t they w o u ld n ’t b e q u ick  eno u g h , K eeb le  b en t  o v e r  and  sco oped  the  d ru g g ed   girl  into  his  arm s, tiltin g   d an g ero u sly   fo r  a   m om ent  befo re  tossing  h e r ju s t  a   bit so  th a t  she  settled   in  and  b alan ced .  St.  Ives  crouched  halfw ay u p  th e   second  flo o r stairs,  w atching th e to y m ak er and h is  w ife d isa p p ea r  below .  H e  tu rn ed ,  bolted  for  the  top  landing,  and b u rst o u t o n to   a deserted  corridor,  lit dim ly  by  gaslam ps in the sh ap e  o f  b rass  c u p id s,  clinging  at  intervals  along  the  w all. 

T w en ty   fee t  along  the  co rrid o r  opened  on to   the  g rea t  hall th a t  S t.  Ives  had  b een  d en ied   a  look  at  ten  days  earlier.  H e step p ed   alo n g   to w ard   it,  w aterin g   h im self  against  th e  w all  to p e e r  o u t  o v e r  the  h ig h ,  o p en   ro o m ,  fearful  that  h e ’d   be  seen fro m   below.  N o  o n e,  h ow ever,  w as  in  the  ro o m   save  K elso D rake,  w ho lim ped along across the floor, his head now  sw athed in  b andages.  A   low   m u rm u r arose,  as  if  he  w ere cu rsin g   under his  breath.  T h en  h e  shouted at som eone u nseen  about bringing the b ro u g h am  around.  T h ere sounded an answ ering shout,  then a   g ru n t  fro m   D rak e,  th en   an o th er  shout  ab o u t  D een er  having 

“tak en   th e  o th er  b o x .” 

“G o o d !”  crie d   D rake,  struggling  to   open  a   leath er b ag ,  the clasp   o f   w hich  refused  to  co o perate.  T h e  m illionaire  flung  it ag a in st  th e  b ack   o f a  v elvet  co u ch   w ith  a  fury  that  astonished S t.  Iv es,  and  set  to  kicking  the  bag  about  the  ro o m   like  a fo o tb all,  dan cin g   atop  it  until  h e ’d  stom ped th e clasp  into subm issio n .  T h en ,  y an king  open  the  b ag ,  he  tore  ap art  the  doors o f   a  b ro ad ,  m irro red   b u ffe t,  and  yanked  o u t  a  K eeble  b ox, d ro p p in g   it  in to   th e  bag  and  hurrying  o u t  o f sight.  A   m om ent la ter the front d o o r banged shut and silence reigned. T h e house, no  d o u b t,  co n tain ed  any  n u m b er o f p eo p le,  h idden  aw ay  from d ay lig h t  an d   activity  like  b ats  in  caves. 

St.  Ives  w asted  no  tim e.  H e  had  no desire to  co nfront m u rd erers  o r  to   hide  b eh in d   p otted  p lants.  H e  w ould  find  a   w ay into  the  strange  ship that  sat  toadlike  in  the cen ter o f the  room below .  It w as ap p arently n o thing m ore th an  a  curious ornam ent, lik e a  ch in a  vase  o r a  m arble cu p id ,  the p ecu liar bric-a-brac  o f a   m illio n aire,  p o lish ed ,  no  d o u b t,  by  a   cleaning  w om an  w ith a ra g ,  w h o  assum ed it to  be som e sort o f  inexplicable an d  filthy co n triv an ce  for  the  g ratification  o f   the  ab h o rren t  appetites  o f
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w ealthy  cu sto m ers.  It  w as  th o u g h t to  be a  sort o f  g ian t  P inkie, p erh ap s,  th e  u ses  o f  w hich  w ere  v eiled  from   the  sight  o f   the uncorrupted. 

St.  Ives  stared  at  the  m achine  fo r a  lo n g   m inute,  p eerin g   at the  little  cren elatio n s  along  its  fins,  its  em erald-tinted  ports, the  silv er  sheen  o f  its  g lo b u la r bu lk .  All  in  all  it  w a sn ’t  vastly differen t  in  ch a racter from   his  o w n   sh ip — they  w e re n ’t  b ro th ers, to  be su re,  but they bore ea ch  o th e r an  u nm istakable fam ily resem blance.  C u rio u s,  th o u g h t St.  Ives,  how   tw o v eh icles that hailed  from   g alaxies  so  im m ensely  d istan t  from   ea ch   o ther should  h ave  such  an  obvious  affinity.  T h ere  w as  a  m etaphysic there  that  b o re  co n tem p latio n ,  but  it  seem ed  a  good  idea  to w ait u ntil later to co n tem plate  it.  H e tu rn ed  and m ade o ff dow n the  stairs,  pu sh in g   th ro u g h   tw o  doors  and  un d er  a  trem endous arch  into  the  hali. 

H e  g rasped  th e  rope  th a t  hung  b ehind  the  d raw n  curtains and  g ave  it  a   y an k ,  the  cu rtain s  sw inging  back  and  the  room flooding  w ith  m id aftem o o n   sunlight.  T h e  vast,  u n shuttered w indow   lo oked o u t on to   W ardour S treet,  o b scured  partly  from view   by  a  scattering  o f  ju n ip e rs  and  box w o o d s  that  grew   up close  along  th e  w alls  o f   the  hou se,  en tangled  in  the  creeping tendrils  o f clim b in g   fig.  It  m ight  easily  have  been  y ears  since the  fo liag e  had  been  trim m ed ,  an d   easily   as  long  since  the drape  had  been  draw n  to  illum inate  the  dim   and  u n w holesom e room   w ith  sunlight. 

A t  th e  so und  o f   a  crash in g   upstairs  and  w hat  sounded  like the  w h isp erin g   o f   furtive  vo ices,  St.  Ives  hastily  m anipulated w hat  seem ed  to  him   to  be  the  h a tc h — a   circu lar  panel  that popped  o p en   like  the  stone  d o o r o f  A lad d in ’s  cav e,  em ittin g   a little  airy  ch irp   as  if   startled ,  perh ap s,  by  the  to u ch   o f   the sc ien tist’s  hand. 

A t the sudden sight o f  the in terio r o f the sh ip ,  St.  Ives found h im self trem b lin g   so  that  he  could  hardly  com m and  his  hands and  feet.  H e  attem pted  to   scale  the  side  o f   the  sh ip ,  but  his foot  slid  fro m  a  p rotruding  bit  o f p olished  m etal  and  his  hands could  find no p u rch ase o n  the slippery  arched edge o f th e open hatch.  H is breath  w h ooshed out by the lungful.  H e felt suddenly giddy  and  fain t,  faced ,  as  he  w as,  by  the  o b ject  o f a   long  and so m etim es  desp erate  search  and  fired  by  th e  fear  that  at  any m o m en t  h e ’d   h ea r  the  click  o f a  pistol  h am m er draw n  b ack  or
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the  ro ugh  sh o u t o f  o n e  o f  D ra k e ’s  m en.  H e  hauled o n  the  arm o f a   nearby  u pholstered ch air,  d raw in g  it  u p  next to  the  sp acecra ft,  clim b in g   u p   o n to   the  seat  and  nearly  sinking  at  o n ce  to the  level  o f   the  flo o r  in  the  so ft,  slack-springed  cushion.  H e stepped u p  on to   an  arm ,  teetered  back and  forth,  and slid head first  in  at  the  h atch .  A fter  yanking  the  hatch  sh u t,  he  settled into  a   cu sh io n ed   seat  and  surveyed  the  in terio r o f  th e  ship. 

B efo re h im  w ere a  p leth o ra o f  dials and g auges.  H e ’d  w age a  sum  on  h is bein g  able  to g u ess o u t the  nature o f h a lf a dozen o f  th e m ,  b u t  o thers  w ere  a  m ystery.  T he  dials  w ere  m ounted u n d er clo ck  cry sta ls,  filled ,  it seem ed ,  w ith v io let liquid.  S cattered   in  b etw een   an d   ro u n d ab o u t  w ere  buttons  th a t  one  m ight p u sh ,  fabricated  o f  w h at  ap p eared   to   b e  ivory  an d   ebony.  St. 

Ives h ad   the  sudden  urge to  ja b   aw ay  at th e m ,  like  a  m an w ith no  m usical  train in g  m ig h t p o k e  at the  k ey s o f  a piano.  B u t the disco rd an t resu lt m ig h t easily m ean  h is d o o m — probably  w ou ld 

m ean  his  d o o m .  H e  calcu lated ,  trusting  to   his  ea rlier  co n clu sions  ab o u t  th e  p ec u lia r  b u t  telling  affinity  o f   related  objects in  th e  u niverse.  H is  fingers  w andered  from   o n e  sw itch  to   the next.  N o th in g   v e n tu re d . . .  h e  told  him self,  stopping  before  an ivory  bu tto n  besid e w hich w as a  sort o f hieroglyphic  d epiction o f  a   sun.  H e  stabbed  at  it.  T h e  dials  glo w ed   suddenly  through the v io le t liquid.  E m b o ld e n ed , he pu sh ed  another, this on e next to  a   little  pictu re  o f  an  aeolus-faced  p u ff o f  w ind.  A  hum m ing ensued.  St.  Ives  b raced   h im self,  th en   felt,  against  the  back  o f h is n ec k , a little ru sh  o f  air.  A n o x y g enator, h e th o u g h t, sm iling at h is p a ir o f  successes.  H e ja b b e d  an o th er bu tto n  an d  th e hatch opened. 

“ D a m n ,”  he  sa id ,  h a lf  aloud.  H e  stooped  up  through  the h iatu s,  grasp ed   the  h atch  in  o rd er  to   haul  it  back  d o w n ,  and lo o k ed   straig h t  into  the  ru in ed   face  o f  a   g h o u l,  w ho  stood precario u sly   o n   the  upho lstered   chair.  St.  Ives  shrieked  at  it, dro p p in g   into  the  cra ft,  bou n d in g   up  again  to  clutch  at  the h atch ,  the  ghoul  m eanw hile  en deavoring  to   h o ist  its e lf in.  Its g ap in g   fac e,  h air tu m b lin g  o v e r its  forehead,  loom ed  in  above St.  Iv es,  w ho  p ressed  his  rig h t  hand  against  the  th in g ’s  nose an d   fo reh ead ,  shoving  w ith  all  his  strength,  h is  feet  braced ag ain st  th e  d eck   o f   the  craft.  T he  ghoul  stared  o u t  stupidly fro m  ben eath  S t.  Iv e s’ fin g ers, its ow n  hands stubbornly clu tch ing th e  ed g es  o f  the  circ u lar h atch  opening.  St.  Ives ban g ed  at
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the  fin g ers  w ith   th e  fist  o f   h is  free  h an d ,  then  reached  p ast, grasp ed   the  h atch ,  an d   slam m ed  it  dow n  on  the  back  o f   the th in g ’s  head. 

It lu rched fo rw ard ,  ey es  w id en in g ,  th en  je rk e d  its head o u t, th ro w in g   the  h atch  o p en   w ith   it.  A   third  hand jo in e d   the  p air still clu tch in g  th e sh ip — an o th er ghoul endeav o rin g  to clam ber in.  S t.  Ives  b an g ed   the  h atch  d o w n   on to   the  fin g ers,  m ashing at th e m  o n ce ,  then  tw ice,  th en   a   third  tim e,  grim acin g   at each blow ,  ex p ectin g   a rain o f  severed fingers.  H e  shut his ey es and slam m ed   the  h atch  again.  It  settled   into  place.  O utside  w ere the  tw o   g h o u ls,  ex am in in g   th e ir  hands  w ith  looks  o f   w onder on  th e ir  faces,  as  if  h aving  already  forgotten  how  th e y ’d  com e to  b e  in  su ch   a   state.  B eyond  th em   w as  an other  ghoul.  T w o m o re  slu m p ed   in  th ro u g h   the  door. 

S t.  Ives  g ritted   his  teeth  an d   p o ked  an  eb ony  button.  T he sh ip   lu rched  an d   lay  still.  H e  p o ked  another.  N othing  at  all happ en ed .  T w o  gh o u ls pushed a  so fa tow ard the craft.  A n other h au led  at an o ak  secretary.  T h ree m ore w andered into the room an d  tu gged at a  p ian o ,  in ching it fo rw ard ,  in ten t u p o n . . .  w hat? 

S cu ttlin g  St.  Iv e s’  ship by b urying it  in fu rniture? T h e scientist settled  to  h is w ork.  A  h eavy ro p e end  flicked p ast the w indow . 

T h ey   w ere  ty in g   the  cra ft  to  the  leg  o f  th e  upholstered  chair, then  w inding  it  around  the  leg  o f  the  piano.  H e ’d   been  w rong about  the  clean in g   w om an  again.  A pparently  it  w as  co m m o n k n o w led g e,  ev e n   am o n g   g h o u ls,  that  the  cra ft  w as  a   ship  o f so m e  s o rt— n o t  at  all  a  b ad   th in g ,  th o u g h t  S t.  Ives.  It  argued th at  th e  cra ft  w o rk ed ,  that  D rake  had   g iv en   o rders  to   prevent its  b ein g   h ijacked. 

A t the pressin g  o f  a  bu tto n  n ex t to th e draw ing o f  a  spiralling arrow ,  the  sh ip   spun  suddenly  o n   its  axis,  d rag g in g   w ith  it the stu ffed  c h a ir an d   tearing the ro p e from  th e  hands o f  a  bent an d rag g ed  zo m b ie th a t crep t ab o u t un d er th e piano.  S t. Ives pressed the  sam e  bu tto n   an d   th e  m o vem ent  stopped.  H e  p ressed   again an d   th e  cra ft  resu m ed   its  revolution.  W hen  h e  faced   th e  w indo w   straight  o n ,  he  pu sh ed   it  o n ce  again.  T h en ,  throw ing cau tio n  o n to  th e d u st h ea p ,  h e  stabbed aw ay a t a  su ccession o f b u ttons. 

T h e sh ip  sh u d d ered ,  lu rch ed ,  slid  forw ard a  foot.  T h e ch air in  w hich h e sat tilted b ac k ,  nearly d u m p in g  him  o n to  the floor. 

A  w ild  hu m  eru p ted  as the cra ft lurched a g a in ,  skittered across the  flo o r,  a n d ,  in   an   av alan ch e  o f  cascad in g   glass  an d   tearing
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v in es,  ro se  in  a   sudden  escalatin g   ru sh ,  h auling  w ith  it  the stuffed  c h a ir a n d   a   single  dan g lin g   ghoul  w hose  fac e,  sm itten w ith  w o n d er an d  co n fu sio n , p ressed  ag ain st o n e o f  th e starboard po rts  fo r  a  q u ic k   second  o r  so  before  sliding  aw ay  an d   d isapp earing. 

St.  Iv es,  hands  fly in g   o v e r th e  co n tro ls  in   a   w ild   effo rt  to steady  th e  cra ft,  h ad   n o   tim e  to   b e  co n cern ed   w ith  attached zom bies.  T h e sh ip  cartw h eeled .  St.  Ives w atched in  a  w h irling ru sh   the  topsy  tu rv y   d om e  o f  St.  P a u l’s  spin p ast,  follow ed by a  b rie f  g lim p se  o f   the  spiraling  arm ch air,  lost  alm o st  im m ediately   to   sig h t a n d  giv in g   w ay  to   w h at w as alm o st certainly  a sp lit-seco n d  v iew  o f  the K ennington O v al.  T h e ship sh o t aw ay to   the  so u th   an d   w est,  b o u n d ,  it  seem ed ,  fo r the  channel. 

H e  w as  m o v in g   p ro d igiously  fast in  an  utterly  uncontrolled flig h t,  p inned  to   h is  se at  by  the  law s  o f  p h ysics  o n   a   voyage th a t,  he  w as  suddenly  ce rta in ,  w as  m aking  h im   sick   at  his sto m ach .  It w o u ld  en d  in disaster.  H e kn ew  it.  H e could picture h im s e lf cata p u ltin g   o u t  o f   h an d   in to   the  sea.  H e  c o u ld n ’t,  in fac t,  p icture  an y th in g   else.  It  w as  ev id en t  th a t  the  slightest m an ip u latio n   o f  a   p a ir o f  cu rv ed   levers  a t d ead   ce n te r in  front o f  h im   w o u ld   cau se  the  sh ip  to   tum ble  o r  sw erve  o r sk ip  o r in som e  w ay   ru n   m ad.  H esitantly,  he  p ro dded  o n e.  B u t  h e  succe ed e d  on ly   in o n ce ag ain  cav o rtin g  along en d  o v e r en d .  T here w as  the  se a ,  the  fly in g   chair,  w hat  appeared  briefly  to   be  a p an tleg  w ith  a sh oeless fo o t dan g lin g  fro m  it, this last en tan g led in  th e  sw in g in g  ro p e.  A   p rod a t the o th er le v er sent h im  p lu m m etin g   breath lessly   tow ard  th e  sea,  h is  stom ach  at o nce  in  his th ro at,  the  c h a ir  risin g   w eirdly  p ast  the  ports  fo llo w ed   by  th e staring face o f  the zo m b ie,  w hose ankle w as fouled in the line. 

T h e g ray   sw ell  o f the  C h annel  h u rtled  tow ard him  as  he ed g ed the le v er b a c k , e v e r so  slow ly.  T h e cra ft sw ung ro u n d  in  a slow arc ,  lev elin g   o ff,  th en   risin g   o n ce  again.  It  w as  slow   d eliberatio n   th a t  w as  called   f o r— th e  m ere  co n sideration  o f  p ressure on  a   le v e r  w as  nearly  su fficien t  fo r  a   change  o f course. 

H is  sto m ach   retu rn ed   to   its  rightful  p o sitio n ,  the  b lo o d   in h is  v eins  ceased   its  racing  and  settled  in  ap ace,  an d   w ith   a k een -m in d ed   d elib eratio n ,  tem p ered   by  a   v ision  o f  th e  c o llected , asto n ish ed  v isag es o f the R oyal A cadem y w hen he sw ept in  am o n g   th e m   at  p rodigious  sp eed s,  an d   en couraged  b y   th e v ast  ca n v as  o f  the  d eep en in g   ev en in g   sky,  S t.  Ives  eased   the le v er  fo rw ard   w ith   a   su btle  p ressu re  from   h is  right  hand.  H e
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stead ied   th e  sh ip   w ith   h is  left,  satisfied  w ith  th e  controlled resp o n se.  H e  d ip p ed   suddenly,  ev en ed   h e r  o u t,  and  sm iled , an g lin g  in an  increasing ru sh  to w ard  th e D o v er S trait.  T h e ship slan ted   u p w ard   th ro u g h   th in n in g   atm osphere  into  the  purple heav en s.  T h e  sky  abo v e  d ark en ed ,  b rim m ing  suddenly  w ith flick erin g  em erald  lam ps through th e tinted po rts, as if  h e stared into  a   d ee p ,  stellar  w ell,  h a lf  full  o f d ark   w ater  and  reflected stars. 
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F ro m   H am p stead  H eath ,  the  lights o f  L ondon w in k ed  a n d  g litte re d   in   th e  d ark n ess,  an  earth b o u n d   cou n terp o in t  to  the  stars am id  w hich St.  Ives raced  in his b o rro w ed  sh ip  m iles an d  m iles ab o v e.  T h eo p h ilu s G od all  stood w ith C ap tain  P ow ers and H asb ro ,  alternately  w atching  the  w ash   o f  lights  and  the  h eav en s, th e  first  fo r  no  p ractical  reason  sav e  beauty,  the  latter  fo r  the ap p earan ce  o f  the  d ark   bu lk   o f  B ird lip ’s  blim p. 

T h e v illag e o f  H am pstead w as ch o k ed  w ith p eo p le, slogging in  th e  m u d   o f   the  streets,  ja m m in g   th e  tav ern s,  perch in g   in trees.  P ots  o f  ale  an d  cu p s o f  g in  an d  ru m  w ere carried   around by h u stlin g  ch ild ren ,  w ho g o t n o  farth er th an  a  d o zen feet from th e ir  d o o rs  befo re  th e ir  w ares  w ere  sn atch ed   aw ay  and  co n su m ed   an d   a  h u n d red   vo ices called  fo r m ore o f  th e  sam e.  H a lf th e  p o p u lace  o f   G re ater  L ondon  seem ed   to  h av e  found  itself in th e vicin ity  o f  H am p stead ,  alth o u g h  a  go o d  p art o f  th em  got no  farth er  th an   H am p stead   V illag e  o r  C am den  Tow n  before en c am p in g ,  eith er h av in g   little  in terest  in appro ach in g  blim p s, or,  m o re  likely,  h aving  little  idea w h at it  w as  that  app ro ach ed , 225
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satisfied  to   b e  afo o t o n   a   w arm   ev en in g   in  th e  carn iv al  atm o sphere. 

G odall  pro fessed   to  C aptain  P ow ers  that  he  h o ped  the  ale and  spirits  w ould  ho ld   up.  A nd ju s t  w hen  h e  fin ish ed   the  senten ce,  a   great  crash  so unded  from   across  the  g reen   o n   w hich th ey   sto o d ,  and  a   low   bu ild in g   co llap sed   in  a   h ea p   o f   flying d ebris.  S cream s  an d   m oaning  eru p ted   fro m   a   score  o f  people w ho  h ad   m o m ents  before  been  perch ed   ato p   it  and  h ad   been singing  a   tu m ultuous  h y m n .  A  b an d   o f  ro b ed   faith fu l,  tw o   o f w hom   su p ported  a  w o m   but  an im ated  S hiloh  b etw een   th e m , hurried  tow ard  the  w recked  sh a ck ,  p itch in g   han d fu ls  o f  tracts to   the  en th u siastic  cro w d s  they  p assed   along  th e  way. 

T he R oyal A cadem y clustered w ithin the confines o f a  ropcd-o ff rectan g le  o n   th e  g reen   on to   w h ich   had  b een  arran g ed   law n ch airs.  T he  p erim ete r  o f   the  rectangle  w as  th reaten ed   ro u n d about by the pressing m ultitude.  Parsons,  a  pow dered w ig canted across  the  to p  o f  his  h ead ,  shouted  o v er a  sh eaf o f  foolscap  at his  fello w s,  b u t  his  w ords  w ere  one  w ith  the  general  m el6e, and  not  a  scientist  am ong  th em   h ad   his  eyes  on  anything  but th e  stars. 

G odall  w as  faintly  su rprised  to   see  th e  ev an g elist.  T h ere seem ed  to   b e  no  en d   to   th e  persp icacity   o f   a  zealot.  T h e  old m an  ap p e ared ,  ho w ev er,  to   be  d efla ted ,  to  h av e  had  the  w ind taken  o u t  o f   h is  sails.  In  the  glass  cu b e,  still  clu tch ed   u n d er his  arm ,  lay  the  h ead   o f   Io a n n a   S o u th co te,  m ute  now   an d to ppled  o v e r  o n to   its  side.  It  w as  h ard   to  im agine  that  the ev an g elist  w ould  cau se  th em   trouble.  It  w as  the  b lim p   he  w as in terested  in.  W hen  it  la n d ed ,  then  th e y ’d   h ave  to   lo o k   sharp. 

B u t h e ’d  hardly risk attack in g  th em  o u trig h t, d espite the affro n t o f  bein g   m an handled  by  G o d all  ho u rs  earlier. 

K elso  D rak e,  th o u g h ,  w as  a   d ifferen t  p ro p o sitio n .  H e ’d rid d en  up m inutes after the arrival o f  th e C a p ta in ’s w ag o n ,  then h ad  v an ish ed  im m ed ia te ly — an  o m in o u s th in g ,  all  in all.  G o d all  w ould  far  so o n er  k ee p   him   in  sight.  It  w as  im p o ssib le  to say w hose ghouls lurched about the heath,  S hiloh’s or D rake’s —  

qu ite co n ceiv ab ly  bo th .  K rak en  w as cro u c h ed  in th e u p p e r lim bs o f   a   p articu larly   tall  ald er  fifty  m eters  aw ay,  a   w histle  in  h is teeth .  H e  w as  o n   the  w atch ,  especially,  fo r  th e  m an  in  the ch im n ey   p ip e  h at.  T he  K eeb les  w ere  en sco n ced   in  the  w ag o n , n eith er  Ja ck   n o r  D o rothy  bein g   in  co n d itio n   to  ven tu re  out am ong  th e  m u ltitu d e.  D orothy,  h ow ever,  w as  co m in g   ro u n d , 
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th e  haste  o f   th e ir  retreat  from   W ardour  S tre et  h av in g   chased o ff  som e  o f   th e  effects  o f   the  d ra g s.  W illiam   K eeble  looked about  furtively,  h is  rig h t  hand  o n   th e  pistol  in  h is  co at,  utterly certain   th a t  D rake  w ould  attem p t  to   rep ay   h im   fo r  th e  pum - 

m eling  in the hallw ay.  W rap p ed  in a shaw l b en eath  his fee t lay th e  no to rio u s  M a rseilles  P inkie. 

O n ce ,  as the  w agon  had  ban g ed  an d  rattled   up the hill  from H am p stead ,  th e y ’d  ro u nded  a  c o m er,  pressin g   th ro u g h   a   m ob o f  tru d g in g   m erry m ak ers,  and  am ong  th e m ,  a   b ro ad -b rim m ed h a t yan k ed   across  h is ey e s,  W illis  P ule  had   b en t alo n g   slow ly. 

H e h ad  glan ced   u p ,  as  if  to jo in  th e b u lk  o f  the  m o b  in cu rsin g th e  w ag o n ,  and  h is  ey es  m ight  as  w ell  h av e  been  p inw heels. 

I f  e v e r K eeble h ad  seen a m ad m an , P u le w as it, and no m istake. 

H is  face  w as  aw ash  w ith  a  deadly,  green  p allo r,  as  if  h is  h ead w ere  a  pock ed   and  cratered   b all  o f  g ree n   ch eese  g o u g ed   from the  m oon. 

A t  th e  sight  o f   the  w agon  pu sh in g   p ast,  the  sp in n in g   rear w heels  slu icin g   m u d   o n to   P u le ’s  tro u sers  and  P ule  h im self un d erstan d in g   in  a rash   w h o   it w as  th a t ro d e  in  the w ag o n ,  his m o u th  tw itch ed  o p en  spasm odically,  and h is su d d en ly  w hirling ey e s  ro lled  b ack   u p   u n d er  the  b rim   o f  h is  h at.  H e ’d   lurched fo rw ard   to   g rab   th e  w h eel,  as  if  to  yank  the  w agon  to   a   stop. 

B u t  the  cro w d ,  finally,  had  th in n e d ,  an d   the  ho rses  leaped fo rw ard   on to   the  clea r  q u arte r  m ile  o f   road  ap p earin g   ahead. 

P u le  w as  d rag g ed   alo n g   in  a   sudden  head-o v er-h eels  tu m b le, o n to  h is b ack  lik e a  ro ach  in th e m u d  and m oan in g  unrepeatable curses. 

T h e ep iso d e h ad  m y stified  K eeb le.  W h a t on ea rth ,  he  w o n d ere d ,  h ad   befallen   P u le  to  h ave  bro u g h t  h im   to   such  a   pass, an d   w hy  had   th e  sig h t  o f   the  w ag o n   so   enrag ed   h im ?  T h ere w as m u c h , clearly, in the w orld th a t K eeble d id n ’t u n d ersta n d —  

m uch  that  h e  d id n ’t  care  to   u nderstand. 

P arso n s  strode  b ack  and  forth  across  the  g re e n — ten  steps th is  way,  te n   steps  that.  H e  p au sed   in  m id -strid e  co m in g   and g o in g   to   ad d ress  co m m en ts  to   h is  fello w s,  rem ark in g   o n   the d irectio n   o f   prev ailin g   w in d s,  the  possib ility   o f   w arm   valley a ir ru sh in g  in  a d an g ero u s u p d raft an d  p u sh in g  the b lim p  along to   C h in g fo rd   o r  S o uthgate  o r  farther.  W in d s,  a fte r  all,  w ere treach ero u s  things.  L ike  te eth ,  actually.  B u t  if  o n e  k new   th eir p ec u lia ritie s,  th e ir  h ab its,  th ey   w ould  reveal  m onum ental kn o w led g e  an d   co u ld   b e  read   an d   d ec ip h e re d ,  m uch  like  the

[image: Image 477]

[image: Image 478]

2 2 8

James  P.  Biayiock

in te rio r w inds  o f  the  h u m an   org an ism   co u ld   be  relied   up o n   to b etray  gastro in testin al  p ecu liarities.  I f   on ly   B ird lip ,  P arsons lam en ted ,  h ad   b een   a   differen t  b ree d   o f   sc ien tist— w h at  th e m an m ig h tn 't h av e le arn ed ,  adrift o n  the skytides fo r clo se on to fifteen   years!  A h ,  b u t  th ey   co u ld   hope  fo r  little,  ex p e ct  even less.  W ish  fo r  the  w o rst,  he  in sisted ,  an d   on e  w as  rarely   d isap p ointed.  H e strode u p  an d  d o w n , h auling o u t his pocketw atch at  in te rv als,  th en   shoving  it  b ack   into  his  v est  pocket. 

A   d o zen  g ray   beard s  w agged  b eh in d   h im ,  an d   no  en d   o f brass  telesco p es  w ere  train ed   o n   th e  em p ty   h ea v en s— em pty, that  is,  b u t  fo r  a  w ash   o f   stars  and  a  crescen t  m oon  risen   to the  to p   o f   the  sky.  A   cry   aro se ,  and  a   fin g er  o r  tw o   pointed briefly  a t the  ivory  slice o f  m o o n ,  but w h ate v er it w as th a t had pro m p ted  th e cry had  d isap p eared .  S o m eth in g ,  apparently,  had for  a   b rie f  m o m en t  been  silh o u etted   th e re ,  b u t  had  sailed   at o nce  in to   dark n ess.  P arso n s  pron o u n ced   the  m ystery  a   b at, w hose  nocturnal  eating  h ab its  acco u n ted   fo r  its  astonishingly pro ficien t dig estiv e system .  S till th ere w as no sign o f  the blim p. 

P arsons  w ished  h eartily  that  th e  po p u lace  w ould  go  hom e. 

T h e sh o u tin g  an d  singing an d  general d runkenness w ere at best a   d istractio n ,  and  certain ly   h ad   no  p la ce  at  a  function  o f  th is m agnitude.  T h eir presen ce  w as d u e so lely  to th e  idiotic po sin g o f  th e charlatan  ev a n g elist,  w hose ap o calyptic tracts h ad  stirred a  m illion L ondoners into  unw holesom e exodus.  T he  m an should be  in  a   m ad h o u se.  T h ere  h e  sto o d ,  on e  foot  planted  squarely on  th e  back  o f   each  o f   tw o  k neeling  parishioners.  W hat  he shouted  into  the  n ight  a ir  w as  lost  in  the  general  cacophony, an d   P arsons  c o u ld n ’t  fath o m   a   b it  o f   it.  T he  few   p h rases  that blew   acro ss  the  green  w ere  tan g les  o f  h ellfire,  final  tru m p ets, av enging  an g els,  a n d — rem a rk a b ly — creatu res fro m  th e stars. 

T his  last,  un d er  calm er  circu m stan ces,  w ould  h ave  appealed to  P arso n s,  but  it  w as  such  utter  b la th er  here  that  to  attend  to it  fo r ten  seconds  ru n n in g   w as  a   tiresom e  business. 

T he  han d s  o f  th e  o ld   evan g elist  ro se  slow ly  o v e r his  h ead , and  in  th e m ,  h eld   fo r  the  cro w d   to   ap p reciate,  w as  a   cube  o f som e sort.  It w as fa r too d ark ,  d esp ite bu rn in g  clum ps o f  brush scattered  ro u n d   th e  g ree n ,  fo r  P arsons  to   see  clearly   w h at  it w a s— a  ho ly   o b je ct,  no  d o u b t.  P eople  p ressed  in  around  the ev an g elist,  listening.  T h e  starry  sky  and  the  d istan t  lights  o f L ondon  w inking  a n d   g littering  o n   the  p lain   b elow   en liv en ed th e  n ig h t  w ith   a   spirit  o f  m ysticism . 
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T h e ev a n g elist exh o rted  the cro w d .  T h ere w as an answ ering sh o u t,  a  c o n firm a tio n ,  it  seem ed .  A   scream   fo llo w ed .  H ands pointed  heavenw ard.  A  general  shouting  arose.  Spyglasses  w ere aim ed  to w ard   w here  a  tiny  pin p rick   o f   lig h t  arced  o u t  o f   the sky,  fallin g   to w ard   th e  H eath  and  brig h ten in g   as  it  fell.  T he g en eral  tu m u lt  g av e  w ay  to   an  aw ed  silen ce,  b roken  by  the shouting  ev an g elist.  “ A nd  th e  n am e  o f  the  star,”  he  crie d ,  “ is W orm w ood!” 

B u t  the  utteran ce  o f   the  last  sy llable  w as  fo llo w ed   by  a sud d en  sh riek as the ev an g elist catapulted forw ard o ff the backs o f  h is  su p p lican ts.  T he  b ox  he  held  o v e r h is  h ead   sailed  som e few   feet  ab o v e  the  green   until  it  w as  snatched  o u t  o f   the  air by a ru n n in g  fig u re in a b ro ad -b rim m ed  h at, w ho d ash ed  am ong the  m u ltitu d e,  kno ck in g   p eo p le  aside  like  b illiard   balls  and racin g   as  a   m an  possessed   tow ard  w here  P arsons  stood  before the  assem b led   scientists. 

“W h a t in the dev il  is  th is? ”   cried   P arso n s,  an  u tterance that m ig h t  easily   h av e  ap p lied   to   eith e r  m y stery — to  the  glow ing ort> that plum m eted earthw ard, o r to the gibbering, fright-m asked lu natic  w h o   cap ered   up,  yo w lin g   at  the  thing  in  his  han d s  and lu rched  to  a  sto p   not  ten  feet  in  front  o f   the  co llected  R oyal A cadem y.  H e  reg ard ed   the  cu b e  as  if  stu p efied ,  b etrayed.  P arsons  co u ld   see  now   th a t  it  w as  b u ilt  o f   glass  an d   contained som e  rattlin g   o b ject.  T h e  m a d m an ’s  m outh  w orked,  gibbering silently.  W ith   a  sobbing  h ea v e,  as  if   th e  strange  cube  w ere perh ap s  th e  m ost  inco n ceiv ab ly   dish earten in g   thing  h e ’d  run across in recen t y ears,  he d ash ed  it to th e gro u n d ,  then slum ped o ff  u n p u rsu ed .  F o r  th e  m inions  o f   the  ev an g elist,  along  w ith the  o ld   m an  h im self,  w atch ed   in  g ro w in g   w o n d er  the  th in g   in the  s k y — a   g lo w in g ,  spheroid  sh ip ,  fallen  from   the  stars. 

P arsons  b linked.  H e  looked  at  the  reced in g   m adm an.  H e looked  at  th e  appro ach in g   starship.  H e  looked  at  th e  d ecayed h ead ,  toothy and b ro w n ,  th at rolled to a stop at h is fee t,  peering up  at  him   through  em p ty   sockets.  Its ja w s  clacked  o n ce,  as  if in  a  tire d   attem p t  to   bite  his  shoes  o r  to  u tter  som e  final  lam en tatio n .  T hen  it  lay  still.  “W h at o n   e a r t h . . . ”  m u rm ured  P arsons. 

St.  Ives  co u ld   o n ce  again  see  G re ater  L ondon  spread  out b elow   h im ,  b u t  th is  tim e  it  w a s n 't  spinning  like  a   top.  It  lay b elow   lik e  je w e le d   pin p o in ts  flung  along  the  w inding  dark
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rib b o n   o f  th e T h am es.  To th e  w est the  sky  w as tin g e d  re d  w ith d y in g   su n lig h t,  w hich  q u ick ly   deep en ed   to   p u rp le  then  blue-b lack   as  h is  cra ft  d ro p p ed   to w ard   H am pstead  H eath.  B eh in d h im  lay the u n charted o cean s o f  d ee p  sp a ce— o cean s trav ersed b y   co m ets  an d   m oons  an d   p lan ets  a n d   astero id s,  the  vast  an d lo n ely   sailin g   sh ip s  that  p lied   th e  trad e  lan es  am ong  the  stars, an d   am ong  w h ich ,  fo r  a  few   b rie f  m in u tes,  S t.  Ives  h ad   m aneu v ered   h is  little  co racle  o f  a  sta r  v essel. 

B u t h e w as destin ed  now  fo r H am pstead H eath. T h e  w onders o f  the  heav en s  w ould  w ait  fo r h im ,  o f  th a t there co u ld  b e   little d o u b t.  B u t th e  m ach in atio n s o f  ea rth  b ound v illainy w o u ld  not. 

H is  friends  at  that  m o m en t  w ere  em b ro iled   in  G o d  k n ew  w h at so rts o f  dan g ers an d  intrigues.  S t.  Ives sm iled  as h e  dim in ish ed th e  speed  o f  th e   cra ft,  sliding  in   to w ard   th e   fires  th a t  dotted the  h illsid es  like  beaco n s  abo v e  th e  lights  o f  H am p stead . 

T h e g rea t o v al green w as th ick   w ith p eo p le w h o  sw irled  and parted  an d  fell  back.  T h ere,  h e co u ld  se e,  w as a  k n o t o f  p e o p le on  ch airs  in  a  co rd o n ed   a re a — th e  R oyal  A cadem y,  w ith o u t  a d o u b t.  A n d   b efo re  th e m — th a t  had  to   b e  P arso n s.  S t.  Ives an g led  in to w ard  h im ,  lo o k in g  in vain fo r h is o w n  co m p an io n s. 

B ut th ere w ere h orse carts aplenty,  an d  o n e lo oked p retty  m uch lik e  an o th er  fro m   such  lofty  heig h ts.  T h e  ground  sailed   u p   a t him .  U p tu rn ed  fac es,  m o u th s ag a p e,  sw am  into clarity.  S t.  Ives fin g ered  th e  lev ers,  to y ed   w ith  th e m ,  eased   th em  th is w ay  an d th a t,  settlin g ,  finally,  o n to  the  g ree n ,  d ead  ce n te r b etw e en  tw o ro arin g   fire s,  w ith   no  m ore ja rrin g   th an   i f  h e ’d   sailed  in  o n   a feather. 

H e  aro se ,  flip p ed   o p en   th e   h atch ,  th ru st  o u t  h is  h ea d ,  an d w as am azed to  se e,  sitting directly  in fro n t o f  the sh ip ,  its b ack tu rn ed   to w ard   h im ,  the  u p h o lstered   c h a ir  fro m   th e  ho u se  o n W ardour  S treet,  still  teth ered   to   th e  sh ip ,  th e  lu ck less  g h o u l b o u n d   into  it  by  th ree  turns  o f  h em p en   ro p e.  T h e   th in g ’s  h air stood  o n   e n d — elev ated   by  the  spate  o f   rap id   travel  through sp a c e — an d   its  face  w as  p u lp y   an d   b en t,  as  if   sh o v ed   and p um m eled  by  atm o sp h eric  pressu res.  T h e  ghoul  seem ed  to   be staring  straightaw ay  to w ard   an  o p en -m o u th ed   P arso n s,  w h o h eld   in   h is  rig h t  h an d ,  o f   all  th in g s,  th e   se v ered ,  dim in ish ed head  o f  Jo a n n a  S o uthcote. 

St.  Ives  sm iled  an d   nod d ed   at  P arso n s,  w h o ,  qu ite  ap p arently,  w as  g o in g   to   w eep.  H e ’d   clearly   b een   affected   b y   the g lo rious issu an ce o f  th e  craft.  S t.  Ives h ad  un d erestim ated  P ar
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sons;  th a t  m uch  w as  certain .  W h at  w as  ev en   m ore  certain  w as th a t  the  m em b ers  had  un d erestim ated   St.  Ives.  T h eir  c o u n ten ances  b etray ed   them . 

“G en tlem e n !”  crie d   L an g d o n   St.  Iv es,  h aving  p rep ared   a sm all  sp eech  w hile  cav o rtin g   th ro u g h   the  u p p er reach es  o f  the atm o sp h ere.  B ut  his  sp eech  en d ed   as  abruptly  as  it  b eg a n ,  for th ere  arose  im m ediately  a   furious  shouting  from   the  d irectio n o f  th e  v illag e  o f   H am p stead ,  a   sh o u tin g   that  clim b ed   the  hill lik e an appro ach in g  gian t.  A n d  th e re ,  ho v erin g  o u t o f  the starry d istan c es,  sailed th e  b lim p o f  D o cto r B ird lip ,  sw inging  slow ly on  th e  b ree ze,  m aking  fo r  H am pstead  H eath. 

A s  w onderful  as  S t.  Iv e s ’  arrival  had  b een ,  the approach  o f the  w o n d erfu l  d irigible  d im in ish ed   it.  T h e  R oyal  A cadem y push ed  p ast the sta r vessel in a  ru sh ,  leav in g  S t.  Ives to  address the  b ack   o f   the  head  o f   th e  th in g   in  the  chair.  D uty,  th ought St.  Iv es,  recallin g   the  p o in t  o f   h is jo u rn e y   to  the  H eath.  H is friends  w ere  so m ew h ere  nearby,  as  w ere  his  en em ies.  B irdlip a p p ro a c h e d ,  c a rry in g   w ith   h im   th e  in h e rita n c e   o f   Ja c k O w le sb y — in d ependence  fo r  Ja ck   and  D orothy,  S ebastian O w le sb y ’s on ly  resp ectab le  legacy.  A nd there w ould b e no end o f  v illain s  afoot  w ith   an  ey e  tow ard  it. 

St.  Ives  w as  to m .  H e  dare  not  leave  the  cra ft  unattended. 

W h o   co u ld   say  w h at  d ev iltry   m ig h t  b e  p erp etrated  ag ain st  it. 

D rak e,  certainly,  w ould  attem p t  to   repossess  it,  P ule  to  blow it  to  b its,  S hiloh  to   claim   it  as  a   ch ario t  o f som e  p ec u lia r go d o r   another.  S till,  w h at  co u ld   he  d o ?  S it  in  it?  L et  the  sam e cro w d  overru n  the b lim p ,  p lu ck  th e je w e l  from  th eir g rasp ? H e b en t th ro u g h   th e  h atch ,  overb alan cin g   and  sliding o u t o n to  the riv eted  shell o f  the cra ft,  grab b in g  at a  p air o f  brass protrusions to   h au l  h im s e lf free. 

T h e  shouting  increased  in  volum e.  St.  Ives  slid  head  first on to  th e d ew y  grass  o f the h eath ,  then scram bled on to  his  feet, yan k in g   at  his  ru m pled  clo th es.  A   loud  crack  so unded  behind him  alo n g   w ith   the  snap  and zin g  o f som ething ricocheting  o ff the  h ull  o f  the  ship.  A n o th er crack  rang  o u t,  and  St.  Ives  w as o nce again in the g rass,  scuttling like a  lo bster around th e ship, p eerin g   o u t  ben eath   the  lo w er  curve  o f  the  thing  at  a   m an  in th e  ch im n ey   p ip e  h a t— B illy  D ee n er— crouched  b eneath  the sp reading  lim bs  o f   a  shadow y  oak .  A  pistol  sm oked  in  his han d s.  B esid e  him   w as  a  h orse  and  w ag o n ,  em pty,  tethered  to the  tree.  D ee n er to o k   aim   w ith  his  pistol  and  stepped  forw ard, 
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as  if  to   stride  to w ard   S t.  Ives  in  o rd er to   flush  h im  out.  T hera co u ld   be  no  d o u b t  th a t  it  w as  m u rd er  he  intended.  A n d   there in  the  tu m u lt  o n   the  H eath  h e ’d  g et  aw ay  w ith  it  too.  T h e y ’d fin d  S t.  Ives stiff as a gaffed  fish on the green  and h a lf a  m illion L o ndoners  suspect. 

St.  Iv es  ed g ed   ro u n d   the  fa r  side  o f   the  ship.  W ould  it  b e w ise to  run, trusting the increasing distance to  confound D eener’s aim ?  H e  peek ed  o u t an d  a  shot  banged o f f  the  hull  o f  the  sh ip , the b u lle t sin g in g  p ast h is ear.  S t.  Iv es co n tracted  like a  startled snail.  H e co u ld ,  p erh ap s,  clam b e r into th e sh ip ,  sh u t th e h atch , an d   sail  aw ay,  b u t  the  m an   w ould  b e   o n   h im   lik e  a   d o g — S t. 

Iv es  w o u ld   b e   fo u n d   m u rd ered ,  d an g lin g   fro m   the  h atch ,  ex term in ated   in  a   so rry   effo rt  to   flee .  It  w as  ru n   o r  n o thing. 

Z ig z ag — th a t  w as  th e  tick et.  H e ’d   d ash  aw ay  to w ard   a   fa r stand o f  trees.  H e ’d  k ee p  th e sh ip  b etw een  th e m  so  th a t D een er w o u ld   h av e  to   fire  p ast  it. 

S t  Ives  leap ed   up  an d   ran  fo r  it.  “ H ey!  H ey!  H ey !”   he sh o u ted ,  fo r  no  purpose  o th e r  th an   to   alert  th e  n ig h t  to   the en su in g   m ayhem .  H e  glan ced   o v e r his  sh o u ld er  as  soon  as  h e w as  underw ay,  u n ab le  to  stand  th e  id ea o f  n o t k n o w in g   w here the  assassin   stood. 

B ut  there  w as  no  a ssassin — n o t  stan d in g ,  anyw ay.  A  m an lean ed   o u t  o f  th e  tree  lik e  an   ape  abo v e  D eener,  an d   ev e n   as St.  Iv es  w atched,  h e  slam m ed   d ie  ch im n ey   p ip e  h at cock ey ed w ith  w hat  ap p eared   to   be  a  crick et  bat.  T h e  h at  sailed  o ff en d o v e r en d  as D ee n er co llap sed  fo rw ard  o n to  h is k n ee s.  T h e  m an d ro p p ed   fro m   th e  tree ,  h is  ow n  h at  tu m b lin g   to   the  gro u n d , an d   g rip p in g   the  clu b   w ith   bo th   han d s  sm ash ed   D een er again. 

D ra k e ’s  hirelin g   fell  p o leax ed   o n to   h is  face  in  the  w eeds. 

T h e  m an  w ith   the  b at  raise d   it  alo ft  fo r  an o th er  blow .  S t. 

Ives set out cautiously tow ard the ship.  T his is thick,  h e thought. 

T h ere  w as,  afte r  a ll,  such  a   th in g   as  co m m o n   decency,  ev en to w ard  a  w o u ld -b e m urderer.  T h e  cric k et b a t d esce n d ed , cra ck ing ag a in st  D ee n er’s  sk u ll,  th en   ag ain  and  ag ain ,  as i f  th e  m an w h o  w ield ed  it w as w ild  w ith  fury.  “ H ere n ow !”  cried  S t.  Iv es, settin g   o f f  at  a  ru n .  T h e  m a n  ca st  the  b at  hap h azard ly   in to  the air,  tu rn ed   to w ard   the  ap p ro ach in g   S t.  Iv es,  and  b en t  to   pick so m eth in g   u p  o u t  o f  th e  grass.  It  w as  th e  pisto l.  H e  lev eled   it at S t.  Iv es,  w h o   lu rch ed  to  a  sk ip p in g  h a lt,  rev e rse d  d irectio n , an d   w eaved  aw ay  acro ss  the  g re e n ,  tem p ted   to   ru n   do w n h ill to w ard   th e  assem b led   m asses  below ,  b u t  fearfu l  th a t  som e  in-
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nocerit  L o n d o n er  m ig h t  tak e  a   b u llet  in ten d ed   fo r him . 

St.  Iv es  d u ck ed   in  o n ce  again  b eh in d   the  sh ip ,  w ondering w ildly  at  the  stran g e  co u rse  o f  ev en ts  that  had   led  W illis  P ule to   sav e  him   fro m   th e  m u rd ero u s  B illy  D eener,  fo r it had   been P u le,  g ib b e rin g   m a d ,  w h o   h ad   leaned  o u t  o f  the  tree  w ith   th e cric k et b at to  p u lv e rize D eener.  B ut w hy? In o rder,  apparently, to   h av e  th e   p le asu re  o f  k illin g   St.  Ives  h im self.  B u t  P u le  had g iv en   u p   the  idea.  H e  strode  across  to  the  teth ered   h orse  an d w ag o n ,  ru m m ag ed   am o n g   D e e n e r’s  effec ts,  and  h au led   so m eth in g  o u t— a   K eeble bo x .  E ven fro m  a  d istan ce th ere co u ld  be n o  d o u b tin g   it. 

T h e g u n  fo rg o tten ,  S t.  Ives leap ed  from  his c o v e r an d  raced to w ard   P u le.  W h ich   o f   th e  b o x es  it  w as  th a t  P ule  w as  ev en th en   m ak in g   aw ay   w ith ,  St.  Iv es  c o u ld n ’t  say.  B u t  visions  o f th e sp a rk -th ro w in g  ro ck e t b u rstin g  th ro u g h  th e silo ro o f and o f W illis  P u le  sm ash in g   ab o u t  in h is  study,  b eatin g  p o o r K e p le r’s b u st  in to   p ie ce s,  le an t  S t.  Iv es  a  su d d en   d isreg ard   fo r danger. 

M a d n ess,  ho w ev er,  h ad   g iv en   the  stu d en t  o f  alch em y   w in g s, fo r  he  p aid   the  ad v an cin g   S t.  Ives  no  h eed   at  all,  b u t  raced aw ay in to  th e n ig h t, g ab b lin g  to h im s e lf as he ra n , h a lf so b b in g , h is  w o rd s  u tterly   indecip h erab le.  B illy  D eener,  St.  Iv es  d isco v e re d ,  w as  dead. 

T h e b lim p  sw ay ed   in  th e  n ig h t sky o n   w inds  w hich seem ed to  be b lo w in g   into the stars.  T h e m o o n  ro d e at anchor,  heav in g o n  a h ea v en ly  g ro u n d s w ell, encircled  by a  rad ian t h alo  o f  stellar lig h t,  as  if   th e   stars  th em selv es  w ere  s h ip ’s  lam ps  th a t  illum in ated  th e   in v isib le  av en u e  d o w n   w hich ro d e  Bird lip ’s cra ft, its  g o n d o la  cre ak in g   to   a n d   fro  in  p rac tice d   rh ythm s.  S t.  Ives w o ndered  h o w   m any  p eo p le  w ere  m esm erized   there  o n   the g reen ; ho w  m an y  w ere perch ed  in th e treeto p s,  p eered  skyw ard th ro u g h   u n sh u ttered   w in d o w s,  o r  stood  cran in g   th e ir  necks alo n g   th e  d ark   an d   m uddy  roads  that  led  u p   o u t  o f   sm oky L o n d o n .  H u n d red s  o f  th o u san d s?  A n d   all  o f  th e m   silen t— not ev en   the  p ee p   o f  a   slan tin g   b at  o r th e  c h irp  o f  a   crick et  in  the n earby  w o o d   bro k e  th e  sudden  silence.  T h ere  w as  sim ply  the shrub-scented night, heavy,  quiet,  expectant,  and the slow  creak, cre ak ,  creak   o f  th e   sw aying  g o n d o la ,  lit  now   b y   th e  sliv er  o f m oon.  T h ere at the h elm  stood the skeletal  B ird lip ,  the  indom itable p ilo t,  h is c o a t a  ta tte r o f  w eb b y   lace,  w isping  ’ro u n d  the iv o ry  sw erv e o f  h is rib ca g e. T h e m oon show ed straight through th e c o a t  lik e  la m p lig h t th ro u g h   m u slin — seem ed  m ag n ified ,  if
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th a t w ere  p o ssib le,  as  i f  the  c o a t w ere  a w o n d erfu l  b it o f  glass spun  o f   silk   an d   silv e r  th a t  drew   th ro u g h   it  the  accu m ulated lig h t  o f  the  heav en s. 

S t.  Ives  c o u ld n ’t  m ove.  W h at  d id   it  m ean ,  this  hum m in g d irig ib le  th a t  h ad ,  afte r  y ears  o f  circ u ito u s  w anderings  in  the atm o sp h e re ,  decid ed   to   w end  its  w ay  ho m ew ard   at  last?  W h at d id   it  sig n ify ?  B irdlip  knew .  H e ’d   pursu ed   so m e th in g — a  d em o n ,  a w ill o ’  the w isp ,  th e reflectio n  o f  a ph an to m  m o o n  that b eck o n ed   o n   th e  n ight  w ind  and  reced ed   tow ard  unim agined h o rizo n s.  H ad B ird lip  c a u g h t it? H ad  it elu d ed  h im ? A n d  w hat, in  th e  n am e  o f  all  th a t w as  holy,  w ould  p o o r P arsons  m ake  o f it?  H e ’d   shortly  b e  faced  w ith  y et  an o th er  flesh less  visage. 

W h a t,  w o ndered  S t.  Iv es,  d id   it  all  m ean? 

T h e  b lim p   h o v ered  fifty  fee t  abo v e  th e  h ea th ,  seem ing  actu a lly  to  rise now ,  follo w in g  th e natural cu rv e o f  th e h ill,  in ten t upon  lan d in g   not  ju s t  an y w h e re ,  b u t  at  som e  pred eterm in ed sp o t,  an  u tterly   n ecessary  sp o t,  as  if  it  w ere  indeed  pilo ted  y et b y  th e strad d le-leg g ed  doctor.  H is F rench co ck ed  ha t w as settled low  o v e r h is fo reh ead , sh ad in g  h is em p ty  ey e so ck ets, the je llie d orb s  w ithin  h av in g   lo n g   since  been  b urned  b y   a   rem orseless su n   an d   p ic k ed   aw ay  b y   seabirds.  W h at  strange  ey e sig h t  did B ird lip   retain ?  H o w   c lea rly   did  he  see? 
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B ill  K ra k en ,  sittin g   astrid e  the  lim b  o f  an  o ak   som e  five  fee t abo v e th e head s o f  the cro w d  below ,  w o n d ered  m u ch  th e sam e th in g .  In  n o n e o f  K ra k e n ’s in v estig atio n s into scien ce w as th ere an y th in g  as g ran d ,  as m a jestic,  as th e  h o m ew ard b o u n d  B irdlip and h is asto n ish in g  craft.  S o m eth in g ,  K rak en  w as ce rtain ,  w as p en d in g .  H e  co u ld  fee l  it  in  the  a ir— a  static  ch arg e  that  sh iv ere d   th ro u g h   th e  m asses  w ho  stood  m ute  w ith   anticipation. 

T h e  d esce n d in g   b lim p   sw u n g   low   ov erh ead .  P eo p le  leaned o u t  o f  th e  u p p erm o st  b ran ch es  o f  trees,  en d eav o rin g   to   to u ch it.  It  se em e d   to   K rak en   as  i f  th e  sky  w as  nothing  b u t  b lim p. 

H e g lan ced  b ack  o v e r h is shoulder,  lo oking pro u d ly  at L an g d o n S t.  Iv es  w h o   stood  befo re  h is  ow n   in credible  ship.  T h e  n ig h t, in d eed ,  w as  fu ll  o f  m arvels.  A nd  h e,  B ill  K rak en ,  sq u id   m erc h a n t,  p e a  p o d   m a n ,  h ad   a  h an d   in  them .  T he  m an  b esid e  him in  the  b ran c h es,  an  u n sh av en   pin ch -faced   m an  in  a   stocking c a p ,  h a d n ’t.  K rak en   sm iled   at  h im   good-naturedly.  It  w a sn ’t h is  fa u lt,  a fte r  a ll,  th a t  h e  d id n ’t  h o b n o b   w ith   gen iu ses.  T he m a n   g av e  him   a  d a rk   lo o k ,  d islik in g   the  fam iliarity.  S o m eo n e ab o v e  tro d   o n   th e   to p   o f   K ra k e n ’s  h ead   in  an  effo rt  to   b o o st 235
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h im s e lf ev e n   higher.  B elow   h im  on  the  g ree n ,  stu m b lin g   from sh ad o w  to  sh ad o w  as i f  w o rk in g  h is w ay su rreptitiously tow ard w here  the  b lim p   se em e d   destin ed   to   lan d ,  lurched  a  m an  w ho ap p e ared   to   b e   sick  o r  dru n k .  K raken  sq uinted  at  h im ,  d isb elieving.  It  w as  W illis  Pule. 

K raken  d an g led   on e  leg  d o w n   alo n g   the  tru n k ,  feeling  for the cro tc h  o f  tw o g rea t lim bs th a t fo rk ed  u p  som e six  feet from the  g ro u n d .  T h in g s,  apparently,  w ere  h o ttin g   up.  P ule  d isa p peared  into th e shadow s,  then reappeared again beyond a  heaped b o n fire ,  the  d an cin g  o range  lig h t o f  w hich  seem ed  to   intensify the  d ark n ess  b eh in d   it. 

N ot tw en ty  p aces b eh in d  P u le, p o ssessed  by a  d eterm ination th a t  b elied  h is  ag e ,  S hiloh  th e  N ew   M essiah  lim ped  along, acco m p an ied   b y   a   strag g lin g   co vey  o f   co n v erts  strung  along lik e  q u a il,  h a lf in ten t  o n   catch in g   up  to   the  disap p eared   P ule, h a lf  in te n t  o n   B ird lip ’s  cra ft.  T h e  b lim p   h u n g   now   o v e r  the g re e n ,  su sp e n d ed  by th e  m ag ic,  p erh ap s,  o f  its  K eeble engine. 

T h e ev a n g elist w as lit fo r a m o m en t by th e sam e firelig h t w hich h ad   illu m in ated   P u le  an d   w hich  n o w   b etray ed   o n   the  o ld   m an a   face  tw isted   slan tw ise  in  a   rictu s  o f   lo ath in g ,  the  m essiah p u rsu in g   the  w o rm ,  th e  devil  w h o   had   m ade  aw ay  w ith  the h ead   o f  h is  m other,  a n d   w h o   now   ca rrie d   o n e  o f the  fabulous b o x es,  q u ite co n ceiv ab ly   the  sam e  b ox  sto len  hours  ago by  the im p o ster  in   the  w agon. 

A n d  th e re ,  sliding alo n g  d o w n  th e ed g e o f the cro w d ,  cam e T h eo p h ilu s  G o d all,  carry in g   w ith   him,   K rak en   w as  horrified to  se e ,  a  ro u n d ,  m etallic o b je ct that co u ld  be n o thing o th e r than the  M a rse illes  P in k ie,  g lin tin g   in  the  firelight.  H e  w as  clearly u n seen   eith er  by  P u le  o r  th e  old  m an.  B ut  Bill  K raken  saw h im ,  an d  so  d id   S t.  Ives.  T h e tu n e  had  b egun  to b e called ,  and it  w as  tim e  fo r  K rak en   to  d an c e  to  it.  H e  slid  to   the  ground an d   set o u t,  ru n n in g   straight  on  into  K elso  D rake,  an  inch  and a  h a lf o f  c ig a r p ro tru d in g  from  D ra k e ’s m o u th  like a b lackened to ngue. 

I f   h e ’d   had   tim e  to   th in k ,  K raken  w ould  h ave  sailed  b ack into  h is  tree ,  scaled  the  slippery  tru n k   like  an  ape.  B u t  he  had no  su ch   tim e.  H e  lau nched  h im self at  the  m illionaire.  “ H e re ’s fo r A sh b less!”  h e  crie d ,  an  ob tu se  referen ce to   the  b u llet  B illy D een er  had  d rilled   into  his  treasu red   v olum e.  A nd  he  struck D rake  sq uarely o n  th e c h in ,  sn atch in g  the  K eeble box  from   his
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han d s  as  D rake  fell  sp u tterin g ,  stu pefied  w ith  surp rise,  h is  hat sailing  o f f  to   reveal  a   b an d ag ed   head. 

K rak en   tu rn ed   an d   ra n ,  ho ld in g   the  b ox  befo re  him   as  if  it w ere  a  p itc h er o f  w ate r h e  d a re n ’t  spill.  D rake  p ounded  along b eh in d ,  fillin g   the  su ddenly  tu m ultuous  n ig h t  w ith  cu rses, d ro w n ed  o u t w hen a  h u n d red  th o u sa n d  voices arose in a  sudden m onum ental  cheer.  T h e  b lim p ,  its  tim e  com e  ro u n d   at  last, shot fo rw ard  an d  settled  in o n to  th e g ree n ,  not tw enty-five feet from   S t.  Iv e s’  space  veh icle.  T h e bu lk  o f  the cro w d   surged  up the  hill  b eh in d   it.  T h e  ghoul  in  th e  stuffed  ch a ir  sat  p lacid   as a  m an  at  te a  in  fro n t  o f   it.  T h e  R oyal  A cadem y,  d irected   by the  in d o m itab le  P arso n s,  clu stered   aro u n d   it,  e a g e r  to   h ave  a lo o k   at  th e  sk eletal  sailor,  h om e  at  last  fro m   the  sea. 

K rak en   an g led   aw ay  into the  ru shing cro w d .  T h ere  w as the C a p ta in ,  stu m p in g   alo n g ,  an d   W illiam   K eeble  at  the  heels  o f his stalw art w ife, all o f  th em  ch arg in g  to w ard  the b lim p , tow ard the  fourth  an d   final  b ox  th at  ro d e  w ithin.  “C a p ’n!”   shouted K rak en ,  cap erin g   along  b ehind  th e m ,  carried   in  a   rush  by  the sw arm ing  m asses.  A   se a  o f   heads  cut  o f f  h is  view.  S om eone trod  on  h is  toe.  H e  stum bled.  A   d o zen  p eo p le  sm ashed  past him .  H e w as p u sh ed  from  h is k n ee s o n to  his fac e,  nearly tram p le d ,  ly ing  ato p   th e  K eeble  box. 

“ F ilthy  p ie ce  o f  d irt!”  hissed   a  v oice  in  h is  ea r,  and  as  he hu n ch ed  fo rw ard  in an  effo rt to  stan d , he w as bo rn e dow n again by the w eig h t o f K elso  D rak e,  his cig ar g o n e, his ja w s w orking as  if  h e  w ere  full  o f  speeches  too  vile  to  utter. 

K raken  plo w ed   h is elb o w   into D ra k e ’s  nose.  A   hand closed o v e r his  face,  tu gging  h is h ead  back.  H e clam p e d  his  scattered teeth   o n to   a  fin g er  and  ch ew ed   aw ay  until  th e  teeth  closed against  bone.  A   shriek  eru p te d   in  his  ear,  and  th e  hand  w as je rk e d   aw ay,  nearly  tearin g   the  precio u s  to o th   aw ay  w ith  it. 

K raken stu m b led  fo rw ard ,  h a lf ro se,  an d  w as elb o w e d  sidew ays  in to   a  h o st o f  p eo p le,  slo w in g   now   in  the  press.  H e  w as on h is  feet,  th o u g h .  In d eed ,  it w ould b e d ifficu lt to  fall,  closed in  as  h e  w as  by  the  th ro n g .  O v e r  his  sh o u ld er  he  co u ld   see K elso  D ra k e,  cu rsin g   at  the  p eo p le  around  h im — people  w ho w ere  in  no  m ood  to   b e  cu rsed .  A   fist  sh o t  o u t  and  clip p ed D rake  in th e ear.  H e lu rched aside.  K rak en  grinned.  D rake w as obv io u sly  p o ssessed  by  th e  th o u g h t that  m illionaires o u g h t not to  b e  treated   so.  H e  railed   at  the  m an  w h o   h e  supposed  had
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h it h im — th e  w ro n g  m a n ,  as  it  tu rn ed  o u t,  a  m an   w h o  h ad   the genera] sh ap e o f  a  h o g sh ead  an d  th e facial con sisten cy  o f  a  bag o f  stones. 

“ H ere  n ow !”   shouted  th e  m a n ,  n o t  w asting  w o rd s,  and  h e slam m ed  D rak e  o n   th e  n o se  to   th e  g en eral  en co u rag em en t  o f the cro w d .  K raken pu sh ed  to w ard  th e eru p tin g  m el6e,  shouting h appily  to   se e  the  c o lo r  o f   D ra k e 's  b lo o d .  T h e  industrialist flailed  lik e  a   w in d m ill,  u tterly   ineffectively,  so  fa r  gone  w as he  in  h is  a n g e r an d   loathing. 

K rak en   h oped  to   g e t  in  a   b lo w   o r  tw o   o f  his  o w n ,  b u t  his h o p es w ere d ash ed  w h en ,  w ith  sudden  in sp iratio n ,  h e  shouted: 

“T h a t’s  th e  m an   w h o   m u rd ered   th e  ch ild !”  at  th e  top  o f   his lu n g s,  po in tin g   p ast  th e  circle  o f   D ra k e ’s  to rm en ters  into  the m illio n a ire’s  fac e.  A   cry   o f   d isg u st  and  ab an d o n m en t  arose, an d  b efo re  K rak en  co u ld   h ave  a  g o   at h im ,  D rake d isappeared b en eath  a  m o n so o n  o f  w h irlin g  fists.  “G et h im !” cried  K rak en , b u t th e  su g g e stio n , h e q u ick ly  saw , w as unnecessary.  H e pushed alo n g   to w ard   th e  b lim p ,  h u g g in g   h is  box. 

A h ead   o f   h im ,  tw o  d o zen   o r  so  m en   scram b led   to   string ro p es  aro u n d   th e  cra ft,  co rd o n in g   it  o f f   ag ain st  the  possible ru sh  o f  th e  m asses.  B u t th e L o n d o n  p o p u lace,  apparently,  h arbo red   su sp icio n s,  fea rs,  and  perh ap s  rev eren ce,  fo r th ey   h o v ered  ro u n d  th e perim ete r o f  an  o b lo n g  patch o f  gro u n d  o n  w hich sat th e b lim p ,  d ie co rp se in th e ch air,  an d  th e starship.  P arsons d irected   th e  ro p in g  effo rts,  arg u in g   all  the  w hile  w ith  b o th  the C a p ta in  an d  S t.  Iv es.  C ap tain  P o w ers grew   m ore heated  b y  the m o m e n t,  shouting  th a t  P arso n s  had   no  “ju risd ic tio n .”  P arsons attem p ted   to   ignore  h im ,  b u t  ca st  m eaningful  g lan ces  at  St. 

Iv es,  as  i f   to   en co u rag e  th e   scien tist  to  calm   h is  b ellow ing friend. 

S t.  Iv es, h ow ever, w as d istra cte d  b y  a scu fflin g  an d  shouting o f f   to   h is  rig h t,  bey o n d   the  b o n fire,  w hich  blazed   now   w ith increased  ferocity, fed  by  a h ail o f  lim bs and fo rest d eb ris tossed b y   th e  enth u siastic  m ob.  S t.  Ives  stepped  alo n g   to w ard   the scu ffle  w h en   h e   saw   am id   it  th e  head  and  sho u ld ers  o f  Theo-p h ilu s G o d all.  B ill  K rak en  sp ran g  into view  ju s t th e n ,  h urrying to w ard   S t.  Iv es,  ca rry in g   h is  K eeble  b ox  like  a   trophy. 

W illis  P u le  w rithed  and  g ru n ted ,  heaving  in  a   tan g le  o f grasp in g  fan atics th a t in clu d ed  S h ilo h  the N ew  M essiah . G odall d ie te d  round,  intent o n  the box that Pule clutched. Jack  O w lesby circled   g am ely   besid e  h im ,  lo oking  fo r  an  opportunity.  P ule
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shrieked;  th e  box  ju m p e d   o u t  o f  h is  han d s  an d   w as  snatched by  a  beefy  young  m an  in  a   soiled  robe.  S hiloh  h au led   th e  b ox aw ay fro m  the m an and lu rched to w ard  clea r g ro u n d , ja b b erin g excitedly,  h av in g   no  earthly  id ea  w hich  o f   the  m any  strange bo x es he p o ssessed ,  but certain  that the lot o f  th em  w ere so m ehow   ho ly   and  som ehow   rig h tfu lly   his. 

Jack   O w lesb y   strode  along  after  him .  T h e  several  p arish ioners  w ho  m ade  as  if  to   stop  Jack  found  th em selv es  p eering at  th e  bu sin ess  e n d   o f   G o d a ll’s  pistol.  Ja ck   reach ed   p ast  the old m an an d  sn atch ed  th e b o x ,  leap in g  aw ay to w ard  the blim p. 

S hiloh tu rn ed , an  un u ttered  sh riek stretching h is m outh. G o d all, sm iling calm ly, th ru st the P inkie into the old m a n ’s ou tstretch ed hands. 

“W h a t!”  crie d   th e  ev a n g elist,  settin g   in  to   pitch  th e  th in g away.  H e  saw   it  clearly   fo r  the  first  tim e  ev en   as  he  th rew   it. 

H is e y e s,  yellow   in  the  lig h t o f  the  fire,  seem ed to  e x p a n d  like balloons.  H e  ch eck ed   h is  throw ,  w arbling  o u t  a  little  d eflatin g cry.  B ut  it  w as  to o   late.  T he  P inkie  threw   o u t  a  spoonful  o f sparks  th at  w hirled  aro u n d   the  th ru stin g   ru b b er h ead   an d   flew in  a   w h eeling  arc  in to   a  stand  o f  shad o w y   bracken  an d   broom that  m u ffled   the  stran g e  noises  an d   lights  em itted  b y   the  orb. 

T he  ev an g elist  stiffen ed ,  h is  m o u th   g o in g   suddenly  slack. 

Jack  w as  b ey o n d   h is  reach.  T he  bird  h e ’d  h ad   m om entarily  in hand  h ad   flow n.  B u t h ere  w as  an other  in  the  bush.  H e  turned, ignoring  G o d all,  w h o   m ade  no  m o v e  to   stop  him .  In  a  second he  w as  g o n e,  creep in g   th ro u g h   the  d ark   shrubs  on  his  hands and  k n ee s,  as  u n h eed in g   o f   the  ap o caly p tic  gyratio n s  on  the H eath roundabout him  as if  h e ’d been one o f N arbondo’s ghouls. 

T he  ev e n in g ,  in  the  space  o f   five  m in u tes,  had   b eg u n   to look  very  satisfactory  to   St.  Ives.  H ere  w as  Ja ck   O w lesby, toting  a  reco v ered   K eeble  box.  H ere  w as  B ill  K rak en ,  to ting another.  T h ere  w as  T h eo p h ilu s  G o d all  w ith   y et  another.  St. 

Ives  sm iled  at  Ja ck   and  reach ed   o u t  to   shake  the  la d ’s  hand. 

E v il,  it  w as  clear,  w as  fairly   literally  bein g   p um m eled.  Jack grinned, the flam es roared, the Captain shouted, and Bill K raken, w ith  an  alarm in g   sud d en n ess,  pitch ed  forw ard tow ard the edge o f the  fire. 

B ehind  h im ,  h is  face  b leed in g ,  his  rig h t  ey e  sh u t,  h is  left arm  d an g lin g  uselessly, cro u ch ed  a lunatic K elso D rake.  K raken sh o u ted   an d   th rew   o u t  h is  h ands.  T h e  K eeble  b o x   set  sail  as if sh o t fro m  a  catap u lt.  St.  Ives leap ed  fo r it, k n o ck in g  it askew
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in  its  flig h t,  sav in g   it  from  th e  fire  b u t  sending  it cartw heeling to w ard   w here  th e  enig m atic  g h o u l  reclin ed   in  h is  chair.  T he b ox  stru ck   h im   on  the  c h in ,  sn apped  his  head  d o w n   on to   his ch e st,  and  landed  in  his  lap. 

W ith   an  o ath ,  D rake  lim ped  fo rw ard ,  grim acin g   m urd erously.  B u t  there  w as  G o d all,  sm iling  in  the  circle  o f  firelig h t, his  pistol  d raw n   and  aim ed  at  D ra k e ’s  ch est.  T h e  m illionaire lurched  to   a   sto p ,  raising  his  hands. 

A   cry   aro se  from   the  cro w d .  St.  Ives  turned  tow ard  the b lim p , ex p ectin g  a  rev elatio n .  B ut the b lim p  sat silent and dark on  the  H eath ,  surrounded  by  scientists  scrib b lin g   in  notepads, castin g   looks  at  the  in sistent  C ap tain   w h o   held  the  sputtering P arsons  b y   the  collar. 

A n o th er cry.  H ands  poin ted .  It  w as  the  co rp se  in  the  chair, stin-ing.  H is  back  straightened;  his  fists  clen ch ed ;  a ir  gasped through  h is  clo sed   teeth.  T h e  C ap tain   released   P arso n s,  w ho g o g gled  at  th e  co rp se  as  it  stood  u p rig h t,  d rag g in g   th e  ropes lo ose  fro m   w here  they  w ere  en tan g led   am ong  the  springs  o f the  chair.  It  held   the  b ox  alo ft,  alm o st  w ith   reverence. 

“ L ord h ave m ercy,” m u ttered  K raken.  Jack  stood m ute.  T he ghoul  sh u ffled  fo rw ard ,  b earin g   the  K eeble  box. 

“ H om u n cu lu s!”  w hispered  S t.  Ives.  G odall  nod d ed   beside him ,  h is p isto l disap p eared .  In his rig h t h an d  now  w as St.  Iv e s’ 

aerator,  in his left w as a  handful o f  P u le ’s ja c k e t, th e m urderous stu d en t  o f   alch em y   slouching  besid e  him   like  a  m an  stuffed w ith rag s, h is m outh ag ap e. T h o u san d s o f  pairs o f  ey es w atched the  d u m b   show   on  th e  heath. 

T he  g h o u l  h unched  tow ard  P arso n s,  w h o   stepped  b ack ,  regrettin g   su d d en ly  th a t h e ’d   gotten  rid  o f  the  severed  h ead  h e ’d b een   g iv en   earlier.  W ould  th is  ghoul  d em an d   it?  O r  w ould  it h an d   P arso n s  y et  an o th er  in ex plicable  item ?  W h a t,  fo r  G o d ’s sa k e,  w as  in  the  dam ned  box? 

B u t  th e  ghoul  strode  past  him   u n h in d ered ,  to w ard   the  g o n d o la  w here  stood  the  strid en t  B irdlip.  O n ly   C ap tain   P ow ers had  th e  tem erity   to  fo llo w   him .  P arsons  said  n o thing.  T he C aptain  fell  in  b eh in d ,  h earin g   as  he  did  th e  in cessant  d e m an d in g  v oice that ja b b e re d  from  th e K eeble box  in the g h o u l’s hand. 

Dr.  B ird lip ,  suddenly,  seem ed  to  shake  him self.  T hose  on th e  ed g e  o f   the  cro w d   g asped.  W as  it  the  w ind?  A   trick   o f m o o n lig h t? B irdlip released  his hold on th e w h ee l— a  g rip  h e ’d
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m ain tain ed   w ith o u t  p au se  fo r  a   d ecad e.  F in g er  bo n es  pick ed at  th e  ro tted   co rd s  th a t  lash ed   h im   to  the  g o n d o la.  T h e  cords fell.  B ird lip   tu rn ed , je rk in g   fo rw ard   to w ard   th e  little  sw inging stile d o o r fallen  back o n  its h in g e.  F irelig h t d an ced  an d  leaped. 

P arso n s gaped.  S t.  Ives barely  breath ed . G o d all stood bem u sed . 

T h e C a p ta in  n o d d ed  po litely  to  the  sk eleton o f  D o cto r B irdlip, th en   b en t  su d d en ly   an d   pick ed   so m ething  u p  fro m   the  flo o r o f the g o n d o la.  S t.  Iv es k new  w hat it w as.  B irdlip seem ed to  h eed n o th in g — n o th in g   b u t  th e  p re fe rre d   b o x ,  w hich  the  ghoul  relin q u ish ed ,  seem in g   to   d eflate  alm o st  and  stag g er  ju s t  a   b it, b ack w ard s,  step p in g   tow ard  th e  stu ffed   c h a ir  as  i f   suddenly fatig u ed   to   th e  p o in t  o f  co llap se.  P arsons  b egan  to   step   along a fte r  h im ,  w o n d erin g   at  the  n atu re  o f   the  anim ate  corp se  th at g aped at h im ,  o p en in g  an d  sh u ttin g  its m outh like a  co n g e r eel. 

“ S p eak ,  m an!”  crie d   the  b io lo g ist. 

T h e   co rp se  d ro p p ed   d ead   into  th e  chair. 

B ird lip  je rk e d   d o w n   o n to   th e  green   in  q u ick   little  lu rching, stiff-jo in ted   step s,  h o ld in g   the  K eeb le  b o x ,  h is  skull  can ted sid ew ay s  as  if   in   perplexity.  T h e  d ea d   silen ce  w as  b ro k en   by th e  u tte ran ce  o f   an  im m en se  so b ,  as  W illis  P u le,  taking  the startled   G o d all  b y   su rp rise,  tw isted   o u t  o f   h is  c o a t  in  a  rush. 

P u le  sailed d o w n  o n   B ird lip ,  d u ck in g  u n d er a  m u rderous  blow aim ed  a t  h im   by  th e  stalw art  C ap tain .  B u t  P u le,  apparently, h a d n ’t  th e ft  in  m in d   as  a   m otive.  A ll  such  p ractical  pursuits h ad   been  ab an d o n ed ;  it  w as  m ayhem   an d   ruin  h e  co v eted , g ib b erin g  d estru c tio n ,  the  m in d less,  d ro o lin g  desire  to te a r the w eary   w o rld   to   bits. 

In an  in stan t he snatch ed  the box  from  B ird lip ,  w h o  tottered th ere  on  the  g re e n ,  su ddenly  en erv ated .  P u le  raised  the  box o v erh e ad   an d   sm ash ed   it  to  the  g reen .  T h e  clev e r jo in e ry   o f th e  K eeble  bo x   flew   asu n d er  as  th e  th in g   crack ed   ag ain st  a sto n e.  T h e  lid  w h eeled  aw ay  in to   th e  astonished  cro w d .  Ten th o u san d  m ouths g ap ed  in w ide w o n d er to see a tiny m an tum ble fo rth — th e  fab led   h o m u n c u lu s— an d   leap   to   his  fee t  on  the green  free  o f   h is  priso n   at  long  last.  E ven  though  he  w ore  a h at  h e  c o u ld n ’t  h av e  b een  eig h t  in ch es  tall. 

W h at,  w o n d ered   the  tree to p   cro w d s  an d   th e  staring  m asses o n   th e  h ea th ,  w h at  th in g   w as  th is  th a t  ran  d ead   aw ay  tow ard the  sk eletal  B ird lip ,  p ast  the  g o g g lin g   P arso n s,  th ro u g h   spring grasses  that  w av ed   ro und  his  ea rs,  step  by  tiny  step ?  It clearly had   a  d estin a tio n   in  m in d .  W h a t,  conceivably,  co u ld   it desire? 
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W illis  P u le  clu tch e d   at  h is  h ead ,  h is  w ild   lo athing  play ed o u t.  H e  w as  red u ced   to   a   th ing  as  em pty  as  the  airy  go n d o la sittin g  lik e the b leach ed  bon es o f  a d in o sa u r o n  the green  b ehind the  teeterin g   Bird lip.  T h eo p h ilu s  G odall  w atched  P u le  creep aw ay  in to   shadow .  H e ’d  allow   the  spent th in g   to  w an d er aw ay u n p u rsu ed ,  to  tak e up a  life,  p erh ap s,  o f  b eg g in g  o r o f  geeking in  so m e  lo w   sideshow .  A   great  w ind  blew   up o u t o f  th e  south, b u ffe tin g   th e  d ark   d irig ib le,  w hich  sw ay ed   o n   its  m akeshift m oorings, threatening to  tum ble o v er onto its side like a w ounded b ea st.  T h e  cro w d   g asp ed   an d   su rg ed   aw ay,  fearful  o f   being cru sh ed .  T h e h o m u n cu lu s co n fro n ted   D o cto r  B irdlip,  spoke to h im , p o in te d , it seem ed ,  tow ard th e heav en s.  It do ffed  its clev er little h at a n d  g estu re d  an im ated ly  w ith  it. T h e n ,  w ith a  startling alacrity,  it leap ed  o n to  the  sw ay in g  sk eleto n ,  grap p lin g   its  w ay into  th e  d o c to r’s  rib ca g e,  p eerin g   o u t  as  i f  through  the  b ars  o f N ew g ate P rison.  B ird lip  to o k  a ten tativ e step  fo rw ard ,  anim ate o n ce ag a in ,  a n d ,  to  th e d eg ree th a t a  skull  can  reflect em o tio n , h e  seem ed  sm itten   w ith  sudden elatio n ,  perh ap s  a flo w erin g  o f the  sense o f w an d erlu st th a t h ad  m o tiv ated  h is jo u rn e y  through the  h eavens. 

A   c h e e r  aro se  from   th o se  clo se  en o u g h   to   p erceive  this sud d en   illu m in atio n .  Jack   O w lesby,  p erh ap s,  ch eered   m o st lo u d ly   o f  all,  b u t  his  c h e e r w as  c u t  sh o rt w h en ,  w ith   a  sudden w h u m p ,  he  w as  struck  in  the  sm all  o f   th e  b ac k ,  and  the  box that h e ca rrie d  flew   from  h is h ands.  K elso  D rak e,  h aving gone d o w n  the sam e tw isted  ro ad  as W illis P u le, shrieked p ast G odall in to  the firelig h t an d  en d e av o red  to  dan ce o n  the b o x ,  to  sm ash it up.  H e w as stopped co ld , ho w ev er, by the sim u ltan eo u s effo rt o f  G o d all and St.  Iv es, an d  by the cu rio u s b eh av io r o f  the fallen box. 

It  sh u d d ered   th ere  in  fro n t  o f  the  teeterin g   B ird lip ,  in   front o f  the  asto n ish ed   P arso n s,  clearly   illum inated  in  the  fireglow . 

D r.  B ird lip  je rk e d   ro u n d   and  sto o d   still.  K elso  D rake  stepped a   p ac e  b ack   tow ard  the  fire.  T h e  to p   o f  the  box  sp ran g   aw ay w ith  a   sud d en n ess  that  b ro u g h t  a  cry  fro m   any  o f  a   n u m b e r o f tree tops.  A nd  very  slow ly  an d   m ajestically  th ere  aro se  from the d ep th s o f  the b ox th e b ird -eatin g  cay m an ,  snatching u p  o n e th en   an o th er  an d   an o th er  an d   an o th er  o f  the  little  fo w l  before sin k in g   again  into  h is  tom b. 

“ H o o ray !” shouted a  h u n dred vo ices,  a thousand.  T he ch eer w as  tak en   u p   by  the  m u ltitu d e,  w ho  could  h ave  no  earthly
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idea  w h at  it  w as  they  ch eered .  A nd  w ith   th e  salutory  cries fu elin g  h is  d ep a rtu re ,  Dr.  R andal  B ird lip ,  h im self p iloted  now by  the  little  m an  w ithin  h im ,  clack ed  je rk ily   o v e r  th e  g rass, P arsons  at  h is  heels.  H e  stopped  at  the  sid e  o f   th e  starsh ip , tu rn ed   an d   gazed   on e  last  lo n g   m om ent  a t  the je w e le d   lights o f  L o n d o n ,  b en t  o v er  an d   u nknotted  the  rope  fro m   ro u n d  o n e o f  th e  little  feet  o f  th e  starship  an d   clam b ered   w oodenly  into the  o p en   h atch .  T h e  h atch   slam m ed  shut.  E m erald  lights b u rn ed   suddenly  w ith in  the  ship.  T h e  gro u n d   seem ed  to  sh u d d e r  m om entarily,  an d   in  the  w in k   o f   an  ey e  the  ship  w as n o thing  b u t  a   sp eck   o f   fire  in  th e  v ast  h eav en s,  the  intrepid Dr.  B irdlip  pilo tin g   th e  cra ft  o f   the  hom u n cu lu s  am o n g   the cou n tless  stars  that  h u n g   su sp ended  abo v e  the  streetco m ers o f   space  lik e  gaslam ps. 
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Epilogue

S t.  Iv es d id n ’t ru e the loss o f  th e  sh ip  fo r a  m om ent.  H e ’d  had h is  v o y ag e.  A nd  th e  fu ture,  h e  w as  certain ,  held  the  prom ise o f  m ore.  H ere w as D orothy K ee b ie, reco v ered , clu tch in g  Ja c k ’s arm ,  th e  tw o   o f  th e m   sm iling  at  the  C ap tain ,  w ho  held   before th e m   an o p en   K eebie  b ox  in  w hich  lay  a trem endous  em erald , b ig   as  a   fist  an d   seem ing  to   b u m   green  and  im m ense  in  the firelig h t. 

A   m oaning  filled  th e  night.  B ranches  tossed  o n   th e  trees. 

T h e   tall  grasses  b lew   in  undulating  w aves.  T he  b lim p   canted sidew ays,  m ooring lines snapped,  and people scurried like bugs, ru n n in g   to   g et  o u t  o f   the  way.  S low ly  an d   m ajestically  the b lim p   to ppled  over,  tearing  itself  to   b its,  escap in g   gases w ho o sh in g   through  ren ts  in  the  fabric  o f th e  thing.  T he  ribby g o n d o la ,  h au led   o n to   its  side,  bro k e  ap art  like  a   w ooden  ship b ea te n   ag ain st  rocks  by  hig h   seas.  A n d   first o n e ,  th en   tw enty, th en   a   h u n d red   o n lookers  ru sh ed   in  to  salvage  a  b it  o f  it  as  a souvenir.  W ood  snapped.  F abric  ripped.  G reat  sh eets  o f   d eflated  b lim p   w ere  stripped  loose,  clu tch ed   at  by  uncounted h an d s  an d  re n t to   fragm ents.  W ithin  m o m ents the  o nce  rotund 2 4 4
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b lim p   w as  n o th in g   but  a   flatten ed   bit  o f   w reckage  that  had disap p eared   ben eath   an  an tlik e  sw arm  o f  L ondoners.  A n  h our later, w hen th e  cro w d s, finally, ab andoned th e ir pu rsu it o f  relics and  surged  w earily  h o m ew ard  at  last,  not  a  fragm ent,  not  a scrap  o f   B ird lip 's  cra ft  rem ained  o n   th e  heath. 

St. Ives an d  h is co m panions kick ed  through the g rass, gazing at  the  p lace  w here  the  b lim p   h ad   lain.  B ill  K raken  said  that the  loss  o f  it  w as  sham eful.  W illiam   K eeble  w ondered  at  the fate  o f  its  en g in e,  carried   happily  aw ay  in  p ieces  by  drunken g reengrocers  and  costerm o n g ers  an d   beggars  w ho  h a d n ’t  the foggiest  notion  o f  the  m agic  it  had   o nce  contained.  Jack   and D orothy  gazed  at  each   o th e r  w ith  an  intensity  o f   expression that seem ed far rem o v ed  fro m  any w o ndering o v er disappeared blim p s,  an  exp ressio n   very  lik e  the  one  shared  by  C aptain P ow ers an d  N ell O w lesby,  w ho stood hand in h an d  beside Jack and  D orothy. 

Ten  paces  aw ay  sat  P arso n s,  astride  the  arm   o f  the  stuffed chair,  the corp se slu m p ed  beside  him ,  restful  now  and refusing to  resp o n d   to   P a rso n ’s  chatter.  “ S h e e p ,”  the b io lo g ist  insisted, 

“ a re n ’t like you  and m e.  T h ey  pro d u ce vast q u antities o f  m eth ane  gas.  Very  inflam m atory,  I  assure  y o u . . . . ” 

St.  Ives  strode  across  and  laid  a  hand  on  the  p o o r  m a n ’s shoulder.  P arsons  g rin n ed   at  him .  “Telling  th is  fellow   about the  g aseous  m y steries  o f grass  fe e d e rs.” 

“ F in e ,”  said  St.  Ives.  “ B ut he  seem s  to  have fallen aslee p .” 

“ H is  ey es,  t h o u g h . . . ”  b egan  P arso n s,  g lancing  at  the  ae rato r  box  that  S t.  Ives  held  in  the  cro o k   o f  his  arm .  H e  shuddered ,  as  if   gripped  by  a  sudden  ch ill.  “ You  d o n ’t  m ean  to open  th a t  h ere ,  do  y o u ?” 

St.  Ives  shook  his  head.  “ N ot  at  a ll,”  he  said.  “W ouldn’t th ink  o f   it.” 

P arsons seem ed relieved.  “Tell  m e ,” he said slow ly,  looking askance  at  the  h ead  o f  Jo an n a  S o uthcote,  w hich  lay  now   up  to its  no n ex isten t  ears  in  w eeds  beside  the  stuffed  chair,  “does the night seem  u ncom m only full o f dead m en and severed heads to  y o u ?” 

St.  Ives n o d d ed ,  searching fo r w ords w ith w hich to respond to  P a rso n ’s  very ea rn est q u estio n .  H is  search ,  th o u g h ,  cam e to an  ab ru p t  e n d   w ith  the  sudden  issuance  o f   S hiloh  the  N ew M essiah ,  h is  face  h ag g a rd ,  his  cloak  stained  an d   ru in ed ,  the ghastly  M a rseilles  P in k ie  to o tin g   in  h is  g rip ,  its  ru b b er  head

[image: Image 513]

[image: Image 514]

2 4 6

James  P.  Blaylock

sh o o tin g  in  an d  o u t, th ro w in g  sparks lik e a p inw heel an d  sm elling  o f  b u rn t  ru b b er  an d   u n identifiable  decay.  W ith  a   m ad  cry th e  o ld   m an   fell  fo rw ard   o n to   h is  face  and  lay  still,  his  torn and  so iled robes  sp layed o u t around h im .  D ead ,  apparently,  he h o p p ed  o n ce o r tw ice  as the P in k ie,  trap p ed  ben eath  h im ,  c o n tin u ed   to   sp u tter  an d   w h ir befo re  ro llin g   free. 

S t.  Ives  sh o o k   h is  head.  P arsons  arose  an d   v ery   slow ly step p ed  ac ro ss to  w here the P inkie spun its e lf o u t on the green, th e  ru b b er  h ead   to o tin g   o u t  a  fin al,  blu b b ery   w histle.  Parsons sh ook h is  h ead  pond ero u sly   an d   w an d ered  aw ay  into th e d ark , w eav in g   to w ard   H am pstead  like  a   ru d d erless  boat. 

S t.  Ives w atch ed  h im  in silence,  w o ndering w h eth er his ow n rep u tatio n   as  a   sc ien tist  h ad   in  any  w ay  been  cem en ted  by  the n ig h t’s o d d  ev e n ts,  and d eterm in in g  finally th at he d id n ’t really care a  rap  o n e  w ay o r the other.  T h e  ev en in g  h ad  taken its to ll, certainly,  o n   the  go o d   as  w ell  as  the  w icked.  H is  com panions tru d g ed   along  to w ard   the  w ag o n ,  o n   th e  se at  o f   w hich  sat  a p lacid   H asb ro .  S t.  Ives  w as  suddenly  d ead   tired.  T h e  m orrow w o u ld   see  him   at  H arrogate.  T h ere  w as  w o rk   ahead;  th a t  w as sure.  “W ell,” h e  said  to  G o d all,  “ so  en d s the ea rn est endeavors o f   th e  T rism eg istu s  C lu b .  A n d   w ith   a   m o d icu m   o f  su ccess, to o .” 

“F o r the m o m e n t,” said G o d all enigm atically.  “W e h av e n ’t, possibly,  seen   the  last  o f  o u r  m illionaire.  B u t  I  rath e r  believe him   to   b e  a  sp ent  force.  I ’ll  call  upon  h im   m y se lf in  a   day  o r tw o .” 

“ W h at  e v e r  b ecam e  o f   W illis  P u le,  d o   you  th in k ?”  asked S t.  Ives.  “ H e  w as  utterly  m ad  th ere  at  the  la s t.” 

G o d all  nodded.  “ M ad n ess,  I ’m  ce rtain ,  is  th e  w ages  o f villainy.  H e  m e t  an  o ld   frien d ,  in  fa c t.” 

“ W h a t’s  th at?”  asked  S t.  Iv es,  surprised. 

“T h e   h u n ch b a ck .” 

“ N arb o n d o !” 

G o d all  nod d ed .  “In   a   d o g   ca rt  full  o f   carp .  P ule  lay  face d o w n   am ong  th e m ,  c o m ato se.” 

“P o o r d e v il,”  said  S t.  Ives.  “ I d o n ’t suppose  N arbondo had co m e  to   h is  re sc u e .” 

“ N o t  very  b loody  likely,”  said  G o d all  darkly,  an d   the  tw o m en  h o isted  th em selv es  on to  th e  w ag o n ,  sitting w ith  th e ir feet d an g lin g   o v e r th e   b ack   so  th a t  th ey   faced  th e  sw eep o f  hill  on w h ich ,  tw o   ho u rs  earlier,  had   sat  th e  lo n g -aw aited   blim p. 
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A head  o f  th e m ,  som e  d istance  aw ay,  trudged  h a lf o f L ond o n ,  not  a  m an  o r  w o m an   am ong  th em   w ith  the  least  un d erstanding  o f   the  m y steries  th a t  had  supplied  the  e v e n in g 's entertain m en t.  W h a t  u n d erstanding  have  any  o f u s,  w ondered St.  Ives.  N ot a  n ic k e l’s  w o rth ,  not really.  N o t even G o d all,  for all  o f  the m a n ’s intellectual  prow ess.  In tellect w o u ld n ’t answ er h ere ,  w o u ld n ’t  ex p lain   w hy  the  cold  and  m easured  tread   o f science  had   strayed  from  ch artered  paths  an d  w andered un su spectin g   into  the  cu rio u s  m o o nlight o f  H am pstead  H eath.  Poor P a rso n s. W h at d id  he m ake o f  the b lim p now ? W ould he aw aken at m idday h aving som ehow  clip p ed  the evening apart and reassem bled it into a m ore tolerable pattern , lik e a m an w ho w histles his  w ay  th ro u g h   a   d ark   and  lonely  n ig h t,  then  abandons  his fears  in  the  lig h t  o f a  noonday  sun? 

St.  Ives  gazed   w ith  sleepy  w o n d er  at  the  em pty,  receding green  as  the  w ag o n   b u m ped  around  a  m uddy  sw erve  o f  road into  H am p stead ,  the  v illag e  d ark   now   and  silent.  H e  tried  to sum m on  a  p icture  o f  th e  b lim p   riding  at  anchor,  o f   D octor B irdlip  visible  b ey o n d   th e  slats  o f   th e  w ooden  gondola,  legs w ide  set  to  co u n ter the  roll  o f  an airy  sw ell.  B u t the  H eath  lay em pty above,  the blim p fragm ented, disappeared.  A nd it seem ed as  if  the  strange  cra ft  had   nev er b een   m ore  than  a  ghostly  will o ’the  w isp ,  a  b it o f  sleepy en ch an tm en t w oven out o f nothing, that  w hirled  and  fad ed   now   across  the  b ack  o f  his  closed  eyes until h e seem ed  to  be sailing w ith  it above the clo u d ed  landscape o f a  dream . 
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