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“It seems a very interesting case,” interrupted
Simon Iff. “Well, sir,” replicd the Assistant Com-
missioner, “not at ail, from your standpoint ;
there’s no psychology in it.  There scems little
doubt that Haramzada Swamy kilied the girl; he
may have had one ui fiity reasons, though robbery
was evidently one of them. There are certainly
some curious features in the aifair, but none that
would be of any intercst to you.” “You make me
feel $0 fiery and martial,” returned Iff, “that I shall
certainly order some brandy. I hope you will join
me. [ originally interrupted your remarks in the
hope that you Wwould tell me all about the case.
I have theories of my own” “If 1 may adopt
your theory of drinking—which it gave me much
ylcgsure to hear at the Hemlock Club—I am
ecling narrative, and a pot of beer and a church-

warden is about my style.”
h‘t was a sununer afternoon. The place was the
C:"ﬂ of Skindic's at Maidenhead. The Assistant
mmissioner of Police, Roger Broughton, had
gg_‘md over to lunch with a iriend, Jack Flynn,
Mﬂ?ﬂ@mletl' an advanced high-
Chss teview. ~They had found “Simple Simon,”
;’mO had rowed up the river in 2 skiff outrigger
| & m' his summer cottage at Henley, Junching on
e lawn in a peculiarly naive, yet sumptuous,

. l&zrner. “In summer,” he explained to them, aiter
; “_ﬁ first greetings, “meat heats the blood. 1 am
erefore compelled to restrict my diet to foie gras
and peaches.”
“But Foie Gras is meat.”
ﬁ“"ﬂ_-\e animal kinzdom.” said the mystic, “is dis-
by .'i“l‘lﬁhﬂl. roughly speaking, from the vegetable,
iny ‘“edfact that animals have power to move freely
o holredcunns. When thereforc a goose is nailed
b a;‘. as T understand is necessary to the pro-
on foie gras, it becomes ipso facto a vege-
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{able: as a strict vegetarian, I will therefore have
some more.” And he heaped his plate.

The new-comers laughed: no one ever knew when
to take the magician scriously. “What's the drink?”
asked Flynn; “it's a new one on me.” "This is a
Crowley Cup No. 3,” he said. “So named after its
discoverer. Take a large jug, the larger the betters
hali' fill with selected strawberries: cover the fruit
with Grand Marnicr Cordon Rouge: ice carcfully;
fill up with iced champagne, the best obtainable.
Stir the mixture: drink it; order more, and repeat.
A simple, harmless, and wholcsome beverage.”
A temperance drink, [ suppose " quericd Brough-
ton, lauchingly.

“Certainly,” replied the magician; “in my recent
journey to Amenca 1 was carciul to obtain am exact
definition of what was and what was not alcoholic:
Drinks which contain less than 40 per-cent. alcohol
come under the gencral heading of the Demon Rum;
their sale is restricted in every possible way, and in
many States prohibited altogether. Drinks contain-
ing more than 40 per cent. of alcohol are medicines,
and are sold in the drug stores without restriction of
any kind."” : g

“Dput that champagne reduces the percentage,
surely ?”

“Champagne forms no part of the drink; it is used
merely to dilute the medicine itself.”

i ou musint think I'm Tauching at you, Mr. 11 s

apologized Rroughton; “we don't forget your mase
terly work in the case of Professor Driggs.”
So lunch proceeded;: it was only at the end, as i
were by aceident, that Broughton had mentioned the
s ler which had stirred London a fow days ecarlicr.
Droughton, having been accommodated with the
U
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primitive reireshment indicated as harmonious to nar-
rative, began lus siory. )

“Ananda Haramzada Swamy is a Doctor oi Phii-
osophy oi the University of Loundon. He 1s 33 years
old, and has a wife, to whom two children have becn
born—" .

“By a previous marriage? I asked because ot your
phrasing.”

“It’s a long story, and has nothing to 8o with the
case. HMaramzada Swamy—Iet us call him the Swamy
for short—is an Eurasian; and curiously enough, 1t
is his father that was black, a Tamil. The mother was
an Englishwoman.”

Simon 1iT pursed his lips. “He is a man of loose
worals,” ccatinued the Commissioner, pufiing at his
long pipe, “and rents an apartment, or rather a bed-
room with bathroom attached, on the fifth tloor of St.
Noc's Mansions, near liyde Park. This room is a
mere assignation chamber. It is furnished only with
a divan, a wardrobe, and a small cupboard full of
liquors and tobacco. The room is, however, sumptu-
ous in the Qriental style, and the walls are covered
with obscene pictures and photographs. He allowed
ne one to enter, naturally enough, but used to send his
wife weekly to dust it,”

Simon Iff could not restrain another gesture of dis-

st.

“The whole block of apartments is ‘under the Rose,’

- as it were; but—please note this—although in a gen-

cral way we ask no questions as to the doings of the
inhabitants and their visitors, we maintain a corre-
spondingly strict supervision oi them, on the watch
always for anything outside what I may call honest,
straightforward immorality.”

“T see,” said Iff, thoughtfully.

“The last masked ball of the scason tuok place at
Covent Garden on the first Saturday in July. Haram-
zada was present, and won a prize for the magnificence
of his costume, that of a Persian prince of the 15th
century. I may mention that he was a critic of art,
as well as of philosophy.  He left on the arm of a
masked ladv. who had not comnpeted; no one had seen
her face. They went direct in a taxi to the Swami's
flat. This was about 3 a. m.; the time is uncertain.
It may have been much carlier. A few minutes before
five, however, and this time is accurate within ten
minutes, [faramzada was seen, in his ordinary day
costume, creeping down the stairs, stealthilv and
swiftly. Tke lift man orly saw him by chance. He
had gone up to the fifth floor on a ring, only to find no
one there. Irritated, he leit the lift, and looked over
the stairs, just chancing to sce the Swami a< he crossed

the ball. He supposed, naturally, that the lady was .

with him.

“Now comes the hand of Providence. It was the
custom of that wicked elevator attendant to search the
rooms of the tenants, when he was sure of their ab-
sence, and nnt too likely to be caught off duty; his
hope was to find what he has since described to us in
a burst.m candor, as ‘perks’: videlicct; any small ob-
jects of value which seemed to him unlikely to be
missed.  Sa he puiled hic lever. and went un to the
fifth flcor, opened the Swami's flat with his master
kev. 2n¢! entered. The gkt was switched on.

“The badv of a nearly naked woman lay before himn
-Blood was peatrirg from a wound in the head; but li{c.
wos perbaps it extinet, Daniels, as the man was
called, acted anicklv and properly.  He called a doctor
on the tc!rr-hpnr. describine the nature nf t)w‘wnund
and then notified us. He then had a messenger sent
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for the man who would normally have relieved him at
seven o'clock, so that he might remain on puard.

“When our men arrived, a minute betore the doctor,
we found Danicls trying various primitive methods
of first aid. .

“Deteciive-Inspector Brown took in the situation
at a glance.  While the doctor attended the wounded
woman, he telephoned headquarters, and a general
alarm was sent out for the apprehension of the
Swamy.

“At 5.45 the doctor, who had been working ener-
getically to restore consciousness to the victim of the
outrage, pronounced life extinct. Daniels was dis-
missed, but two minutes later he reappeared with the
news that the Swamy was in the strect outside.

“Brown flung open the window, and cauticusly look-
ed out. The Swamy, with his coat collar turnced up,
and his slouch hat puiled well over his face, was ap-
proaching the door in a very furtive manner. Browa
determined to give him a free hand. "He telephoned
down to the other porter to go up to the ninth Hoor,
so as to give the Eurasian his chance to enter un-
observed. The door of his fiat was closed, and the
party awaited developments.

“Unfortunately there was no place where our men
could hide. The wardrobe would only have con-
cealed one man. In a few minutes the steps of the
Swamy were heard coming up the stairs; a key was
pushed into the lock; the door opencd; our men
seized him. The creature collapsed; mentally and
physically, in their arms. It was actually found neces-
sary to apply restoratives. The wretch had evidently
counted upon ample leisure to dispose of the body.”

“Why had he leit the place at all?” This from
Jack Flynn.

“Evidently in order to dispose of the proceeds o
the robbery. Doubtless he has some safe cache.
Well, to continue, When he came to, he was ar-
rested and cautioned. He said, however, thai he
knew notliing about the matter at all; denied tha
he knew the woman, or of her presence. Charged
at the police court with the murder, he reserved his
defence, and was remanded for a week. The same
day he wrote out a long rambling statement which |
can only call fantastically feeble. The iollowing wees
he was committed for trial. He then issued anothes
statement, entirely contradicting the former, ant
endeavoring to explain it away. It is, however, as coa-
trary to ascertained fact as the carlier effort, T expedt
the truth is that the animal is almost mad with fear.
He had probably arranged a safe way of disposin:
of the body, which was upsct by the chance of tix
carly discovery of the crime.

“The murdered woman was identificd by her hus
band on the afternoon following the crime. As yo
know, it was old Sybil Lady Iirooke-Hunter, a lcadt
of the smart set, fast, alcoholic, a plague to her o"
husband, who should have divorced her ten year
ago. She haunted cvery shady rendezvous in Londo
in scarch of adventure—""

“Well, she found one all right!” put in Jac

van.

“She did. That nizht she was wearing over tc
thousands pounds worth of jewelry, like a {ool, as
v:ias. It has all disappeared. Dunicls noticed ti
she was wearing it when she entered St. Noc's Man
sions.

“The curious part of the case is her husband’s att
tude. He refuses to believe that she was ever gui”
of an indiscretion in her life; insists that her wandei
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ings in London were purely philanthropic, that she
must have been drugged or chloroformed or hypno-
tized or what not.’ tie is an old man of Puritan
views ‘if I belicved her guilty of so much as a
Qirtziion,’ he said to Brown; ‘I would thank God
that He had punished her!” And he's the only man
in London who doesn't know what she was. She
was a barmaid, you remember, as common as the
bar she served, when he married her. Lord, but there
are some fools about!”

“[s that the story?" asked Simple Simon, quietly.

“] think that's everything. We haven’t found the
jewelry. There's no rcason to suspect any other
man in the case. The facts are all against Haramzada
Swamy, and his six-cylinder -double-action lying
doesa’t help him.”

“How was she killed?”

“[here is a large open fireplace in the room. He
had caught up the poker, and brained her. It was
lying by the body, with blood on it."”

“So you rest your case there?’

“All right, my lord!”

“Oh nol I'm for the defense,” said Simon Iff.
“Here are some facts quite incompatible with the
theory that Ilaramzada Swamy committed the mur-
der. Only last month 1 happencd to be reading his
book on Buddhism.” Jack Flynn threw a laughing
glance at the Police Commissioner, as much as to
say, “now the fun begins.”

_“In this book.” pursued the mystic, “he conclu-
sively proves himself innocent of this murder. I
will not distress you with the details, but the main
argument of the bock is that the Buddha was a
hedonist. that he called pleasure the greatest good.
This argument is based on one fact only; this, that
the Buddha declared cverything to partake of the
nature of sorrow (which is just one-third of the
truth) and that his whole system is therefore devoted
to the escape from this Everything.

) "B'ut pleasure has nothing to do with this. Sensa-
tion is only the sccond of the ‘Skandhas’ in Buddhist
Pf.‘ChO!')g)'; at the very sccond gate on the path,
picasure and pain must be recognized as illusions,
and rooted out of the mind.  Why, desire in any
form is the very cause of all sorrow and evil in the
Blldl]hi_‘.( syg[cn].

“Now, gentlemen, we are none of us Buddhists;
we may dislike Buddhism very much; and we may
call it too abstract, too remiote, too barren, too
bitter, too ascetic, too formal, too metaphysical, too
almost anythine vou please. We may abuse the
'Bm!dha as an Athcist, as a nominalist. as a rational-
ist. as a sceptic: no one can do more than argue the
contrary. Dut if we represent the Buddka as a high-
priest of pleasure, and his relipion as a religion of
pleasure, we should be shut up in an asylum—or, if
not, realize that we have given ourselves away. For
there is only one type of sane man who can fail to
recognize the eicvated morality, the self-abnegation
and nobility, the lotty compassion, the almost un-

.thinkable passion far renunciation, which mark P-d-

dhism, To this day the Bhikkhus, or rather Foongais,

/ of Burma, where alone the true canonical doctrine

:‘:: :s)crt\ preserved free from corruption, arc men of
bk M:n';'xadhc.d virtue. They are often igmorant by
Hheir pon ar ls. but of their sincerity, their purity,
e 11 eral morality, there is only one opinion.
al ool ¢ missionaries, whose one chief task is to

-nder the pcople among whom they live, have
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l:ul.cd to destroy the reputation of these noble men.
I lived among them myscli for three years; I might
have joinecd their ranks, had I felt myself worthy to
do-so. My lord and gentlemen of the jury, I con-
fidently lcave the fate of my unfortunate client in
your hands.”

“Heaven help me!” cried Broughton, “he's never
mentioned the murder at all!”

“Ah that's what you think—and what I think”;
laughed Flynn; “but in reality he has torn your case
to pieces!” ! :

“If you're not convinced of his innocence,” re-
torted Simple Simon, “I really despair of human
reason. However, let us get a few fresh facts. What,
besides this book on Buddhism, which I have dealt
with so cficctively, do we know of his antecedents?”

“As it happens,” said Jack Flynn, "I can tei! you
alot. It's an ugly story, too, and I'd hang him on
that alonc, if I were judge and jury. It’s not evi-
dence—iike what the soldier said—but this being a
psychological investigation, it is pertinent. Brough-
ton has told us how he might have done the murder;
I will prove to you that he was just the sort of
man who would have done it. And I am assuming that
the little lecture on Buddhism was intended to prove
that he was the sort of man who would not.”

“Precisely,” said the mystic.

“Well, he had a side to his nature which he did
not put in his book.”

“Impossible,” said Iff. “Men’s books are always
artistic images of themselves. Of course, this thing
has no creative genius at all, and he'sa hopelessly bad
critic, absolutely incapable of discerning greatness,
just as a fly, whose time-sense is extremely rapid
compared to ours, cannot perceive movement in a
hody which travels more slowly than about a yard a
minute, or as an amoeba could not understand gener-
ation or even gemmation. But, such as his mund is,
he must put it into every page he writes.”

“I'm going to show you he hasa criminal mind.”

“We're listening,” acquicsced the old magician.

“When he was at the University of London, there
was a small scandal, which rather shows the man's
quality. He made friends with a man, who contided
to him the secret of a love-affair with a woman of
the streets. Ilaramzada Swamy tracked the girl, and
tried to huy his friend’s letters to her, to blackmail
him. The =irl was loyal and told her lover, who
horsewhipped the Eurasian soundly. Shortly after
taking his degree he married an Englishwoman. I
should like here to make the point that she was a sex-
degenerate, like his mother: for all white women who
marry colored men must be classed as such.”

“I agree.”

“T agree.”
#She was quite crazy about him"—too fond of her

most filthy bargain”"—and they were happy for awhile.
Then the snake entered Eden in the shape of a little
music-teacher, another degenerate, again a case of
heredity, for she was marked with Hutchinson’s
Teeth.  You know what that means?”

Doth men noddetl gravely.
“The Swamy and his wife were great on preach-

ing Free Love. The snake—and she had the temper |

of a Russell’s Vipert—agreed entirely. A few weeks
later she became Haramzada Swamy’s mistress. She
was so passionate and jealous that she resoived to
upsct the marriage; this decision was confirmed by
necessity, for she became enccinte, and the Swamy,

o

o |
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who hated the idea of children, showed every sign
of throwing her oit. She actually had the nerve to go
to his wile with her story!l  Aiter various violent
scenes, a divorce was decided upon, - The Swamy, who
has no will ot his own, was seized upon by the music-
teacher, and never allowed to sur a foot, under
penalty of other tenipests, until the divorce was grant-
ed, and she had dragged him to the registrar's. With
amazing cynicism, they had a wedding breakfast,
with cake complete, and the baby playing on the
floor !

“The Eurasian now had more frcedom; he got an
appointment in India, and on one excuse or another
managed to leave his wife and child behind.  Ar-
rived in Hindustan, he set up a harem of dancing-
girls, and was happy. But the nccessity of a periodi-
cal remittance to the fair Florrie soon began to prey
upon his mind. He determined to bring her out;
for one thing, an English wife might do him some
good socially, for of course he was an outcast from
both English and native society ; for another, it would
be cheaper to keep her in India than in England; for
another, periaps, the climate might kill both wiie
and child, and put an end once and for all to the ex-
pense. As it happencd, one of his Lest friends, a
full-blooded Indian who also had a taste for white
women, and so did not mind mixed marriages and
their results so much as his stricter countrymen, was
returning to India. He put his wile in charge of this
man. On the vovage she promptly seduced him.
When the husband became aware of the fact, some
six weeks after they landed, he made some mild
protest, but did nothing. In fact, they traveled
about togcther, all three, for some months. But the
woman was absolutely shameless, caressi..g her lover
even in {ront ol the servants, and the contempt of
these—all true Indians are extremely moral and de-
cent, even to prudisiiness, whether they are polygain-
ists or not—the contempt of the scrvants became
so marked that even the Swamy could not stand it
anv more. He insisted on a separation. In vain the
wife implored her lover to take her with him; he
had too miuch sense for that. It was ultimately
agreed that his child—ior she was again pregnant—
should be treated by Haramzada as his own; and
she was to go back to Encland with her husband.

“Two years later {ound them in New York. Florrie
picked up another lover, greatly to the relief of the
Swamy, who hated paying for her dinners. This
man, however, insisted on her playing the game: a
straizht divorce: a straight marriaze; and no more
foolishness. laramzada gladly agreed. But just at
this moment it was discovered that Florrie was not
so penniless as had been supposed; a rich uncle
wrote, offering to make her his heir, his only son
having been killed in France. The Swamy instantly
altered his whole position. He went back to his wiie,
pleaded with her, bewged her forgiveness, played on
her pity—ultimately  got her to waver. She
was now again with child by the new lover. All

this time, however, Haramzada was carrying on an

imtrigue with a German girl, the regular Broadway
type. At this moment of sham reconcilation the
unr!g died. Haramzada resolved on a master-stroke
During her previous pregnancy the sea-vovage had
come near to causing one, if not two deaths. He hated
his wife most bitterly—of course, such a creature is
utterly inczpable of love for anybody—he was her
heir, and besides, her life was heavily insured. So he
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insisted on her going to England to see her cllil«!re;\,
and attend to the estate left by her uncle. She b,
came dangerously ill, and miscarried; but she liveg,
The Swamy then hurried over to join her. What
was his chagrin to find that her uncle’s money wa;
leit in trust for her children, so that he could not
touch more than a small necessary income?

“He was in great financial straits; robbery and
murder were certainly in his heart. Can we bLe syr.
prised that his hand followed suit? It only necdc)
the opportunity ; and the other night he evidently hag
it.”

“You have failed utterly,” replied the mystic wigy
some scorn, “to grasp the mind of the thing. A}l he.
cause you will not read his book on Buddhism! 1,
had no opportunity to rob and kill. Any other, ves:
but not he. Consider all his acts. We find extrems
meanness, seliishness, cunning, the most ignoble ati.
tudes throughout, never a glimpse of anything verte-
brate. This is all in accordance with his view of
Buddhism. ide had a thousand “opportunitices’ ta k]
his wife in India. But not what he, Ananda Haran-
zada Swamy, calls opportunitics. He won’t put is
neck in a noosc; not hel He hopes that the Indian

climate may kill her; he hopes that the sea voyace

may kill her. But he won't do more in the way o
murder than say: *‘Darling, do come out; ['m so jone- -
some,’ or ‘Darling, do go to England ; I'm so anxious
about the sweet babies.” Ile's cold as a fish, but he's
never brutal, and he’s a coward to.the bone.”

“That’s rather cute,” said Flynn. “Now vou men-
tion it. I'll do another lap. I got this story irom
Florrie’s lover No. 3, by the same token. You wouldu't
blame him for talking. I've known him twenty years,
and he was all broken up—just in that state wiicn on2
has to tell some ouc or burst. He told me how he lei:
her. When she went back to the Swamy he cut off
short, and she’s been plaguing him ever since 1o tuie
her back. Ie won't. Well, onc day he had slapped
her gently for impudence. She was going to try t
make a slave of him, as she had of her yeilow ang
black men. She said to him: ‘If only Ananda had
beaten me I would have loved him alwavs.” So evi-
dently he never had.

“What was your friend doing in that galley ?” asked
Broughton.

“Oh, he’s a crank. Saw good in her and wanted to
save her. Damned fool! But of course he knew
the only way was to be like a rock—never to yicii u
inch to any of her gusts of passion. If the Swaumi
had not murdered their baby I think he might bave
won.”

“I agree with your estimate. Your friend's Quiv
otic,” said Simon Iif. “My interest is in schools,
not in hospitals. To let the degenerates drop out
the true kindness—certainly to the race, perhaps eves
to them.”

“To get back to the point,” said Broughton. “You
still hold the Swamy innocent ?”

“T do. Buddhism is a relicion of the most dauat-
less couraze. The whole force of the universe from
all eternity is challenged by him who would hecom:
an arahat, as they call what we call saints. only it’s
more than that. The saint has God on his side: tos
would-be arahat has nothing but himself and tie mez
ory that there was once a man who won in that inca:
culable strucgle. Yet vou suggest that the man v.ho
not only fails to appreciate this courage, hut even K
perceive it, is brave enough to kill a woman with 3
poker, and even to return to the house where hef
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lies. 1f he had killed her, by some chance, he
:?;Elsj have fled—fied, fied to the darkest corner of the
parth!
w"t.;wh’b, sir, Dr. Haramzada Swamy did not kill that

. R !" ) Y
NX“;EWSboy ran across the lawn. “Extry! Extry!
he shouted, “lull coniession by the Injun!”

Broughton and Flynn juniped for the paper;
Simon Iff only poured himself another glass of

dy.
br?’l;vin's professional eye first caught the para-
graph. “Textuall” he exclaimed gleciully, and be-
gan to rcad aloud. > )

“As every one knows,” the confession began,
*Lady Brooke Hunter was notorious for her im-
moralities.” Iff chuckled, and rubbed his hands,

“She had become old and unattractive, I met
her at the Covent Garden ball. She begged me to
pass the night with her. I took pity on her, and

consented. A little before five o'clock she said she -

must go home. I remarked, as she rose, upon her
ebesity, and suggested, out of pure kindness, a way
to remove it by practising Indian.clubs. I illustrated
some exercises with the poker. Suddenly I had a
dizzy fit; the poker slipped out of my hand and
struck her on the temple.  Horrified, T rushed out to
find a doctor; but in mv bewilderment I could not do
s0. Then I bethought me of the telephone. and
returned home to use it. To my surprise I found the
police in the flat. Danicls must have stolen the
jewels.” Broughion gave a great shout of la‘uzh-
ter. “I don’t believe a word of it,” he roared. “Nor
will the jury.”

“Neor do 1,” said Jack Flynn. “Disgusting! look

how he throws all the blame on every one clse. JAll
but the deathblow—and that's an accident.  Dizzi-
ness! No, sir, he had that poker by the business end
all right!” . 3

“I don’t altogether believe the story myself,” mur-
mured Simon Iff, in a rather deprecating manner.
“He never struck that blow. I'm humbled over this

thing, gentlemen; I can't see the truth. And what's .

more, 1 can’t sece why that Eurasian can't tell the
truth: I'm sure he could save his neck if he did.
I can only think of two possibilities: one, that to
tell the truth would disclnse some other crime, some
meaner crime, snme vileness possible for him: twa,
that, somchow or other, ke docsn’t know the truth
himself.  Or is it that he'e incapable of truth as

“such? Confound it, 1've been <o keen to argue with

You that I've not put on my thinking cap!” )

“I tell you what” interjected Flynn. “Write
me an article on the case: once the man s con-
demned, as he will be, T can print it. Ard sec if you
¢an cet a repricve on the strength of his book on
Buddhism 1" ’

“You shall have the cony to-morrow. 1It's time I
paddled up to Henley, So long!” . )

he old man went down the lawn to his skiff.
Te was not as straight as usual: and as he pulled oft,
the others thought his firurc an incarnate Note of
nterrocation,

Not long afterwards the case was tried. Haram-
?ada Swamy was found cuilty, as the whole coun-
trv had anticipated. The next dav the article by
Simon Iff appeared in the “Emerald Tahlet.” 5

“I am no orator, as Antonv was,” it hecan, I
FO"R‘ not tn praise C;\csar’ hut to postpone llls bur-
1al": and went on to recapitulate in a precise and
logical form the arcuments already advanced on the

T at Skindle’s. The wife of the condemned man
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had delightedly given permission for the publication
of her nauseating story. In her own eyes she was
a heroine. The article ended by saying that mur-
der depended upon three things, will, capacity and
opportunity ; that in this case all three were apparent-
ly preseat, but that the type of murder was one of
which Dr. Haramzada Swamy was incapable. “I'm
not saying this to flatter him. liut he 1s incapable
of it. A snake may bite you as you walk unwarily
in the jungle or across the jhil. (Simple Simon de-
lighted in exotic words.)  But a snake will never
kick you. I would stake my life that Dr. Haram-
zada Swamy is innocent of the murder for which
he has been condemned to death, HE IS NOT
GOOD ENOUGH. If heis hanged, it will not be,
perhaps, altogether a miscarriage of justice. But
it will be an crror of law.”

The publication of this essay threw England into
convulsions of merriment. Their beloved crank had
surpassed all his previous efforts. Even the little
clique of his admirers were compelled to represent
this article as mere sublimity of paradox.

A weck later came another explanatory confession
from the Swamy, cqually unavailing as it was un-
convincing. A week before the date sct for the
exccution he broke down altogether, made “true
and full confession of deliberate murder,” disclosed
the place where he had hidden the jewels, which
were duly recovered, and was reccived into the
Roman Catholic Church.

Reconciled thus with his Maker, he strove to ob-
tain the pardon of his fellows; but the Home Sec-
retary “declined to interfere” in a voice that de-
stroyed a reputation for suavity of manner that he
had been forty and three years in building!

At the appointed moment Ananda Haramzada
Swamy, Doctor of Philosophy, suffered the extreme
penalty of the law, & '

Jack Flynn was playing billiards with Simon Tff
in the Hemlock Club, “You must be pretty fed up,”
the editor remarked. “I don't want to rub it in: hut
that final confession must have made you feel pretty
sore!”

“Not a bit!” replied the mvstic cheerfully, “it's
all of a picce with the rest of his life. He never
touched that woman: and, now, I'm quite sure he
was not only innccent but irnorant. Qh. T know
what you want to quote: ‘A fool is more wise in his
own conceit than seven men that can render a rea-
son.” Don't mind my seniority {”

“Hane it,” said Flvnn, “I don’t mean that: but—
you—well, you are a bit obstinate, vou know. Ry
the way, herc’s a letter for vou, T brought it in
from the office. More abuse., T cunppose!”

Simple Simon put the letter in his pocket. and
thev finished their came. A .

“T'll read the abuse,” said the mystic, taking a
chair by the fire. “it mav be amusing. Qui m’ -'l'b“‘s
m’ amucel to alter one of Wilde's remarks a trifle.
But as he read his face did nnt li.f'htc.r\: and at the
end he put the letter awayv cnrcfuﬂ‘\- in his T’f‘Ckﬂ-
Fivnn watched him in silence.  For ten minutes
Simon TIff remained as still as an Fgyptian God.

o > se. . x s
TI}'In\t;n:ovnu to come to my house,” he said, “T
have something particnlar to discuss. ‘The other
fell in with his moad : thev walked in silence across
the nark ta Carlton Honee Terraecs, The fontman
must have heen trained to exneet his master, for the
door opened as the old maeician and hia friend
reached it. Simon Iff led the wav un the old marble
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* staircase, with its satyrs and fauns at every corncr,

urntil they came to a small door of brass, on which
was a relief, a curious pattern of geometry, with
Greek capitals.  Tuis door opened at the touch of
a secret spring. ‘The room within was draped in
black; it was lighted by a plain lamp of silver, such
as one secs in churches in [taly, with a red glass
and a wick floating in olive oil. At one end was
a great chair of carved ebony. above which was a
single bluc ostrich feather. Below the lamp stood
a small square altar, painted white, en which were
a golden cross and a rose of scariet enamel. On a
small desk before the chair was a great book, on
one side of it a naked sword, on the other a pair
of balances. .

“I want vou to sit in that chair,” said the ma-
gician to Flynn. “This is my House of Judgment.
But I want to ask yvou to judge in this case; I am
not qualified to judge the 'matter that I am about
to put beiore you; for I have alrcady recorded my
opinion.”  Flynn, a itle awed, obeyed with a certain
diffidence.

Simon Iff stood before the altar, drew the letter
from his pocket, and began to read:

“My dear sir:

“This lstter is due to you, for you understand the
nature of Truth.

“In your article upon the recent murder, that of my
wife Sybil, you had no knowledge of what happened,
for vou had no facts on which to base your judzment;
nor indeed was the discovery of the murderer the ob-
ject of your inquiry: you confined yourseli to prov-
ng not what did Happen, but what could not have
happened. In this limited investigation you were ex-
traordinarily accurate.

“I have adored my wife since the day I met her;
more. I have revered her with a passionzte devotion
as of a man to a goddess. For this exaggeration of
proper feeling I am punished.

“I have always believed in her purity and fidelity,
despite numerous rumors which reached my ears.
But in July last I allowed myself to be tempted by
ar ol friend. who wus importunate, and justifiably
so, sizce the horor af hi< own wife was involved in
a way to which T rced nat refer more precisely.

"1 therefore purchos~1a disquise and presented my-
seif at the Costumie Badl at Covent Garden on the 3d
of fu'y last. I sona recoznized my wife, and ob-
served her conduct clo-elv.  She danced several times
with Dr. Haramzada Swamy, and they leit the ball
2.her. I followed them: T still Feped that no
‘us wronT was contempiated.  They went up in
ity I took the ensortunity to slip unstairs, usob-
served T was just abie to distinzuish into which door
they went. At this door [ waited and listened. In
ten sninutes [ had heard enough. The blow was crip-
piacs Iomust hove ted; for the next thing 1 re-
mes eris that I was sitting on the flnor. hut alert and
wtent upon the diniosue. I'heard first the whimpering
vores of the Fura.ian. punctuated with a rauseating
girnee ‘It s a mwost uninrtunate necesaity, dear
Tz’ were his first words.  She replied with a torren
of «..ths and curses. She was apparently defvine hin,
@ [ could not tell why. “You sce, I put the dainty
“» thing away. he said, ‘where you can’t find it,
dezr dady; you surely wouldn't deprive vour adorer
of such an intimate souvenir.  And vou mustn't make
2 noi:e in the flat, must you, dear? "\We're so respect-
able Lere” Again she cursed him, but in a lawer
voice. I had no idea she knew such words: some of
them 1 did not know myself. ‘Your Lusband will

ssi
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certainly kill you outright, or divorce you at the very®
least, if he finds you out; personally, I'm inclinnd'.;)
think he'll kill you, you know. He's such a severe ur‘f
of man, not at all a ladies’ man, dear, I'm afraid. “Sg
you'll give me all those pretty little toys, and voy can
make up a story about a robbery; I'm sure fe'j] be-
lieve you, you're so clever, rather like my wife i
some ways.'

“I cannot describe the impression made by his little
whining voice, but it made me screw up my face lile
one who has bitten into a sour appie. T heard the
noise of clattering; evidently Sybil had thrown her
jewels on the floor. ‘I'll take the rings, t00,” he went
on. ‘It will be better for the story you'll tell him.
I'm advising you in your own interests, you know.!
Again the horrible little giggle. *Such a sensible little
lady!" he added, ‘and now I'll get my hat and coat
and leave you for an hour. so that you can dress and
go h.omc. I'm so sorry I haven't got a maid to help
you.

“By instinct, I suppose, I withdrew from the door
and concealed myself beyond the clevator. Let him
go out, jewels and all; my business was with my wiie,

“He slipped hurriedly and stealthily -out, as 1 cou'd
see through the gilded palings oi the elevator shait,
ran down one flight of stairs and rang for the lift. 1%
moment the machine started he beean to run down
the stairs again. At the same moment I strode across
the landing and struck my fist upon the door. It
yiclded; he had left it unlatched.

“You, Mr. Iff, are probably the one person in Eng-
land who can imagine—that is, in the proper sense o
the word, make an image of—my state of mind.
Coincident were. firstly, a blaze of wrath at her treach-
ery of a life time; and, secondly. a habit of protection.
S}}c was an infamous woman who had destroxed the
life of a good man; and she was also a helpless womzn
who had been blackmailed and robbed by a man mare
wretched and infamous than she.

“I honestly believe that my brain had become dull to
the former of these impressions: that my main coa-
scious idea was to comfort. Dut I had not counted
on the etfect of the scene itseli. Some people. as you
know better than anybody, visualize everything: some
don’t. Tell one man to shut his cyes; then whisper
‘church’; he will see twenty familiar churches m 2
motient just as if they were in front of him. I am
not one of these men. \When my eyes are closed 1 see
nothinz, Yo, thoush I had the Tact oi aduitery i my
mind. [ had nowise staged the act in the theatre of
my mind. Therefore the opening of the door wasa
new shock.  Sybil was standine, clad only in a light
garment, and that torn across ; her hair was dishevelad,
her eyes bloodshot; the paint and powder on her face
—that was itsclf a revelation of infamy to me.

“The divan was in a state of disorder; everything
testified with open mouth to the atrocity perpetrated
agaiuist me. [ believe that doctors would prove—I
believe that yon yourself would acree—that 1 became
totally inzane for the moment. This is probably then
true; yet what I know of it is this, that [ lost ail <cnse

3 . ~ -
- of ander or distress. She said one word, a word of

extreme filth, at sceing me. [ simply stooped, picked
up the poker, and struck her down. [ had no ilea
that I was kiliing a womany so iar | will acree wiih
you; my act was entirely reflex, like a knee-jerk, of
as one brushes a fly from one’s hcad without con-
sciousness of its presence. ' =

“Still without true volition, I went out and clo:;g
the door. The interview was at an end. I walk
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" dowa the stairs; Daniels, preoccupied with predatory

idzas, apparently failed to sce me at all.

“Why did I not explain this a week or two ago?
Sir, | was desirous that a certain hali-breed cur should
meet with his desert. .

- “This done, I am at your service. I shall not kil}

myself ; you may hand my letter to the Public Prose-
cutor; I hope at least to go to the gallows like a man,
“REGINALD-RROQKE HUNTER.”

Jack Flynn broke the long silence which followed

the reading of the letter. But his voice, in that Jdim

hall, sounded like the ccho of some god's voice—

some god who was speaking elsewhere, a great way off.
“I take this letter as true.”
“I also.”

«“What am I to say?”
“What I am to do?”

There was a long pause. Finally Flynn's voice

_boomed, fainter and hollower than befzre.

“Nothing."” )

The mystic held the Jetter in the flame of the lamp.
He blew the last ash lightly into the air, and led the
way out of the House of Judgment.

In the study they found Lord Juventius Mellor, a
young disciple of Simple Simon, who acted as his
sccretary. “Little Brother,” said the magician, “I want
you to ring up Sir Keginald Brooke-Hunter and ask
him to spare me an evening as soc~ as he can to dine
at the Hemlock Club. I want to persuade him to
stand for Parliament. I think we can promise him
the Presidency of the Board of Fducation; Willett-
Smith is resigning, you know. Tell him, of course,
that the Prime Minister has asked me to see him
about it.”

The young man wert off, while Jack Flynn stared.
“So that's Liow you do things?” he said. “Yes,” said
the old man, “we do things by the simple process of
doing them. You remember the butcher in the Tao
Teh Ching—no! in the writings of Chwantze !—who
cut up oxen. until he did it without rnowing that he

did it, so that his knife never needed sharpening, and

his arm never tired? Which muscle of our body
hever tires?  The heart, thourh it works all the time.
Why? Beeause our silly muddled brains don’t meddie

with it. That is the art of government. So, having
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}flquufi El3e perfect man to educate our youth, we slip
im in! ; g

“Good,” said Flynn, laughing. “A double murderer}
If I rob a bank will you make me Chancellor of the
Exchequer ?’ :

“Oh, no,” said the magician with a sigh. “I must
have a perfect robber. Our best thief is Lord Chief
Justice, as you know; but for the Exchequer, we
ought really to lock on the other side of the Atlantic.
O, dear! What a pity they threw that tea into Bos~
ton Harbor!”

“By the way,” said Flynn, “to return. I still don’t
sec why Haramzada confessed to a murder he
knew he didn’t do.”

“As I said before—and you had ears, and heard not
—it was all of a piece with the rest of his life. He
did not know the truth about the murder, though in
one of his numerous corfessions he probably told ali
he did know. He wasn’t believed; he knew there was
no chance to cheat the gallows; so he thought he
would cheat God. Splendid idea!-to die for a crime
one has not committed. One goes to heaven with col-
ors flying, one of the noble army of martyrs. It's a
cowardly idca, a liar’s idea—=""

“An Eurasian's idea?”

“Yes; and that's the ghastly thing about it. His
nature is not his own fault, any more than a toad’s.
But this I want you to understand, that as sex is the
most sacred thing in life, so the sins of the fathers are
visited on the children most of all in violations of
eugenics.

“Whether it's tubercle, or alccholism, or marriage
between kin too close, or sub-race too distant, the
pe alty is fulminating and disastrous. Generation be-
comes degeneration.” ’

“What's the remedy ?”

“Oh. we might restore the worship of Dionysus
and Priapus and Mithras, perhaps, for a beginning.
Then there’s the question of polygamy, we shall have-
that; and harems; and groves, with sacred men and.
women. You can read it up in Fraser if you're rusty.”

But that was the worst of Simple Simon. He would
constantly change the key -of his discourse without
warning; and ualess you knew him as well as Jack
Flynn, you could never be sure when he was joking,.
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