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The Persian visas, for Val and self, were to be btained for us by Cook's
that afternaon. All that remained was lo discover the routes and limes—
our showman must be consulted. To that end | went by appointment ko
Humph's office, unaccountably down in the mauth, wvery sorry for
Snooly — very very low, feeling like giving the whole bloody circus the
Slip. Humph's schemes for me veere maturing,. He was arranging ta have
me captured (he had writien yesterdayl, | did not learn how. He oblig-
ingly suggested that it would be well lo make a will. Not that there was
the slightest danger as regards the banditi, but in case we met with a
railway aceident. (We could unfortunately not go by air all the way. | The
amount of ransom likely to be ﬂpulz-d for a barunt had, it appeared
been fixed. All was in re

v armazed at him, Bat | did not let him soc this, Nevertheess he
apologized after a fashion, that was when | telephoned. What was the
use of emplaying a Literary Agent if he didnt do these little things for
one (he argued)? Did [ suppose that by writing books 1 should ever get
a reputation as a writer? Surely | was nof so simple as fo suppase that?
And goosd books, tov, it wasnt as i 1 did cosy best-sellers - that would
be another malter. No, 1 was thoroughly unreasanable —if | would not
write what the cab-driver and his missus wanted, how could | expect my
agent to get me on to every cab-driver's lips? If | committed murder, for
instance, why (here would be some serse in having a Literary Agent then,
it would be giving one's agent a chance, and the Literary Critics loo. 1
had a wooden leg, yes. That went for something, But when had 1 ever
done anything with it except stalk about on it? Had | ever pretended to
write my baoks with my wooden leg? No, of course not — not me! | seemed
to think that the Literary Agent was a magician. Agenting was a mystery
of sume sort, it appeared! Anyone would think from the way | went on
that [ believed the “Literary Agent” had something to do with literature! —
He was very facetious indeed, very awful. | held my peace, while he rattled

on,

Well, he said finally, i | insisted upon that unreal principle (or words
to that effecty, all he could say was that he would be compelled to wash
his hands of me — the anly other thing for it that he could see was to fall
back upon the Douanier: and that as 1 knew was o longer feasible, because
of his majesty “The Haromet.” — So there | was!

So there | was—in the midst of these maniacs, and shortly | must find
myself in the heart of Asia, unless | did something to arrest my progress,
the prisoner of some undesirable outlaw, languishing in his inclement
eave. — I knew Humph would carry through his plans — the Chin stood
for that. | was his prisaner, already, in reality!
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It was not that 1 minded. | favoured bandits rather than not. 1 did not
mind Versia — | might as well be in Persia as anywhere else, But Humph
was determined 10 act upon “The Baronet” basis. ~ So, although | had not
plannedt it out in detail, T had made up my mind to escape from Humph.
T would go alung with him: but, if | could. T would give him the slip just

Tite Hatter's Automaton

With infinite precautions so that he should nol be remarkes, impercep-
bl he turned his head, and glanced apprehensively over his shoulder
into the room :

“Tve g0t same — [ve got somel” he stuttered and panted in a stll
lower key.

) thewall, | him. He had his stocky

s he was going to have me caught. — 1 watched this greal
filibustet laying his plars theretare in absolute silence. T follawed all his
movements with an astomished attention, Nothing escaped me - but | said
nothing. He was the bandit | saw that guite well, 1 saw perfectly that
Lwas in his power. No doubt he had something up his sleeve as well but
he had not s far given any indication of what it might be. | was unnervex,
1 must confess, by his mec} energy. Yes he Had me i the Chir it
could be said, to paraphrase — just as old Val Had me in the Bed. That
indh

hobo-pipe gripped in his masticators. It wan injured, at least it was ban-
daged (1 was not at all surprised), 3 sirip of flannelette was wound round
and round the centre of its stem, puttee-fashion. The sweater, under his
ical blue-serge jacket, had its high collar up, and it swept like

a nuff (ol plover-egg bluel all round his gigantic chin.
“I've ot some — I've got some  [ve got some peeps” he whispered hoarse-
Iy in my face—as i he had been a character at some breathless

was the fact of the malter. He had me under |
tal feature of his person, as IF i ud been a castle-keop. Heaven knows

if I should ever get oul suund in wind and limb! 1 would do my best, that

is all I could promise myself.

So at the hour appainted, very dispirited, | went to Humplt's office,

When | arrived (late of course to show my sell-appointed keeper he was
ot my master entirely) the room was full of authors and Gossip Column
touts. all touting and talking loudly together. The Flect Street exchanges
landed with a vulgar smack. the repartee rattled like a Tin Lizsie.

Hussph broke away from them and rushed up to the door as iF at all
costs | must be prevented from entering. | must not be allowed to come
in~be nearly knocked me aver in his charge. My hand gripped in his
granite paw, he pushed me back against the wall, | fought him off, it was
0 use - [ was a3 you can imagine spevs hless with annoyance: and he never
saicd a word either, for several minutes at least. So we stood, or rather
danced or shaflled, up against the wall, he gradually edging and thrusting
me back into the comer, which was ako the jamb of the door, my hand
imprisoned all the while in his fist of stone — wooden and dour and blank,
hi 1l and holl upinto mine, wi ra musche
moving upon its meat-fushed, tanned-hide, surface, with never the shadow
of a smile. Meantime his bold brown eyes, his expressive auburn eyes,
poured thelr nonsersical messages — all their vpen conspiracics and pa-
tent ong-rxploded mysteries — into mine, substituling therselves for his
tongue. ~In fine, his play-acting had never boen of a more liresome order.
1 was paralysed with repulsion. as | now shrank stiffly back. Al last, in
 eroaking whisper, this preposterous Jack-in-the-Box stammered with an
absurd intentness all of a sudden —
say I've got some - [ say I've got some — I've gg-5-2-got some!”
“Yes yes” I hissed. “You've gol sume.”
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of some fantastic thril 1: and be cast a lurther anx-

ous and itious ~ b B d comp lance over
i shoulder (] was in good hands with him, [ could rely on his sang-froid
in any exnecgency!]. His hand was as firm as a rock, nay Firmer, his chin
stuck out a yard from his face, and his eyes betrayed no trace of fear  no.
reader could doubt that he {or rather she) was In the presence of the hero
of the tale

“Tve got some peep!” he murmured almost sweel;

1 threw my head back and yawned with the umost unrestraint.

Tve Lve oot some pery — pull” lowering his voice until it was in
i boots in fact. he told me —opening his eyes extremely wide and star-
ing as f in doubt and hesitation s to whether he should confide in me
or nat
“S0 L e’ I said. *] can see that - | thought you said you woruld be alone?”
ks h flingio

1 3 o
over his shoulder at the company. T know old man —isn't it sick-en-ing]
Do you mind? Tl et rid of them at oncel”

He released me. he fell back, | shook myself, and without looking at
him | advanced. | passed down the room. The crowd was collected about
the Adams fire-place — it was very cold, the damp cold of Old England
that chills you to the bone. | passed on to a window and stood up against
it staring out at the River Thames,

1 gazed down in horror at the cold and yellow Thames. But | reflecred,
a5 | must, that a hal¥ mile higher up it was Howing past my Fleur.de-Lys
imore of less — it naturally did not encircle the kiosk - [t was a geod quarter
of & mile away from W, but you know how you place things alung the
course of a river for the sake of conveniencel. That reflection gave me
less satisfaction than it had when Last [ stood before that massive georgian
Plate-glass of Humph. The shadow of The Baronet had fallen across our
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Daeh, out lavers'walk, 25| knew, for the presens. Perhaps for som lime.
o.come. It made the everlasting sutumn of Londors river in sickly move.
mhent beneath fsdiety mist. till more discorsolatr. - In Persia, | hay heard,
phenomenal blizzards rage for quite hall the year 3 5 intensely cold;
but 1 thought that perhaps as it was July we might cxpect a L e now
i then, For tho st time Lhat day there was an i yclong oue, Snooty,
! cheered slightly up. It was my Lily | confess had made this possible. For
oo England hid nt even ts Fleur-de-Lys it had sothing Twas almost
o be poing to Persia with this extraordinary bundt st my barp
de at rff inly could be when he really gave his mind

to it

After a time the authors went aveay and I hermed round There was old
Hamph behind the table, Eilling his pipe from is oilskin tobacco-pouch,
which Lay belly-up and supging open. upon the back of a lat boak, left

i at me. As he filled his pipe be observed his captive, T yawnes heavily
a¢hien and sat doven, sticking out my log n his dhrestion. Then | yawned
again
At last Humph addressed me fram behind the table.
“Snoaty! ke exclaimed,
What is 17" aid very aggressively. “Speak out you son of o biteht
Wha i
“You are a made mant®
L yawned and gnashed my teeth up and dowin, as it devouring an in-
visible clb-sandwich at one mouthful.
T el a feller last night who was in Dunsterforce.
1 snorted.
“He was captured by a turcoman bandit.*
1 groaned
Hut listen— by a bandit who used o wrestle with bl in order to keep
in training! What do you say to that!"
1 sheugged my shoulders and tapped my mouth,
He's corresponded with the banditdeller ever since.”
1 looked at his celi
Hean anful good feller he exclaimed with a hearty throatings, binke
ing one eye - ‘Pt Bostocks”
At Bostock I explodsil in an insulting cough,
e can speak Five persian dialects and he passi frs out of the Staffe
College in Arab and Copt ton.*
“In Copt 1007 | snevred.
“Snooty!”
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“Pat has cleaved everything up for us— he knows Fersia Inside outt”

“Ah, inside-out|”

“He can speak, as [ said

e ) .

“He el e therc oty one bandi: kit in the whoe of Pesta?

“Thank Ged for that!” 5 2

“That is to say his friend — the one who captured him, He's given me
et o e i, 1 sounds mareloes The e 0t
of ol ci Tt iy e ey bl amd gtk

s are spotlesely clean, 1 i far superior ta the hotel -

any but thowe i th capial When he s captared e alaye had bacon
for breakfast and asaki * X

“What is that for Heaven's sake! e

“A light Japanese beer — they have it all over the Last.

“Have you ever been 1o the EasiT

“Na he answered ieritably 1 haven't

1 looked wver my shoukder out of the window

“Anyway this bandit-feller —

“Yes?" | said.

O et kb ol o i s i

1
sounds like Sing-Sing." i

ot e e making i captives ancomfrtable s poble.
He stints nothing. He has an excellent cellar—he has Irich whisky 7
hat —Pat thinks Scotch  itle un the oily side 5o he got a
sh up from Teheran by return of courier. In a word. he's very
hospilable. He's a real white man Pat says.

“What did he mean by that?”

“Hes a entiesan”

“What an absurd bandil?

“Not at all”

i Il that?” 1 asked.

Prumtleiciel otber about al ihat 1 fx all that up. Jousse
youll have a topping time of it — you'll live like a wﬂﬂnﬂ: e

He puffed hard at his disabled p:.l: had a t. an

hrough the bandage.

'"'SJ?T.?,.Z‘E’E‘ wad oy el g that the i
clusive. Bt of course in your case it will be perfectly all right, there wil
be no difficulty at all *

T;“,,'iﬂ‘,":;lh sworitl There cant be — Pat Bostock said he was sure
the bandit-chap would jump at you—"
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ll her
“Hel be delighted o have you you know - 1 kold Pat whal we're after,

all about Mithras,”
“Did that interest b3’
‘s very much Army and Public School — he's a very keen soldi
don't think that Mith-rast”

“No 1 suppose not.”

1 underslood pecfectly well what the bandit jumping at me meant, 1t
meant all was being worked on Barunetish lines—the Baronet would b
persomu grala in the highwayman's lair, that was the idea.

“Wha is going to foot the bill?” | asked,

Tve told you you nvede’t worry your head aboul anything. Snoaty —
leave it all to me. What's the use of having an agentt 11l fix everything
up il ecessary T puy 3 small ransom in persian dollars - it wouldnt
be much. I could charae it up against you - were going 1o make o haul
on this book, domt you fersct it 11l be anothes Trader Horn' or Guod
Companiors.* We can afford a tancom —but it won't be nocesry.

Why not? Will the brigand put e up for nothingt”

No. But if you're captured the governement will damned weil have 1o
pay!”

“Deont be absurd ~

"Of course they will! They can't allow the premier baronet of Scotland
o rot in a persian bandit's Lir!”

scowled at him, But a deep look of satisfaction <ame ints Humph's
face. while I sat staring at him in scowling astonishment.

But its belter than thal.”

“What do you mean?*

Jmean—well a5 3 matter of fact, the old bandit pays a commission *

My astonishment deepened

“How is that?" | said.

“For a—well you know for @ good subject— *

“A rich prize

Exactly —he allows scmething on the ransom.

“That's marvellous ien't 11 1 sald, scowling still more heavily at him.
"Who dues he pay the money to7"

TWell he keeps you until he gets the money.*

“Yes

“Then he pays you your commission out of it, and supplies free of all
charge an escort - he ives you a safe-conduct across the desert to the
¢ a damned good mind 10 get caught mysel
Humph Ltighes—starting very showly and encing s i he néoer ntended.
to leave ol he then stopped with unmecessary soddennoss,

T
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“Tooes Iat Bostock get a eommission?” | asked. SR
“Pat?” He called unlu;:l as if no one with such an open dc;:‘;m‘:zdfp
£ &5 Pai would be capable of touching a eommission. P

oma et anything —ut last I dor hink s0. As fa as | knar he dossr

" thought tht might be why he ke up the cormpondence.

1 ot think s0. 1 think s nly becase e tock a fancy o the flly
old bandst and sort of keeps in touch with him— you know ke that. In
memory of a very jolly experience.”

g

. v f fact.”
“Heing in the Army, Pot couldnt as a mater ol
1I.v"f“‘ the British Government got wise to him?™
“ wently not.”
e vefoe he cormmision il the brigand be offended”
“Bul you won? refuse the commission | should hope!
“Oh. Am 1 to accept it1" :
L thought you understaod that.
No”
0f counse2 y
“And T hand it on 1o you' 2 -
i give me some of it—1 think thats only fair!
“What percentage? Usual agent’s fee” .
“No no, We're in on this on a fifty-fifty basis
o

“Supposing the ransom i four hundred pounds for argument’s sa

1 e )
“It might be much more. ; :
1 thought that didn't sound much—lor me | mean.”
“No i mightbe a prety iy sum ¢ will depen cn he ircucnances
& good deal. He might for irstance threaten to shoot you. T would wo
“onsul-Cieneral over that.” § 7
“pfmm s s ke h e, e v Ao ul-.h e
pressly with a mammoth hin, T gave him a sl at that, This b very
much appreciaied. and e came round ifom behind he able, and o
up sy quilenear 10 me. Smoke poure froas his mouth, e, od pipe
allof asukden.as i the rapd mevement e i efsced, n the displace-
et of bis mass thovgh the i, had {amved the souering fr it
d it had burst forth in smoke, ~ But the Chin was putting up a smoke-
Sereen amby, thal was what it was-—his dung-brown eyes went et
inely dreatny. n the heart of the tobacees-smoke cumuls, — What nex|
am [ in for, | thought with imem\:':l 1 stoud up.
e r visa SnoatyT” he as
ik Bt thevites are arraned for e shall have them by lomarrons.

Pl
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When do we stan?
“Well. could you get ready to start al once?”
“What do you call at anceT”
“The day after tomorrow?
“All right.”
“1 shan't be able to come.
“No™™

“T'm afraid not."

“Im very surry.

Thave 1o go down to Comwall again. A girl has got stuck at ber last
chapter but ane. The poor girls under contract to finish her book by next
Wednesday, and she can'l move an inch farward, not an inch —she is in
an absolute jam.*

sy

“The words simply will not come”

Hat” | said with considerable aspiration,

have 10 go down, there's nuthing for it but thal,”

“You hucky dog! Is she aloner”

“Absolutely, in a collage right up on the cliff. She only has one
bedroom — | have to slecp in two armchairs — at least [ did” ivery archiy)
“the first night | was therer”

“The first night”
in burst into a peal of cromagnon laughter. He began pacin
rapidly up and down the room. o e

“Bat she has got stuck” be said pulling himsell up. T know she's stuck.”

Mind you don't gel stuck okd boy!"

He was delighted, The Chin broke into s volley of hahas.

Tl see to that old man! Trust me!—I've dane it hefore!”

“Oh wall you slip in and out easily then of her little cottage — how lmg
will you beT"

“That depends- her hands or ishes.
Loften have to do that, I was down with another one of my clients last
week, just when you fumed up. She'd got stuck at the opening chapter.”

“That was worse ] suppose? Did she take much shiftingl”

w':‘.'. matter of fact it's better when il occurs at the beginning of the

Do they ever think better of writing it altogether?

"Tve never knowa ane to give up!”

“© sy =

"But there's nothing so bad as the last lap, if you get 3 panie! there —

* A breakdown
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“Dioes the muse always rehum, Upon your apprarance on the scene?”

1 seem to have some influence with the muse!”

Tl bet you have!” I hollered, as roguish as he!

“But women are very stupid about it — they wire for me an the slightest
provocation, The ane I going to see tomorraw is very beautiful. she's
really a very beautiful girl, She's anly ninetecn.”

“Is she peachyl”

What you would call peachy! She i like a peach as s matter of fact—
periect complexion, and a litle downy. ~I've got a photograph of he

Tie went quickly over to his desk and came back with a photograph
of a thin, apparently very dark, gossoon,! in a loincloth. sirelching in
2 graceful dislocation, upon a focky shore. Humph, grinning from ear
Lo ear, was squatting upon a bolder within casy reath, also in sun-bathing

kit
1 held the photograph delerentially before me for a minute or two.
“Is she an authorT" | asked.
“She's a damned dlever kidl” he said. T think she's a bit of genius” he
ed.

1 put the photograph down upon the table near which [ stood.

“Not s bad being a Litcrary Agent eh what!” 1 exclaimed i a tone of
wery hearty flattery. ‘1 suppose you get quite a fair amount of tail. first
and last —one way or anather?”

Husph blinked (s if his place in the sun were pretty hot and dazzling
i it came to that) and laughed stupidly over his jolly agenting. and he
showed by his whole manner that i it were not [or considerations of pro-
fessional d a high level of . Al me a thing
or tyo abeut our Witing Cicls!

“I suppose those who are not leshians” | said and stopped.

“You donit think s Jooks like  lesbian do you?” he acked a little taken
aback. “1 had my suspicions o stari with.”

“I should think lesblans would like you old chap® 1 said.

He discharged at me a displeased sort of look T thought and taking up
the photograph returned it to the spot where it had originally lain

“They're not all lesbians, by a loag way” he exclaimed a little aggressive-
Iy, unduly soberly.

“1 could show you two or three who are not anyway!”
“Oh but purhaps it i you have back ! Jinterestt”

Thave  suggemion bo make” sakd Humph very much sobered up. after
4 taicly sllen sterval, during which | yawed at the carpet and aggres-

* A Lad (Anglo-lsish,
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sively stuck out my mechanical leg. | had driven him back to caver, he
had returned and again taken up his position behind the table.

1 nodded my head

"I wonder if you would care 1o go down and ser Rob McPhaill”

I shrugged my shoulders with a slight eircular movement, as if 1 had
a parasite camping under my skin,

“And sec if you can per-suade bim

1 shook my head,

“To come a—loug!” He spoke in dragging nasal tones now, dower at
rach intermittent spasm, and he soltened so much the nigger-brown of
iwhat he regarded as his velvet glances, that | turned my head away, fecl-
ing a little sick. (Humphs sweetbreads were (oo much for mel) "To come
10 Perssh — yal” again (after an insinuating pavse that he had overdone
so much that §had shuffled about like a restless audience) he negligently
drawled.

There was another pause — 1o allow for the tou-too soft impeachment
of the persuasive nigger-bown — the seductions of the muted voice - o
take cffect T suppose. Then again there was a burst of speech,

“With us!” dropping his voice down, o come to us, he almost whispered.

“McPhail wan't come to Persia or anywhere else” 1 said abruptly, to

put a stop at onee to this sickly comedy.

“But have you asked him? he gasped in almost a beeathless plaintive
caress of the atmasphere (or of my ear-drums) by his silken vocal-cords,

“No. 1 tell you it's no use

“But suppasing 1 supposing [ — supposing 1

I looked him up and down. he slightly gasped.

"Supposing | com-mission him!~

1 did a tattoo with my mechanical foot during a further preposteraus
pause.

“To do a perssh  lan — boak!”

| shook my head. silting beneath the cye of this over-mannered
anctionver

“Has McPhail money? - Ive been told —"

1 shook my head,

“Thar's what I thought.”

He stepped out from behind the table. 1 knew quite well why he stood
behind the table - it was (when he wished tu be impressive) in order fo
conceal the shortness of his legs. That also was why, as a rule, he moved
up so close to one: or else dashed about - that had some ing to do with
that too. But now he stood well off from me and said—

‘I might appeal to him —how do you keow! It might after all are you
surer”
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1 gave him such a withering look that he went back behind the table,

d became a half-leagth once again, : s

1 should be delighted to see McPhail” [said, with a great deal of indif
Jerence inot o McPhaill. “1 would far rather go to McPhail than go to
Persia for instance

“No would you really!” '

pped with my artificial twe. ;

![l:an understand that” he blurted, after one of his pauses. “Well why
dont you go— you <an I'm sure!

“Can what?"

“He will come! | hat he willl | bel he—r

'(H;mnr,e“:':.iﬂ 0 — give me my ticket, | will start at ance. | ask nothing
better!” o

That's id!” . .

v et eompelled to act as audience to Humph in “a brown study

wed the stem of his pipe. \

Hﬁ:‘u: about the tickets? Which way are we goingT" | demanded nsdely

Humph came forward again from behind his table, almost squaring up
to me | thought,

“1 will tell you tomorrow!” . s

‘e turmed an his heel, and continuing the “brown study. started 1o pace:
up and down, between the door and where I sat.

“Capitall” | nearly shoured, i

f(;r:: tell you tomorrow! -1 like that! | thought — he would give me
my orders tomotrow. It was not [ had put myself in his hands was it it
rms s Nl put me there, which was a very different matter. | had lmd:
no resistance — that is quite correct, none whatever. This strange =

the status of a servant —all this wa (o defeat “The Baronet.
1 smiled to mysclf - to be seen and not heard was |I!—an|;l': cer-
tainlyt That uited mo! For the duration of the ip! - was hal i He v
“my officer.” Right - eehoh: Captain Carter! rﬁ:!yni :::mmm* y.
. a5 he bore down upan me. and he grinne

'%“mﬂf"' M,m 3 haven't told me rush (agai
t-class brakesll, "I have never asked you - who is your §
1 mean whal's her name—| may have 10.”

. There was nothing
ill | looked at him

Irather s . I was not
against his knowing the name as far as I could see. §
without speaking. i

“Dont tell me if you'd rather not!” be said.

“What do you meant” e

“T only asked I only thought!’
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“Why not? Of course. Her name Is—

"Please don't trouble to say whe she is il you'd soaner.”
“Nothing of the sart, Why should 11 Of course not”

‘Tt doesn't matter in the least.”

“Her name is Ritter —she is Mrs Ritter. Do you want her thumb-prints?"

“Mrs Ritter?”

“Yes Valerie Ritter.”

“But | have her thumb-prints® he bellowed

As Ihad said Ritter his face had undergone a violent change, as if a
series of shutlers of dilferent sorts and sizes were being swiftly operated

upon it — shutting off one expression after another, 45 soon as each flashed
up. Finally he burst into a koud rude laugh,

“Valerie Ritter!”

“Valerie Ritter — yes that's her name, as far as | know” ] said savagely - 1
was in no mood Lo engage in badinage about old Val of all people, 1t was
no laughing matter: whatever else it might be.

“Valerie Ritter!" he repeated softly as if ks himsclf,

“That's it. Why, do you know hes?”

He began i the room again, de i of salvas
of robust guffaws, while [ watched him with growing displeasure.

T doa't know her old boy — [ don't knaw her'” he said at last, fn ahali-
choke of the most affected sort of spasm of fun.

“Why are you laughing then" L asked pointedly and indignantly. Had
he koo her then indeed It would have been ridiculous to object 10 his.
faughter. or ta expect anything else. But he did not know her. Therefore
his indulgence in olfensive peals of laughter was intolerable. It was me
e must be Laughing at

He stupped in front of me, lixing me with an eyc of rich amusement —
an eye, a3 | have said, of nigger-brown, of all culours thar I dislike most
in eves tall the dog-shades in fact, and the Dovm-in-Dixie varieties),”

“Have you read her books™ he enquired. “T suppose you have.”

have 1 said, with & sinking feeling,

“Loak!” he said, as he went over to his desk. “Look,” he pulled open
# huge drawer. “T've got a drawer full of them!”

This was very badl He pulled out manuscript after manuscript. |
recognized them only ton well! The foolish old girl had | knew been send-
ing the stuff out broadcast in every direction, all over Iaris and London,
Here was doubtless the result of her indusiry of the last six months
sart of sterile. buwdy flux—completely filling a substantial drawer.

He opencd the first manuscript, pulling away in facetious puffs at his
hospital-case of a pipe. He tumed over a few pages, shaking with Army.
and Public-School mirth, until e came to something he was looking for

128

The Hatter's Automaton

L out into a clap of that pariicular laughter which the Public
T e o e with o capet e . Toe (i b stamp-
g up and down upon his dwarfish agile stumps. A great increase in the
arcteristic fakereshorl ook of which | think 1 have spoken was
Feticeable as he did this. Whether it was that he was indulging in the pan-
omime of a person glandularly affected. or whether he was in fact pro
eked by the perusal of such terature asthat of old Val) to wet his bags,
| cannot say. | should not be at all surprised if it were the latter.

1 pulled him up as best [ could— 1 could not have this zoing on, Te was
approaching me, splitting his sides as he came. his finger upon some frolic-
ke e bonks— o e ok show me thatl”

“No but have you seen this!” i

{Again I am comstrained o suppress some sentences full of expressive
words, which al this point he splutterd out, since | refused to look at
what he pressed me to read. Val's manner of writing and subject-matier
is of a nature as | have already indicated to bring 2 blush to the cheek
of Elinor Glyn® er put out of countenance a bagman accustomed to travel’
Lady Chatterley.)

Yes yer' 1 141 very impatiently indeed °| know — they e terrbly fun-
ny aren't they —are you her agent too thenT”

“It nov—she sends these things to me, I don't know why

“She sends them to everybody.”

“1 suppose so. I've heard she does.”

“Have youl Does she come round?* ) =
“Ne. T've never scen her. Once [ wrote her a polite nute, | supposs she
imks. | might place them for hert”

‘Tt is possible.” .

“It of course would be impossible.

“She's mad. But we all have our weaknesses )

“We certainly all have.” he said, so pointedly that | yawned at him, very

de indeed.

" ﬂr:mllyr he asked. “| expect she's as ugly as sin — they always are.
T mean those that do this kind of stuff.”

s that so!” .

“That's my experience.”

“You ought to know.” i

“Talways refuse to see them when they write ke this. When L first began
agenting it was different — but | soon found that out.’

“It sounds to me a preity useful nile.

1t really is. But she may be different of course. Is she — perhaps she's
pretty! s shel”

120



SNOOTY BARONET

ixed my eye upon him and said very deliberately —
ihehi a very pretty girl indeed?”
“Ts she? 1 don't belleve a word of it -1 believe sh
- e she's hideous! No is
pn]el;y;ally? She must be or you woaldnt know h’!r of (l;m:ﬂ_u
3 ;wn his eye wandering aver my person and it had settled
my med anical leg. He did not trouble to disguise his opinion that
:k“’;l:iﬂf;z:yrwn‘! having a very prel i
r. and did not impose a belief upon ki event
o the great natural beauty of Valers Riter Pisiat ol e el
She's peachy!” | said.
“Is she™” He flung the uscript back int
man the drai
better. -1 suppose she is coming?™ e e

'm afraid sal”
“Why afraid —dont you want her ta7”
.;he;kc:mw&w that's the end of it.

scellent. She's very nice F'm sure” he said swith hea

T, ith heavy patronage.

m:n it may be. But it was your suggestion in the first place.”
I was. So be k on your own headr
“Oh why! It ought 10 be rather amusingl”
o you kg
g couri. It she ke b books”

¢ is the image of her books. Only of course nicer —
“Thank God yes—what a workd it would be if they weren 11

T went oul of Humph's office far mare de
1 0 pressed than | C
Now | was in their power, and this one showed it M‘?ﬁe“ﬁdﬁmﬁ:\u
conduct of his stunt. His way of disposing of my person, as i [ had been
m agencs chattel ll my e, mode e el qit easick. Sl o band-
o fora Baronet— 1o my despotic Literary-Manager! Such abstractions
2 The Custon Hots Officerarl The Baroet hd avershadomed my
sonal lf, that was the fact of the matter, ro such a
e lomer call my oul my on. i wt my b T e
rescue me from Baronet? That
sentleman, that Sy
tecknique ld back to Debrett, What resource| What oriinaly!
e had e my trape-—one fr Val. e or i, bor ltound
myel badly chckimaied, My chances of geting Vl off on Hurmph had
ark to e, There seouldbe no geting Hin i e Bod e o non
e had just said encuugh to shaw the unlikelinood sa that

vion i in tn
- and he had sold me to that
All hi hing besi-seller

130

everybody ist” |

The Hatter's Automaton

+x'slabsours lost — no rescarch-work of that order to enliven the pro-

et As to Val, | was ot cross but the ol girl had knawn all sbout

1l the time, That was not very good. Why had she kept her

ide should say nothing. Holding my tongue was

‘with them, 1 knew that — not a word would pass my lips.

‘whatever it was. | would redouble my simple precau-

Bions. In fact 1 would cease 1o talk at all, except to talk ponsense. As to

ot | b quite made up my minel. Thess disagrocable puppets should

e given rope with which 10 hang themselves — sparately i they refused
1o do it together.

s o tne, in the charge of these machines, they should —up 10 the last
 have their way with me. Up o the last grain of sand, when
the sands at last ran out.

undled off to Persia by them | would veto nothing, they should have
sheia way 1 would go through with that. siep by step (all but the lust
aep) Olaying order after order, accepting all their stipulations —but
“lways snootily of course, otherwise | should arouse their suspicions.

What was the latet? A nice little commission | was to be sent down
10 collect McPhail —given my ticket, packed off the day after next. by
this Lunn's® Tour of a Baok-Agent and Bestsollor-Expert. (Should I best-
<ollif 1 obeyed this bonster? | would affest 10 think that 1 suffered all in
rder that 1 might best-sellty But [ would catch the train they told me,
ross on the boat prescribed—all would be in applepie-order.
throughout — the ive minutes of thelr time-table followed with
suardee robol precision. McPhail was the oasis, = As far as [ was con-
cerned in the whole stretch d re the ight sp
2t all, But thal too | would treat as i under orders. Duty First should
be written all over me when | got there!

“They desired ané to be their automaton! | swould in the end become their

T said this loudly 1 i ds T said it lagainst
my custom ~ | am no talker, 1 do aot allow my mind to chatter)

Stepping out heavily into the Strand (up From a fight of stone-stairs
which descended between greengrocers into Adelphi®) 1 entered the traf-
fic without stopping, and reached the north side with my hat in my hand.
1 give you this detail because of what next happened to me — someihing,
very odd indeed. though you may regard it as 4 commaon enough occur-
rence. Fate played me a lttle trick. Nothing could ever persuade me that
wehat next took place was not a deliberate trap sct by destiny. The natural
and familiar soene had been tampered with, and who would deny that
everything pointed to its being on my account?—Fate may, quile true,
have buen setting traps all down the Steand, for Tem, Dick and Harry.
But however that may have been | distinctly came into her calculations.
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I thought | would go to a basement-har. it was not far down, oppe
the shell of the Cecil * At that moment [ was upon the safety-island whi
lics in the trafic at the fect of Charing Cross Hospital® (full of s

said. It had becn my intention 1o go up by Hachette's bookshop and
tu the Piccadilly Underground. But | thought of the b b

ct my attention) and with my hat hanging in my hand. 1 Look the
route my destiny had traced out,

Istare pretiy hand at all the people | meet, as a rule | am not particular.
Moare than once T've got an “Eer! Ou do yoo fink yoo sint arl sarin atl
in response, | don't mind: but 1 never pass down a big shopping-street
fke this without stopping 10 lonk every once in a while into the shop-

windaws. | am susceptible 1o shoppers fever but there is also my field-

work ta conside

hat must never be lost sight of — therefure | stop,
scentiag out bargains o for rescarch-purposes. When | was about o pass
in front of an important Hatter’s” window on this occasion | observed
4 stationary erowd
1 seldom see a crowd without pushing fiemly into it (f only to break
it up—nothing gives me so much pleasure s to disintegrate a erowd), [
drive my bulk which is considerable into the thick of it and ence there
.\::;:hnu P o kupl sl i croned | m a fermient. But there were
enly three or lour people really and | got i among thern wit ’
100 mch disturkance (though they all mmed round o ccur:?ll:::;:v::::
at short range what they were all staring at in such a stupid way. | just
pushed forward and stared ahead at what they had under observation.

What the people were looking at was a puppet. It was a Hatler's show-
v:ilml:wl' and the Harter by means of this ceremonious mannikin was adver-
tising a new straw hat. This little gentleman had been created for that
puspose. He belonged 1o the personnel of the Harter.

1 approached, as | have said. and | plased my hat upon ey head (it
may have seémed as a retore) at the moment the puppet removed his. with
a roguish civility darting his eye al me as a new-comer— just as [ theust
my way in amongst his spellbound admirers.

The puppet was a good sive. I have called him a little gentleman” but
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s was al least of average human scale, 1 am not sre
B e Fie an o Il T s sty swelhest PUpPet.
He was fashionably-dressed, in a somewhat loud, 1 thought, summer-
Laiiing. But in England. he might have argued. where the summes is such
it o, the sammer-suit has 0 b bit on the foialside. and ower summicy
K ﬂ?h?iﬂn.mmmd e at once. It is absurd to say these things
you insist upon calling them things) have no character. Those that
made to-day are. i books, alten live
people. Next 1 obmerved his movements.
He remaved his hat with a well-timed flourish, brought it down ia 4
suitable parabola, twisted it about nce or twice. o show off s beauties
all this time face working about in the most expressive dumb
o — excepl that it was not dumb show either, for his lips were in con-
“tant movement —he was evidently speaking. in a rather mincing way.
ot loud, but with s lips. and reinforcing his words, with  consuen-
mate sabsmanship, by a hali-closing, seductive veiling, of his eyes. He
sdanely winked or blinked once or twice. Then suddenly he opened his
eyes wide. in & blank but aot uncivil stare, as he ceased his sabesman's
patter, and stuck his hat down jauntily upen his head. Bowing from the
wwaist once more in our direction, he carried to his eye a monacle, and,
locked up into the ceiling of the shop, then dowly he

ing.
slightly to himself. — Then once mare he removed his hat, with the well-
timed flourish, bowing, from the waist and smiling at us. he swept it
down —turned it hither and thither, delivering, in well-chosen words, his.
Jtte lecture — moving his eyes from one to the other of s, seeking to read
the effect o his words upon our faces ~then straghtening himsell out.
put on his hat again at a somewhal rakish angle in his particular, a little
dandyish, manner: raised his eyebrows, to admit of the insertion of the
monocle. parted his lips to show 3 wellkept set of teeth —| is smmile spoke.
volumes a5 to his feelings at his position in the window — hix nose was
winkled slightly as he seniled, and | could swear that his eyes lightened
as he looked down for a moment in our direction.

But what struck me most was the enormous chin of this creature. It
dominated all his appeazance. it alone was. non-mobile and lifeless. For
Uhe rest, the springs that actuated his lips, nose and cheeks were excellently
thought out. It was impossible as one watched him nol o frel that he was
in some real sense alive, At certain moments of course the imperfections
of the apparatus would betray him. But is not this the case, for the matter
of that, with the best of us?— At other times, as | say, be really decnlvrd
ws—or at least he deceived me. 1 stood looking in the deepest astonish-
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ment at him. And the illusion certainly had c '
nl:nr people who were there. S
know well enough how I look —no on i
3 o - e can tell me anythi
that. | have made a careful study of myself, (Externally | am p:;i.:.h
unlike Sir Walter Scott or Stendhal -1 mean that, as lo my cast
countenance, | am no uil-painting.} But

Lat all events have
able 10 catch it on the hop. (But | doubt i1 Again, a antion goey
0 far in with me amd not an inch farther, That is what is oddest of al
it s stick in the surface shell. Tt remains cmbbedced in the bune,
ite st ing wil 4
e o l:?d fast. Nothing will budge it. | have often tried but never
1 understand only too wel the meanin ican
0 & of the american b L
Semeone —a bonehead 1 guess! — asked me once i MTS'L
;ondmrt meant, or how the expression had aricen, and abused the
meticars for being abscure in their slang. Mine was certainly a dud
.::’r‘-tl hadd rerer thought aboul it—1 had just said "bonehead” for
upid” | guess, like any other expression. But the american
tirst wad it may have been a bonchead {and so thought of ith h‘n):a:r“\::
= fool udw.‘;_a good word. That chap meant a heud like mine - just
o i skull, or it Fevls like that if you happen to ow ane,
Idcas come ot of the blue, Fiereal i
" . Fercely to et us, like wasps, o ik
b el o st
et stuck, quite plainly — the thing can make no headway at all. This is
.rh‘, muu.\r_y as a research-worker. Yet ideas like me, if one may say
that 1 am “wsceptble to ideay.” But | keep therm stuck on he outside
e They will not penetrate its o use. — | tell you all this to account
for that painful baffled mask | have got. That in s turn affects prople's
ehaviar to me. as you can guess. They look at my frowning and puzzled
stane and they act aceordingly. That is only natural. And | act back —

134

The Hatter's Automaton

s onl sense tou. That's “Behavior.”
'h,.u uryu?::.dumm he went through his evolutions over and over
aeain—each cycle was quite elaborate. | watched him with a painful
mazement, attcmpling to penetrate what he mean, by being what he
seas. 1 had replaced my hat ~[ again removed i, as it happened it was
st ax he swas faking off is. The fellow swho was standing at ey clbow
ad been watching me in the plate-glass window 1 think ~ 1 suppose | had
pushed him. He had | suppose remacked that | was partly mechanical
Fiyscli. My leg had not escaped his attention in short as it seemed to me.
2 now something about my manner appeared to amuse him. | became
conseious of this. He was looking at me, instead of at the puppel. Of coune
Hhis musi have been because of my expression. | was not surprised of
course, not do | mind such creatures examining me as f [ were of another
clay. That is all in the day's work — the day's field-work
That dull and baffled look you would see if you came face Lo face with
e~ heaven avert the omen, you woukd find it a strange encountes! Lt
1 could come out of this paper at you, you would find me a manner of
man such as you did not expect | think, you would burst your eyes in
your effort 1o fix me, i | rose from the floor at your feet —ieeribly real.
with a whiff of stake tobacen, rough, srippled, with my staring startled
difficulily-focussed glances and corn-lemon hair —that tense-as-well-as-
dense expression, which when it lfls Jeaves an empty face behind it for
me to grin with and yawn with. But in the ordinary commerce of life 1
am always o litle astonished if not startled — often T am absolutely amazed.
So this Haller's puppet was large, and in addition to his chin he possessed
another characteristic belonging to Captain Carter, Namely, he was all
trunk with practically no legs. This was of course in the case of the
astomaton done in order 1o give him more solidity and poise, esential
in a puppet — also, to make ity more startlingly grotesque. But was not
that also perh Humph's Itwas highly prob-
able. | was constrained to admit
1 had begun smiling to myself as | thought of Humph. And then the
Puppet turned to me, bowed from the waist, and, rasing his hat, smiled
in the most formal and agreeable way powsible. The fellow was
playacting — and what | resented in this comedy was the fact that | knew
{or thought | knew) that he was not real. There was something abstruse
and unfathomable in this automaton, Beside me a new arrival smiled back
a1 the bowing Hatlers doll. 1 turned towards him in alarm. Was not
perhaps this fellow who had come up beside me a puppet 007 I could
not sweas that be was not! 1 turned my eyes away from him, back to the
samiling phantom, in the window, with intense uneasiness. For T thought
to myself as | caught sight of him in the glass, smiling away in response
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to our mechanical friend, certainly fi is a

) 3 n et too! OF

bt dogging that was the brother.thousht, hut sqully sa a1 abe

&0 1 was (a very thoughthul and important puppet — wandening 1n o
e . in search of an Chub- s “Gl 2

n my of. scoup out i ¢ size =7

i b ped out in wind., the size of a small melon 1}

hard at such common o7 garden things. £
v;‘J!il him, looked exceedingly odel 10 me,
the world struck me contintally a5 pare
miinually as paricularly hudicrous, £l
ueicrous - or how normal om the other hand - would depend s -
Twas feeling at the moment. i e b
1 shifted uneasily up andl down u
pon my real leg and my f; 4
b become alinost 38 huch a fsturc before e Hatiers o oo,
et nsid i, The porpet had bsun 0 ot e, i chingrew
rger. And the Hatter himself came o
e And he Hallr Kimel came ot s bave. ook ¢ e e
There were six of us now. | regarded
x w. | regarded with a dack astonis
neay superiority, insects 2 cerything e about s
{rrrapped in our thoughts, disturbsd in the secret places of oo -
prfounly ofou kv et for
indow. We stood in a contemplative
ther an absurd col :
in. He wis o shonw, b e mere ot 1 PUPPE!
There was something absolute . this disinction, recognised
vhody i 1k ot see it What
w;slhr difference however? The situation was exactly tiw;::mv::ﬁ:
. % ﬁi‘.ﬁi?i:ﬂ’""‘ in their cages at the 700, The other anmals
o ca e€p them there) walking about ootside the
arink at them tlking and laughing at them - that e us ver sy
crence between a mandnll

Hatter's automaton, and men wert
n, e still more comglex th,
B this automaton looked. was dressed and behayed itoclt ‘[}.:: ;‘::Flljc
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o man than did a mandrill. And that word looked, that was for me
thin

it s Humph, o nstance, mor than an appearance? For me

e wwas a fised apparition, | believed that this creature before me posscss-

ed intestines of sawdust. But | knew no more of Humph's intestines

(except by hearsay and unwarrantable assumption! than | did of this

chap’s in the window.

While | watched this creature, wha was so like a man, | was in spite
of mysell beneath the spell of his reality. | could have spoken to him
as it he had been one of us outside on the pavement. He was one of
us, as much as the people at my side, about whom 1 knew no more
than | knew of him, indeed rather less.

‘Was T certain, for instance, that Humph still existed, now that 1 no
Jonger had him beneath my eyes? No | was not, That would be indeed
an absssrd assumption, It was Far mare abssed o suppose him shll mov-
ing about, and behaving as [ expected him o behave, now that 1 was
o longer there, than to suppose him blotied out or dropped out of
existence. (When 1 next saw him he would tell me all the things he
had done in my absence of course, but | should know thal that was
all the merest blull, of that quite likely it was the merest bluff.)

But while Hlumph was beneath my eyes — how was that really so dif-
Ferent? There was fust what | suw there, with my eves, not

often he seeme i

e adummy suddenly out of its depth - a machine attempting something,
= which it was oot quite fitted. (Constantly there was this sensation of
stritin, was Lhere not?}

There is.of course nothing metaphysical or mysterious about these mat
ters. The contrary in fact. So please do not allow yourselt to be rebulled
by such 4 tapic. because you believe it 1o be ‘over your head or anything

t we call the world of
common sense —existingin independence of our senses, is a far odder one,
about that there i no question at all, than that workd to which swe feel
oarself consteained to deny reality, what we can neither see. smell. touch
nor hear!

Now ol course my coming acrass this particularly wivid dummy did
not teach me to reflect after that fashion. Such modes of thinking were
habitial with me. It was the teaching, of “Behavior,” and this had becoms
s tmuch a part of myself that | could with difficulty imgine the time when
1 s the world wilh other eyes —when, in the grip of a complex inherited

nique. T shut out illusion, and siw net see, and heard what
1 i not heart This little fellow in the shop window | was as much at
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eonvincing hold. Sometimes after remai
sudkdenly mave a litte deeper in, Do you know that sty
idea with which you are perfectly familiar
a far greates reality than before.
intensely coloure aspects?

Vhis was what happemsd with me nowe. The inner ming; of "Behavior,
= aotien, gol it Motion within my consciousness, stimulated { can onl
suppose by all the circumstances of my pact with Val and Humph, Tt e
i decper, that i ta say. It penetrated inta my consciotsnes, oo 4
+ had ever done before, But another thing that had happened was
curious. Behavior had as it were turned round upon me as well, As 4
fian st my side observed me putting on my hat. | was for the fis time
Placerd in the pasiion of the dunning | saw all round Behavir as it e
for the first tme. | kaew that § was not ahways existing, either: in ot
that | was a fiful appearance. That 1 was apt to
and tum up again. in some other

or takes on other and

Tturned away from the Hallee's window a dense seom] settling upon
my face. As | looked up I saw. in great leters, posted across the facade
ol a Picture-theatre, the words —

THE MAN-MADE MONSTER

Beneath this. in smaller letters, was the word Frankenstein. —Was this
an accident? Had | aut said, 33 | emergec from the Advlphi, - will i the
end become their Frankenstein?” And Tlooked back at the Hatter's win-
tlow a5 if 1o extract an answer from the being inside, All chin. he was
smiling sardonically at me, as he bowed from the waist and ramed his hat
with  well-teained civilily, ] raised my hat, witha certain sweep, bowed
slightly, and— my stomach echoing with report aiter report, thundering
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incheon-bar. |

jich -1 continued on my way to the Lu

ﬁ&‘fm:::; as soon as | reached it. Immediately 1 thought of
a

{n,‘ and in d

a1 0 great]

i why it

of all that had just oerurred | understood

e b ot oot ot e i o
That night | insisted we should be together.
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