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“The Californian’s Tale”
by Mark Twain
Thirty-five years ago I was out
prospecting on the Stanislaus River, tramping all
day long with pick and pan, washing a hatful of
dirt here and there, always expecting to make a
rich strike, and never doing it.
It was a lovely region, woodsy, balmy,
delicious, and had once been populous, long
years before, but now the people had vanished
and the charming paradise was a solitude. They
went away when the surface diggings gave out.
In one place, where a busy little city with banks
and newspapers and fire companies and a mayor
and had been, was nothing but a wide expanse of
emerald turf, with not even the faintest sign that
human life had ever been present there.
This was down toward Tuttletown. In the
country neighborhood thereabouts, along the
dusty roads, one found at intervals the prettiest
little cottage homes, snug and cozy, and so
cobwebbed with vines snowed thick with roses
that the doors and windows were wholly hidden
from sight--sign that these were deserted homes,
forsaken years ago by defeated and disappointed
families who could neither sell them nor give
them away.
Now and then, half an hour apart, one
came across solitary log cabins of the earliest
mining days, built by the first gold-miners, the
predecessors of the cottage-builders.
In some few cases these cabins were still
occupied; and when this was so, you could
depend upon it that the occupant was the very
pioneer who had built the cabin; and you could
depend on another thing, too--that he was there
because he had once had his opportunity to go
home rich and had not done it; had rather lost his
wealth, and had then in his humiliation resolved
to sever all communication with his home

relatives and friends, and be to them thenceforth
as one dead.
It was a lonesome land! Not a sound in
all those peaceful expanses of grass and woods
but the drowsy hum of insects; no glimpse of
man or beast; nothing to keep up your spirits and
make you glad to be alive.
And so, at last, in the early part of the
afternoon, when I caught sight of a human
creature, I felt a most grateful uplift. This person
was a man about 45 years old, and he was
standing at the gate of one of those cozy little
rose-clad cottages of the sort already referred to.
However, this one hadn't a deserted look;
it had the look of being lived in and cared for and
looked after; and so had its front yard, which was
a garden of flowers, abundant and flourishing. I
was invited in, of course, and required to make
myself at home. It was the custom of the
country..
It was delightful to be in such a place, after
long weeks of daily and nightly familiarity with
miners' cabins--with all which this implies of dirt
floor, never-made beds, tin plates and cups,
bacon and beans and black coffee, and nothing of
ornament but war pictures from the newspapers
tacked to the log walls.
I could not have believed that a carpet
could feast me so and so content me; or that there
could be such solace to the soul in wallpaper and
framed pictures, and Windsor chairs, and
varnished what-nots, with sea-shells and books
and china vases on them, and the score of little
unclassifiable tricks and touches that a woman's
hand distributes about a home, which one sees
without knowing he sees them, yet would miss in
a moment if they were taken away.
The delight that was in my heart showed
in my face, and the man saw it and was pleased;
saw it so plainly that he answered it as if it had
been spoken.
"All her work," he said, caressingly; "she
did it all herself-- every bit," and he took the
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room in with a glance which was full of
affectionate worship.
He took me into a bedroom so that I might
wash my hands; such a bedroom as I had not
seen for years: white pillows, carpeted floor,
papered walls, pictures, dressing-table, with
mirror and pin-cushion and dainty toilet things;
and in the corner a wash-stand, with real chinaware bowl and pitcher, and with soap in a china
dish, and on a rack more than a dozen towels-towels too clean and white for one out of
practice. So my face spoke again, and he
answered with gratified words:
"All her work; she did it all herself--every
bit. Nothing here that hasn't felt the touch of her
hand. Now you would think-- But I mustn't talk
so much."
By this time I was wiping my hands and
glancing from detail to detail of the room's
belongings. I became conscious, in one of those
unaccountable ways, you know, that there was
something there somewhere that the man wanted
me to discover for myself.
I knew it perfectly, and I knew he was
trying to help me by furtive indications with his
eye, so I tried hard to get on the right track, being
eager to gratify him. I failed several times, as I
could see out of the corner of my eye without
being told. But at last I knew I must be looking
straight at the thing--knew it from the pleasure
issuing in invisible waves from him. He broke
into a happy laugh, and rubbed his hands
together, and cried out:
"That's it! You've found it. I knew you
would. It's her picture."
I went to the little black-walnut bracket on
the farther wall, and did find there what I had not
yet noticed – a beautiful frame It contained the
sweetest girlish face, and the most beautiful, as it
seemed to me, that I had ever seen. The man saw
the admiration in my face, and was fully
satisfied.

"Nineteen her last birthday," he said, as he
put the picture back; "and that was the day we
were married. When you see her--ah, just wait
till you see her!"
"Where is she? When will she be in?"
"Oh, she's away now. She's gone to see her
people. They live forty or fifty miles from here.
She's been gone two weeks today."
"When do you expect her back?"
"This is Wednesday. She'll be back
Saturday, in the evening - about nine o'clock,
likely."
I felt a sharp sense of disappointment.
"I'm sorry, because I'll be gone then," I said,
regretfully.
"Gone? No--why should you go? Don't go.
She'll be disappointed."
"You see, she likes to have people come
and stop with us-- people who know things, and
can talk--people like you. She delights in it; for
she knows--oh, she knows nearly everything
herself, and can talk, oh, like a bird. Don't go; it's
only a little while, you know, and she'll be so
disappointed."
I heard the words, but hardly noticed them,
I was so deep in my thinkings and strugglings.
He left me, but I didn't know. Presently he was
back, with the picture case in his hand, and he
held it open before me and said:
"There, now, tell her to her face you could
have stayed to see her, and you wouldn't."
That second glimpse broke down my good
resolution. I would stay. That night we smoked
the tranquil pipe, and talked till late about
various things, but mainly about her; and
certainly I had had no such pleasant and restful
time for many a day.
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Thursday followed and slipped
comfortably away. Toward twilight a big miner
from three miles away came--one of the grizzled,
stranded pioneers--and gave us warm salutation,
clothed in grave and sober speech. Then he said:

tramped over from his cabin a mile or so away,
and said the boys wanted to have a little gaiety
and a good time Saturday night, if Henry thought
she wouldn't be too tired after her journey to be
kept up.

"I only just dropped over to ask about the
little madam, and when is she coming home. Any
news from her?"

"Tired? She tired! Oh, hear the man! Joe,
you know she'd sit up six weeks to please any
one of you!"

"Oh, yes, a letter. Would you like to hear it,
Tom?"

When Joe heard that there was a letter, he
asked to have it read, and the loving messages in
it for him broke the old fellow all up; but he said
he was such an old wreck that that would happen
to him if she only just mentioned his name.
"Lord, we miss her so!" he said.

"Well, I should think I would, if you don't
mind, Henry!"
Henry got the letter out of his wallet, and
said he would skip some of the private phrases, if
we were willing; then he went on and read the
bulk of it--a loving, sedate, and altogether
charming and gracious piece of handiwork, with
a postscript full of affectionate regards and
messages to Tom, and Joe, and Charley, and
other close friends and neighbors.
As the reader finished, he glanced at Tom,
and cried out:
"Oho, you're at it again! Take your hands
away, and let me see your eyes. You always do
that when I read a letter from her. I will write and
tell her."
"Oh no, you mustn't, Henry. I'm getting old,
you know, and any little disappointment makes
me want to cry. I thought she'd be here herself,
and now you've got only a letter."
"Well, now, what put that in your head? I
thought everybody knew she wasn't coming till
Saturday."
"Saturday! Why, come to think, I did know
it. I wonder what's the matter with me lately?
Certainly I knew it. Ain't we all getting ready for
her? Well, I must be going now. But I'll be on
hand when she comes."
Late Friday afternoon another gray veteran

Saturday afternoon I found I was taking out
my watch pretty often. Henry noticed it, and said,
with a startled look:
"You don't think she ought to be here soon,
do you?"
"I'm getting worried, I'm getting right down
worried. I know she's not due till about nine
o'clock, and yet something seems to be trying to
warn me that something's happened. You don't
think anything has happened, do you?"
I began to get pretty thoroughly ashamed of
him for his childishness; and at last, when he
repeated that imploring question still another
time, I lost my patience for the moment, and
spoke pretty brutally to him. He looked so
wounded and so humble after that, that I detested
myself for having done the cruel and unnecessary
thing.
And so I was glad when Charley, another
veteran, arrived toward the edge of the evening,
and nestled up to Henry to hear the letter read,
and talked over the preparations for the welcome.
Charley did his best to drive away his friend's
apprehensions.
"Anything happened to her? Henry, that's
pure nonsense. There isn't anything going to
happen to her; just make your mind easy as to
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that. What did the letter say? Said she was well,
didn't it? And said she'd be here by nine o'clock,
didn't it? Did you ever know her to fail of her
word? Why, you know you never did. Come,
now, let's get to decorating-- not much time left."
Pretty soon Tom and Joe arrived, and then
all hands set about adoring the house with
flowers. Toward nine the three miners said that
as they had brought their instruments they might
as well tune up, for the boys and girls would
soon be arriving now, and hungry for a good,
old-fashioned hoe-down. A fiddle, a banjo, and a
clarinet-- these were the instruments. The trio
took their places side by side, and began to play
some rattling dance-music, and beat time with
their big boots.
It was getting very close to nine. Henry was
standing in the door with his eyes directed up the
road, his body swaying to the torture of his
mental distress. He had been made to drink his
wife's health and safety several times, and now
Tom shouted:
"All hands stand by! One more drink, and
she'll be here!"
Joe brought the glasses on a tray and served
the party. I reached for one of the two remaining
glasses, but Joe growled under his breath:
"Drop that! Take the other."
Which I did. Henry was served last. He had
hardly swallowed his drink when the clock began
to strike. He listened till it finished, his face
growing pale and paler; then he said:
"Boys, I'm sick with fear. Help me--I want
to lie down!"
They helped him to the sofa. He began to
nestle and drowse, but presently spoke like one
talking in his sleep, and said: "Did I hear horses'
feet? Have they come?"
One of the veterans answered, close to his
ear: "It was Jimmy Parish come to say the party

got delayed, but they're right up the road a piece,
and coming along. Her horse is lame, but she'll
be here in half an hour."
"Oh, I'm so thankful nothing has
happened!"
He was asleep almost before the words
were out of his mouth. In a moment those handy
men had his clothes off, and had tucked him into
his bed in the room where I had washed my
hands. They closed the door and came back.
Then they seemed preparing to leave; but I said:
"Please don't go, gentlemen. She won't know me;
I am a stranger."
They glanced at each other. Then Joe said:
"She? Poor thing, she's been dead nineteen
years!"
"Dead?"
"She went to see her folks half a year after
she was married, and on her way back, on a
Saturday evening, the Indians captured her
within five miles of this place, and she's never
been heard of since."
"And he lost his mind?"
"Never has been sane an hour since. But he
only gets bad when that time of year comes
round. Then we begin to drop in here, three days
before she's due, to encourage him up, and ask if
he's heard from her, and Saturday we all come
and fix up the house with flowers, and get
everything ready for a dance.
“We've done it every year for nineteen
years. The first Saturday there were 37 of us,
without counting the girls; there's only three of
us now, and the girls are gone. We drug him to
sleep, or he would go wild; then he's all right for
another year--thinks she's with him till the last
three or four days come round; then he begins to
look for her, and gets out his poor old letter, and
we come and ask him to read it to us.
“Lord, she was a darling!”
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“The Last Leaf”
by O. Henry
In a little district west of Washington
Square the streets have run crazy and broken
themselves into small strips called "places."
So, to quaint old Greenwich Village the art
people soon came prowling, hunting for low
rents. Then they imported some pewter mugs and
a chafing dish or two from Sixth Avenue, and
became a "colony."
At the top of a squatty, three-story brick
Sue and Johnsy had their studio. "Johnsy" was
familiar for Joanna. One was from Maine; the
other from California. They had met in a
restaurant and found their tastes in art and food
so congenial that the joint studio resulted.
That was in May. In November a cold,
unseen stranger, whom the doctors called
Pneumonia, stalked about the colony, touching
one here and there with his icy fingers.
Mr. Pneumonia was not what you would
call a kindly old gentleman. A little woman with
blood thinned by California breezes was hardly
fair game for the old duffer. But Johnsy he
struck; and she lay, scarcely moving, on her
painted iron bedstead, looking through the small
window-panes at the blank side of the next brick
house.
One morning the busy doctor invited Sue
into the hallway with a shaggy, grey eyebrow.
"She has one chance in - let us say, ten," he
said, as he shook down the thermometer. "And
that chance is for her to want to live. Your little
lady has made up her mind that she's not going to
get well. Has she anything on her mind?"
"She - she wanted to paint the Bay of
Naples some day," said Sue.
"Paint? - Heck! Has she anything on her
mind worth thinking about twice - a man for
instance?"

"A man?" said Sue, with a twang in her
voice. "Is a man worth - but, no, doctor; there is
nothing of the kind."
"Well, I will do all that science, so far as it
may filter through my efforts, can accomplish.
But whenever my patient begins to count the
carriages in her funeral procession, I subtract 50
per cent from the power of medicines. Please do
something to try and cheer her up."
After the doctor had gone Sue went into the
workroom and cried . Then she swaggered into
Johnsy's room with her drawing board, whistling
as if nothing had happened.
Johnsy lay, scarcely making a ripple under
the sheets, with her face toward the window. Sue
stopped whistling, thinking she was asleep.
She arranged her board and began to paint.
But soon she heard a low sound, several times
repeated. She went quickly to the bedside.
Johnsy's eyes were open wide. She was
looking out the window and counting - counting
backward.
"Twelve," she said, and little later "eleven";
and then "ten," and "nine"; and then "eight" and
"seven", almost together.
Sue look solicitously out of the window.
What was there to count? There was only a bare,
dreary yard to be seen, and the blank side of the
brick house twenty feet away. An old, old ivy
vine climbed half way up the brick wall. The
cold breath of autumn had stricken its leaves
from the vine until its skeleton branches clung,
almost bare, to the crumbling bricks.
"What is it, dear?" asked Sue.
"Six," said Johnsy, in almost a whisper.
"They're falling faster now. Three days ago there
were almost a hundred. It made my head ache to
count them. But now it's easy. There goes
another one. There are only five left now."
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"Five what, dear? Tell your Sudie."
"Leaves. On the ivy vine. When the last one
falls I must go, too. I've known that for three
days. Didn't the doctor tell you?"

"Try to sleep," said Sue. "I must call
Behrman up to be my model for the old hermit
miner. I'll not be gone a minute. Don't try to
move 'til I come back."

"Oh, I never heard of such nonsense,"
complained Sue, with magnificent scorn. "What
have old ivy leaves to do with your getting well?
And you used to love that vine so, you naughty
girl.

Old Behrman was a painter who lived on
the ground floor beneath them. He was past sixty
and had a beard. Behrman was a failure in art.
Forty years he had wielded the brush without
luck.

“Why, the doctor told me this morning that
your chances for getting well real soon were let's see exactly what he said - he said the
chances were ten to one! Why, that's almost as
good a chance as we have in New York when we
ride on the street cars or walk past a new
building. Try to take some broth now, and let
Sudie go back to her drawing, so she can sell it to
the editor and buy wine for her sick child and
pork chops for her greedy self."

He had been always about to paint a
masterpiece, but had never yet begun it. For
several years he had painted nothing except now
and then in the line of advertising. He earned a
little by serving as a model to those young artists
in the colony who could not pay the price of a
professional. He drank gin to excess and still
talked of his coming masterpiece. He regarded
himself as the protector of the two young artists
in the studio above.

"You needn't get any more wine," said
Johnsy, keeping her eyes fixed out the window.
"There goes another. No, I don't want any broth.
That leaves just four. I want to see the last one
fall before it gets dark. Then I'll go, too."

Sue found Behrman smelling strongly of
liquor in his dimly lighted den below. In one
corner was a blank canvas on an easel that had
been waiting there for twenty-five years to
receive the first line of the masterpiece. She told
him of Johnsy's illness, and how she feared she
would, indeed, light and fragile as a leaf herself,
float away, when her slight hold upon the world
grew weaker.

"Johnsy, dear," said Sue, bending over her,
"will you promise me to keep your eyes closed,
and not look out the window until I am done
working? I must hand those drawings in by
tomorrow. I need the light, or I would draw the
shade down."
"Couldn't you draw in the other room?"
asked Johnsy, coldly.
"I'd rather be here by you," said Sue.
"Beside, I don't want you to keep looking at
those silly ivy leaves."
"Tell me as soon as you have finished,"
said Johnsy, closing her eyes, and lying white
and still as fallen statue, "because I want to see
the last one fall. I'm tired of waiting. I'm tired of
thinking. I want to turn loose my hold on
everything, and go sailing down, down, just like
one of those poor, tired leaves."

"What!" he cried. "Are there people in the
world foolish enough to die because leaves drop
off from a confounded vine? I have not heard of
such a thing. No, I will not pose as a model for
you. Why do you allow that silly business to
come into her brain? Poor little Miss Johnsy."
"She is very ill and weak," said Sue, "and
the fever has left her mind morbid and full of
strange fancies. Very well, Mr. Behrman, if you
do not care to pose for me, you needn't. But I
think you are a horrid man."
"You are just like a woman!" yelled
Behrman. "Who said I will not pose? Go on. I’ll
come with you. For half an hour I have been
trying to say that I am ready to pose. This is not
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any place in which one as good as Miss Johnsy
shall lie sick. Some day I will paint a
masterpiece, and we shall all go away."

coming of the night the north wind was again
loosed, while the rain still beat against the
windows.

Johnsy was sleeping when they went
upstairs. Sue pulled the shade down to the
windowsill, and motioned Behrman into the
other room. In there they peered out the window
fearfully at the ivy vine. Then they looked at
each other for a moment without speaking. A
persistent, cold rain was falling, mingled with
snow. Behrman, in his old blue shirt, took his
seat.

When it was light enough Johnsy, the
merciless, commanded that the shade be raised.

When Sue awoke from an hour's sleep the
next morning she found Johnsy with dull, wideopen eyes staring at the drawn green shade.
"Pull it up; I want to see," she ordered, in a
whisper.
Wearily Sue obeyed.
But, lo! after the beating rain and fierce
gusts of wind that had endured through the
livelong night, there yet stood out against the
brick wall one ivy leaf. It was the last one on the
vine. Still dark green near its stem, with its
serrated edges tinted with the yellow of
dissolution and decay, it hung bravely from the
branch some twenty feet above the ground.

The ivy leaf was still there.
Johnsy lay for a long time looking at it.
And then she called to Sue, who was stirring her
chicken broth over the gas stove.
"I've been a bad girl, Sudie," said Johnsy.
"Something has made that last leaf stay there to
show me how wicked I was. It is a sin to want to
die. You may bring a me a little broth now.
Bring me a hand-mirror first, and then pack some
pillows about me, and I will sit up and watch you
cook."
And hour later she said:
"Sudie, some day I hope to paint the Bay of
Naples."
The doctor came in the afternoon, and Sue
had an excuse to go into the hallway as he left.

"It is the last one," said Johnsy. "I thought it
would surely fall during the night. I heard the
wind. It will fall to-day, and I shall die at the
same time."

"Even chances," said the doctor, taking
Sue's thin, shaking hand in his. "With good
nursing you'll win." And now I must see another
case I have downstairs. Behrman, his name is some kind of an artist, I believe. Pneumonia, too.
He is an old, weak man, and the attack is acute.
There is no hope for him; but he goes to the
hospital today to be made more comfortable."

"Dear, dear!" said Sue, leaning her worn
face down to the pillow, "think of me, if you
won't think of yourself. What would I do?"

The next day the doctor said to Sue: "She's
out of danger. You won. Nutrition and care now
- that's all."

But Johnsy did not answer. The most
lonesome thing in all the world is a soul when it
is making ready to go on its mysterious, far
journey.

And that afternoon Sue came to the bed
where Johnsy lay, contentedly knitting a very
blue and very useless woollen shoulder scarf, and
put one arm around her, pillows and all.

The day wore away, and even through the
twilight they could see the lone ivy leaf clinging
to its stem against the wall. And then, with the

"I have something to tell you," she said.
"Mr. Behrman died of pneumonia to-day in the
hospital. He was ill only two days. The janitor

8
found him the morning of the first day in his
room downstairs helpless with pain. His shoes
and clothing were wet through and icy cold.

“The Open Window”
by Saki

“They couldn't imagine where he had
been on such a dreadful night. And then they
found a lantern, still lighted, and a ladder that
had been dragged from its place, and some
scattered brushes, and a palette with green and
yellow colors mixed on it, and - look out the
window, dear, at the last ivy leaf on the wall.

"My aunt will be down presently, Mr.
Nuttel," said a very self-possessed young lady of
fifteen. "In the meantime, you must try and put
up with me."

“Didn't you wonder why it never fluttered
or moved when the wind blew? Ah, darling, it's
Behrman's masterpiece - he painted it there the
night that the last leaf fell.”

Framton Nuttel endeavored to say the
correct something which would flatter the niece.
Privately, he doubted more than ever whether
these formal visits on a succession of total
strangers would do much towards helping the
nerve cure which he was supposed to be
undergoing.
"I know how it will be," his sister had said
when he was preparing to migrate to this rural
retreat; "you will bury yourself down there and
not speak to a living soul, and your nerves will
be worse than ever from moping. I shall just give
you letters of introduction to all the people I
know there. Some of them, as far as I can
remember, were quite nice."
Framton wondered whether Mrs.
Sappleton, the lady to whom he was presenting
one of the letters of introduction, came into the
nice division.
"Do you know many of the people around
here?" asked the niece, when she judged that they
had had sufficient silent communion.
"Hardly a soul," said Framton. "My sister
was staying here, at the rectory, you know, some
four years ago, and she gave me letters of
introduction to some of the people here."
He made the last statement in a tone of
distinct regret.
"Then you know practically nothing about
my aunt?" pursued the self-possessed young
lady.
"Only her name and address," admitted the
caller. He was wondering whether Mrs.
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Sappleton was in the married or widowed state.
An undefinable something about the room
seemed to suggest masculine habitation.
"Her great tragedy happened just three
years ago," said the child. "That would be since
your sister's time."
"Her tragedy?" asked Framton. Somehow
in this restful country spot tragedies seemed out
of place.
"You may wonder why we keep that
window wide open on an October afternoon,"
said the niece, indicating a large French window
that opened on to a lawn.
"It is quite warm for the time of the year,"
said Framton, "but has that window got anything
to do with the tragedy?"
"Out through that window, three years ago
to a day, her husband and her two young brothers
went off for their day's shooting. They never
came back. In crossing the moor to their favorite
snipe-shooting ground, they were all three
engulfed in a treacherous marsh.
“It had been that dreadful wet summer,
you know, and places that were safe in other
years gave way suddenly without warning. Their
bodies were never recovered. That was the
dreadful part of it."
Here the child's voice lost its selfpossessed note and became falteringly human.
"Poor aunt always thinks that they will
come back some day, they and the little brown
spaniel that was lost with them, and walk in at
that window just as they used to do. That is why
the window is kept open every evening till it is
quite dusk. Poor dear aunt, she has often told me
how they went out, her husband with his white,
waterproof coat over his arm, and Ronnie, her
youngest brother, singing 'Bertie, why do you
bound?' as he always did to tease her, because
she said it got on her nerves.
“Do you know, sometimes on still, quiet
evenings like this, I almost get a creepy feeling

that they will all walk in through that window."
She broke off with a little shudder. It was a
relief to Framton when the aunt bustled into the
room with a whirl of apologies for being late in
making her appearance.
"I hope Vera has been amusing you?" she
said.
"She has been very interesting," said
Framton.
"I hope you don't mind the open window,"
said Mrs. Sappleton briskly. "My husband and
brothers will be home directly from shooting,
and they always come in this way. They've been
out for snipe in the marshes today, so they'll
make a fine mess over my poor carpets. So like
you menfolk, isn't it?"
She rattled on cheerfully about the
shooting and the scarcity of birds, and the
prospects for duck in the winter. To Framton it
was all purely horrible. He made a desperate but
only partially successful effort to turn the talk on
to a less ghastly topic. He was conscious that his
hostess was giving him only a fragment of her
attention, and her eyes were constantly straying
past him to the open window and the lawn
beyond. It was certainly an unfortunate
coincidence that he should have paid his visit on
this tragic anniversary.
"The doctors agree in ordering me
complete rest, an absence of mental excitement,
and avoidance of anything in the nature of
violent physical exercise," announced Framton.
"On the matter of diet, they are not so much in
agreement," he continued.
"No?" said Mrs. Sappleton, in a voice
which only replaced a yawn at the last moment.
Then she suddenly brightened into alert attention
- but not to what Framton was saying.
"Here they are at last!" she cried. "Just in
time for tea, and don't they look as if they were
muddy up to the eyes!"
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Framton shivered slightly and turned
towards the niece with a look intended to convey
sympathetic comprehension. The child was
staring out through the open window with dazed
horror in her eyes. In a chilling shock of
nameless fear, Framton swung round in his seat
and looked in the same direction.
In the deepening twilight three figures
were walking across the lawn toward the
window. They all carried guns under their arms,
and one of them was additionally burdened with
a white coat hung over his shoulders. A tired
brown spaniel kept close at their heels.
Noiselessly they neared the house, and then a
hoarse young voice chanted out of the dusk: "I
said, Bertie, why do you bound?"
Framton grabbed wildly at his cane and
hat. The hall door, the gravel drive, and the front
gate were dimly-noted stages in his headlong
retreat. A cyclist coming along the road had to
run into the hedge to avoid an imminent
collision.
"Here we are, my dear," said the bearer of
the white mackintosh, coming in through the
window. "It’s fairly muddy, but most of it's dry.
Who was that who bolted out as we came up?"
"A most extraordinary man, a Mr. Nuttel,"
said Mrs. Sappleton. "He could only talk about
his illnesses, and dashed off without a word of
good-bye or apology when you arrived. One
would think he had seen a ghost."
"I expect it was the spaniel," said the niece
calmly; "he told me he was frightened of dogs.
He was once hunted into a cemetery somewhere
in India by a pack of wild dogs, and had to spend
the night in a newly dug grave with the creatures
snarling and grinning and foaming just above
him. Enough to make anyone lose his nerve."
Romance at short notice was her speciality.

