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some beans, which he said were chocolate
creams, and just as they were going to eat
them he told them they were black beetles,
and, by Jove! you should have seen them
drop those beans and jump on the chairs
and shake themselves. 1 think that was
genuine. They looked a mighty weak-
minded lot.”

“That sort of thing wouldn’t do with you
and me, would it, Bob?”

“ Not much,” said I. “I should like to
~come across the man who could hypnotize
either of us, Jack !”

“It wouldn’t be a bad joke to go and see
the show. would it?” said he.

“ All ight,” said I.  “ Let’s go.” And so,
when the afternoon arrived, to the astonish-
ment probably of many of the audience,
Tompkins and myself put in an appearance.

Punctually to the moment the lecturer
stepped on to the platform. He was a man
of about forty-five, or perhaps fifty, and there
was nothing remarkable about him except his
eyes, which had a peculiar expression of
depth which I cannot attempt to describe.
I had never seen any eyes like them. He
spoke in very good English with somewhat of
a foreign accent, and his manner was perfectly
quiet and free from affectation. In a few
opening remarks he explained that he trusted
we should not regard him as wishing to
impose on us by any deception, but simply
as the exponent of certain powers possessed,
more or less, by all, but little known and less
cultivated, which were capable of working

the greatest benefits to the world when pro- -

perly exercised. Any confederation was, as
we could see for ourselves, impossible, since
the whole audience were practically known
to one another, and it was from them only
that the subjects of his experiments would
be taken. He begged us to judge what we
might see with impartiality, and then to ask
oursclves whether he was in any sense
exaggerating the tremendous possibilities
which might result from a more general
and intelligent recognition of his science.

The lecturer then asked that some of the
audience would come on to the stage. As
there scemed to be some hesitation in com-
plying with this, he said, * Perhaps there is
some lady present who will play us a little
tune upon the piano? Will anyone be so
kind?”

Hereupon a little girl, the daughter of the
schoolmaster, stepped forward, after some
urging from her mother, and was helped on
to the platform by the protessor. He opened
the piano and placed a seat for her. But
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here a hitch occurred. It appeared that the
intending performer could not recollect her
piece, and her music was at home.

““Ach ! that is very awkward,” said the
professor.  * But, tell me, 1s your music in
a book ?”

She said 1t was, 1n a book “ about so big ”
(holding out her hands), and with a green

- cover.

There were some books on a shelf near
the piano, and the professor, taking down
one of about the size described, with a brown
cover, on which was inscribed in large letters,
“Copy - Book,” placed it before her, and,
touching her head lightly with his hand, said,
“Is this not the same book as yours?
Yes? That is very fortunate.  Will you
please find the place, for you see I do not
know which is your tune?” The little girl
turned over six or seven pages rapidly, and
then, keeping her eyes fixed on a statement, in
large text hand, that “Honesty is the best
policy,” played her little tune through care-
fully and correctly. When she had finished
the lecturer thanked her politely, and, taking
her hand, led her to the steps.

“I think,” he then said, “that the piano
will perhaps be in the way of the per-
formances presently.  Will anyone be so
good as to help me to move it back a little?”

Two hulking youths at once started
forward ; but, to our great astonishment,
no sooner had they mounted the platform
than one immediately thrust his hand into
his waistcoat after the manner of a sling,
whilst the other limped to the nearest chair
and, sitting down, put one foot on his knee
and nursed it most tenderly; the faces of
both wearing an expression of intense pain.

“ Dear me,” said the professor, “this is
very sad, and so .very sudden! Please let
me look at your foot:” He went to the youth
on the chair, and after looking at him a
moment said, “ My young friend, you are
either very foolish er you play a little joke
on me. You have not hurt this foot at all.
It is the other one that pains you.” Instantly
the young man dropped the foot to the
gsound with a crash of his heavy boot, and
seizing the other « ne placed it most gingerly
over the other knee, whilst he groaned
heavily.

*“That is better,” said the professor; “and
now, my friend, let me see your wrist. Ach!
yes! I must make you a proper sling for it.”
He turned away for an instant, and then,
facing them again, said, pointing to a corner
of the stage, “Will you please move the
ptano over there? I think that will be the
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HOW I COMMITTED MY MURDER.

time. The clock struck twelve as he sank
finally. And then I had walked home and
gone to bed.

This was the recollection the morning
brought me—I bhad committed a foul and
dastardly murder. 1 had slain one who was
as a brother to me, and the brand of Cain
was on me for ever.

How I got up and dressed I don’t know.
My brain was all in a whirl, the one clear
idea being that I must try to conceal my
crime. There were no witnesses. No one
had seen me go out or come in, and if
Tompkins’s body were found there was no
reason for supposing he had been thrown in
by anybody at all. He might very easily
have fallen in. No; I had only to keep
cool and collected, and no suspicion could
possibly attach to me. If anyone were sus-
pected, it would certainly not be his best
friend.

I nerved myself, therefore, to swallow some
breakfast, after which I took my hat and coat
and told my servant I was going over for the
day to the neighbouring town, where I had a
little business to attend to. I actually forced
myself to turn back, as if by an afterthought,
and say that if Captain Tompkins should call
he was to be told that I might not be home
till Jate, but would see him in the morning.
Once clear of the village I walked as if my
life depended on it. Where I went I hardly
know. I believe I had some food some-
where, but it was mostly walk, walk all day.
I knew I must return at night, and intuitively
I made my way back in the evening.

And then, as I neared the village, came
the awful feeling that I must go down to the
pier and see if Tompkins’s body were there.
It was late for Pygwyllion—about ten—and
there would be no one about. The more I
resisted this gruesome impulse the stronger
did it grow. The hideous attraction that the
scene of his crime has for the murderer
was upon me, and 1 was compelled to yield
to 1t.

1 went down to the pier, and stood there
with my eyes wide open for any observer,
and my ears alert for any sound. There was
neither one nor the other. Except for the
soft plash of the water all was silent as the
grave. I hesitated for an instant, and then
stole softly on to the pier. The structure,
as explained, was of wood and built on piles,
and near its outer end there were steps at
either side leading down to a sort of lower
platform, used for a landing from boats. It
was my idea to go down to this platform, where
I might see the body if, as was very possible,
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it had been washed in amongst the piles. I
climbed carefully and quietly down the
slippery steps—and there, standing against
the railing and looking down into the water,
was a dark form.

The figure turned its head at the sound of
my footsteps. Its face was of a ghostly
pallor, and its features were the features of
Tompkins. The eyes appeared .to me to
gleam with concentrated hate as it gazed at
me, and I felt each individual hair of my head
assume an erect position as 1 stared in turn
at the awful apparition.

“\Why are you here?” whispered the
spectre, in scarcely audible tones, which
seemed to tremble with rage. “Why are
you here ?”

I hardly know how I forced myself to
reply, but I managed to stammer out, “1
c—c—came to look for you.”

“To look for me!” echoed the apparition.
“Yes! I have always heardso. There i1s no
peace for the murderer. None! Haunted !
Always haunted ! Haunted ull he dies from
the terror. Yes! day and night 1 shall sce
you. No darkness can shut from the eye of
the murderer the presence, the constant

presence, of. his victim’s spirit. Oh! the
horror of it ! ”
I gave a dismal groan. It was awful.

“T’ll go to the police,” I began ; but the
spectre interrupted me. *

“1 shall do that,” it said. *You forget
that they wouldn’t see you ; no one¢ sees you
but me. You're dead, you know : since last
night, when I threw you over the pier. 1
saw you go down three times; and I never
even tried to save you, when perhaps I might
have done so. But I'll give myself up in the
morning. 1'd rather be hanged than haunted.
And when I am perhaps you'll be at rest.”

The sudden relief I felt was almost too
much for me. It was evident that it was not
Tompkins’s spirit, but Tompkins in the flesh
that 1 had found, and I was therefore not a
murderer in fact, although I certainly had
been one in intention. On the other hand,
it was clear that Tompkins, having in some
way got out of the water (although I could
have sworn I saw him drown), had lost his
wits from the shock and become insane.
This, however, was my salvation, for so long
as he imagined himself to be the murderer
and not the intended victim, as he really
was, he certainly would not bring any charge
against me. It was evidently my cue to
avoid in any way disturbing this illusion,
and, indeed, to foster it carefully. I should
have.to explain to him that I was not dead,
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he did not literally fall on my neck, he wrung
my hands till they ached, and the moonlight
showed something very like tears in his
eyes.

Soon, however, his face fell. * Bob, old
man,” he said, sadly, “ I meant to drown you.
It’'s no credit to me that you're alive. I shall
go and give myself up for attempted murder.”

“ Don’t be an idiot,” I returned. “ You
haven’t any proof. You don’t suppose I'm
going to charge you, do you?”

“ You must,” he said.

¢ Must, be blowed,” said 1. “There is no
harm done. That sort of thing is quite
common—amongst friends. A little temper,
that’s all. Why, I might have done it to
you, instead.”

‘ Aren’t you going to do anything, then ?”
he asked, doubtfully.

*Yes,” I said, “I am. I'm going home

to have a drink, and you’re coming with
me.” :
And so it happened that, ten minutes later,
two retired merchant skippers, each of whom
regarded himself as the would-be murderer of
the other, might have been seen marching
amicably up the little street of Pygwyllion,
arm in arm, to the residence of one of them,
on liquid refreshment bent.

On arriving at my cottage I called to my
old servant, Mary, to bring whisky and
glasses. Now, Mary had lived with us
during my wife’s lifetime, and remained with
me ever since, and on the strength of long
service claimed privileges, one of which was
to find fault with me whenever she pleased--
which, to tell the truth, was pretty frequently.
She always insisted on remaining up till I
was at home and, as she considered, safe for
the night, and held ideas about late hours
which she made no scruple of expressing.
Possibly my tone of voice was lacking in that
humility suitable to a return home somewhat
later than usual, and exhibited inappropriate
cheerfulness. When a man suddenly finds
that he has not committed a murder of
which he believed himself guilty, and that,
moreover, he is not to be called to account
even for the attempt, there is undoubtedly
something inspiriting in the situation, and it
is possible that my voice may have been
unduly jubilant. At any rate, old Mary
appeared to think so. She set the bottle
and glasses on the table with as much bang-
ing as was consistent with their safety, and
delivered herself of the following : — -

“ A nice hour for a respectable gentleman
to come home, Captain Jones, certainly !
And I suppose you'll be sitting up the best
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of the night now. You'd better make the
most of the whisky ; there’s no more. And
for goodness’ sake don’t forget to bolt the
door after you've let Captain Tompkins out.
Perhaps he'll sleep on the sofa, though. And
when you do go to bed I hope you’ll make
less noise than you did last night, keeping
me awake with your snoring and grunting
and talking in your sleep till the clock
struck twelve. And now I'll wish you good-

-night.”

“ Did you h-ar that, Bob? ” said Tompkins,
when she had gone. “Old lady had the
nightmare badly. Why, at twelve o’clock
last night you were just drow —1 mean
diving—down by the jetty.”

“ Never mind that, old man,” said I. *“It’s
all over. Take some grog.”

Now, what glorious luck! I thought to
myself. If my dear friend here should ever,
which Heaven forbid, find out the rights of
the matter, what a witness for an alibi! Un-
solicited testimony to my being at home.
And the old girl would swear to it with the
best conscience.

“ Bob, old chap, here’s your health, and
Heaven bless you for a kind-hearted
fellow !” .

Just then old Mary put her head in at the
door and snapped out, as she threw a letter
on the table, “ This came for you this even-
ing ; I forgot it.”

When the door was closed I took the
letter up and examined it. It was addressed
in a strange hand, and bore the postmark of
a town some miles distant. On opening the
envelope an inner cover appeared, on which
was the following inscription :—

* To Captains Jones and Tompkins,
“ Pygwyllion.

“The writer begs that the enclosed may
be read by the above-named gentlemen in
the presence of each other.”

The letter itself I here give in full :—

“ Gentlemen,—In adopting the profession
of a hypnotist, I did so not so much as a
means of making money as from a desire to
benefit my fellow-creatures, and to bring about
a more extended belief in the marvellous
powers of an art in relation to which such
general ignorance prevails. With this end in
view it has been my custom often to visit
small towns and villages where the very
existence of the science was perhaps unknown.
It has been my good fortune to open the eyes
of many to the enormous benefits offered to
the human race by the legitimate practice of
my profession, and I am thankful to say that
I have in many cases effected radical cures
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