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Yes, my comrades, it was I who made the revolution of 1848

25 9993

If you prefer not to sign, I am willing to renew the combat.

5

Strongboiler, he said, *You're a gentleman.’”



’T hurled the teacup at the foremost of them.”

’I calmed them with a friendly gesture.”

5

Is abdicate the same as git?’ asked Colorado Charlie”
“We wrestled together on the floor”

"We walked together on the high, green hill”

T assailed the door, first with a chair”

”As soon as my right foot was planted on the ground, I launched the *coup de
savate” with my left”

5

It was no time for argument. I hurled my stool at the nearest of them.”

STROMBOLI AND THE GUNS.

It was in the old days, when a certain famous anarchist club held its meetings in
a house in one of the dismal streets abutting on the Tottenham Court Road. An
evening paper had asked me to write an article about the club. An Italian waiter,
whom the proprietors of a West-End café were protecting from the Milan police,
introduced me to it as his guest; and there, in an atmosphere of pipes and lager-
beer, I met Stromboli. His full name, sprawling in true cosmopolitan fashion over
three languages, was Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski; but Stromboli is as
much of it as T have ever been able to recall without a special effort of the memory.
He was old, white-haired, white-bearded, with a furrowed brow only half hidden
by his broad-brimmed, unbrushed, soft felt hat. He wore a coloured flannel shirt,
with a turn-down flannel collar, showing the strong line of his throat. Beneath
bushy eyebrows his eyes gleamed, keen and restless; and when I first saw him
he was the centre of a group of younger revolutionists, whom he was evidently
entertaining with animated reminiscences. This was the scrap of his talk that
reached my ears through the hubbub—

"Yes, my comrades, it was I—moi qui vous parle—who made the revolution
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of 1848! It is not in the histories, you tell me? Then so much the worse for the
histories, I answer.”

**Yes, my comrades, it was I who made the revolution
of 18481'"
Stromboli and the Guns] [Page $
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Yes, my comrades, it was I who made the revo-
lution of 1848!"”

One naturally desired the better acquaintance of an old man who talked
like that. My Milanese friend presented me to him with ceremony, as though
he were introducing two rival potentates. I bowed low, with a due sense of the
honour done to me, and was received with grave condescension; and then I told
Stromboli that I fancied that I had heard his name before.

"In connection, if I am not mistaken,” I added, "with some revolutionary
movement.”

Stromboli’s face lighted with a smile.

Whether it was a smile of vanity, or a smile of scorn for the ignorance
of the man who was not quite sure whether he had ever heard of him or not,
I cannot altogether determine; but there the smile was, and it lasted through
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several sentences.

”It is not impossible,” he said, “for I have done things—aye, and I have suf-
fered things! I have been condemned to death by Spaniards at Santiago de Cuba!
I checked the worst excesses of the Paris Commune! And there are other stories.
The revolutions, in short, have kept me very busy.”

"You speak,” I protested, "as though to be a revolutionist were a calling, a
profession, a métier”

The last word seemed to please him; he smiled again as he rolled it over on
his tongue.

”Un métier? Je le crois bien. And why not? Is there no need for ’skilled
labour’ in the making of a revolution? No less, I take it, than in the building of
a battleship. Why, yes, then, if you choose to put it so, I am a revolutionist by
métier”

“But still——"

The eyes flashed, and the smile changed its character.

”A poor métier, do you think? Then think again. It has its hazards?
Granted. It is less safe than your métier of writing for the newspapers? Granted
also. But at least it quickens the pulse and stirs the blood. At the end of’it, if one is
still alive, one can at least boast that one has lived. To have gambled with death
in one’s youth—that is something worth remembering in one’s old age. And I
have gambled with death wherever I could find a worthy stake to play for. If I
should ever tell my stories—"

But when a man talks in that way it needs little pressure to get the stories
told, and I had not pursued my acquaintance with Stromboli very far before the
pressure was applied.

*Voyons!” he said to me one day. "I have creditors; they ask for money, a
thing which I have had little leisure to amass. If there were a way of turning
stories into money!”

To his astonishment I answered that with some stories, at all events, there
was a way; and he forthwith told me the following, in order that the experiment
might be tried. I give it in his own words, and call it—

THE GUNS OF THE DUC DE MONTPENSIER.

“Let me begin at the beginning.

“ThoughIam an old man, you cannot expect my memory to go further back
than 1848. But it was I who made the French Revolution of that year. Without
me there would have been a revolt; but it was thanks to me—it was thanks to
Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski—that the revolt became a revolution.

I was a young man in those days, twenty years old, a student at the Uni-
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versity of Paris. I was tall, with long black hair that flowed over my collar; strong
as though my muscles were of whip-cord; a swordsman who, at the salle d’armes,
could as often as not disarm the fencing master. And when I was not studying—
which was often—I talked politics in the cafés of the Latin quarter. There were
those who said—behind my back—that I talked nonsense. They would not have
dared to say it to my face; and they knew better afterwards.

”One of my comrades, however, seemed to understand me better than the
others. His name was Jacques Durand; and he came to me one day with a pro-
posal.
”’Stromboli, he whispered in my ear. *You know that we’re trying to get
up a revolution?’

I nodded.

”’You ought to be one of us, Stromboli. You ought to join the Society of the
Friends of Revolution.

”’I never heard of that Society, I answered.

That’s because it’s a secret society, Jacques explained. "You can’t expect
to hear about secret societies before you're asked to join them. The more secret
they are the better. You can understand that, can’t you?’

”Of course I could understand that.

”’I was asked to get you into it, Jacques continued. ’A man like you——’

“One ought not, of course, to be susceptible to that sort of flattery. But one
is as one is made; and I had spoken in favour of the revolution in the cafés. So it
was agreed, and an appointment was arranged.

”’Next Sunday evening, Jacques whispered.

Next Sunday evening, I replied.

”And now picture me at this important turning point of my career. Observe
me guided by my comrade through many dark and dangerous streets, where it
seemed to me that a man would carry his life in his hands, unless he were, like
myself, of formidable appearance. Our destination was a cellar, underneath a
café, and we reached it by a flight of narrow, winding, slimy stairs. Jacques gave
the secret signal; three slow, loud knocks upon the panel of the door, and then
the humming of two lines of the Carmagnole—

3.

5

’Vive le son
Du canon’

There was a rattling of chains, and then the door was opened and we were
admitted.

”’Sit down, comrade, said one who seemed to be the President, and I took

the place that had been kept vacant for me, and, as my eyes became used to the
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gloom, gradually surveyed the scene.

“There were some twenty of us, grouped round a plain deal table. Red flags
were draped upon the damp and dripping walls. In the centre of the table was
a skull, the eyes serving as the sockets of two guttering tallow candles, which
were our only light. The atmosphere was misty with tobacco smoke. But the
strangest thing was that almost all the comrades were personally known to me.
All of them, like myself, were students at the University of Paris; and there was
not a man among them whom I had ever suspected of being an earnest politician.

“But what of that? ’Still waters run deep’ is your English proverb, is it not?
This was, perhaps, an illustration of it. Otherwise—if that were a rude student’s
practical joke at the expense of the stranger who had come among —— I said to
myself, ’then they shall soon learn that revolution is a subject upon which Jean
Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski does not jest’

“But the voice of the President of the Society interrupted me.

”’The new comrade, he said, 'will now take the oath to keep the secrets
and obey the orders of the Friends of Revolution, and will drink to them in blood
drawn from his own veins.

”And I did this, a vein in my hand being opened with a penknife, and a drop
let fall from it into a tumbler of red wine; and the business of the evening was
proceeded with. Once more it was the President who spoke:—

”’For the benefit of the new comrade I explain the raison d’étre of the Friends
of Revolution. Our purpose is to pave the way for a revolution by removing those
who are likely to be the chief obstacles to it when it comes. We choose the victim
by ballot, and then we choose the executioner by ballot, so that injustice may be
done to no one. I give no indications; it is not my place to give any. Some of you
may think that a prince of the blood royal, now in Paris, holding high military
command—— But this is your affair, not mine; the vote is secret. Vote according
to your consciences’

"We voted in solemn silence, using the President’s silk hat for a ballot-urn.
Seeing that I paused to think, my neighbour whispered a name into my ear. The
suggestion pleased me, and I took it; and in due course the President of the as-
sembly shuffled the papers and read them to us one by one. It was like this—

”’Montpensier, Montpensier, Montpensier, Montpensier. Comrades, the
vote is unanimous for citizen the Duc de Montpensier.

“There were loud cheers, and then there was a deadly silence. Looking
round and seeing that the eyes of all were fixed intently upon me, I understood
clearly what was coming next. The victim having been selected, they meant to
choose me as his executioner. They thought that I should be frightened, that I
should draw back, that I should give them the chance to laugh at me for talking
bombast in the cafés. But they did not know me; they did not know Jean Antoine
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”’Comrades, I claim the work!’ I cried, leaping to my feet with vigour, and
so making my first appearance in any revolution. "The choice is good, I contin-
ued, with impetuosity. *There could be no greater obstacle to revolution than a
prince of the blood royal, who is also the commanding officer of the artillery, and
would sweep the streets with his cannon when the people rise. But there is no
need of any further ballot. A volunteer is better than a pressed man at any time,
and I answer for Montpensier. Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski undertakes
to see to it that Montpensier shall never turn his guns upon the people’

”It was the turning of the tables on the jesters. They had brought me to this
meeting-place, thinking first to terrify me by assigning me this perilous task, and
then to laugh at me for my fears and my credulity in supposing that they were
in earnest; and, lo! I had stood up and made them real conspirators against their
will. It was their faces, instead of mine, that were now pale with terror; and their
efforts to wriggle out of the responsibilities to which I had committed them were
laughable.

”’Tt is well, said the President; ’but a committee must now be constituted to
consult with the comrade Stromboli concerning ways and means. Which meant,
of course, a committee to break it to me gently that the Friends of Revolution had
made a fool of me. I repudiated the proposal with all my indignation.

”’M. le President, I said, 'I will ask for a committee to advise me when I
need advice. It was because I did not feel the need of it that I offered to execute
the task. I have my plan, which I do not disclose. Within a fortnight you shall
know for certain that the Duc de Montpensier will never turn his guns upon the
people. In the meantime, drink to my enterprise, and then hold your peace about
it.

“Had I convinced them? Or had the power of my eye laid them under a
spell? Or had my earnestness made them ashamed? I cannot say for certain. All
that I know is that they rose to their feet and pledged me in the wine-cup, the
toast being—

”’To the comrade who will remove Montpensier!’

“But I corrected them.

”’Drink, rather, I said, 'to the comrade who answers for Montpensier. And
they drank.

”And now you think, perhaps, that I had some dark design to be executed
with dagger, with pistol, or with poison. Perish the thought! I am not that kind
of revolutionist. On the contrary, it has always been my aim to raise the tone of
revolution by employing finesse instead of violence, wherever possible. And this
time it seemed to me that finesse could be employed, that I could persuade the
Duc de Montpensier to do my bidding, if only I could get speech with him upon
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a suitable occasion.

*The difficulty was, of course, to find a suitable occasion, to manage to meet
the prince at some time when he was amusing himself incognito and unattended
by his suite. All princes do these things, and it is not necessary to belong to the
secret police to find out when and where. I asked Clarisse, about whom I need
only tell you that she was beautiful, and that she loved me. Ah, dear Clarisse!
But this is no place for sentimental memories.

”’T should not wonder, Clarisse said, ’if he were to be at the next masked
ball at the Closerie des Lilas’

”Eh! what?’ I interrupted. ’A royal prince at a masked ball among the
students?’

”’And why not, seeing that he will be masked, and no one will ever know
of it who is not told?’

“There was reason in that: but a further difficulty presented itself.

”’His being there is little use to me if I cannot recognise him, I said.

”’Perhaps I could help you, Clarisse answered.

You know him, then?’

He does not know that I know him, she replied.

But he has spoken to you?’

*She nodded laughing.

”’And would again?’

Perhaps?’

And if I were there, and watching, you would make a sign to me?’
I might even do that, if you were to ask me nicely’

”So Clarisse was enlisted as my ally, though without being taken into my
confidence; and I felt sure that with her help I should be able to carry out the
plan that I had made.

”’We may quarrel about you, Clarisse, was all I told her; and at that she
laughed and clapped her hands.

”’That will be beautiful!” she said; for to be quarrelled about is a joy to all
women when they are young and beautiful.

“Then I made other arrangements, and told my friend Jacques Durand that
I should want him with me on that night.

”’You will render me, I said, ’the help that circumstances suggest; but more
than that I shall not tell you’

“For a secret is not a secret any longer, when more than one man knows
it. Time enough that Jacques should know my secret when the days had passed,
and the night of the masked ball arrived.

"It came before the week was out, and there can be little need for me to tell
you what it looked like. You may still see the same thing at any time in Paris,
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when the students are keeping carnival.

”A vast room with a polished floor, and galleries running round it, where
they served refreshments; a profusion of gaily-coloured lamps suspended from
the ceiling; a string band that played the tunes that set your feet dancing whether
you would or no; a mob of men and girls all gaily and fantastically attired—a
goodly proportion of them in masks and dominoes, and all of them, or nearly all,
uproarious in their behaviour. Such was the scene through which I strode, in the
garb of Mephistopheles, to answer for Montpensier.

”Jacques followed close behind me in the costume of a medizeval jester—a
costume which, I allow, was scarcely appropriate to the occasion. But I had no
time to think of that; for Clarisse, dressed as the Queen of Sheba, was already
beckoning to me.

”’Keep near, she whispered. "When the time comes, I will hold up two
fingers to you, thus’

”So I kept near, and saw man after man come up, and speak to her, and go
away again. My patience was sorely tried; and I began to think that she had led
me on a vain chance, after all. My eyes had begun to wander about the room
when Jacques recalled my attention, saying—

”’Look there, Stromboli! look!’

"Ilooked. A tall figure, in the guise of a Spanish Inquisitor, masked beyond
all possibility of recognition, was bending down and talking to Clarisse. Her eyes
caught mine, and she lifted her two fingers, giving the preconcerted signal. The
hour had come.

”’Now, Jacques, I whispered, I rely on you. Support me in this, and you
shall see how revolutions can be helped upon their way by unexpected means’

”’But what—’

Wait, I interrupted. 'The time for explanations will come afterwards.
Now is the time to act’

”And so saying, I stepped forward and slapped my Spanish Inquisitor vio-
lently on the back.

”’What is the meaning of this, sir?’ I cried angrily. "What do you mean by
insulting a lady who is here under my escort?’

”At first I thought he would have tried to strike me; but, with an effort, he
restrained himself.

”’You make a mistake, sir, he answered. 'I do not think the lady complains
of having been insulted. If she does, I am quite ready to apologise to her’

“He looked at her, as though appealing to her to say something to save the
situation, and I doubt not that, being frightened, she would have said it, had I not
made haste to speak again before she had time to do so.

”’You will apologise? Well and good, sir, provided that you apologise to me

5
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as well as to Madame. But an apology from a masked man is an apology that one
does not accept. Take off your mask, or I shall take it off for you, and insist upon
satisfaction for this insult’

“But to unmask was, of course, the one thing that he would not do—that
was what I had foreseen when I had laid this plan. And the next thing that I heard
was the voice of another masked man—some courtier evidently—whispering in
my ear—

”’Don’t make a fool of yourself. You’re talking to the Duc de Montpensier.
It mustn’t be known that he was here’

”I had expected something of that sort, however, and was ready with my

reply.
”I don’t believe you, I said, with dignity. ’It is no use to romance like that
with Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski. The story is the lie of a coward who
dares not face the consequences of his misbehaviour’

”Again the man approached and whispered—

”’If money is what you want to stop this row—’

*They were in such a quandary, you see, that they were ready to bribe me
not to expose them. But I was a revolutionist, not a blackmailer, and this fear of
exposure, thus candidly confessed, was the thing that I had relied upon to help
me to my end. I took no notice of the offer, but turned again to my other masked
antagonist, saying—

] give you your choice, sir, to unmask and apologise, or to give me satis-
faction this very evening. I undertake to provide the place and the weapons. An
affair of honour can be settled as well by candlelight as by daylight, and you are
quite welcome to fight me with your mask on if you prefer it’

"He was a brave man—I will do him that justice—and I had pushed him
into a very awkward corner. For a minute or two he conferred in hasty whispers
with his friend, and, without troubling to listen, I overheard fragments of their
colloquy.

”’Mustn’t let all Paris ring with this’

Anything to avoid a scandal’
Only an affair of five minutes.
Teach the noisy braggart the lesson he deserves’

“Then, when I thought the conference had lasted long enough—

”’Your decision, sir?’ I demanded.

”It was the masked friend who answered, speaking very quietly—

”’Provided that we can get away from here without being followed by a
crowd, we are at your service’

”’That is easy, said L, in the same tone. "We have only to behave as though
we were reconciled, and sit together for a minute at one of these refreshment

5
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tables’
”It was agreed. The crowd took no further notice of us, for little distur-
bances of that kind were usual enough at the Closerie des Lilas. Five minutes
later the four of us were seated together in a carriage, driving to the house in
which I had hired a room in readiness for this affair—a long, empty room above
a shop that was for the moment without a tenant.

*The duelling-swords were there, the blinds were drawn, and the shutters
closed, and a sufficiency of candles stood ready to be lighted; but one more des-
perate effort was made to keep the peace.

”’If my friend is willing to unmask here——’

He can unmask or not, as he likes, I directed Jacques to answer; ’but I
shall expect him to fight in any case’

”’That is absolutely final?’

”’Absolutely’

5
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Very well. It is an unpleasant business. Let us make haste and get it over’

”So lots were drawn for stations and for weapons. The lights were ar-
ranged, so far as possible, so as to favour neither of us. Still wearing our masks,
but stripped of every trimming of our fancy costumes which could hinder the
freedom of our movement, we advanced to the centre of the floor.

*The toss of the coin had given Jacques the direction of the combat. He
made us cross our blades at the usual distance from each other, and gave the
usual signal—

> Allez, messieursP”

"My antagonist could fence well. It was, no doubt, because of his skill with
the small-sword that he had consented to this meeting. He meant to make it clear
to me that he had spared my life, and then trust to my gratitude and my sense
of honour to keep his secret. But though he was a good fencer, Jean Antoine
Stromboli Kosnapulski was a better.

”You know the trick of fence which the French call enlacer le fer. After a
cautious pass or two, I tried that, with the result that I whirled my opponent’s
sword out of his hand.

»Try again, sir, when you are ready, I said, lowering my point.

“He tried again, fighting more viciously this time, but with no more effect.
Again he found himself in one corner of the room and his weapon in another.

”’Perhaps, sir, Fortune will be kinder to you the third time, I suggested; and
for the third time he advanced and faced me.

*This time I played with him longer. I took the ligne basse, which is always
fatal, and withheld my lunge at the moment when he saw clearly, that, if I had
chosen, I could have run him through. Not until nearly two minutes had elapsed
did I give the quick turn of my wrist which disarmed him as before.
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“Then I felt that I had sufficiently proved myself, and that the moment for
my great coup had come.

”’Sir; I said, bowing courteously to this proud prince, 'Thonour you for your
courage in this encounter with one who has the advantage over you in point of
strength and skill. I could have unmasked you, or I could have killed you. Your
life and your reputation have been equally at my mercy; and now I am willing to
make you a free gift of both, on one condition’

*The answer was brave enough.

”’] have asked no favour from you, sir’

It is an easy condition, sir, I continued, ’or I would not affront you by
proposing it. I only ask your promise that, whatever may happen, whatever the
provocation, you, as commander of the artillery, will never cause a gun to be fired
upon the people of Paris’

“He laughed. I imagine he thought he was dealing with a lunatic.

”’Is that all?’ he said. ’I promise gladly. Nothing could be further from my
wish than to use the guns of the French artillery against Frenchmen. Shall we
now say “Good evening”?’

“He was going, but I stopped him.

»’Stay, I said; ’it is necessary that I should have that in writing’
My word, then, he objected, ’is not enough for you?’
It is enough for me, I answered; ’but I must have something to show to
my friends in proof that I have executed the task which they entrusted to me.
Here is the document to which I desire your signature’

”I produced the slip of paper. These were the words upon it—

5
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»3

I, Louis Charles, Duc de Montpensier, in consideration of my life having been
spared in fair fight by Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski, do hereby engage that
in no event—not even in the event of revolution—will I, as commander of the artillery,
cause or permit the cannon to be used against the people.”

> As witness my hand.’

”’Now, M. le Duc, I said, as I handed it to him, ’if you will sign this document,
I pledge my word of honour that the world shall know nothing of it so long as
you are faithful to the undertaking which it expresses. On the other hand, if you
prefer not to sign it, I am willing to renew the combat’

"Yet again the prince stepped aside to confer with his companion. I caught
odd words and phrases of their conversation—Dangerous madman. "Official de-
nial’ ’Only way out of it” ’Avoid a scandal at all hazards’ But I affected not to
hear, and waited.

”’Well, M. le Duc?’ I said at last.
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“ 'If you prefer not to sign, I am willing to renew ile combat, "

Stromboli and the Guus] : [Page 30

”If you prefer not to sign, I am willing to renew the
combat.”””
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“He laughed again.

”’Well, well, suppose I sign? You have pen and ink there? Thank you.
Even in the event of revolution? How ridiculous! As if there were any chance of
another revolution in this country?’

”’Nevertheless, M. le Duc, I answered, watching him as he wrote his name,
and as both his masked friend and Jacques Durand witnessed the signature—
‘nevertheless, M. le Duc, the wise man is he who is prepared for all emergencies.

* * * * *

R

We saluted ceremoniously, and drove away, this time in separate carriages; and
most of what remains of my story is in the history books. All the world knows
that the revolution came, as I anticipated, bursting like a thunderclap in a clear
sky. All the world knows that King Louis Phillipe drove away from the Tuileries
in a cab, and travelled to England under the alias of 'Mr. Smith, hoping, as he
explained, to pass as the head of the English family of that name. But just one
new thing I can tell you—a thing that I learnt afterwards from one of the royal
servants, a maid who waited upon the Duchesse de Montpensier and became a
good Republican after the dynasty had fallen.

”’Ah, that scene!” she said to me. *That terrible scene! Never shall I forget
it!

”’What scene, Babette?’ I asked her.

”’What scene?’ she repeated, and then described it to me.

It was on that dreadful morning when the news came to us that Paris had,
as we said, gone mad, and the people were on their way from Saint Antoine to
batter down the palace gates. I was alone with the Duchess, who was crying.
I was trying to console her, telling her that the police would soon take all the
wicked rioters to prison; and as I did this the door opened, and who should enter,
unannounced, but Queen Marie Amélie herself. Ah, she was a woman of spirit,
though she was old, was Queen Marie Amélie!

”?Where is Montpensier?” she asked, without a word of greeting.

It was no time for idle forms of etiquette, so the Duchess stepped to the
other door of her boudoir and called down the passage, just as any common
woman might.

”’A minute later M. le Duc entered. He was dressed as though for a jour-
ney, and his face was pale—I do not think I ever saw a paler face. Ignoring my
presence, the Queen broke out into reproaches.

””’Montpensier! For shame, Montpensier! Your father’s throne in peril,
and you strike no blow for it!”

”’If possible, his pallor deepened. Even a girl, as I was, could see that there
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was some struggle, which I did not understand, proceeding in his mind.

»?What would you have me do, my mother?”” he asked, trembling before
her.

”?What to do?” she repeated. "Was it for this, then, that you were given the
command of the artillery—that you should tell us in the day of trouble that you
don’t know what to do? For shame, Montpensier! And, once more, for shame!
Can’t you bring out your guns and shoot this rabble down? Better to die at your
post—"

”’He answered, "Anything is better, my mother, than that the French guns
should be turned on the French people.’

”?And to think that it is my own son who speaks thus to me! To think that
I have lived to learn that I am the mother of a coward!”

”It was clear that the taunt stung him to the quick. I thought that it must
move him to take up the challenge and offer to risk his life against any odds. But
no; he stood his ground and answered, with a cold, impassive stare—

”’My mother, if I told you that I have given my plighted word to act as I
am acting, you would not believe me; but so it is. Some day, it may be, you will
know the truth. In the meantime I would rather be thought a coward than know
myself to be a liar”

”?Yes, Montpensier, you are a coward! Coward—coward!” she hissed, and
turned upon her heel and left him.

”’And he was a coward, wasn’t he?” Babette commented. ’Even a Republi-
can like you must think of him as a coward’

”’No, no, Babette, I answered; "he was no coward. He was an honourable
man who faithfully kept the pledge that had been extracted from him by Jean
Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski.

“And then, in answer to her questions, I told her as much of the truth as it
was good for her to know, and also described to her the last scene of all in this
remarkable adventure.

’I now come to it. Observe!

“The populace, as you know, besieged the Tuileries, and the king and the
royal family drove away in cabs. I was in the crowd, and as the Duc de Montpen-
sier came out of the gate, I advanced a step or two to speak to him.

”’M. le Dugc, I said, ’you are an honourable man, and you have kept your
word. You did not use your guns against the people. Good. Accept my congrat-
ulations, and let me return to you the written undertaking which you gave me,
in order that you may use it, if need be, to rehabilitate your reputation with your
friends’

] thank you, sir, he answered, bowing gravely, as he took the paper from
me. ’I now understand that a revolutionist may also be a man of honour.
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“He whipped up the horses and drove off, and I have never seen him since.
But now you know how I made my first appearance in any revolution, and what
was my meaning when I said that it was I who brought about the overthrow of
the Orleanists in 1848

THE SHORT SHRIFT OF THE FILIBUSTER.

“Voyons!” said Stromboli, as he caught me coming out of the gate of Lincoln’s
Inn, clutched me by the arm, and drew me into the Chancery Lane Bodega. "On
the proceeds of my former story I have dined—dined sumptuously—dined several
times. Think of it! Several dinners for one story! It is an advantage over the
plutocracy and the bourgeoisie at which my heart rejoices”

“But how about the creditors?” I inquired, as we settled down at a small
table in a corner.

Stromboli lit his large pipe meditatively.

"The creditors! Precisely. That is the weak point in my position. The great
happiness of having money to spend caused me to forget them. Nevertheless,
they still exist, and now that the money is gone they write, recalling themselves
to my recollection. It is unfortunate. For it seems that, even in this free country
of yours, the law gives them the power to make themselves unpleasant”

I assented, and tried to explain to him the exact nature of a judgment sum-
mons, and a committal order. Then I continued—

“But you know other stories, I suppose?”

Stromboli banged the table and made the glasses ring, as he answered, half
in derision, half in indignation—

"If I know other stories! He asks if I know other stories. When I tell you
that I—moi qui vous parle—have lain under sentence of death in a Spanish prison
at Santiago de Cuba, and escaped from it under circumstances which will not
occur again——"

*That sounds all right,” I interrupted.

”You really think so?”

I am quite sure of it”

“Then I must make haste. The letters of the creditors begin, Unless—’
There is evidently no time to be lost.”

“There is no time like the present,” I rejoined.
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“Let us begin, then. And, since more money is in sight, there is no reason
why I should not spend the little money that remains to me. You shall drink
champagne with me, and we will smoke cigars”

And then and there, in the corner of the Bodega, while the men about us
talked of the business of the Law Courts, and of the price of shares, Stromboli
wafted me, in imagination, to the shores of the Pearl of the Antilles, and told me
the story which I entitled—

THE SHORT SHRIFT OF THE FILIBUSTER.

”Voyons! Filibustering is an important branch of revolution. Though your mo-
tives be of the loftiest, yet, if the other side catch you at it, they will shoot you.
The danger is the greater because you are generally on the weaker side, and
therefore likely to be caught. It is a quick gamble for the heaviest of stakes. I
know, for I have played the game. I have been a filibuster.

It was in Cuba in the early seventies. The island was in revolt, and help
was being sent to the rebels by the brave citizens of the United States. And one
day, as I sipped my absinthe in the Café de Madrid, I was handed a telegram from
New York, which ran as follows—

”’Offer you commission in Cuban Army. Start at once; begin as general.
Rapid promotion if found satisfactory’

”I thumped the table and showed the despatch to my companion.

”’To begin as general!” I cried. ’Is this a pleasantry at my expense, or is it
not?’

"My companion, who was a man who had travelled widely, assured me that
it was not.

”You think, I asked, ’that no Cuban would dare to venture upon a pleas-
antry with Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski?’

”’] am quite sure, he answered, ’that no Cuban would spend the cost of this
cablegram in doing so’

”Ah!

”’Besides, you must remember that in Central American armies there is no
lower commissioned rank than that of general. You are invited to begin, like
other people, at the bottom of the ladder’

”’In that case, my friend, it is not a pleasantry, but an affront. Or is it that
they are afraid of exciting the jealousy of the other generals, I wonder? I must
reflect’

"I reflected in silence for at least two minutes. Then, having made up my
mind, I asked my friend—

”’Do you happen to know what uniform is required by a general in the
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Cuban service?’

”In the Central American armies, my friend answered, ’every general
wears the uniform that suits him best’

”’And do you know when the next boat starts for New York?’

”’In exactly forty-eight hours from now’

”’In that case there is no time to be lost. I will drive to the tailor’s and select
a uniform at once’

"With such celerity did I form my plans. The uniform reached me just in
time, neatly packed in a tin box, with my name painted on it. I dressed myselfin it
for the first time when I had crossed the Atlantic, and proceeded to report myself
to the Cuban Junta at New York. It was an imposing uniform,—scarlet and gold
lace, with a cocked hat and flaunting plumes. It caused no little admiration when,
failing to find a more suitable conveyance, I rode to my destination on a tramcar.
I doubt not that it would have made an even greater impression than it did if the
Cuban Junta had not happened, at the moment of my call, to be represented by
a Yankee.

”’Great snakes alive!” was that gentleman’s first exclamation, to which I
replied with dignity—

”’You are mistaken, sir. I am the new Cuban general—Jean Antoine Strom-
boli Kosnapulski.

At this he extended his hand to me cordially, continuing in the quaint
language of the United States—

”’Glad to see you, General. Proud to make your acquaintance, sir. Reckon
you’re going to knock the sawdust out of those durned Spaniards presently. But,
in the meantime, if you’re in a position to put up the greenbacks, hadn’t you bet-
ter buy a store suit to go on with? Your present outfit, though very striking, is
better adapted for dictating terms of peace upon the field of carnage than for the
requirements of everyday life in New York City—the more so as there is no pur-
pose to be served by showing our plans under the nose of the U.S. Government.

"He was evidently a practical man—nearly all Americans are practical
men—and I agreed with him that it would be easier to keep a secret in a store suit
than in a uniform. It was in my store suit, therefore, that I went down accord-
ing to his directions, to secure my passage to Cuba on board the paddle-steamer
Washington. And here, once again, I found myself face to face with a practical
American.

”’What is your name, sir?’ he inquired, when I asked that a cabin should
be retained for me, and I told him.

”’It is a name that you should know; I said. 'T am Jean Antoine Stromboli
Kosnapulski’

"He did not seem to know me. This time, I imagine, it was my store suit
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that operated to my disadvantage. He answered me in the usual vernacular—

”’Seems, stranger, that’s more name than there is room for in the space
provided. Reckon if I enter you on this ship’s books as John A. Strongboiler,
that’s name enough for you to sail under. Then, in case of accidents, you can
say you're an American citizen, trading in cigars, and claim the protection of the
Stars and Stripes.

“He was evidently a thoroughly practical man. As a rule, it may be undig-
nified for a general officer to disguise himself as a cigar merchant. But circum-
stances alter cases, and the circumstances were exceptional. So I consented, and
the American shook me by the hand, saying—

”’Right, General. John A. Strongboiler doesn’t need learning by heart, like
the other name. And now, to show that no offence is taken, kindly name your
poison’

”So we pledged each other in a curiously concocted beverage, with plenty
of powdered ice in it; and thus it was, as you see, under the strange style of John
A. Strongboiler, dealer in cigars, that I sailed from New York City in the paddle-
steamer Washington (Captain Jonathan K. Jenkins), to take up my position as
a general in the Cuban Army. If I could only have foreseen! But I must not
anticipate.

“We touched at Kingston, Jamaica, where we took aboard a cargo of various
munitions of war, together with a number of fresh passengers—brave men, who,
like myself, had enlisted as generals in the Cuban service. I invited them all to
drink with me, and they did so, for it is the custom of the country. For the rest,
the voyage was uneventful until the hour when our terrible catastrophe began.

”It was early, and I had left my berth to pace the deck and enjoy the fresh
coolness of the morning air. Captain Jonathan K. Jenkins was there also. Through
his telescope he was intently observing the movements of some craft which he
evidently regarded with suspicion. Finally he closed the glass with a bang and
said laconically—

”’Wal, 'm durned!’

”’What is it, Captain?’ I asked, and he replied, in the American language—

”’That’s a Spaniard, or 'm a Dutchman. And looking out for us. And mean-
ing mischief. Guess, if we don’t make tracks, it’ll be a bad look out for all you
generals’

”’Would you like me to call a council of war, Captain?’ I suggested. 'The
other generals are still asleep, but—’

"He answered curtly—

”’Council of war be durned! Reckon I’'m the captain of this ship, any way,
and what I say goes’

”And with that he shouted orders right and left, and altered the ship’s
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course, and the long chase began.

”Shall I describe it? That, surely, is hardly necessary. One chase at sea is
very like another. Only in this chase there were one or two moments that have
specially branded themselves upon my memory.

“For hours our pursuer had gained upon us, but so slowly that we were
hardly aware of his approach, and were confident of reaching a British port in
safety. Then came the engineer with the terrible message—

”’Sorry, Captain, but we’re just about through with the coal’

“Never shallIforget the quick energy with which Captain Jonathan K. Jenk-
ins confronted the emergency. He hardly seemed to be excited.

”’Wal, he said. ’Ain’t there other things that’ll burn besides coal. Ain’t
there 0il? Ain’t there hams and bacon? Ain’t there chairs and tables? Fling ’em
in. Fling the durned ship herself into the furnaces sooner than let the engines
stop.’

"We did it. I myself—Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski—worked like a
common sailor, tearing up the planks and hewing down the bulwarks to sup-
ply the flames with fuel. Others, meanwhile, were busy lightening up the ship
by heaving cargo overboard. Even the horses that we carried with us had to be
thrown into the water. My heart bled for those poor horses as I saw their strug-
gles; for, after all, it was a useless sacrifice. The Spaniard gained on us continually
as we neared the Jamaica coast. Shots crossed our bows, warning us to surrender
or be sunk.

“Then it was that a sudden uproar arose among the sailors.

”’Tain’t the horses the Spaniards want. It’s the Dagos. Fling them out a
few Dagos and they’ll stop worriting fast enough.

”It was one of those chances that a man gets now and then of showing the
metal that he is made of. The Cubans had drawn their knives; the crew were
ready to rush upon them with oars and marling-spikes and every other handy
weapon; Captain Jenkins had cocked his revolver and was prepared to shoot. I
saw my opportunity and stepped forward to calm the tumult.

”’Captain, I said, ’let there be no question of throwing me overboard. If
you think that I can save your ship by jumping overboard, you have only to say
the word and I'll do it’

”Still overawing the mutinous sailors with the pistol, the captain gripped
me by the hand.

”’Strongboiler, he said, ’you’re a gentleman, though Dagos don’t run to it
as a rule. But we don’t do these things on board American vessels. We sink or
swim together’

”And with that he gave the order to heave to, and the Spaniards boarded
us. The captain greeted them with violent language.
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”’What the blazes! These are British waters, ain’t they? Jamaica three-mile
limit. And this is the United States trading steamer, Washington, cleared from
Kingston, Jamaica, for San Domingo. If you’ve got your doubts about it, look at
the ship’s papers and be durned!’

”’You can show your papers to the Governor, when you get to Santiago de
Cuba, was the Spanish officer’s reply. ’In the meantime, you are my prisoners,
and it’s there that I'm going to take you’

“He disarmed us all and put a prize crew on board; and the Spanish gunboat
Tornado took the trading steamer Washington in tow, and headed straight for
Santiago Harbour.

*Santiago de Cuba! To think that one of the loveliest spots upon God’s
earth should be given over to the abominations of these butchers!

It was just at sunrise, on one of the loveliest mornings that I have ever
known, that we made our way slowly through the narrow entrance to the bay. On
either side of us low ridges of rolling hills, crowned with dark woods and verdant
meadows; the bright plumage of tropical birds glancing among the trees where
we hugged the shore beside the forest; here and there in the distant uplands
the white walls of some country house, with the blue smoke rising like incense,
untroubled by any breath of air. A scene of greater peacefulness could hardly
be, save for the blue fins of the sharks that followed us, as though aware that we
were journeying to our doom.

"Yet I held my head high in spite of all. Something might always happen;
some chance might always show itself to the man who gave his whole mind to
watching for it. Your true gambler with Death never loses hope until the hour
actually comes when he must pay the forfeit.

”It seemed, however, that that hour was very near and quite inevitable. A
message was conveyed to us.

”’A court-martial, for the trial of the prisoners, will sit at noon, in the Tor-
nado, under the presidency of General Burriel, Governor of Santiago. And you
know what a Spanish court-martial is! It is the modern form of the Spanish In-
quisition. Its purpose is not to judge, but to condemn. So that I had little hope of
justice and less of mercy when my turn came to be haled before it. Only of one
thing I was resolved.

”’At least, I said to myself, 'T will hold my head high. At least I will not beg
for pity’

"My turn came.

“Informal, but ferocious; that is how I must describe the court that sat in
judgment over me. A pleasant awning was hung upon the deck. A table, with
pens, ink, and paper upon it, was set for the president of the court. The other of-
ficers composing it lounged around, in a semicircle, in comfortable chairs. They
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drank and smoked cigarettes, and laughed gaily together, as though the sentenc-
ing of men to death were the most agreeable diversion that they knew. And I
stood before them, handcuffed and guarded by marines.

”’What do you say that your name is?’ was the first question put to me,
and my answer was defiant.

”It is a name that you know well enough. I am Jean Antoine Stromboli
Kosnapulski’

“For I had forgotten. The president had a list of the crew and passengers in
front of him, and desired me to find my name in it. As well as my fetters would
let me, I pointed, and then, when it was too late, I perceived the blunder that I
had made.

A grim and cruel smile appeared upon General Burriel’s face. From the

paper in front of him he read aloud the words—
”’John A. Strongboiler, dealer in cigars’ Then he pointed to me, and to the
tin box, with ’Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski’ painted on it, which lay upon
the deck with other piéces de conviction, ready to be used when needed. Then he
spoke slowly, with a bitter ring in his lines—

”’Untie the prisoner and let him open the box. Without doubt it is his cigar-
box. If it is found to contain enough cigars to give the members of this court one
hundred each, I undertake that the prisoner shall be acquitted.

"Well, I have no surprise in store for you. You know quite well what was in
the box. Under the bayonets of the marines I unpacked it defiantly; and as each
article came forth—the cocked hat, the heavy boots, the scarlet tunic, the pipe-
clayed breeches—the deck of the Tornado literally shook with shrieks of laughter.
Yes, for the first and last time in my life, I, Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski
was laughed at to my face.

“Perhaps for an instant the thought crossed my mind that these men would
be merciful to me because I had afforded them amusement. If so, it was a thought
that was dispelled with great rapidity. The members of the court-martial con-
ferred aloud, with mocking laughter.

”’A man who travels under a false name——’

»’Talks Spanish——’

”’Says that he is an American—’

Though apparently a Pole——’

And carries a uniform about with him in a box——’

Which he pretends is a cigar box—’

Is a very interesting scoundrel—’

But none the less unfit to live!’

”And General Burriel summed the matter up and delivered formal sentence.
”’Prisoner, the sentence of the court upon you is that you be shot at dawn.
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Marines, remove the prisoner’

*They proceeded to remove me; but before I had left the ship he called me
back again.

»’Prisoner, he said gravely, ’in consideration of the fact that you have
amused the court, the court has decided upon a mitigation of your sentence’
Hope flattered me again, but only for an instant. The president continued with
an evil chuckle—

”’Prisoner, the court accords you permission to put on your uniform and
wear it until the hour of your execution’

”Once more there was an outburst of uproarious merriment. My military
judges held their sides in their hilarity, while the marines marched me away
through jeering crowds to lodge me in the Santiago prison. They insolently made
me dress myself in my uniform in their presence, and then they locked the door
of my cell and left me to my reflections.

"My reflections! You may guess that these were not agreeable. Since Amer-
ican protection had failed me, my one hope was that, by some means or other, I
might get on board the British gunboat that was lying at anchor in the harbour,
and, as I had been captured in British waters, claim the protection of the Union
Jack. But how to get there? That was, indeed, a problem that needed thinking
out.

“Sitting for a space with my head buried in my hands, I thought it out in
all its bearings. Presently I saw my way—or thought I saw it—and my courage
and high spirits returned to me. Though I had to use a subterfuge, I would not
be humble.

”I stood upon the stool, which was my only article of furniture, bringing
my face level with the window through which my cell communicated with the
passage, and called—

”’Gaoler! Come here, gaoler! I want you, gaoler!’

I am aware that I spoke in the same commanding tone in which I should
have summoned the boots or the waiter at an hotel. I could not help it. It is a
way that I have always had, and a way that I have generally found answer. It
answered in this case. The man came, growling.

”’What is the meaning of this, gaoler?’ I asked curtly.

What is the meaning of what?’ he retorted roughly.

Of this, gaoler—that I, a prisoner condemned to be shot at dawn, have
not yet received a visit from any spiritual adviser? Even in Spain, I believe, a
prisoner condemned to die has a right to spiritual consolation” My speech, I
daresay, sounded more like a reprimand than a request; but it made none the less
impression upon that account. Why should it have? In all situations in life the
way to secure deference is to be peremptory. My severity compelled politeness.

5
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”’Of course, if his Excellency desires to see a priest—’

Certainly, gaoler, I answered. 'Certainly I want to see a priest. And the
sooner the better. Be so good as to tell one of the priests to step this way at once’

“He had already started, when I called him back.

”’And, look here, gaoler, I'm very particular about priests. I can’t accept
consolation from a little priest. I must have a big one’

*The gaoler stared at me, evidently believing that I was mad. But there
was method in my madness, as you will see. I added, producing some notes from
a pocket which, in their merriment over my uniform, the Spaniards had quite
forgotten to search—

”’You see, my man, I'm in a position to reward you if you carry out this
wish of mine’

“He laughed an unpleasant laugh and left me. I waited with such patience
as I could command, knowing that it might take some time to find a priest whose
physical proportions were equal to my own. The sun had set, in fact, before the
door of my cell reopened, and my gaoler, to whom I promptly handed the reward
which I had promised him, ushered in a tall friar, habited in the flowing robes of
the Dominican Order.

"I bowed to him with that courtesy which, I trust, has always distinguished
me in dealing with my equals, even when they also happen to be my enemies.

”’I regret, my father, I said, having to receive you in so unworthy an apart-
ment. Nothing but the most stern necessity compels me.

*The speech surprised him. He had evidently expected a more abject atti-
tude.
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My son, the time is short, he answered, and as I doubt not that your sins
are many, it were well to waste none of it in idle words.

”I watched him intently while he spoke, and took his measure. It was im-
portant, since the success of the great coup that I projected depended wholly upon
the nature of the man with whom I had to deal.

“He was tall, as I have said, but frail and spare of build. I read superstition
in the shape of his forehead, which was high, and narrow. His thin lips, and the
contour of his mouth, betokened that mixture of cruelty and weakness which has
made the Spanish priest so widely hated, even in countries where there lingers
no tradition of the sacred office. He was a man who would persecute if he dared.
But his shifty eyes quailed before my glance, so that I felt sure that there was no
real courage behind his cruelty.

“First of all, for the success of my plan, it was necessary that I should give
him convincing demonstration of my superior physical powers. I made him feel
the muscles of my arms.

”’There, my father, I said to him. "What think you of the cruelty which
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condemns a man in the prime of a strength like mine to be killed like a rat in a
hole?’

“He was already beginning to be afraid of me, which was what I wanted;
but his dignity did not yet forsake him.

”It is the will of God, he answered, ’and I am only here that you may make
confession of your sins’

”As he was speaking I had slowly advanced towards him. As a frightened
man will, he had slunk back before me, so that I was almost pressing him against
the walls in the corner of the cell farthest from the door. His eyes showed the
vague terror that was coming over him. And then I said, sinking my voice to a
whisper—

”’No, my father, you are not here to listen to my confession. You are here
to save my life’

“He made a movement as though he would cry for help, but with a menac-
ing gesture I frightened him into silence, so that the sound died away, unuttered,
in his throat.

”Listen!” I went on, still in the same subdued tone of voice. ’I have made
you see how strong I am. You know well that I can throttle you where you stand,
long before any help can come to you. I shall do this if you make a single sound,
and I shall still do it if you hesitate to obey the orders which I am about to give
you. Now!’

"He made another movement, the faint beginning of a wriggle, as he
thought that he might slip pass me like an eel. My hands approached his throat
and he desisted. I went on—

7’1t is a very simple thing that I require. In the first place, you will change
clothes with me. If you are willing to do this, do not speak, but nod your head.

“He stood there, pale and motionless, trying to find the courage to defy me.

”’My father, I said, ’I can only give you while I count ten. One—two—
three—four—five—six—seven—eight—nine——’

“He nodded.

“Undress, then, I said. ’And mark me, if there is any noise, or any sign of
hesitation—’

*This time he fully understood that I was in earnest and obeyed me. I hur-
ried him, for there was always the chance that the gaoler might come back and
interrupt us. In five minutes—or perhaps in less—the priest had put on my uni-
form, and I was attired in the black garb of the Dominican. But there was still
one more little formality to be gone through.

”’My father, I said, 'T might make you swear on your crucifix that you will
stay here quietly until someone comes and finds you.

“From the shifty look in his eyes I perceived that this was the very thing
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that he would be glad for me to do.

”’But, I continued, 'the temptation to break your oath would be very terri-
ble. It will be kinder not to expose you to it. So I shall gag you’

”I improvised a gag by tearing a strip of cloth from my robes, and he sub-
mitted to have it thrust into his mouth. Then I said—

”’Good-bye, my father. In the years to come it will, perhaps, be a grateful
memory to you that you have been instrumental in saving the life of Jean Antoine
Stromboli Kosnapulski.

”And with that I opened the door with the key that had been left in it for
my spiritual adviser’s use, and locked it again carefully behind me, and strode
silently, as though deep in meditation, down the passage. No one suspected any-
thing, no one stopped me to ask a question. The prison gate was flung open
wide for me by an obsequious attendant, and I was once more at liberty. I made
straight for the hills and hid myself in the woods and waited for the dawn.

“It broke at last, with all the golden grandeur of the tropics; and I found
that my hiding-place, though far away, commanded a view of the yard of the
very prison in which I had been confined a few short hours before. There was a
bustle and confusion there. A prisoner was being dragged, struggling violently,
to the place of execution. He wore a uniform—my uniform. I understood.

”’My God! The gag in his mouth! He can’t explain; they’ve mistaken him
for me; they’re shooting him instead of me.

"My heart sank and I was ashamed. Though all be fair in war, yet I had not
meant this, and knew that it was unworthy of me. I give you my word that, if | had
been near enough, I would have stepped forward to save the priest and resigned
myself to the soldiers’ vengeance. I give you my word, too, that I shouted aloud
with joy when the sudden firing of cannon and pealing of alarm bells told me
that the Spaniards had found out their mistake in time, and that the search for
me would now, at last, begin.

”’Courage!’” I said to myself, and worked my way slowly and stealthily
down the hillside, meaning to strike the bay at the point where I saw the British
gunboat lying at anchor close alongside.

"Before I could get to it there was a short space of open ground to be tra-
versed, and in that open space I saw no less a person than General Burriel himself,
with armed orderlies in attendance, smoking his cigar, and enjoying the fresh
morning air.

“There was nothing for it but to run the gauntlet of their fire, trusting for
my safety in the inaccuracy of Spanish aim. I ran; they missed me; and a minute
later, with the help of a rope that a bluejacket flung to me, I had scrambled on to
the deck of the Seamew.

“The captain seemed surprised to see me; but I explained my presence in a
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few hot, hurried sentences.

”’] have escaped from the Santiago prison. They took me, in the Washing-
ton, in British waters. I am Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski.

“The captain rose to the occasion.

”’I don’t care a hang who you are, he replied politely, but if they took you
in British waters, you’re safe, till further notice, under the British flag’

”And he maintained the same attitude when General Burriel himself ap-
proached and demanded my surrender, saying—

”’] want that man. That man is my prisoner’

*The sailors had gripped their cutlasses; the marines had fixed their bay-
onets; and the captain of the Seamew stepped forward and shouted with that
magnificent Anglo-Saxon insolence which is the admiration of the world—

”’Your prisoner, is he? Then, hang it, sir, let’s see you come aboard my ship
and take him’

“But this the Spaniards did not do. If they had failed to keep Jean Antoine
Stromboli Kosnapulski in their prison when he was alone and friendless, still
less could they recapture him when the whole might of the British Empire stood
behind him?”

THE HUNTED POLE.

”See!” cried Stromboli, as we strolled round the Earl’s Court Exhibition. "These
stories of ours are becoming popular. The circulation of the magazine increases.
In order to inspire my creditors with confidence, I buy a copy for each one of
them. But they are many. It will be necessary to raise the price of the stories, in
order that a reasonable margin of profit may remain.”

I suggested that he might find editors more amenable to argument, "if, for
example,” I said, you have any story of especial interest—"

As usual, Stromboli interrupted me.

”A story of especial interest! When I tell you that I have been hunted, like
a wild beast, by officers of the Third Section of the Chancellerie Imperiale——"

"What! The Russian secret police?”

"Precisely”

“That ought to do.”

”You think so?”
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”I am sure of it

*Then I will begin at once”

So we found a quiet table by the artificial lake, and while the band played
valses and selections from the comic operas, Stromboli possessed himself of a
vast beaker of black German beer, and blew dark clouds of smoke, and proceeded
with—

THE ADVENTURE OF THE HUNTED POLE.

”Voyons! It must have been some twenty years ago, when the bombs were going

off in Russia! There was a notion—mistaken, as it proved—that a revolution could
be brought about by means of them. Fired with enthusiasm, and having an idea
for a bomb of a new sort, I threw a few necessaries, including a manifesto, into
my portmanteau, and started for the scene of action. But I never reached it. The
machinations of the police frustrated me. Let me draw you the picture of the
moment when I first learnt that the emissaries of the Third Section were on my
track.

"It was at Warsaw. I had arrived there late in the afternoon, and had dined
well at the best hotel, toasting the cause silently in the sparkling wine of the
Widow Clicquot. After the meal I strolled out into the street to smoke my cigar,
contemplatively, by moonlight.

”The hour was late. Few loiterers were abroad except myself. But presently,
after I had taken several turns, I became aware of a quick, stealthy step, as of a
man from nowhere, following behind me, and heard a clear but subdued voice
speaking to me.

”’Whatever you do, don’t look round. Walk straight on, and listen to what
I say. Is your name Kosnapulski?’

”’That is part of my name, I answered, without turning my head. "The full
name is Jean Antoine Stromboli——’

”’Right! You’re the man I'm looking for, the stranger interrupted. 'But I
mustn’t speak to you here. Turn up the next side street and keep in the shadow’

”I hesitated. It might be the greeting of a comrade, or it might be the trick
of a vulgar assassin. I resolved to take the risk, and turned sharply to the left, the
stranger following me into the dark.

”’Don’t stop, he continued, and don’t answer, but listen to what I say’

”So we walked on as though we did not know each other, and he talked to
me as a man speaking to himself.

»’Kosnapulski must on no account go back to his hotel. The police are there,
waiting to arrest him on his return. Kosnapulski knows best whether he desires
to meet them; whether there is anything compromising in his portmanteau, for
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example——’

”’Heavens! My manifesto!” I ejaculated. ’'TI've signed it in full, Jean
Antoine—’

”’Hush! You mustn’t speak. The manifesto must be sacrificed. The better
way will be to travel on foot to the Prussian frontier. I have a little parcel here,
which I am placing on a window-ledge. When I have gone, come back and fetch
it. It contains a few things that will help you on your way. Walk more slowly
while I pass you, and then turn. Farewell!”

"He quickened his pace and glided by me—a cloaked and hooded figure. 1
gripped his hand silently as he passed me. It was the least—and the most—that I
could do. Then I returned and found the little parcel resting in the place that he
had indicated.

I opened it in the darkest corner that I could find. It contained a false beard
and a pair of spectacles, in which I disguised myself upon the spot; and a small
handful of paper money, a note scrawled in pencil, which it was too dark to read;
a flask of vodki, and a little bread and meat.

”Such was the whole of my provision for my pilgrimage. It was a terrible
journey. I travelled only by night, hiding myself in the woods by day. But I need
not dwell upon the details.

"My warning of peril was contained in the pencilled letter in which my
mysterious friend had wrapped my bread and meat. I read it in the woods, while
I'washiding in my disguise. Iread it again by candle-light, in the first Prussian inn
in which I found shelter after I had passed the frontier. Cheered and emboldened
by generous draughts of Rhenish wine, I even went so far as to read it aloud in
the café of the inn.

”’Listen! my comrades, I exclaimed. "How many of you have ever received
a letter of this sort? Admire the epistolary style of those who correspond with
Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski’

"And I read—

”’Be on your guard! The Third Section means to have you. Its arm is long
and it strikes unscrupulously. No country is so remote that it will not pursue you
there. It will stoop to any means, even to poison and the dagger. This time I have
warned you. Another time you may get no warning. If you would be safe, hide
yourself until your name has been forgotten.’

“There was laughter at that, as you may guess, and a stamping of feet and
a clapping of hands. I leapt upon a chair, and waved the precious missive above
my head, and shouted in my exultation.

”’You see what happens. The cause prospers. Even in the Third Section
itself the cause has found a friend who protects the leaders of the people’

“They cheered me to the echo; for I was paying for the Rhenish wine.
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But the landlord’s daughter—flaxen-haired Fraulein Minna, who was serving the
refreshments—plucked me by the sleeve and signed to me to follow her. I did so.

”’Suppose, she said, ’there were a spy of the Third Section in the café!”
Show him to me, I replied, 'I will undertake that he leaves quickly and
with no desire whatever to return’

”’I dare not—for reasons which I must not tell you. But suppose the spy
telegraphed a few words in cipher to St. Petersburg’

”’Eh bien! Suppose he did. What could St. Petersburg do then?’

”’Apply for your extradition on some trumped-up charge of theft.

Then are there no judges in Germany?’ I asked.

”’Why, yes. But they can be bribed,” was Fraulein Minna’s answer.

”’You’ve known that happen, little guardian angel?”

”She nodded slowly, with a look full of meaning in her eyes.

“Then I was frightened—as frightened, at least, as I have ever allowed my-
self to be. I began to realise the vast powers, the widespread nets, of that terrible
Third Section; but I was to realise them still more vividly before many hours were
over.

At that moment her father, the landlord, burst upon the scene with noisy
German oaths.

”’Thunder and lightning!” he said (among other things), while she fled in
terror, before I had time to intervene.

*Then I drew myself up with dignity.

”’Imust ask you to understand, sir, I said, "that the blame for this, if there be
any blame, in wholly mine. I was merely asking your daughter a simple question
which I will now address to you. Can you, at once, provide me with a horse and
carriage, that I may drive to the nearest railway station?’

*The man’s frown relaxed; he became comparatively civil.

”It’s a strange hour to start travelling, he growled, but if you are set upon
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it—’
”’] am absolutely set upon it’
In that case I will drive you there myself’
I thank you’
Come round to the stables, then’
“He led the way, and in ten minutes or so the carriage was duly harnessed.
”’Here’s something to keep you warm, he said, offering me a flask. ’Better
try to sleep a little’
“Then he mounted the box, and drove off along the rough roads in the dark.
“The liquor in the flask was Kirsch-wasser—a cordial for which I had no
great liking. I sipped at it and no more. Nevertheless, drowsiness overcame me,
my fatigue and the previous draughts of Rhenish wine assisting, and I fell into a

5
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doze. How long I dozed I cannot tell you! All that I know is that, when I woke
with a start, owing to the jolting and lurching of the carriage, the night was nearly
over and the horizon tinged with the pale lemon hues that precede dawn.

”’Where in the world am I now?’ I murmured to myself, with a sudden
access of uneasiness.

“For the scenery that I looked out upon had a strange familiarity. One after
the other I recognised a hillock, a clump of trees, a group of farm-buildings—all
landmarks that I had noted in my wanderings of the night before.

”’Heavens!’ I ejaculated, as the whole truth flashed upon me.

”It was against her own father that the flaxen-haired Minna had wished to
warn me, in the village inn; it was he, and no other, who was the spy in the pay
of the Third Section. He had tried to drug me with his Kirsch; and his plot was
to drive me back over the frontier, before I could know what was happening, and
hand me over to the police. We might cross the boundary line, for all that I could
tell, at any instant. Only by immediate action could I save myself.

*Standing up in my place, and leaning forward, I gripped the man by the
collar with my left hand, while with my right I drew his own revolver from his
side-pocket and held it to his head.

”’Scoundrel!” I roared at him, ’pull up the horse this instant, or I'll shoot
you!’

“He felt instinctively that I meant what I said, and that his game was up.

”’What is it? What have I done?’ he stammered feebly, bringing the car-
riage to a standstill.

“Now that there was no further need for violence I recovered my customary
calm.
”’You have lost your way, Herr Landlord, I replied. *Turn round and try
to find it. Try very hard and very carefully, for this pistol of yours seems to be
loaded, and might go off at the slightest provocation. Your destination, mind you,
is not the Russian frontier, but the nearest German railway station.’

“He obeyed me sullenly, without further words. It was a long, long drive,
over a dreary stretch of country; but it came to an end at last. At midday the
weary horse jogged slowly through a village street, and I got down and paid my
driver.
”’Sweep it up, I said, scornfully tossing some coins into the gutter for him.
"That is the proper way to pay men like you. Now go and boast to your boon
companions how you have driven Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski to the
railway station’

“He slunk away, fearful lest I should denounce him to the porter and the
stationmaster—tall, sturdy men, who were likely to have little sympathy with a
Russian spy; while I, on my part, bought my ticket and began my journey to my
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hiding-place.

“Do you think that it was cowardly of me to wish to hide myself? Not,
surely, after my warning and my experiences of the vast powers and the vindic-
tive malice of that great and unscrupulous organisation which was endeavouring
to hunt me down. Consider! Even kings have found it necessary to hide them-
selves sometimes; and if a king may hide himself without loss of dignity in an
oak-tree, then surely it is no shame for a revolutionist to conceal himself, for a
period, in a Swiss chdlet. The king who hid in the oak-tree would doubtless have
preferred the chalet if he could have got to it.

”’Reculer pour mieux sauter; I said to myself, 'must be my motto. I have my
idea for a new bomb, and I will work it out in the friendly solitude of the pine
forests.

”So I lost no time, but journeyed day and night until I reached one of those
little villages that lie high up in the hills above Montreux, on the blue waters of
Lake Leman.

*These villages—Chailly, Saint Légier, and the rest—are, I should tell you,
the usual hiding-places of Russian refugees. I do not say, of course, that to have a
‘usual hiding-place’ is the wisest course that prudence could devise. The practice,
as I now see clearly, must simplify the task of those who seek. But, at the time, I
did not think of this. The shores of the Lake of Geneva seemed to me, as it were,
an Alsatia where even the Third Section could not seize its victims.

“And oh! the life I lived there! It was a strange and welcome interlude of
peace, to which I still sometimes look back with deep regret when I am tired.

"My chalet was high up, in a lonely place, on the very verge of a great pine
forest. I used to rise early and wander for a mile among the meadows. Behind
me towered the dark crags of the Rochers de Nave; below me gleamed the lake;
before me were the black Savoy Hills, with the white dome of the Velan in the
distance. The sight of these things, and of the deepening autumn tints upon
the vineyards, stirred all the deep-seated poetry of my nature, until it was with
difficulty that I pulled myself together, saying—

”It is time that I was getting on with my bomb.

“Nor was I absolutely bereft of company. In the chalet itself, indeed, there
was no one but a deaf old woman—the widow of a woodcutter—who cooked my
dinners. But, every now and again I met tourists from the Montreux hotels and
entered into conversation with them. I was a mystery to them; they christened
me the hermit of Saint Legier. But they invited me to refresh myself with them
in the cafés, and I did so the more willingly that my own store of silver coin was
scanty. And sometimes, when the white wine flowed, I told them stories of my
revolutionary adventures, such stories as I now tell to you.

”’You do not know who I am, I would say. "What will you think when I tell
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you that I am here in hiding from the Russian secret police? Yes, so it is! [ am no
other than Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski’

”And I would go on to tell them the story of my adventure in the streets of
Warsaw, and other stories which I have told you, or may tell you later. It was the
only return that I could make for the extensive hospitality of those knickerbock-
ered youths.

”One day, moreover—the most memorable day of all—I made the acquain-
tance of a lady. Let me endeavour to recall that day.

It was away towards Blonay, at some distance from my temporary home.
She was tall and elegant, wearing a white blouse, a dark skirt, and a sailor hat; her
hair was auburn; her eyes were beautifully blue. She looked about her anxiously,
as though in doubt of the direction that she ought to take. Revolving the situation
rapidly in my mind, I said to myself—

”’I am favourably impressed. In the absence of more serious adventure, this
is emphatically an adventure to be pursued.

“And to the lady herself I said, raising my hat with a very courteous
flourish—

”’Pardon me, madam. You seem to me to have lost your way. May I place
myself at your disposition and direct you?’

“From her dress and demeanour I had judged that she was English, but from
her reply it appeared that she was American.

”’Now, I call that real nice of you, was her simple answer.

Your destination?’

”’Way down at Territet. Grand Hotel des Alpes’

”’We are at some distance from the high road. You will permit me, perhaps,
to guide you’

”’] guess a white man couldn’t do less, she replied, smiling, and we strolled
on together.

”Do not think me boastful or vainglorious if I tell you that, as your phrase
is, I 'made the running quickly. A revolutionist must needs do so. He is a busy
man, with little leisure on his hands; he never knows what an hour may bring
forth for him; gallantry is seldom possible for him, save on the condition that he
makes haste with it and does not dally over the preliminaries. Besides, he enjoys
advantages denied to most of you; he dazzles by virtue of the mystery which
surrounds him; like the soldier, he carries his life in his hands. Such things appeal
to women. It did not surprise me, therefore, that my beautiful American grew
confidential.

”’I'm Daisy van Bean,’ she said, the daughter of the railroad king, and 'm
stopping with poppa at Territet. But say, now. You’ve walked all this way with
me and you haven’t yet told me what your name is.

5
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”It was my chance for the great coup which was to fascinate her imagina-
tion, if not to win her heart. I answered—

”’Beautiful Daisy, I will surprise you. I am Jean Antoine Stromboli
Kosnapulski—the revolutionist—the fugitive—the inventor.

”’The inventor? Say, now, what have you invented?’

I have just invented a new bomb.

”She clapped her hands.

”’That’s just too lovely for anything, she said. "Tell me all about it’

”T hesitated; you would have done the same. Such secrets are not lightly to
be babbled of. But was there ever an inventor who did not delight to talk of his
invention—even before it was provisionally protected? So I told.

»’Beautiful Daisy, it is a bomb of which I think I have every reason to be
proud. The principal ingredient is fulminate of mercury. It will make a terri-
ble noise, but do no harm worth speaking of. You wonder; but I will explain.
What is the object of a bomb? To terrorise. What is the most effective cause of
terror? Noise. By noise, far more than by any other means, shall we frighten
governments into conceding our demands.

”She was not indignant, as some women would have been, but only curious.

”T’d just love to have a look at that bomb, she said.

But, beautiful Daisy, I replied, ’even if you saw it, you would never know
that it was a bomb. That is another of its merits. It can be made up to look like
anything—like a cigar-case, for example, or a photograph album, or a purse’

”’How clever!’

»Still, T said, ’if you would deign to accept the humble hospitality of a
bachelor’s roof—’

*She was emancipated—even for an American. The usual proprieties
seemed to have no hold upon her.

»’Iwill, she said, ’and if 'm alive to-morrow, I'll be passing here about this
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time’

”And then we said good-bye. If only Thad known! But I must not anticipate.

I prepared a feast for my beautiful Daisy—such a feast as my modest means
permitted. We had tea and fruits, and bread and butter, and cream, and honey—
real honey, not the poisonous stuff they make at Zurich. Imagine, then, my con-
sternation when she burst into a flood of tears, exclaiming—

”’Oh! I feel mean, I do. I feel real mean’

I imagined, of course, that she was ashamed of the advantage that she was
taking of the confidence which her parents had reposed in her, and I tried to
comfort her upon that supposition. But she was inconsolable.

”’No, no, it isn’t that, she said. 'Why I feel mean is that I deceived you. I'm
not Daisy van Bean, and my poppa isn’t a railroad king’
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”I tried to assure her that I was superior to all foolish prejudices about her
social station; but she interrupted me again—

»’Listen! There’s no time to lose. I'm just a spy and a decoy of the Third
Section. They heard of you, and they sent me up to make sure, and they’re follow-
ing me—six of them—this very afternoon. I didn’t intend telling you; but when
you looked at me just then, I felt real mean’

”’I must not stay here another moment, I said. ’Come with me. Let us fly
together’

”’Too late! too late!” she murmured. ’I hear them coming’

”And, sure enough, there was the sound of footsteps on the gravel. But a
thought struck her.

”’What’s the matter with getting out of the window?’ she asked eagerly.
They are all barred,’ I answered. "With my own hands I fixed the bars, so
that the Third Section might not break in by night. How was I to know that the
Third Section would attempt to enter in broad daylight by the door?’

”She gasped.

”’Great snakes! As if, in a lonesome place like this, it wasn’t the easiest
thing in the world to rush the house!’

”’Rush the house!’ I repeated, for the Americanism was new to me.

“But Daisy only went into hysterics on the sofa, and ten seconds later I had
grasped the meaning of her words.

”The door opened and the intruders entered. There were six of them, all
dressed in black, as men who go to funerals. I should have wondered at this if I
had had the time to wonder, but I had none. There was no parley, no attempt at
parley. They knew their réle and I knew mine. I hurled the teacup at the foremost
of them and gashed his forehead badly. The milk-jug followed, breaking the front
teeth of the second. Then they ran in upon me and we fought at close quarters.

”Such a fight as it was! Kicking upwards, I caught one of them under the
chin, so that he lay for dead upon the floor. A second, getting the sole of my boot
in the pit of his stomach, fell, doubled up, in the remotest corner of the room. A
third, however, with fiendish ingenuity, hurled a chair between my legs. I tripped
and fell, half dazed with the blow that my head got as I tumbled. They rushed
upon me, pinioned me, and tied my hands and feet. The fight had hardly lasted
a minute, and, conquered by superior numbers, I was at their mercy.

”’Run for help, Marie, T had shouted to my old housekeeper at the beginning
of the struggle, and, though she was deaf and could not hear me, what she saw
sufficed to send her, screaming loudly, down the hill.

“One of my assailants, however, pursued her, caught her, put his hand over
her mouth, lifted her in his arms, and brought her back and locked her in her
bedroom. I saw her kicking, as he carried her past the open door, and then my
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*1 hurled the teacup at the foremost of them.'
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”I hurled the teacup at the foremost of them.”

senses left me.

"How long I lay stunned I cannot tell you. Wholly unconscious at first, I
must have continued for hours in a state of semi-consciousness, vaguely aware,
like a man in a dream, of the strange things that were going on around me. I per-
ceived dimly that night fell and that the lamps were lighted. As it were through
a mist, I saw the figures of men watching me. From time to time I heard muffled
voices that I could make nothing of. At last if seemed as if a cloud had suddenly
lifted, and my senses returned to me with a flash.

“Horror of horrors! I was sitting—in an open coffin—with the lid lying on
the floor beside it, ready to be fixed on!

”’A thousand thunders!’ I yelled, trying to struggle to my feet. "What are
you doing? I am——’

“But, with my hands and feet fastened, I could scarcely move.
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”A rough hand thrust me back, and one of my enemies—he with the dam-
aged forehead—held a piece of stamped paper before my eyes, saying jeeringly—

”You are Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski, are you? Then read that,
my friend!’

”’Good Heavens!’ I ejaculated.

"The paper was my acte de déces—my death certificate, bearing the
signature—forged, of course—of the leading physician of Montreux.

”So the scheme of these ruffians of the Third Section was—to bury me alive!
I could have no doubt of it, and I could do nothing to help myself. There was just
a chance that Daisy might find a means of saving me; but it was a very faint
chance. The others would almost certainly look too sharply after her for that. I
felt my face blanch and great beads of sweat stand out upon my forehead. I made
a desperate effort to free myself, but with no result.

”The men stood round and laughed at me, and then one of them advanced
and clapped a pad over my mouth.

”’Here’s something to keep you quiet, my friend, he said derisively.

“Those were the last words I heard. There followed the sickly smell of chlo-
roform, the insufferable sense of suffocation, and then a blank unconsciousness,
drifting into weird and wonderful dreams. At last—after how long a period I
cannot say—consciousness and recollection stole back to me together. I grasped
the meaning of the incessant rattling and jolting which had been with me in my
dreams, and still continued now that all my faculties were once more awakened.

”’The fiends!” I ejaculated, as the awful truth came home to me. The Third
Section had kidnapped me and locked me in the coffin, for the purpose of con-
veying me back to Russia, where, without doubt, the hangman’s rope awaited
me. They had forged the death certificate in order to be able to pass the coffin,
without question or investigation, through the various custom-houses. It was a
better fate than being buried alive, as I had expected; but only because it gave the
chapter of accidents an opening.

”’Let me out! I have no business here. I am Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosna-
pulski’

“But no answer came. If any sound had issued from my narrow prison, the
rumbling of the train had drowned it. If I were ever to get out of it, I must find
the way myself, by my own strength and ingenuity.

"By luck my hands were not so securely fastened as they might have been.
Confident in the strength of the coffin itself, my captors had evidently been guilty
of carelessness in this respect. I was able to get my hands to my mouth, and, after
half an hour’s patient work, to undo the knot with my teeth.

”’Now let me see if they have left me any sort of tool, I said to myself.

”So I first rescued my feet from their bonds and then fumbled in my pock-
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ets. The fools had not taken the trouble to empty them, thinking, no doubt, that
it would be time enough to do this when I reached my destination; but they con-
tained little enough, all the same. A few coins, a few notes of the Geneva Bank, a
box of matches, some letters, a key, a small pocket-knife, and a cigar-case—such
was the full list of the implements that I had to work with.

”’First for the cigar-case, I mused. ’If only I knew whether that was the
bomb cigar-case!’

"For I knew that, in one of my cigar-cases, I had packed one of my noisy
but harmless bombs; though whether it was in the one that I had in my pocket,
or in the one that I had left upon the mantelpiece, I could not recollect. In the
former event my course was clear. I had only to wait until the train stopped and
then fire it. The terrific din would doubtless break the drums of both my ears;
the flame might even scorch my face. But at least the train would be searched
after the explosion, and when smoke was seen issuing from the coffin, through
the breathing-holes that had been bored for me, it would be opened.

”I waited patiently until we reached a station. Then, holding the case care-
fully behind my back, so as to save my face as much as possible, I jerked it open.

“But nothing happened—nothing, that is to say, except that the cigars fell
out of it!

”’Let me see how far the knife will help me, was my next idea.

It was quite a little knife, as I have said. But the journey to the Russian
frontier was along one. I'had plenty of time in front of me. It seemed just possible
that, if I worked diligently, I might at least carve a hole in the lid through which
I could put out a finger, if not a hand, and make a signal of distress. I opened the
little pocket-knife and set to work.

At first things went quite easily. The interior of the coffin was lined with
a thick felting, designed, no doubt, to muffle any noise that its occupant might
make. I worked diligently and succeeded in stripping off a patch of it. But I could
get no further. Alas! and alas! Behind the padding I encountered, not wood, but
solid lead, upon which the knife made no impression.

“Beaten again!’

”I gasped out the words in the bitterness of my despair and fainted. For an
hour or two, as I conjecture, I lay senseless on my back. My last hope, apparently,
was gone. My one chance of escaping the hangman was to die before I reached
him. But then, suddenly—

“Crash! Bang!

“The noise reached me even in my leaden box. I felt the train slowing down
immediately afterwards, and knew exactly what must have happened.

”The Third Section! They stole the cigar-case from my mantelpiece.
They’ve opened it to try the cigars and fired the bomb themselves.
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“But depression followed quickly on the heels of exultation. The firing of
the bomb, though it stopped the train and caused the Russian spies to be arrested,
would hardly help me to declare my presence in the coffin. The chance was that I
should be left there till I starved, or else put hastily underground because no one
knew who I was. What was I to do to arrest the attention of the officials, who
were even now beginning to search the train from end to end.

”I thought hard, as though my brain were packed in ice, and then the in-
spiration came to me.

”I have it! The cigars! If they see smoke coming through the air-holes,
they’ll think it was the bomb!’

"Did you ever try to smoke a cigar when you had just come round after
having been under chloroform? If not, then you may take my word for it that it
needs more heroism than to charge a battery or defend a barricade. I choked and
coughed. I was seized by the most hideous nausea. I would have preferred the
torture of the rack or thumbscrew. But I bit my lips and stuck to it, smoking for
dear life’s sake.

”It seemed whole weeks before my signal was discovered, though from the
length of the ash upon my Vevey fine I knew that it could not have been more
than five minutes at the outside. At last I began to hear voices, though I failed to
distinguish the words, and realised that tools were at work upon my living tomb.
In spite of the awful nausea, I puffed away harder than ever, pressing upwards
with my hand, so as to lift the lid the very moment it was loosened.

At last it yielded. I thrust it off, not waiting for it to be lifted, and with the
stump of my cigar still between my fingers sprang to my feet, exclaiming—

”’It is time that I was out of this. I have no business here’

*The guards and porters and policemen who were standing round turned
pale, as though they had seen a ghost, and nearly fell into each other’s arms.

”’Who the——" one of them ejaculated in his consternation, and I answered
reassuringly—

”’Fear nothing! No harm will happen to you. I am Jean Antoine Stromboli
Kosnapulski’

“Then I stepped out of my box and looked around me. We were at Basle.
On the platform I saw my old enemy of the Third Section—the same man whose
forehead I had gashed—offering explanations to two policemen, who held him
fast and did not seem at all disposed to listen to him.

”I pointed at him with the finger of denunciation.

”There he is, I cried. 'That is the culprit; that is the man who fired the
bomb. He was making bombs in the woods near Montreux, and because I caught
him at it he kidnapped me and threatened me with this living death. It is a voice
from the dead that now convicts him of his crime’
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”You can imagine the effect that followed from my words. The crowd
rushed forward as one man, vowing that it would tear the miscreant limb from
limb; the police, as one man, formed up to save him for more formal and deliber-
ate justice, and I found myself standing alone and unobserved upon the platform.

”’This is a good opportunity of retiring unobtrusively, I said to myself, "If I
remain to give evidence, I shall be the mark of the vengeance of the Third Section
for the remainder of my life. Better that an ocean should roll between us; better
that I should disappear mysteriously and leave no trace behind.

”So, taking advantage of the confusion, I bought a ticket and slipped unno-
ticed into the Paris train en route for Havre and America.

"Afterwards, from the papers, I learnt that my enemy of the Third Section—
whose Government naturally could not help him—had been sentenced to impris-
onment with hard labour”

THE COUNTER-REVOLUTION.

Stromboli smoked a cigar, slowly and meditatively, in my chambers. The dreamy
yet earnest look in his eyes indicated that he was following an important train
of thought. At last he spoke.

“What,” he asked, ”is your candid opinion of me as a story-teller?”

I smiled my admiration and replied—

"My friend, I find many notable qualities in your stories, but the quality
which pleases me best is the modesty of the narrator”

For the first time the revolutionist flashed a suspicious glance at me,
ejaculating—

"My modesty? What do you mean, then?”

"I refer;” I said, ”to the readiness with which you acknowledge that your
appearance in revolutions has sometimes been more picturesque than dignified.
Take that Nihilist story,” I explained. ”It seems that all that you did for the cause
was to smoke a cigar in your coffin”

“But you know that my réle has not often been so humble as on that occa-
sion. If I have sunk low, I have also risen high. Listen, and I will tell you. I was
once the President of a republic”

"You don’t say so?” was the feeble remark I blurted out.

”I say so,” he replied with gentle dignity, “for no other reason than because
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it happens to be the fact. I suppose I should still be the President of a republic
if it had not been for the counter-revolution. A counter-revolution,” he added,
philosophically, ”is no unusual incident in the history of the republics of Central
America”

I nodded my acquiescence.

”Still,” T urged, ”it would be a good idea for you to tell the story. It exhibits
you, no doubt, in a heroic light”

”I leave you to be the judge of that,” Stromboli answered, and forthwith
began upon—

THE ADVENTURE OF THE COUNTER-REVOLUTION.

”On escaping from my coffin, as I have told you, I hurried by way of Havre to
New York—a city where revolutionists are treated with respect, and may even
obtain municipal office by means of the Irish vote. I make no doubt I should have
risen to some distinction of the kind, if another employment had not been found
for me by private enterprise.

”It happened in an underground saloon bar—a ’dive’ as it was called—which
I frequented. I used to sit there in the company of some large-hearted Irishmen
who had got into trouble with the British Government. We told each other stories
of adventures, and I flatter myself that, as a story-teller, I held my own among
them. But the crisis in my career arrived when I heard a strange but friendly
voice at my elbow, speaking the one word—

”’Cocktail?’

”T accepted the invitation and turned round to inspect my host. As he was
well-dressed, my first impression was that he was a young man of fashion—a
‘dude, in fact—engaged in seeing life. His manner, however, was not languid
enough for that, and the look in his eyes was too keen.

“He watched me closely and drew to the other end of the saloon, where we
could talk without being overheard. Then he jerked out—

”’Say, now! Those stories you’ve been tellin’—partly true, s’pose?’

»’Sir; 1 said, ’if you have only offered me hospitality for the purpose of
throwing doubt upon my word——’

“The stranger apologised, and, after a pause, approached the subject from
a fresh point of view.

”’Say, though. You’re by way of being a desperate character, anyhow,
reckon?’ and added, dropping the words as if what he said was of no particu-
lar importance, 'Lookin’ out for employment, likely?’

It seemed kindly meant, though crudely put; the conjecture was correct.
Before I could enlarge upon the extent and nature of my qualifications he cut me
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short again.

”’Drop round on me at two o’clock to-morrow afternoon, and we’ll fit up a
deal right there. Here is my card. Now, as it’s getting late, I'll say "Good-night”
to you and get on the car. Glad to have made your acquaintance. Hope to renew
it in the morning’

“He shook my hand and hurried off. I examined his card and found it thus
inscribed—

HIRAM P. VAN SCHUYLER,
115, Broadway.

It was a name that I knew—a name that everybody knew. Hiram P. Van Schuyler
was a millionaire—a railroad king. It puzzled me to think what he could want in
seeking the acquaintance of a revolutionist. Did he desire to buy me over to
constitutional causes? If so——

”’There is some mystery here, I said to myself, ’and I will probe it to the
bottom.

”So out of curiosity, rather than from any higher motive, I decided to keep
the appointment which Mr. Van Schuyler had made.

“His offices occupied the whole of an enormous block of buildings; his own
private room was on the highest floor. An elevator carried me up to it, a clerk
showed me in, and Mr. Van Schuyler shook me warmly by the hand.

”’Glad to see you. Take a seat, Mr.——’

”’Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski, I explained.

”’That’s so. I think you were saying that you’re in favour of revolutions?’

I had not, in fact, said anything of the kind; but as he had said it for me, I
replied—

”’My services—such as they are—have always been at the disposition——’

”’That’s the notion, sir. Now, 'm going to make you a square offer.

"Now, I was quite sure that he wished to bribe me to abandon my political
opinions, and I prepared an appropriate reply. But I had no use for it.

”’My offer is—subject, of course, to certain conditions, Mr. Van Schuyler
continued—’to put up the dollars for a revolution in the Republic of Nicaragua.

”Once more I breathed freely; and Mr. Van Schuyler proceeded to explain,
as coolly as though he were discussing the most simple matter of business rou-
tine.
”’You see, it’s this way. There are concessions to be had in Nicaragua, and
I want the handling of them—concessions for railroads, concessions for gold-
mining, concessions for street-lighting, and plenty more. The existing Govern-
ment does not see its way to offer me sufficiently remunerative terms. Therefore,
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the existing Government has to go, and my nominee has to be elected President.
If he can see his way to being elected Emperor, so much the better. The main
thing is that, after election, he must afford me the necessary facilities for de-
veloping the resources of the country. Possibly there is no money in those re-
sources; but that doesn’t matter. There’s money in the concessions, and I mean
getting them. The question is, therefore: Will you accept my nomination to the
Nicaraguan Presidency? Don’t decide in a hurry. Think it over carefully for two
minutes while I write a letter, and then let me know’

“During the allotted interval I turned the matter over carefully in my mind.

”Your proposal is of a somewhat unusual character, I said.

”If it were usual, there wouldn’t be money in it; Mr. Van Schuyler an-
swered; and the argument impressed me favourably.

”’Then I am willing to act for you, said L.

Then we’ll consider it fixed up, said he. ’Go home and draft your plan
of action, and drop round again this time to-morrow. In the meantime, don’t go
gassing about it in the saloons, or Jacob Van Tine’ll get hold of the notion and
put up a rival nominee.

”I swore that I would be as silent as the grave.

”’Right, said Mr. Van Schuyler. ’Good afternoon, Mr.—’

”’Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski, I prompted.

”’That is so. Good afternoon, sir.

”So we shook hands again and I departed to mature my schemes; for there
was much to be thought over and little time for thinking.

”’I will be methodical, I said to myself, ’and begin at the beginning. First of
all, I must find out where is Nicaragua, and how one gets there—whether by rail
or steamer. Some further particulars as to the population, and national defences,
and the present political condition of the country, will also be of service to me.
They will know these things at the State Library. I will go there and inquire. But
I will be careful not to divulge my secret to the librarian. Doubtless it will suffice
to make him communicative if I throw out mysterious hints’

*Then I rode down to the Library on the cars, and though I made only the
most obscure references to the delicate mission with which I was entrusted, all
the vast resources of the establishment were instantly placed at my disposal. In
the course of a couple of hours I had probed the question to the bottom, and by
the time of my next appointment with Mr. Van Schuyler was thoroughly master
of my subject.

”’] have discovered, I told him, ’that the Republic of Nicaragua contains
more than a quarter of a million of inhabitants’

”’The precise number, according to the last census, was 259,800, said Mr.
Van Schuyler. "Fire ahead’

5.
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] calculate that an army of ten thousand trustworthy volunteers——
Would eat up all my margin of profit and a bit more besides. Try again.
I was about to say, when you interrupted me, I proceeded, ’that such an
army was obviously out of the question. On the other hands, I should have no
confidence in any smaller army. Consequently——’

”’Consequently, you're going to turn up the job?’

”I drew myself up proudly in my indignation.

”’No, sir, I replied. ’Your suggestion shows that you do not know Jean
Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski.

”’What, then?’

'] propose to go to Nicaragua alone, trusting to the operation of that law
of Nature which, in a troubled country, invariably brings the strong man to the
front’

"Mr. Van Schuyler’s face brightened.

”’Can you start right now?’ he asked.

™1 can, I answered.

Then T'll open you a credit of fifty thousand dollars in the bank of
Nicaragua to go on with. Take another fifty thousand dollars in bills on New
York, in case you need them. When you want to cable, use my private code,
which I'll give you. That’s all, I think’

”It was a great undertaking, was it not, to overthrow the Government of a
republic with no other weapon than my strength of character? YetIwas confident
of success—so much so that, feeling that secrecy no longer mattered, I brightened
my journey to San Francisco by discussing my prospects with a fellow passenger.

“He was a big, burly man, red-bearded, tanned by the sun, attired in cor-
duroy breeches and a blue serge shirt, and he told me that he passed by the name
of Colorado Charlie. If I had desired a lieutenant to aid me in any daring enter-
prise, he was the very type of man I should have chosen; and as I was resolved
to go alone, it seemed the most natural thing in the world to confide in him.

”’] am as brave as you are, but more cunning, I said to him. ’Mark my
words and you shall see. Like Joshua, I will blow my own trumpet, and the wall
shall fall down flat. I am Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski’

»’Stranger, he responded cordially, ’I cotton to you. It sounds a one-sided
arrangement, and rather rough on the Nicaraguans; but I take it that in the hour
of victory you will be merciful as you are strong’

»’I will, I cried enthusiastically.

In that case, sir, said Colorado Charlie, I will, with your permission, call
for drinks, and we will lower them together in honour of your enterprise.

”So he called for Bourbon whisky and persuaded me to drink it raw. Raw
Bourbon whisky burns the throat, but comforts the stomach and unties the
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tongue. Until the bottle was empty I talked freely of Nicaraguan affairs. When
I had finished it I fell asleep, and when I awoke I found that my companion
had descended at a wayside station, leaving me alone, a sufferer from a split-
ting headache.

”As for the further incidents of my journey, I need not trouble you with
them, for they were of no importance. There was a certain delay at San Francisco
while I waited for a steamer; and the boat, when it started, travelled slowly and
pitched more than Iliked. Ultimately, however, I reached Managua, the capital of
the country and the seat of the government which I had undertaken to overthrow
with no other force than my unaided strength of character. I put up at the best
hotel, where I made a favourable impression by engaging the best apartments
and—contrary to my usual habit—paying for them in advance. Then I visited
the bank, established my identity, furnished an example of my signature, and
provided myself with a large book of cheques payable to bearer. Then I dined
sumptuously, and after dinner began my campaign by summoning the landlord
to my presence. In private life he was, I believe, a colonel in the army; but in his
public capacity he stood before me with obsequious bows and smirks.

»’Sefior Landlord, I said to him, will you be kind enough to tell me the
exact name of the President of this Republic?’

“He told me. It was a long name—longer even than my own—but the es-
sential part of it was Don Juan.

”’Then, Sefior Landlord, I proceeded, 'will you kindly send a boy round to
the Palace with my compliments—the compliments of Jean Antoine Stromboli
Kosnapulski—to say that it will give me great pleasure if the President will step
round and smoke a cigar’

*The landlord smiled, and shrugged his shoulders, and looked the picture
of despair.

”’Alas! milord, it is impossible, he answered. ’It is now three months since
the President last went outside the Palace gates’

”’How, then? Is he ill?’ T asked sympathetically.

It is not that, milord. It is that when he shows himself, the leaders of
the constitutional party shoot at him. They are bad marksmen, it is true; but
the President fears that, as there are so many of them, one of them, by accident,
might hit him’

”I reflected, and, with the instinctive rapidity of genius, formed a plan.

”In that case, I said, 'you may inform the President that I propose to do
myself the honour of calling upon him in the morning

”’But the President receives no one, replied the landlord. ’It is now two
months since he received anyone. When he found that so many visitors only
called for the purpose of attempting to assassinate him, his Excellency decided

5



that it would be better to give up receiving them.

”Once more I meditated. Evidently there was a good deal of dissatisfaction
felt with the existing Nicaraguan Government. The discovery quieted any qualms
that might otherwise have hampered my attempt to overthrow it. It also showed
me that one way of making a revolution there would be to take a side and lead it
to victory; but I preferred the more manly course of independent action.

”’Then you need say nothing to the President, I told the landlord. T will
call upon him unannounced and take my chance of finding him’

”’Of course milord will drive. Will four horses be sufficient for milord?’ the
man inquired.

”I told him I should need no horses, but should go on foot. He looked disap-
pointed, having doubtless intended to charge me heavily for the hire of horses;
but I cheered him up by writing him out a cheque payable to bearer. It was a
negotiable instrument little used by Nicaraguans, and it was a part of my plan to
familiarise them with the fact that the bank would hand money over the counter
in exchange for them. When, early the next morning, Ilooked out of my window
and saw my landlord in the centre of the plaza, attired in his military uniform,
hugging a bag of silver dollars to his breast, and explaining the nature of the
transaction to an animated group of fellow-citizens, my confidence in the scheme
which I had devised rose high.

”’An ass laden with gold captured cities in ancient Greece, I said to my-
self. ’Shall not a man carrying a cheque-book be able to do as much in modern
Nicaragua?’

”I waited patiently, smoking my cigar, while the reputation of the cheque-
book spread itself through the city. Then I wrote out a number of other cheques
for various sums, all payable to bearer, and, putting on the evening dress and the
white kid gloves which are usual for visits of ceremony, walked over to the Palace,
where the President resided. AsIhad expected, I found the entrance barred by a
couple of sentinels who were playing cards and smoking cigarettes.

”Is the President at home?’ I asked them politely.

“They sprang to their feet, thrust their cigarettes between their teeth, took
up their rifles, and pointed their fixed bayonets truculently towards my stomach.

”I calmed them with a friendly gesture.

”’I mean your President no harm; and, as a token of the integrity of my
purpose, I would like to present you with these little cheques. You will observe
that they are payable to bearer’

“The men took the slips of pale green paper, and looked carefully at them, at
me, and at each other. Smiles came out upon their faces and gradually broadened
into grins. With slow and deliberate movement they leant their rifles up against
the walls, and then, without a word of explanation, or even of thanks, they started
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"I calmed them with a friendly gesture.”

together at the double for the bank.

”It is a good beginning, I said to myself, and walked on up the Palace
garden to the front door.

“Two other sentinels were on guard here; and they also were smoking
cigarettes and playing cards. To them, too, I handed cheques with a few sympa-
thetic words, and had the satisfaction of seeing them run off, like happy children,
in chase of their fellow-soldiers.

”’We are making progress, I said to myself, and passed on unimpeded into
the entrance-hall.

“There, various servants—first footmen in livery, and then cooks and
housemaids—came out and crowded round me. I had expected it and I was pre-
pared. The cheques to bearer, as I have told you, were already filled up and
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signed. It was only the work of a minute to sit down at a table, tear them out
of the book, and push them into the eager, outstretched hands. The reputation
of my cheques to bearer had reached them perhaps a quarter of an hour before.
They snatched them from me, and, without waiting to put on their hats, men,
women, and even boys, started off in rapid procession down the street towards
the bank.

”Once more I was alone. But not for long. The noise made by my rapid
distribution of cheques had evidently been overheard. A door opened and there
issued from it a little man in a magnificent scarlet uniform, with magnificent
white plumes in his cocked hat.

”’Carramba! Who are you, and what are you doing here?’ was his ferocious
greeting.

T advanced towards him courteously.

”’I am Jean Antoine Stromboli Kosnapulski, I answered, gently but firmly.
’May I, in my turn, inquire to whom I have the honour of speaking?’

”>Carramba! 1 am the General Montojo del Rio Grande del Norte, Minister
of War to the Republic of Nicaragua, he retorted, laying his hand upon his sword.

”In defence I laid my hand upon my cheque-book.

”’The honour is entirely mine, I said. ’In evidence of the pleasure which
I feel in making your acquaintance, you will perhaps permit me to present you
with this small cheque. You will perceive that it is an open cheque for 2,000
dollars, made payable to bearer’

“For the first time in the course of my adventure I experienced a rebuff.

”’Carramba!” the War Minister repeated for the third time, and flung my
cheque scornfully on the floor and trampled on it, half drawing his sabre from
the scabbard.

“But I was a match for him.

”’Pardon me, I said. ’I see I have given you the wrong cheque by mistake.
This was the cheque that I intended for you. It is payable to bearer, like the other,
but it is for the sum of 5,000 dollars.

“General Montojo del Rio Grande del Norte took the cheque from me and
examined it; he picked up the first cheque from the floor and examined that also;
Then he stuffed both cheques into his pocket and said abruptly—

”’Excuse me! [ have an important appointment, and I must go and keep it.

”And he turned on his heel with dignity and left me. A minute later I caught
another glimpse of him through one of the windows. He was running—I never
saw a man run so fast.

”’I think I may take it that that fixes the price of a Cabinet Minister at 5,000
dollars. The other 2,000 dollars were of the nature of a windfall which the rest
will not expect.
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Scarcely had I said it when the hall was full of Cabinet Ministers, who
had apparently broken up a Cabinet Council in order to come and look for their
colleague. I received them with empressement, and cut short their demand for
explanations by the immediate production of my cheque-book. I gave cheques for
5,000 dollars each to the Minister of the Interior, the Minister for Foreign Affairs,
the Finance Minister, the Minister of Education, and the Minister of Agriculture;
and as they warmly shook my hand I added—

”’No doubt you would like to go and cash your cheques at once. Pray do
not stan