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himself. “But I see there is only one way to get
him to talk.”

He sat down very positively in front of his victim,
and began to recite from the paper in his hand,
“Resolve!” “Gyre!” “Explode!” “Action and reac-
tion!” “Balance!” “Soul!” “Wings!” Briggs
looked up suddenly, savagely. “You'll never do it!”
went on the magician. “You thought you did; but
you didn’t, and you never will. It's hopeless! Re-
solve—gyre—explode!”

“Damn you; get out!” said Briggs.

“Taking G as 31 point 2,” continued the torturer,
and Pi as 3 point 241356, and e as " Briggs
sprang to his feet. “You can’t! You're getting it all
wrong. Curse you! Curse you!” he yelled.

“You'll never do it! You'll never do it!” went on
Simon implacably. “Sin Theta plus Cos Theta equals
twice the root of minus eight! You'll never do it!
You'll never do it!”

“Are you the devil come to torturc me before my
time?”

“Good. No. I'm Simon Iff. And all I want to
know is—how long do you need to finish your prob-
lem?”

“Oh, get out! Get out!”

“Seven times six is forty-four, and——"

“Get out!”

“Log one plus X equals X, minus half X squared
plus a third X cubed plus—

“Minus, you dolt!” shrieked Briggs. “For God’s
sake, stop! You're putting me all out!”

“Some people are going to disturb you very soon
by hanging you.” He squeezed the professor’s wind-
pipe till he gasped.

“Tell me how long you need to finish the problem,
and I'll go, and T'll see you have all you need, and no
disturbance.”

l "1}, month, six weeks. Oh, go, there's a good fel-
ow!”

Simon Iff went out without another word. He
tad an appointment to meet 'Anging ’Olborne for
dinner.

“Well, T had to put him to the torture,” said the
magician: “but I got him to say one rational sen-
tence. Now I want you to trust me in this. Get the
execution postponed for a month. Don't disturb old
Briges. Let him have anything he calls for, in rea-
son ; he'll need little. As soon as he talks rationally
again, you and I will go and sec him in the cell. 1
can promise you this thing is going to clear up like
a day in spring. April showers bring May flowers.”

Just five weeks later Holborne telephoned to
Simon Iff to come round to his house. “Briggs has
woken up,” he said: “for the last weck he has been
working with drawing materials which he had asked
for. Suddenly he swept the whole thing aside and
looked up at the warden. “Who the devil are yon?”
he said. “And where’s the lab. gone?” They rang
me up at once. Let’s get down.”

They found Briggs pacing his cell in a rage.
“This is an outrage!” he cried when he saw his
friends. “a dammed outrame! T shall write to the
Times!”

“You'd better talk to us first,” said Holborne. “I
may say that all England has been waiting to hear
from you for some months.”

“I should say so,” retorted Briggs: “and you may
go and tell them that 1 did it! Alone I did it!”
“Are we not talking at cross purposes?”’ suggested
the mystic mildly. “Our mundane minds are pre-

occupied with the small matter of the murder of
Peter Clark. And I don’t think you did that.”

“Who? I. Of course not. Don't be so silly !”

“Well, you were there. We should really be grate-
ful if you would tell us who did do it.”

“That fool Marshall, of course.”

“Marshall?” said the mystic.

“The farmer down by Saffield. Peter had seduced
his wife. He tracked the boy up here—1 mean up
there; I can't realize this isn’t my lab., you know, just
yet. Followed him into the lab. Peter drew an auto-
matic. Marshall got my Webley, and fired while the
boy was hesitating. Then he threw down the gun.
anc¢ went out.” )

“Don’t you think you might have explained this
before?” said Holborne. “Do you realize that you've
been conviced for murder; if it hadn't Leen for 1
here, we'd have hanged you a fortnight ago.”

“How could I?” said Briggs irritably. “You don’t
understand.” .

“Well. explain later, We'll get you a free pardon
as soon as possible. I may tell you that Marshall fell
down a quarry the same night as the murder. He mus*
have been half insane. But we never connccted his
death with your case. Anyhow, I'll see to it that you
get out by to-morrow. and we'll celebrate it at the club.
Perhaps you would maks us a little speech, and tell us
what you've been doing all these months.”

“All right. But I've got to see Williams right
away.”

“Williams!” said Simon Iff. “So that is what it
was, was it? I'll tell him to-day to come right down
and see you; and we'll have him up to the dinner to-
morrow, and we'll all live happy ever after!”

Two days later Briggs was on his feet at a great
and special gathering of the Hemlock Club. Simon
Iff was on his best behavior, except that he would
drink only tea, saying that his mood was exquisite and
aethestic like a Ming Vase, Briges. as the guest of
honor, was seated on the right of the president of the
club, on whose other hand sat Rear-Admiral Williams,
a trusted member of the Secret Committee of Public:
Defense, which is known to just a few people in Lon-
don as a liaison be!ween Navy and Army, and a back-
ground to both.

The professor was no orator, but he did not lack
encouragement, ‘‘I want to thank you all very much,”
he said. “Of course we can’t tell you just what this
thing is, but Admiral Williams has been good enough
to say tha' it's all right as far as he can sce. and that
ought to be good enough for us all. He's a jolly good
fellow, Williams, and T wish we had a few more like
him. I mean I’'m glad we've ot a lot more like him.

it hang it! that’s not what I mean either. I'm no
speaker. vou know: but anvhow I thoucht you'd like
to hear just how T came to think of this damned thing.
Ycu see T was working that morning—just finished’
verifying Mersenne’s statement for p equals 167,
rather a tricky proof, but awfully jolly, so my mind
was absolutely clear and empty. Well, here comes the
Watts and the Kecttle business, That poor devil Mar-
shall runs in after Peter, richt on his heels, Peter
draws; T didn’t notice particularly, Marshall gets my
Webley and fires. T see it revolve and explode. Sce!
Two ideas, revolve and explode, Nothing in that.
Well, then Peter stays on his feet. qui‘e a while,
though he was dead. So T thoueht of reflex halance;
you know, the automatic dodge in our soles: it goes
wrong when you gct locomotor ataxia. Then he gives
a easn. and puts his arms out, like wines: and then 1
thonght of his soul flvine away. Nothing in that.
Well, then. Plummer throws down my Webley by the





