Upper School of Logic and Rhetoric %
Summer Reading Assignments 2025 COVENANT

CHRISTIAN ACADEMY

Students in the Upper School of Logic and Rhetoric read one Common book and one
English book assigned by grade. Scroll down for the assignments related to each book,
including this year’s “Un”Common Read.

“Un”Common Read (grades 77-12): Students will read the book they signed up for at
the Book Fair on Tuesday, June 3rd. A confirmation of their book and the specific
assignment sheet will be in an email from the book facilitator the week of June 9th.

Grade 7 English: Read The Witch of Blackbird Pond and complete the assignment as
outlined by Mrs. Russell.

Grade 8 English: Read four short stories (attached in this document) and complete
the assignment on pages 2-4 as outlined by Mrs. Russell.

Grade 9 English: Read George MacDonald’s Fairy Tales, visit a ruin, and write a
myth.

Grade 10 English: Read Sir Gawain and the Green Knight (the Tolkien translation),
visit a wilderness, find a green chapel, and draw a picture.

Grade 11 English: Read My Antonia by Willa Cather and visit a farm or homestead,
take photos, and write an accompanying poem.

Grade 12 English: Read Calvino’s Invisible Cities, visit a city, and create your own
invisible city.

*CCA students enrolled before August 1st should complete these assignments in full by
the first day of classes and bring the assignments with them on the first day. New
students enrolled after August 1st will be exempt from the written work, but should
read as much of the text as they are able.



In-coming 8th Grade Summer Reading - Short Stories

Instructions...

You are a publisher.

| Your Name's You are creating a book that compiles the following classic short
1 storiesinto one collective book.

Publisbing  All Summer in a Day by Ray Bradbury

The Ransom of Red Chief by O. Henry

The Most Dangerous Game by Richard Connell

The Blue Cross (Father Brown series) by G.K. Chesterton

Write an introduction to this book.

For each short story, include:
 Summary Sentence (Ex - This is a story about...)
* Your Experience reading it. What interested you?

For the book as a whole, include:
* Purpose of this collection - What unites these stories?
* Target Audience - Who would enjoy these stories? Why?
» What makes these stories classics? Explain how these stories
reach that distinction.

Neatly write your final draft on the template provided (page & of this packet
- If you need more space, use the back of that page.)

Design a cover for your collective book.
* Use the template provided (page 3 of this packet)
* Include a title for your collection
* Include your name (Ex - John’s Publishing)
* Represent each short story on your cover
* Use color & be neat
e (Cut the book out
e Store it in a page protector

This assignment is due the first week of school.
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All Summer in a Day
By Ray Bradbury

"Ready ?"

"Ready."

"Now ?"

"Soon."

"Do the scientists really know? Will it
happen today, will it ?"

"Look, look; see for yourself I"

The children pressed to each other like so
many roses, so many weeds, intermixed,
peering out for a look at the hidden sun.

It rained.

It had been raining for seven years;
thousands upon thousands of days
compounded and filled from one end to the
other with rain, with the drum and gush of
water, with the sweet crystal fall of showers
and the concussion of storms so heavy they
were tidal waves come over the islands. A
thousand forests had been crushed under
the rain and grown up a thousand times to
be crushed again. And this was the way life
was forever on the planet Venus, and this
was the schoolroom of the children of the
rocket men and women who had come to a
raining world to set up civilization and live
out their lives.

"It's stopping, it's stopping !"

"Yes, yes I

Margot stood apart from them, from these
children who could ever remember a time
when there wasn’t rain and rain and rain.
They were all nine years old, and if there
had been a day, seven years ago, when the
sun came out for an hour and showed its

face to the stunned world, they could not

recall. Sometimes, at night, she heard them
stir, in remembrance, and she knew they
were dreaming and remembering gold or a
yellow crayon or a coin large enough to buy
the world with. She knew they thought they
remembered a warmness, like a blushing in
the face, in the body, in the arms and legs
and trembling hands. But then they always
awoke to the tatting drum, the endless
shaking down of clear bead necklaces upon
the roof, the walk, the gardens, the forests,
and their dreams were gone.

All day yesterday they had read in class
about the sun. About how like a lemon it
was, and how hot. And they had written
small stories or essays or poems about it:/
think the sun is a flower, That blooms for just
one hour. That was Margot’s poem, read
in a quiet voice in the still classroom while
the rain was falling outside.

"Aw, you didn’t write that!" protested one
of the boys.

"l did," said Margot. "I did."

"William!" said the teacher.

But that was yesterday. Now the rain was
slackening, and the children were crushed in
the great thick windows.

Where’s teacher ?"

"She’ll be back."

"She’d better hurry, we'll miss it I"

They turned on themselves, like a
feverish wheel, all tumbling spokes. Margot
stood alone. She was a very frail girl who
looked as if she had been lost in the rain for
years and the rain had washed out the blue

from her eyes and the red from her mouth



and the yellow from her hair. She was an old
photograph dusted from an album, whitened
away, and if she spoke at all her voice would
be a ghost. Now she stood, separate,
staring at the rain and the loud wet world
beyond the huge glass.

"What're you looking at ?" said William.

Margot said nothing.

"Speak when you’re spoken to."

He gave her a shove. But she did not
move; rather she let herself be moved only
by him and nothing else. They edged away
from her, they would not look at her. She felt
them go away. And this was because she
would play no games with them in the
echoing tunnels of the underground city. If
they tagged her and ran, she stood blinking
after them and did not follow. When the
class sang songs about happiness and life
and games her lips barely moved. Only
when they sang about the sun and the
summer did her lips move as she watched
the drenched windows. And then, of course,
the biggest crime of all was that she had
come here only five years ago from Earth,
and she remembered the sun and the way
the sun was and the sky was when she was
four in Ohio. And they, they had been on
Venus all their lives, and they had been only
two years old when last the sun came out
and had long since forgotten the color and
heat of it and the way it really was.

But Margot remembered.

"It's like a penny," she said once, eyes
closed.

"No it's not!" the children cried.

"It's like a fire," she said, "in the stove."

"You're lying, you don’t remember !" cried
the children.

But she remembered and stood quietly
apart from all of them and watched the
patterning windows. And once, a month ago,
she had refused to shower in the school
shower rooms, had clutched her hands to
her ears and over her head, screaming the
water mustn’t touch her head. So after that,
dimly, dimly, she sensed it, she was different
and they knew her difference and kept
away. There was talk that her father and
mother were taking her back to Earth next
year; it seemed vital to her that they do so,
though it would mean the loss of thousands
of dollars to her family. And so, the children
hated her for all these reasons of big and
little consequence. They hated her pale
snow face, her waiting silence, her thinness,
and her possible future.

"Get away !" The boy gave her another
push. "What're you waiting for?"

Then, for the first time, she turned and
looked at him. And what she was waiting for
was in her eyes.

"Well, don’t wait around here !" cried the
boy savagely. "You won'’t see nothing!"

Her lips moved.

"Nothing !" he cried. "It was all a joke,
wasn'’t it?" He turned to the other children.
"Nothing’s happening today. /s it ?"

They all blinked at him and then,
understanding, laughed and shook their
heads.

"Nothing, nothing !"

"Oh, but," Margot whispered, her eyes

helpless. "But this is the day, the scientists



predict, they say, they know, the sun..."

"All a joke !" said the boy, and seized her
roughly. "Hey, everyone, let’s put her in a
closet before the teacher comes !"

"No," said Margot, falling back.

They surged about her, caught her up and
bore her, protesting, and then pleading, and
then crying, back into a tunnel, a room, a
closet, where they slammed and locked the
door. They stood looking at the door and
saw it tremble from her beating and throwing
herself against it. They heard her muffled
cries. Then, smiling, the turned and went out
and back down the tunnel, just as the
teacher arrived.

"Ready, children ?" She glanced at her
watch.

"Yes !" said everyone.

"Are we all here ?"

"Yes !I"

The rain slacked still more.

They crowded to the huge door.

The rain stopped.

It was as if, in the midst of a film
concerning an avalanche, a tornado, a
hurricane, a volcanic eruption, something
had, first, gone wrong with the sound
apparatus, thus muffling and finally cutting
off all noise, all of the blasts and
repercussions and thunders, and then,
second, ripped the film from the projector
and inserted in its place a beautiful tropical
slide which did not move or tremor. The
world ground to a standstill. The silence was
so immense and unbelievable that you felt
your ears had been stuffed or you had lost

your hearing altogether. The children put

their hands to their ears. They stood apart.
The door slid back and the smell of the
silent, waiting world came in to them.

The sun came out.

It was the color of flaming bronze and it
was very large. And the sky around it was a
blazing blue tile color. And the jungle burned
with sunlight as the children, released from
their spell, rushed out, yelling into the
springtime.

"Now, don'’t go too far," called the teacher
after them. "You’ve only two hours, you
know. You wouldn’t want to get caught out !"

But they were running and turning their
faces up to the sky and feeling the sun on
their cheeks like a warm iron; they were
taking off their jackets and letting the sun
burn their arms.

"Oh, it’s better than the sun lamps, isn't it
o

"Much, much better !"

They stopped running and stood in the
great jungle that covered Venus, that grew
and never stopped growing, tumultuously,
even as you watched it. It was a nest of
octopi, clustering up great arms of fleshlike
weed, wavering, flowering in this brief
spring. It was the color of rubber and ash,
this jungle, from the many years without sun.
It was the color of stones and white cheeses
and ink, and it was the color of the moon.

The children lay out, laughing, on the
jungle mattress, and heard it sigh and
squeak under them resilient and alive. They
ran among the trees, they slipped and fell,
they pushed each other, they played hide-

and-seek and tag, but most of all they



squinted at the sun until the tears ran down
their faces; they put their hands up to that
yellowness and that amazing blueness and
they breathed of the fresh, fresh air and
listened and listened to the silence which
suspended them in a blessed sea of no
sound and no motion. They looked at
everything and savored everything. Then,
wildly, like animals escaped from their
caves, they ran and ran in shouting circles.
They ran for an hour and did not stop
running.

And then -

In the midst of their running one of the
girls wailed.

Everyone stopped.

The girl, standing in the open, held out
her hand.

"Oh, look, look," she said, trembling.

They came slowly to look at her opened
palm.

In the center of it, cupped and huge, was
a single raindrop. She began to cry, looking
at it. They glanced quietly at the sun.

"Oh. Oh."

A few cold drops fell on their noses and
their cheeks and their mouths. The sun
faded behind a stir of mist. A wind blew cold
around them. They turned and started to
walk back toward the underground house,
their hands at their sides, their smiles
vanishing away.

A boom of thunder startled them and like
leaves before a new hurricane, they tumbled
upon each other and ran. Lightning struck
ten miles away, five miles away, a mile, a

half mile. The sky darkened into midnight in

a flash.

They stood in the doorway of the
underground for a moment until it was
raining hard. Then they closed the door and
heard the gigantic sound of the rain falling in
tons and avalanches, everywhere and
forever.

"Will it be seven more years ?"

"Yes. Seven."

Then one of them gave a little cry.

"Margot !"

"What ?"

"She’s still in the closet where we locked
her."

"Margot."

They stood as if someone had driven
them, like so many stakes, into the floor.
They looked at each other and then looked
away. They glanced out at the world that
was raining now and raining and raining
steadily. They could not meet each other’s
glances. Their faces were solemn and pale.
They looked at their hands and feet, their
faces down.

"Margot."

One of the girls said, "Well... ?"

No one moved.

"Go on," whispered the girl.

They walked slowly down the hall in the
sound of cold rain. They turned through the
doorway to the room in the sound of the
storm and thunder, lightning on their faces,
blue and terrible. They walked over to the
closet door slowly and stood by it.

Behind the closet door was only silence.

They unlocked the door, even more

slowly, and let Margot out.



BY O. HENRY
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It looked like a good thing; but wait till 1
tell you. We were down South, in Alabama—
Bill Driscoll and myself—when this kidnapping
idea struck us. It was, as Bill afterward
expressed it, “during a moment of temporary
mental apparition”;' but we didn’t find that
out till later.

There was a town down there, as flat as
a flannel-cake, and called Summit, of course.
It contained inhabitants of as undeleterious?
and self-satisfied a class of peasantry as ever
clustered around a Maypole.

Bill and me had a joint capital of about six
hundred dollars, and we needed just two
thousand dollars more to pull off a fraudulent
town-lot scheme in Western Illinois. We talked
it over on the front steps of the hotel.
Philoprogenitiveness,® says we, is strong in
semi-rural communities; therefore, and for
other reasons, a kidnapping project ought to
do better there than in the radius* of
newspapers that send reporters out in plain
clothes to stir up talk about such things. We
knew that Summit couldn’t get after us with
anything stronger than constables and, maybe,
some lackadaisical bloodhounds and a diatribe
or two in the Weekly Farmers’ Budget. So, it
looked good.

e selected for our victim the only child

of a prominent citizen named

Ebenezer Dorset. The father was
respectable and tight, a mortgage fancier and
a stern, upright collection plate passer and
forecloser. The kid was a boy of ten, with
bas-relief® freckles and hair the color of the
cover of the magazine you buy at the
newsstand when you want to catch a train.

Bill and me figured that Ebenezer would melt
down for a ransom of two thousand dollars to
a cent. But wait till I tell you.

About two miles from Summit was a little
mountain, covered with a dense cedar brake.*
On the rear elevation of this mountain was a
cave. There we stored provisions.

One evening after sundown, we drove in a
buggy past old Dorset’s house. The kid was in
the street, throwing rocks at a kitten on the
opposite fence.

“Hey, little boy!” says Bill, “would you like
to have a bag of candy and a nice ride?”

The boy catches Bill neatly in the eye with a
piece of brick.

“That will cost the old man an extra five
hundred dollars,” says Bill, climbing over
the wheel.

That boy put up a fight like a welterweight
cinnamon bear; but, at last, we got him down
in the bottom of the buggy and drove away. We
took him up to the cave, and I hitched the horse
in the cedar brake. After dark I drove the buggy
to the little village, three miles away, where we
had hired it, and walked back to the mountain.

Bill was pasting court plaster” over the
scratches and bruises on his features.

1. apparition (ip‘>-rish’an): a sudden or unusual sight;
Bill meant an “aberration,” a moving away from the
normal to the atypical.

2. undeleterious (tin-dél 1-tir"é-os): harmless.

3. philoprogenitiveness (fil'6-pro-jén’Y-tiv-nas): love for
one’s own children.

4. radius: range or area.

5. bas-relief (ba'r¥-1ef’): slightly raised; a kind of sculpture
carved so that figures stand out only slightly from the
background’s flat surface.

6. brake: a thick grouping of trees or undergrowth.

7. court plaster: adhesive cloth for covering superficial cuts
or scratches on the skin, used in the 18th century.

WORDS  diatribe (di’e-trib") n. condemnation; bitter, abusive criticism
TO ransom (rdn"sem) n. a price or a payment demanded in return for the release
KNOW of property or a person
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There was a fire burning behind the big rock
at the entrance of the cave, and the boy was
watching a pot of boiling coffee, with two
buzzard tail feathers stuck in his red hair.

He points a stick at me when I come up, and
says: “Ha! cursed paleface, do you dare to enter
the camp of Red Chief, the terror of the plains?”

“He’s all right now,” says Bill, rolling up his
trousers and examining some bruises on his
shins. “We’re playing Indian. We’re making
Buffalo Bill’s show look like magic-lantern
views® of Palestine in the town hall. 'm Old
Hank, the Trapper, Red Chief’s captive, and
I’m to be scalped at daybreak. By Geronimo!
that kid can kick hard.”

es, sir, that boy seemed to be having the
Ytime of his life. The fun of camping out

in a cave had made him forget that he
was a captive himself. He immediately
christened me Snake-eye, the Spy, and
announced that when his braves returned from
the warpath, I was to be broiled at the stake at
the rising of the sun.

Then we had supper; and he filled his mouth
full of bacon and bread and gravy and began
to talk. He made a during-dinner speech
something like this:

“I like this fine. I never camped out before;
but I had a pet possum once, and I was nine
last birthday. I hate to go to school. Rats ate up
sixteen of Jimmy Talbot’s aunt’s speckled hen’s
eggs. Are there any real Indians in these woods?
I want some more gravy. Does the trees moving
make the wind blow? We had five puppies.
What makes your nose so red, Hank? My
father has lots of money. Are the stars hot?

I whipped Ed Walker twice, Saturday. I don’t
like girls. You dassent’ catch toads unless with
a string. Do oxen make any noise? Why are
oranges round? Have you got beds to sleep on

72  UNIT ONE PART 1: UNDERSTANDING RELATIONSHIPS

in this cave? Amos Murray has got six toes.
A parrot can talk, but a monkey or a fish can’t.
How many does it take to make twelve?”

Every few minutes he would remember that
he was an Indian, and pick up his stick rifle
and tiptoe to the mouth of the cave to search
for the scouts of the hated paleface. Now and
then he would let out a war whoop that made
Old Hank the Trapper shiver. That boy had
Bill terrorized from the start.

“Red Chief,” says I to the kid, “would you
like to go home?”

“Aw, what for?” says he. “I don’t have any
fun at home. I hate to go to school. I like to
camp out. You won'’t take me back home
again, Snake-eye, will you?”

“Not right away,” says 1. “We’ll stay here in
the cave awhile.”

“All right!” says he. “That’ll be fine. I never
had such fun in all my life.”

We went to bed about eleven o’clock. We
spread down some wide blankets and quilts and
put Red Chief between us. We weren’t afraid
he’d run away. He kept us awake for three
hours, jumping up and reaching for his rifle and
screeching: “Hist! pard,” in mine and Bill’s ears,
as the fancied crackle of a twig or the rustle of
a leaf revealed to his young imagination the
stealthy approach of the outlaw band. At last,

I fell into a troubled sleep, and dreamed that I
had been kidnapped and chained to a tree by a
ferocious pirate with red hair.

Just at daybreak, I was awakened by a series
of awful screams from Bill. They weren’t yells,
or howls, or shouts, or whoops, or yawps,
such as you’d expect from a manly set of vocal
organs—they were simply indecent, terrifying,

8. magic-lantern views: slides. A magic lantern was an early
slide projector used to show an enlarged image of a
picture, popular in the 19th century.

9. dassent: dare not.




The Birthplace of Herbert Hoover (1931), Grant Wood. Collection of the Minneapolis Institute of Arts, jointly owned with the

Des Moines (lowa) Art Center. Copyright © Estate of Grant Wood/Licensed by VAGA, New York, NY.

humiliating screams, such as women emit
when they see caterpillars. It’s an awful thing
to hear a strong, desperate, fat man scream
incontinently in a cave at daybreak.

I jumped up to see what the matter was.
Red Chief was sitting on Bill’s chest, with one
hand twined in Bill’s hair. In the other he had
the sharp case knife we used for slicing bacon;
and he was industriously and realistically
trying to take Bill’s scalp, according to the
sentence that had been pronounced upon him
the evening before.

I got the knife away from the kid and made
him lie down again. But, from that moment,
Bill’s spirit was broken. He laid down on his
side of the bed, but he never closed an eye
again in sleep as long as that boy was with us.
I dozed off for a while, but along toward
sunup I remembered that Red Chief had said |
was to be burned at the stake at the rising of

the sun. I wasn’t nervous or afraid; but I sat
up and leaned against a rock.

“What you getting up so soon for, Sam?”
asked Bill.

“Me?” says I. “Oh, I got a kind of pain in
my shoulder. I thought sitting up would rest it.”
“You’re a liar!” says Bill. “You're afraid.
You was to be burned at sunrise, and you was
afraid he’d do it. And he would, too, if he

could find a match. Ain’t it awful, Sam?
Do you think anybody will pay out money
to get a little imp like that back home?”

“Sure,” said I. “A rowdy kid like that is just
the kind that parents dote on. Now, you and the
Chief get up and cook breakfast, while I go up
on the top of this mountain and reconnoiter.”

[ went up on the peak of the little mountain
and ran my eye over the contiguous vicinity.
Over toward Summit I expected to see the
sturdy yeomanry of the village armed with
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scythes and pitchforks beating the countryside
for the dastardly kidnappers. But what I saw
was a peaceful landscape dotted with one man
plowing with a dun mule. Nobody was
dragging the creek; no couriers dashed hither
and yon, bringing tidings of no news to the
distracted parents. There was a sylvan attitude
of somnolent sleepiness pervading that section
of the external outward surface of Alabama
that lay exposed to my view. “Perhaps,” says 1
to myself, “it has not yet been discovered that
the wolves have borne away the tender lambkin
from the fold. Heaven help the wolves!” says I,
and I went down the mountain to breakfast.

When I got to the cave, I found Bill backed
up against the side of it, breathing hard, and
the boy threatening to smash him with a rock
half as big as a coconut.

“He put a red-hot boiled potato down my
back,” explained Bill, “and then mashed it
with his foot; and I boxed his ears. Have you
got a gun about you, Sam?”

[ took the rock away from the boy and kind
of patched up the argument. “I'll fix you,” says
the kid to Bill. “No man ever yet struck the Red
Chief but he got paid for it. You better beware!”

frer breakfast the kid takes a piece of
Aleather with strings wrapped around it
out of his pocket and goes outside the
cave unwinding it.
“What’s he up to now?” says Bill, anxiously.
“You don’t think he’ll run away, do you, Sam?”
“No fear of it,” says I. “He don’t seem to be
much of a homebody. But we’ve got to fix up
some plan about the ransom. There don’t seem
to be much excitement around Summit on
account of his disappearance; but maybe they
haven’t realized yet that he’s gone. His folks
may think he’s spending the night with Aunt

WORDS

Jane or one of the neighbors. Anyhow, he’ll be
missed today. Tonight we must get a message
to his father demanding the two thousand
dollars for his return.”

Just then we heard a kind of war whoop,
such as David might have emitted when he
knocked out the champion Goliath. It was a
sling that Red
Chief had pulled
out of his pocket,
and he was
whirling it around
his head.

I dodged, and

heard a heavy
thud and a kind
of a sigh from
Bill, like a horse
gives out when
you take his
saddle off. A rock the size of an egg had
caught Bill just behind his left ear.
He loosened himself all over and fell in the fire
across the frying pan of hot water for washing
the dishes. I dragged him out and poured cold
water on his head for half an hour.

By and by, Bill sits up and feels behind his
ear and says: “Sam, do you know who my
favorite Biblical character is?”

“Take it easy,” says I. “You’ll come to your
senses presently.”

“King Herod,”! says he. “You won’t go
away and leave me here alone, will you, Sam?”
I went out and caught that boy and shook

him until his freckles rattled.

“If you don’t behave,” says I, “I'll take you
straight home. Now, are you going to be good,
or not?”

But we've
got to fix
up some
plan abouf
the ransom.

10. King Herod: Herod ruledijudca from 37 B.C. to 4 B.C.,
and at one point ordered the execution of all boys in
Bethlehem younger than two years old (Matthew 2:16).

TO pervade (par-vad’) v. to be spread or to be present throughout
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“I was only funning,” says he, sullenly.

“I didn’t mean to hurt Old Hank. But what
did he hit me for? I’ll behave, Snake-eye, if you
won’t send me home and if you’ll let me play
the Scout today.”

“I don’t know the game,” says 1. “That’s for
you and Mr. Bill to decide. He’s your playmate
for the day. I'm going away for a while, on
business. Now, you come in and make friends
with him and say you are sorry for hurting
him, or home you go, at once.”

I made him and Bill shake hands, and then
[ took Bill aside and told him I was going to
Poplar Grove, a little village three miles from
the cave, and find out what I could about how
the kidnapping had been regarded in Summit.
Also, I thought it best to send a peremptory
letter to old man Dorset that day, demanding
the ransom and dictating how it should be paid.

“You know, Sam,” says Bill, “I’ve stood by
you without batting an eye in earthquakes,
fire, and flood—in poker games, dynamite
outrages, police raids, train robberies, and
cyclones. 1 never lost my nerve yet till we
kidnapped that two-legged skyrocket of a kid.
He’s got me going. You won’t leave me long
with him, will you, Sam?”

“I’ll be back sometime this afternoon,” says
I. “You must keep the boy amused and quiet
till I return. And now we’ll write the letter to
old Dorset.”

Bill and T got paper and pencil and worked
on the letter while Red Chief, with a blanket
wrapped around him, strutted up and down,
guarding the mouth of the cave. Bill begged
me tearfully to make the ransom fifteen
hundred dollars instead of two thousand.

“I ain’t attempting,” says he, “to decry'! the
celebrated moral aspect of parental affection,

11. decry: to minimize or make light of.
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but we’re dealing with humans, and it ain’t
human for anybody to give up two thousand
dollars for that forty-pound chunk of freckled
wildcat. I'm willing to take a chance at fifteen
hundred dollars. You can charge the difference
up to me.”

o, to relieve Bill, I acceded, and we

collaborated a letter that ran this way:

EBENEZER DORSET, ESQ.:

We have your boy concealed in a place far
from Summit. It is useless for you or the most
skillful detectives to attempt to find him.
Absolutely the only terms on which you can
have him restored to you are these: We demand
fifteen hundred dollars in large bills for his
return; the money to be left at midnight tonight
at the same spot and in the same box as your
reply—as hereinafter described. If you agree to
these terms, send your answer in writing by a
solitary messenger tonight at half-past eight
o’clock. After crossing Owl Creek on the road
to Poplar Grove, there are three large trees
about a hundred yards apart, close to the fence
of the wheat field on the right-hand side. At the
bottom of the fence post, opposite the third
tree, will be found a small pasteboard box.

The messenger will place the answer in this
box and return immediately to Summit.

If you attempt any treachery or fail to
comply with our demand as stated, you will
never see your boy again.

If you pay the money as demanded, he will
be returned to you safe and well within three
hours. These terms are final, and if you do not
accede to them, no further communication will
be attempted.

TWO DESPERATE MEN

WORDS
TO

KNOW
76

I addressed this letter to Dorset and put it in
my pocket. As I was about to start, the kid
comes up to me and says:

“Aw, Snake-eye, you said I could play the
Scout while you was gone.”

“Play it, of course,” says I. “Mr. Bill will
play with you. What kind of a game is it?”

“I’'m the Scout,” says Red Chief, “and I have
to ride to the stockade to warn the settlers that
the Indians are coming. I'm tired of playing
Indian myself. 1 want to be the Scout.”

“All right,” says I. “It sounds harmless to me.
[ guess Mr. Bill will help you foil the enemy.”

“What am I to do?” asks Bill, looking at the
kid suspiciously.

“You are the hoss,” says Scout. “Get down
on your hands and knees. How can I ride to
the stockade without a hoss?”

“You’d better keep him interested,” said I,
“till we get the scheme going. Loosen up.”

Bill gets down on his all fours, and a look
comes in his eye like a rabbit’s when you catch
it in a trap.

“How far is it to the stockade, kid?” he
asks, in a husky manner of voice.

“Ninety miles,” says the Scout. “And
you have to hurry to get there on time.

Whoa, now!”

The Scout jumps on Bill’s back and digs
his heels in his side.

“For Heaven’s sake,” says Bill, “hurry back,
Sam, as soon as you can. I wish we hadn’t made
the ransom more than a thousand. Say, you quit
kicking me or I’ll get up and warm you good.”

I walked over to Poplar Grove and sat
around the post office and store, talking with
the chaw-bacons that came in to trade. One
whiskerando says that he hears Summit is all
upset on account of Elder Ebenezer Dorset’s
boy having been lost or stolen. That was all 1

collaborate (ke-lab's-rat) v. to work together on a project
comply (kem-pli‘) v to act according to a command, request, or order




wanted to know. I referred casually to the
price of black-eyed peas, posted my letter
surreptitiously and came away. The postmaster
said the mail carrier would come by in an hour
to take the mail to Summit.

When I got back to the cave, Bill and the
boy were not to be found. I explored the
vicinity of the cave and risked a yodel or two,
but there was no response.

So I sat down on a

I showed mossy bank to await
him the road G s b an

to Summit Eﬁ?ﬁclslliiififid Bill
and kicked Rl er e
him about the cave. Behind him

was the kid, stepping
softly like a scout,
with a broad grin on
his face. Bill stopped,
took off his hat, and
wiped his face with a
red handkerchief. The
kid stopped about
eight feet behind him.
“Sam,” says Bill, “I
suppose you think I'm a renegade, but I
couldn’t help it. I'm a grown person with
masculine proclivities and habits of self-defense,
but there is a time when all systems of egotism
and predominance fail. The boy is gone. I sent
him home. All is off. There was martyrs in old
times,” goes on Bill, “that suffered death rather
than give up the particular graft they enjoyed.
None of ’em ever was subjugated to such tortures
as | have been. I tried to be faithful to our articles
of depredation;'? but there came a limit.”

eight feet
nearer there
at one kick.

WORDS
TO

“What’s the trouble, Bill?” I asks him.

“] was rode,” says Bill, “the ninety miles to
the stockade, not barring an inch. Then, when
the settlers was rescued, I was given oats. Sand
ain’t a palatable substitute. And then, for an
hour I had to try to explain to him why there
was nothin’ in holes, how a road can run both
ways, and what makes the grass green. I tell
you, Sam, a human can only stand so much.

I takes him by the neck of his clothes and
drags him down the mountain. On the way he
kicks my legs black and blue from the knees
down; and I've got to have two or three bites
on my thumb and hand cauterized."

“But he’s gone”—continues Bill—“gone
home. I showed him the road to Summit and
kicked him about eight feet nearer there at one
kick. I’'m sorry we lose the ransom; but it was
either that or Bill Driscoll to the madhouse.”

Bill is puffing and blowing, but there is a
look of ineffable peace and growing content
on his rose-pink features.

“Bill,” says I, “there isn’t any heart disease in
your family, is there?”

“No,” says Bill, “nothing chronic except
malaria and accidents. Why?”

“Then you might turn around,” says I, “and
have a look behind you.”

Bill turns and sees the boy, and loses his
complexion and sits down plump on the
ground and begins to pluck aimlessly at grass
and little sticks. For an hour I was afraid of
his mind. And then I told him that my scheme
was to put the whole job through immediately
and that we would get the ransom and be off

7lﬂepredation (dép'r‘n‘d.’a's_hon): robbery or plundering.

13. cauterized (kd'ta-rizd): burned a wound in order to stop
bleeding or to promote healing.

surreptitiously (sir'ap-tish’ss-18) adv. in a sneaky way; secretly

KNOW palatable (pil's-te-bsl) adj. acceptable to the taste; able to be eaten

77




with it by midnight if old Dorset fell in with
our proposition. So Bill braced up enough to
give the kid a weak sort of a smile and a
promise to play the Russian in a Japanese war
with him as soon as he felt a little better.

I had a scheme for collecting that ransom
without danger of being caught by
counterplots that ought to commend itself to
professional kidnappers. The tree under which
the answer was to be left—and the money

& . i later on—was
At hall paS[ close to the road
. fence, with big,
elghf l was bare fields on all

. sides. If a gang

Up In that of constables
tree as well shuoldibe

) watching for
hld(len as anyone to come
a tree toad,
waiting for
the messenger
to arrive.

for the note, they
could see him a
long way off
crossing the
fields or in the
road. But no,
sirree! At half
past eight I was
up in that tree
as well hidden
as a tree toad,
waiting for the messenger to arrive.

Exactly on time, a half-grown boy rides up
the road on a bicycle, locates the pasteboard
box at the foot of the fence post, slips a folded
piece of paper into it, and pedals away again
back toward Summit.

I waited an hour and then concluded the
thing was square. I slid down the tree, got the
note, slipped along the fence till I struck the
woods, and was back at the cave in another

half an hour. I opened the note, got near the
lantern, and read it to Bill. It was written with
a pen in a crabbed hand,' and the sum and
substance of it was this:

TWO DESPERATE MEN:

Gentlemen: 1 received your letter today by
post, in regard to the ransom you ask for the
return of my son. I think you are a little high
in your demands, and I hereby make you a
counterproposition, which I am inclined to
believe you will accept. You bring Johnny home
and pay me two hundred and fifty dollars in
cash, and [ agree to take him off your hands.
You had better come at night, for the neighbors
believe he is lost, and I couldn’t be responsible
for what they would do to anybody they saw
bringing him back. Very respectfully,

EBENEZER DORSET

“Great Pirates of Penzance,” says I; “of all
the impudent—"

But I glanced at Bill, and hesitated. He had
the most appealing look in his eyes I ever saw
on the face of a dumb or a talking brute.

“Sam,” says he, “what’s two hundred and
fifty dollars, after all? We’ve got the money.
One more night of this kid will send me to a
bed in Bedlam.'* Besides being a thorough
gentleman, I think Mr. Dorset is a spendthrift
for making us such a liberal offer. You ain’t
going to let the chance go, are you?”

“Tell you the truth, Bill,” says I, “this little
he-ewe lamb has somewhat got on my nerves
too. We’ll take him home, pay the ransom, and
make our getaway.”

14. crabbed hand: handwriting that is difficult to read.
15. Bedlam: an insane asylum.

WORDS proposition (prop‘s-zish'an) n. a suggested plan
TO commend (ks-mé&nd’) v to speak highly of; to praise
KNOW  impudent (im’'pys-dant) adj. offensively bold and disrespectful
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We took him home that night. We got him to
go by telling him that his father had bought a
silver-mounted rifle and a pair of moccasins for
him and we were to hunt bears the next day.

It was just twelve o’clock when we knocked
at Ebenezer’s front door. Just at the moment
when I should have been abstracting the fifteen
hundred dollars from the box under the tree,
according to the original proposition, Bill was
counting out two hundred and fifty dollars
into Dorset’s hand.

When the kid found out we were going to
leave him at home, he started up a howl like
a calliope'® and fastened himself as tight as a
leech to Bill’s leg. His father peeled him away
gradually, like a porous plaster.

RELATED

I'"M MAKING A LIST
by Shel Silverstein

I’'m making a list of the things | must say

for politeness,

And goodness and kindness and gentleness,
sweetness and rightness:

Hello
Pardon me

How are you?

Excuse me
Bless you
May I?
Thank you
Goodbye

“How long can you hold him?” asks Bill.

“I’m not as strong as | used to be,” says
old Dorset, “but I think I can promise you
ten minutes.”

“Enough,” says Bill. “In ten minutes I shall
cross the Central, Southern, and Middle
Western States and be legging it trippingly
for the Canadian border.”

And as dark as it was, and as fat as Bill
was, and as good a runner as I am, he was
a good mile and a half out of Summit before
I could catch up with him. ¢

16. calliope (ko-1i’>-pé’): an instrument fitted with steam
whistles, played by keyboard.

READING

If you know some that I’'ve forgot,
please stick them in your eye!
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_ ®MOST
DANGEROUS (GAME

PLOT

Underline the name of the
island in line 4. What do you
predict will happen in the
story, based on this name?

10

Richard Connell

“Off there to the right—somewhere—is a large island,” said
Whitney. “It’s rather a mystery—"

“What island is it?” Rainsford asked.

“The old charts call it Ship-Trap Island,” Whitney replied.
“A suggestive name, isn’t it? Sailors have a curious dread of the
place. I don’t know why. Some superstition—"

“Can’t see it,” remarked Rainsford, trying to peer through
the dank tropical night that was palpable as it pressed its thick
warm blackness in upon the yacht.

“You've good eyes,” said Whitney, with a laugh, “and I've
seen you pick off a moose moving in the brown fall bush at four
hundred yards, but even you can’t see four miles or so through a

moonless Caribbean night.”

*The Most Dangerows Game” by Richard Connell. Copyright 1924 by Richard Connell; copyright renewed &
1952 by Louise Fox Connell. Reprinted by permission of Brandt & Hochman Literary Agents, Inc.
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“Nor four yards,” admitted Rainsford. “Ugh! It’s like moist
black velvet.”

“It will be light in Rio,” promised Whitney. “We should
make it in a few days. I hope the jaguar guns have come from
Purdey’s.! We should have some good hunting up the Amazon.
Great sport, hunting.”

“The best sport in the world,” agreed Rainsford.

“For the hunter,” amended Whitney. “Not for the jaguar.”

“Don’t talk rot, Whitney,” said Rainsford. “You're a big-game
hunter, not a philosopher. Who cares how a jaguar feels?”

“Perhaps the jaguar does,” observed Whitney.

“Bah! They’ve no understanding.”

“Even so, I rather think they understand one thing—fear.
The fear of pain and the fear of death.”

“Nonsense,” laughed Rainsford. “This hot weather is mak-
ing you soft, Whitney. Be a realist. The world is made up of two
classes—the hunters and the huntees. Luckily, you and I are the
hunters. Do you think we’ve passed that island yet?”

“I can’t tell in the dark. I hope so.”

“Why?” asked Rainsford.

“The place has a reputation—a bad one.”

“Cannibals?” suggested Rainsford.

“Hardly. Even cannibals wouldn’t live in such a
Godforsaken place. But it’s gotten into sailor lore, somehow.
Didn’t you notice that the crew’s nerves seemed a bit jumpy
today?”

“They were a bit strange, now you mention it. Even
Captain Nielsen—"

“Yes, even that tough-minded old Swede, who'd go up to
the devil himself and ask him for a light. Those fishy blue eyes
held a look I never saw there before. All I could get out of him
was: “T'his place has an evil name among seafaring men, sir’
Then he said to me, very gravely: ‘Don’t you feel anything? —

as if the air about us was actually poisonous. Now, you mustn’t

1. Purdey’s (pur'déz): British manufacturer of hunting equipment.

SETTING

Circle the words in lines 7-15
that describe the setting.
What mood, or feeling, do
these words create in you?

IDENTIFY

Underline the sentences in
lines 20-27 that tell how
Rainsford feels about hunting
animals. Circle the sentences
that tell how Whitney feels
about hunting animals.

The Most Dangerous Game 7



SETTING

Underline details in lines
42-60 that describe the
setting and its effect on
Whitney. What mood do
these details help create?

PREDICT

Pause at line 76. What do
you predict will happen?

60

70

laugh when T tell you this—TI did feel something like a sudden
chill.

“There was no breeze. The sca was as flat as a plate-glass
window. We were drawing near the island then. What I felt
was a—a mental chill, a sort of sudden dread.”

“Pure imagination,” said Rainsford. “One superstitious
sailor can taint the whole ship’s company with his fear.”

“Maybe. But sometimes I think sailors have an extra sense
that tells them when they are in danger. Sometimes I think evil
is a tangible thing—with wavelengths, just as sound and light
have. An evil place can, so to speak, broadcast vibrations of evil.
Anyhow, I'm glad we’re getting out of this zone. Well, I think
I'll turn in now, Rainsford.”

“I'm not sleepy,” said Rainsford. “I'm going to smoke
another pipe on the afterdeck.”

“Good night, then, Rainsford. See you at breakfast.”

“Right. Good night, Whitney.”

There was no sound in the night as Rainsford sat there

but the muffled throb of the engine that drove the yacht swiftly
through the darkness, and the swish and ripple of the wash

of the propeller.

Rainsford, reclining in a steamer chair, indolently? puffed
on his favorite brier.?> The sensuous drowsiness of the night was
on him. “It’s so dark,” he thought, “that T could sleep without
closing my eyes; the night would be my eyelids—"

An abrupt sound startled him. Off to the right he heard it,
and his ears, expert in such matters, could not be mistaken.
Again he heard the sound, and again. Somewhere, off in the
blackness, someone had fired a gun three times.

Rainsford sprang up and moved quickly to the rail,
mystified. He strained his eyes in the direction from which the

reports had come, but it was like trying to see through a blanket.

2. indolently (in'da-lant-1&) adv.: lazily.
3. brier (bri'ar) n.: tobacco pipe made from the root of a
brier bush or tree.
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He leapt upon the rail and balanced himself there, to get greater
clevation; his pipe, striking a rope, was knocked from his mouth.
He lunged for it; a short, hoarse cry came from his lips as

he realized he had reached too far and had lost his balance.

The cry was pinched off short as the blood-warm waters of

the Caribbean Sea closed over his head.

He struggled up to the surface and tried to cry out, but
the wash from the speeding yacht slapped him in the face and
the salt water in his open mouth made him gag and strangle.
Desperately he struck out with strong strokes after the receding
lights of the yacht, but he stopped before he had swum fifty feet.
A certain coolheadedness had come to him; it was not the first
time he had been in a tight place. There was a chance that his
cries could be heard by someone aboard the yacht, but that
chance was slender and grew more slender as the yacht raced on.
He wrestled himself out of his clothes and shouted with all his
power. The lights of the yacht became faint and ever-vanishing
fireflies; then they were blotted out entirely by the night.

Rainsford remembered the shots. They had come from the
right, and doggedly he swam in that direction, swimming with
slow, deliberate strokes, conserving his strength. For a seemingly
endless time he fought the sea. He began to count his strokes;
he could do possibly a hundred more and then—

Rainsford heard a sound. It came out of the darkness, a
high screaming sound, the sound of an animal in an extremity
of anguish and terror.

He did not recognize the animal that made the sound; he did
not try to; with fresh vitality he swam toward the sound. He heard
it again; then it was cut short by another noise, crisp, staccato.

“Pistol shot,” muttered Rainsford, swimming on.

Ten minutes of determined effort brought another sound to
his ears—the most welcome he had ever heard—the muttering
and growling of the sea breaking on a rocky shore. He was almost
on the rocks before he saw them; on a night less calm he would

have been shattered against them. With his remaining strength he

PREDICT

Pause at line 85. What has
happened to Rainsford?
What do you predict will
happen next?

VOCABULARY

receding (ri'séd’in) v. used as
adj.: becoming more distant.

CONNECT

What connection do you see
between the story’s title and
lines 103-109?
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SETTING

Pause at line 124. Where is
Rainsford now?

dragged himself from the swirling waters. Jagged crags appeared
to jut into the opaqueness.*

He forced himself upward, hand over hand. Gasping,
his hands raw, he reached a flat place at the top. Dense jungle
came down to the very edge of the cliffs. What perils that tangle
of trees and underbrush might hold for him did not concern
Rainsford just then. All he knew was that he was safe from his
enemy, the sea, and that utter weariness was on him. He flung
himself down at the jungle edge and tumbled headlong into
the deepest sleep of his life.

When he opened his eyes, he knew from the position of the
sun that it was late in the afternoon. Sleep had given him new
vigor; a sharp hunger was picking at him. He looked about him,
almost cheerfully.

“Where there are pistol shots, there are men. Where there
are men, there is food,” he thought. But what kind of men, he
wondered, in so forbidding a place? An unbroken front of

snarled and ragged jungle fringed the shore.

4. opaqueness (0-pak’nis) n.: here, darkness. Something opaque does
not let light pass through.

o

10 m Collection 1: Plot and Setting

© Kevin Schafer/Getty Images.

Copyright © by Holt, Rinchart and Winston. All rights reserved.



Copyright @ by Holrt, Rinehart and Winston. All rights reserved.

140

160

He saw no sign of a trail through the closely knit web
of weeds and trees; it was easier to go along the shore, and
Rainsford floundered along by the water. Not far from where
he had landed, he stopped.

Some wounded thing, by the evidence a large animal, had
thrashed about in the underbrush; the jungle weeds were crushed
down and the moss was lacerated; one patch of weeds was
stained crimson. A small, glittering object not far away caught
Rainsford’s eye and he picked it up. It was an empty cartridge.

“A twenty-two,” he remarked. “That’s odd. It must have
been a fairly large animal too. The hunter had his nerve with
him to tackle it with a light gun. It’s clear that the brute put
up a fight. I suppose the first three shots | heard was when the
hunter flushed his quarry® and wounded it. The last shot was
when he trailed it here and finished it.”

He examined the ground closely and found what he had
hoped to find—the print of hunting boots. They pointed along
the cliff in the direction he had been going. Eagerly he hurried
along, now slipping on a rotten log or a loose stone, but making
headway; night was beginning to settle down on the island.

Bleak darkness was blacking out the sea and jungle when
Rainsford sighted the lights. He came upon them as he turned
a crook in the coastline, and his first thought was that he had
come upon a village, for there were many lights. But as he forged
along, he saw to his great astonishment that all the lights were in
one enormous building—a lofty structure with pointed towers
plunging upward into the gloom. His eyes made out the shad-
owy outlines of a palatial chateau;® it was set on a high bluff,
and on three sides of it cliffs dived down to where the sea licked
greedy lips in the shadows.

“Mirage,” thought Rainsford. But it was no mirage, he

found, when he opened the tall spiked iron gate. The stone steps

5. flushed his quarry: drove the animal he was hunting out of
its hiding place.
6. chateau (sha-to') n.: large country house.

PLOT

Lines 137-141 create sus-
pense by leaving questions in
our minds. What questions
would you like answered?

WORD STUDY

Personification is a kind of
figurative language in which
a nonhuman thing or some-
thing inanimate (not alive)
is talked about as if it were
human or alive. Underline
the detail in lines 161-162
that gives the sea a human
quality. What kind of “per-
son” is this sea?
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PLOT

Here's a conflict in lines
176-178. Is it external or
internal? Explain.

170

180

VOCABULARY

disarming (dis-arm’in) adj.:
removing or lessening suspi-
cions or fears.

Dis— is a prefix meaning
"“take away; deprive of.”
Literally, disarm means “take
away weapons or arms.”
What does discomfort mean?

190

were real enough; the massive door with a leering gargoyle for a
knocker was real enough; yet about it all hung an air of unreality.

He lifted the knocker, and it creaked up stiffly, as if it had
never before been used. He let it fall, and it startled him with its
booming loudness.

He thought he heard steps within; the door remained
closed. Again Rainsford lifted the heavy knocker and let it fall.
The door opened then, opened as suddenly as if it were on a
spring, and Rainsford stood blinking in the river of glaring gold
light that poured out. The first thing Rainsford’s eyes discerned
was the largest man Rainsford had ever seen—a gigantic crea-
ture, solidly made and black-bearded to the waist. In his hand
the man held a long-barreled revolver, and he was pointing it
straight at Rainsford’s heart.

Out of the snarl of beard two small eyes regarded
Rainsford.

“Don’t be alarmed,” said Rainsford, with a smile which
he hoped was disarming. “I'm no robber. I fell off a yacht. My
name is Sanger Rainsford of New York City.”

The menacing look in the eyes did not change. The revolver
pointed as rigidly as if the giant were a statue. He gave no sign
that he understood Rainsford’s words or that he had even heard
them. He was dressed in uniform, a black uniform trimmed
with gray astrakhan.’

“I'm Sanger Rainsford of New York,” Rainsford began
again. “T fell off a yacht. T am hungry.”

The man’s only answer was to raise with his thumb the
hammer of his revolver. Then Rainsford saw the man’s free hand
go to his forchead in a military salute, and he saw him click his
heels together and stand at attention. Another man was coming
down the broad marble steps, an erect, slender man in evening
clothes. He advanced to Rainsford and held out his hand.

In a cultivated voice marked by a slight accent that gave

it added precision and deliberateness, he said: “It is a very great

7. astrakhan (as'tra-kan) n.: curly fur of very young lambs.
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pleasure and honor to welcome Mr. Sanger Rainsford, the cele-
brated hunter, to my home.” MNotes

Automatically Rainsford shook the man’s hand.

“T've read your book about hunting snow leopards in Tibet,
you see,” explained the man. “T am General Zaroft.”

Rainsford’s first impression was that the man was singularly
handsome; his second was that there was an original, almost
bizarre quality about the general’s face. He was a tall man past
middle age, for his hair was a vivid white; but his thick eyebrows
and pointed military moustache were as black as the night from
which Rainsford had come. His eyes, too, were black and very
bright. He had high cheekbones, a sharp-cut nose, a spare, dark
face, the face of a man used to giving orders, the face of an aris-
tocrat. Turning to the giant in uniform, the general made a sign.
The giant put away his pistol, saluted, withdrew.

“Ivan is an incredibly strong fellow,” remarked the general,

“but he has the misfortune to be deaf and dumb. A simple
fellow, but, I'm afraid, like all his race, a bit of a savage” Circle the word in line 216
2 o e that Zaroff uses to describe
Is he Russian? Cossacks. Now, read on

through line 219. What do
Zaroff’s remarks suggest
red lips and pointed teeth. “So am I.” about how he himself will
behave later in the story?

“He is a Cossack,™ said the general, and his smile showed

“Come,” he said, “we shouldn’t be chatting here. We can
talk later. Now you want clothes, food, rest. You shall have them.
This is a most restful spot.”

Ivan had reappeared, and the general spoke to him with
lips that moved but gave forth no sound.

“Follow Ivan, if you please, Mr. Rainsford,” said the general.
“I was about to have my dinner when you came. I’ll wait for
you. You'll find that my clothes will fit you, I think.”

It was to a huge, beam-ceilinged bedroom with a canopied
bed big enough for six men that Rainsford followed the silent

giant. Ivan laid out an evening suit, and Rainsford, as he put it

8. Cossack (kas'ak’): member of a group from Ukraine, many of whom
served as horsemen to the Russian czars and were famed for their
fierceness in battle.
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FLUENCY

Read the boxed passage
aloud two times. Try to
improve the speed and
smoothness of your delivery
on your second read.

When you appraise some-

thing, you estimate its value.

Why might the general be
appraising Rainsford (line
255)?

240

250

260

on, noticed that it came from a London tailor who ordinarily

cut and sewed for none below the rank of duke.

The dining room to which Ivan conducted him was in
many ways remarkable. There was a medieval magnificence
about it; it suggested a baronial hall of feudal times, with its
oaken panels, its high ceiling, its vast refectory table where
two-score men could sit down to eat. About the hall were the
mounted heads of many animals—Tlions, tigers, elephants,
moose, bears; larger or more perfect specimens Rainsford had

never seen. At the great table the general was sitting, alone.

“You'll have a cocktail, Mr. Rainsford,” he suggested. The
cocktail was surpassingly good; and, Rainsford noted, the table
appointments were of the finest—the linen, the crystal, the
silver, the china.

They were eating borscht, the rich red soup with sour
cream so dear to Russian palates. Half apologetically General
Zaroff said: “We do our best to preserve the amenities® of civi-
lization here. Please forgive any lapses. We are well off the beaten
track, you know. Do you think the champagne has suffered from
its long ocean trip?”

“Not in the least,” declared Rainsford. He was finding the
general a most thoughtful and affable host, a true cosmopolite.'”
But there was one small trait of the general’s that made
Rainsford uncomfortable. Whenever he looked up from his plate
he found the general studying him, appraising him narrowly.

“Perhaps,” said General Zaroff, “you were surprised that
I recognized your name. You see, | read all books on hunting
published in English, French, and Russian. I have but one
passion in my life, Mr. Rainsford, and it is the hunt.”

“You have some wonderful heads here,” said Rainsford
as he ate a particularly well-cooked filet mignon. “I'hat Cape
buffalo is the largest 1 ever saw.”

“Oh, that fellow. Yes, he was a monster.”

9. amenities (3-men’a-téz) n.: comforts and conveniences.
10. cosmopolite (kaz:map'a-lit’) n.: knowledgeable citizen of the world.
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“Did he charge you?”

“Hurled me against a tree,” said the general. “Fractured my
skull. But I got the brute.”

“T've always thought,” said Rainsford, “that the Cape buffalo
is the most dangerous of all big game.”

For a moment the general did not reply; he was smiling
his curious red-lipped smile. Then he said slowly: “No. You are
wrong, sir. The Cape buffalo is not the most dangerous big
game.” He sipped his wine. “Here in my preserve on this island,”
he said in the same slow tone, “I hunt more dangerous game.”

Rainsford expressed his surprise. “Is there big game on
this island?”

The general nodded. “The biggest.”

“Really?”

PREDICT

Pause at line 273. What do
you predict the most danger-
ous game will be?
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Notes

PLOT

Notice the sequence of
events as Zaroff tells about
his past. Underline the words
in lines 301-302 that tell
when he received his first
gun. Underline the words in
lines 305-306 that tell when
he shot his first bear.
Underline the words in line
313 that tell when he left
Russia.

VOCABULARY

prolonged (pré-lond’) v
used as adj.; extended.

280

290

300

“Oh, it isn’t here naturally, of course. T have to stock
the island.”

“What have you imported, general?” Rainsford asked.
“Tigers?”

The general smiled. “No,” he said. “Hunting tigers ceased
to interest me some years ago. I exhausted their possibilities,
you see. No thrill left in tigers, no real danger. I live for danger,
Mr. Rainsford.”

The general took from his pocket a gold cigarette case and
offered his guest a long black cigarette with a silver tip; it was
perfumed and gave off a smell like incense.

“We will have some capital hunting, you and 1,” said the
general. “I shall be most glad to have your society.”

“But what game—" began Rainsford.

“I'll tell you,” said the general. “You will be amused, I know.
I think I may say, in all modesty, that I have done a rare thing. I
have invented a new sensation. May I pour you another glass of
port, Mr. Rainsford?”

“Thank you, general.”

The general filled both glasses and said: “God makes some
men poets. Some He makes kings, some beggars. Me He made
a hunter. My hand was made for the trigger, my father said.

He was a very rich man, with a quarter of a million acres in the
Crimea,'! and he was an ardent sportsman. When I was only five
years old, he gave me a little gun, specially made in Moscow for
me, to shoot sparrows with. When T shot some of his prize
turkeys with it, he did not punish me; he complimented me on
my marksmanship. | killed my first bear in the Caucasus'? when
I was ten. My whole life has been one prolonged hunt. I went
into the army—it was expected of noblemen’s sons—and for

a time commanded a division of Cossack cavalry, but my real

interest was always the hunt. I have hunted every kind of game

11. Crimea (kri-mé’s): peninsula in Ukraine jutting into the Black Sea.
12. Caucasus (ko'ka sas): mountainous region between southeastern
Europe and western Asia.
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310

320

330

340

in every land. It would be impossible for me to tell you how
many animals | have killed.”

The general puffed at his cigarette.

“After the debacle'? in Russia I left the country, for it was
imprudent for an officer of the czar to stay there. Many noble
Russians lost everything,. I, luckily, had invested heavily in
American securities, so I shall never have to open a tearoom
in Monte Carlo'* or drive a taxi in Paris. Naturally, I continued
to hunt—agrizzlies in your Rockies, crocodiles in the Ganges,'®
rhinoceroses in East Africa. It was in Africa that the Cape buffalo
hit me and laid me up for six months. As soon as I recovered
I started for the Amazon to hunt jaguars, for | had heard they
were unusually cunning. They weren’t.” The Cossack sighed.
“They were no match at all for a hunter with his wits about him
and a high-powered rifle. I was bitterly disappointed. I was lying
in my tent with a splitting headache one night when a terrible
thought pushed its way into my mind. Hunting was beginning
to bore me! And hunting, remember, had been my life. I have
heard that in America businessmen often go to pieces when they
give up the business that has been their life.”

“Yes, that’s so,” said Rainsford.

The general smiled. “T had no wish to go to pieces,” he
said. “T must do something. Now, mine is an analytical mind,
Mr. Rainsford. Doubtless that is why I enjoy the problems of
the chase.”

“No doubt, General Zaroft.”

“So,” continued the general, “I asked myself why the hunt
no longer fascinated me. You are much younger than I am,

Mr. Rainsford, and have not hunted as much, but you perhaps
can guess the answer.”

“What was it?”

13. debacle (di-ba'kal) n.: overwhelming defeat. Zaroff is referring to the
Russian Revolution of 1917, in which the czar and his government
were overthrown.

14. Monte Carlo (mant's kar'ld): gambling resort in Monaco, a country
on the Mediterranean Sea.

15. Ganges (gan'jéz): river in northern India and Bangladesh.

VOCABULARY

imprudent (im-prgod’ant)
adj.: unwise.

Im- is a prefix meaning
“not.” Imprudent means
“not prudent.” What does
immature mean?

WORD STUDY

An idiom is an expression
that means something differ-
ent from the literal defini-
tions of its parts. Circle the
idiom in line 328. What does
it mean?
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MNotes

350

VOCABULARY

surmounted (sar-mount’id) v.:
overcame.

PREDICT

Pause at line 357. What
could this “new animal” be? 360

“Simply this: Hunting had ceased to be what you call a
sporting proposition. It had become too easy. I always got my
quarry. Always. There is no greater bore than perfection.”

The general lit a fresh cigarette.

“No animal had a chance with me anymore. That is no
boast; it is a mathematical certainty. The animal had nothing
but his legs and his instinct. Instinct is no match for reason.
When I thought of this, it was a tragic moment for me, I can
tell you.”

Rainsford leaned across the table, absorbed in what his host
was saying.

“It came to me as an inspiration what I must do,” the
general went on.

“And that was?”

The general smiled the quiet smile of one who has faced an
obstacle and surmounted it with success. “I had to invent a new
animal to hunt,” he said.

“A new animal? You're joking.”

“Not at all,” said the general. “I never joke about hunting.

I needed a new animal. I found one. So I bought this island,
built this house, and here T do my hunting. The island is perfect
for my purposes—there are jungles with a maze of trails in
them, hills, swamps—"

“But the animal, General Zaroff?”

“Oh,” said the general, “it supplies me with the most excit-
ing hunting in the world. No other hunting compares with it for
an instant. Every day | hunt, and 1 never grow bored now, for
I have a quarry with which I can match my wits.”

Rainsford’s bewilderment showed in his face.

“I wanted the ideal animal to hunt,” explained the general.
“So I said: “What are the attributes of an ideal quarry?’ And the
answer was, of course: ‘It must have courage, cunning, and,
above all, it must be able to reason.”

“But no animal can reason,” objected Rainsford.

“My dear fellow,” said the general, “there is one that can.”

18 m Collection 1: Plot and Setting
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380

390

400

“But you can’t mean—" gasped Rainsford.

“And why not?” PREDICT

“I can’t believe you are serious, General Zaroff. This is a Pause at line 382, and con-

firm your prediction. What is
the game that Zaroff hunts?

grisly joke.”

“Why should I not be serious? I am speaking of hunting.”

“Hunting? Good God, General Zaroff, what you speak of
is murder.”

The general laughed with entire good nature. He regarded
Rainsford quizzically. “I refuse to believe that so modern and
civilized a young man as you seem to be harbors romantic
ideas about the value of human life. Surely your experiences
in the war—"

“Did not make me condone!® coldblooded murder,”
finished Rainsford stiffly.

Laughter shook the general. “How extraordinarily droll
you are!” he said. “One does not expect nowadays to find a

young man of the educated class, even in America, with such a

naive, and, if I may say so, mid-Victorian point of view. It’s like
finding a snuffbox in a limousine. Ah, well, doubtless you had unruffled (un-ruf'ald) adj.:

Puritan ancestors. So many Americans appear to have had. I'll calm; not disturbed.
wager you'll forget your notions when you go hunting with me. Un- is a prefix meaning
“not.” What word in line 400

. . . T
You've a genuine new thrill in store for you, Mr. Rainsford. also uses this prefix? Use

“Thank you, I'm a hunter, not a murderer.” un—to giv.e these V.VOI'dS.
« - . w . the opposite meaning: kind,
Dear me,” said the general, quite unruffled, “again that necessary, able.

unpleasant word. But I think I can show you that your scruples'”
are quite ill-founded.”

“Yes?”

“Life is for the strong, to be lived by the strong, and if need
be, taken by the strong. The weak of the world were put here to
give the strong pleasure. I am strong. Why should I not use my
gift? If I wish to hunt, why should I not? I hunt the scum of the

earth—sailors from tramp ships—Ilascars,'® blacks, Chinese,

16. condone (kan-don’) v.: overlook an offense; excuse.

17. scruples (skrgo'palz) n.: feelings of doubt or guilt about a suggested
action.

18. lascars (las'karz) n.: East Indian sailors employed on European ships.
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PREDICT

Pause at line 410. It’s clear
that Rainsford and Zaroff dis-
agree about the “sport” of
hunting men. How do you
think they will solve their
conflict?

410

420

whites, mongrels—a thoroughbred horse or hound is worth
more than a score of them.”

“But they are men,” said Rainsford hotly.

“Precisely,” said the general. “That is why I use them.

It gives me pleasure. They can reason, after a fashion. So they
are dangerous.”

“But where do you get them?”

The general’s left eyelid fluttered down in a wink. “This
island is called Ship-Trap,” he answered. “Sometimes an angry
god of the high seas sends them to me. Sometimes, when
Providence is not so kind, I help Providence a bit. Come to
the window with me.”

Rainsford went to the window and looked out toward
the sca.

“Watch! Out there!” exclaimed the general, pointing into

the night. Rainsford’s eyes saw only blackness, and then, as the

Corel.
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430

440

450

general pressed a button, far out to sea Rainsford saw the flash
of lights.

The general chuckled. “They indicate a channel,” he said,
“where there’s none; giant rocks with razor edges crouch like a
sea monster with wide-open jaws. They can crush a ship as easi-
ly as I crush this nut.” He dropped a walnut on the hardwood
floor and brought his heel grinding down on it. “Oh, yes,” he
said, casually, as if in answer to a question, “I have electricity.
We try to be civilized here.”

“Civilized? And you shoot down men?”

A trace of anger was in the general’s black eyes, but it was
there for but a second, and he said, in his most pleasant manner:
“Dear me, what a righteous young man you are! [ assure you
I do not do the thing you suggest. That would be barbarous.

I treat these visitors with every consideration. They get plenty
of good food and exercise. They get into splendid physical con-
dition. You shall see for yourself tomorrow.”

“What do you mean?”

“We'll visit my training school,” smiled the general. “IU’s in
the cellar. I have about a dozen pupils down there now. They’re
from the Spanish bark San Lucar that had the bad luck to go on
the rocks out there. A very inferior lot, I regret to say. Poor
specimens and more accustomed to the deck than to the jungle.”

He raised his hand, and Ivan, who served as waiter, brought
thick Turkish coffee. Rainsford, with an effort, held his tongue
in check.

“It’s a game, you see,” pursued the general blandly. “I suggest
to one of them that we go hunting. I give him a supply of food
and an excellent hunting knife. I give him three hours’ start. I am
to follow, armed only with a pistol of the smallest caliber and
range. If my quarry eludes me for three whole days, he wins the
game. If | find him”—the general smiled— “he loses.”

“Suppose he refuses to be hunted?”

“Oh,” said the general, “I give him his option, of course.

He need not play that game if he doesn’t wish to. If he does not

IDENTIFY

How does Zaroff find men to
hunt (lines 422-432)?

WORD STUDY

The word game in line 450
means “competition for
amusement.” What associa-
tions come to mind when
you hear the word game?
What impression do you
form of Zaroff when he
uses this word to describe
hunting men?
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VOCABULARY

invariably (in-ver'é.a-blé)
adv.; always; without
changing.

PREDICT

Re-read lines 482-490. What
do you predict Rainsford will
do next?

460

480

wish to hunt, T turn him over to Ivan. Ivan once had the honor
of serving as official knouter'? to the Great White Czar, and he
has his own ideas of sport. Invariably, Mr. Rainsford, invariably
they choose the hunt.”

“And if they win?”

The smile on the general’s face widened. “To date T have not
lost,” he said.

Then he added, hastily: “I don’t wish you to think me a
braggart, Mr. Rainsford. Many of them afford only the most
elementary sort of problem. Occasionally I strike a tartar.?’ One
almost did win. I eventually had to use the dogs.”

“The dogs?”

“This way, please. I'll show you.”

The general steered Rainsford to a window. The lights from
the windows sent a flickering illumination that made grotesque
patterns on the courtyard below, and Rainsford could see mov-
ing about there a dozen or so huge black shapes; as they turned
toward him, their eyes glittered greenly.

“A rather good lot, I think,” observed the general. “They
are let out at seven every night. If anyone should try to get
into my house—or out of it—something extremely regrettable
would occur to him.” He hummed a snatch of song from the
Folies-Bergere.?!

“And now,” said the general, “I want to show you my new
collection of heads. Will you come with me to the library?”

“T hope,” said Rainsford, “that you will excuse me tonight,
General Zaroff. I'm really not feeling at all well.”

“Ah, indeed?” the general inquired solicitously.2? “Well, I sup-
pose that’s only natural, after your long swim. You need a good,
restful night’s sleep. Tomorrow you’ll feel like a new man, I'll

wager. Then we’ll hunt, eh? I've one rather promising prospect—"

19. knouter (nout'ar) n.: person who beats criminals with a knout, a kind
of leather whip.

20. strike a tartar: get more than one bargained for. A tartar is a violent,
unmanageable person.

21. Folies-Bergere (fo'lé ber-zher'): famous nightclub in Paris.

22. solicitously (sa:lis'a-tas-le) adv.: in a concerned manner.

22 m Collection 1: Plot and Setting

Copyright © by Holt, Rinehart and Winston. All rights reserved.



Copyright © by Holt, Rinehart and Winston. All rights reserved.

490

500

510

520

Rainsford was hurrying from the room.

“Sorry you can’t go with me tonight,” called the general.
“I expect rather fair sport—a big, strong black. He looks
resourceful— Well, good night, Mr. Rainsford; I hope you have
a good night’s rest.”

The bed was good and the pajamas of the softest silk, and
he was tired in every fiber of his being, but nevertheless
Rainsford could not quiet his brain with the opiate? of sleep.
He lay, eyes wide open. Once he thought he heard stealthy steps
in the corridor outside his room. He sought to throw open the
door; it would not open. He went to the window and looked
out. His room was high up in one of the towers. The lights of
the chiteau were out now, and it was dark and silent, but there
was a fragment of sallow moon, and by its wan light he could
see, dimly, the courtyard; there, weaving in and out in the pat-
tern of shadow, were black, noiseless forms; the hounds heard
him at the window and looked up, expectantly, with their green
eyes. Rainsford went back to the bed and lay down. By many
methods he tried to put himself to sleep. He had achieved a
doze when, just as morning began to come, he heard, far off in
the jungle, the faint report of a pistol.

General Zaroff did not appear until luncheon. He was
dressed faultlessly in the tweeds of a country squire. He was
solicitous about the state of Rainsford’s health.

“As for me,” sighed the general, “I do not feel so well. T am
worried, Mr. Rainsford. Last night T detected traces of my old

complaint.”

To Rainsford’s questioning glance the general said: “Ennui.

Boredom.”
Then, taking a second helping of crépes suzette,** the
general explained: “The hunting was not good last night. The

23. opiate (6'pé-it) n.: anything that tends to soothe or calm someone.
An opiate may also be a medicine containing opium or a related
drug used to relieve pain.

24. crépes suzette (krap sGo-zet') n.: thin pancakes folded in a hot
orange-flavored sauce and served in flaming brandy.

SETTING

Describe the mood created by
this setting (lines 498-510).

WORD STUDY

What context clue tells you
the meaning of ennui
(Gn'wé’) in line 517?
Underline it.
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VOCABULARY

diverting (da-vurt'in) v. used
as adj.: entertaining.

PLOT

In lines 540-549, the central
conflict is established. Who
will be the general’s next
victim?

530

540

550

fellow lost his head. He made a straight trail that offered no
problems at all. That’s the trouble with these sailors; they have
dull brains to begin with, and they do not know how to get
about in the woods. They do excessively stupid and obvious
things. It's most annoying. Will you have another glass of
Chablis, Mr. Rainsford?”

“General,” said Rainsford firmly, “I wish to leave this island
at once.”

The general raised his thickets of eyebrows; he seemed
hurt. “But, my dear fellow,” the general protested, “you've only
just come. You've had no hunting—"

“I wish to go today,” said Rainsford. He saw the dead black
eyes of the general on him, studying him. General Zaroft’s face
suddenly brightened.

He filled Rainsford’s glass with venerable Chablis from a
dusty bottle.

“Tonight,” said the general, “we will hunt—you and 1

Rainsford shook his head. “No, general,” he said. “T will
not hunt.”

The general shrugged his shoulders and delicately ate a
hothouse grape. “As you wish, my friend,” he said. “The choice
rests entirely with you. But may I not venture to suggest that
you will find my idea of sport more diverting than Ivan’s?”

He nodded toward the corner where the giant stood, scowl-
ing, his thick arms crossed on his hogshead of chest.

“You don’t mean—" cried Rainsford.

“My dear fellow,” said the general, “have I not told you
I always mean what I say about hunting? This is really an inspi-
ration. I drink to a foeman worthy of my steel—at last.”

The general raised his glass, but Rainsford sat staring
at him.

“You'll find this game worth playing,” the general said
enthusiastically. “Your brain against mine. Your woodcraft
against mine. Your strength and stamina against mine. Outdoor

chess! And the stake is not without value, eh?”
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560

570

580

“And if T win—" began Rainsford huskily.

“T'll cheerfully acknowledge myself defeated if T do not
find you by midnight of the third day,” said General Zaroft.
“My sloop will place you on the mainland near a town.”

The general read what Rainsford was thinking,.

“Oh, you can trust me,” said the Cossack. “I will give you
my word as a gentleman and a sportsman. Of course you, in
turn, must agree to say nothing of your visit here.”

“I'll agree to nothing of the kind,” said Rainsford.

“Oh,” said the general, “in that case— But why discuss that
now? Three days hence we can discuss it over a bottle of Veuve
Clicquot,?® unless—"

The general sipped his wine.

Then a businesslike air animated him. “Ivan,” he said to
Rainsford, “will supply you with hunting clothes, food, a knife.
I suggest you wear moccasins; they leave a poorer trail. I suggest
too that you avoid the big swamp in the southeast corner of
the island. We call it Death Swamp. There’s quicksand there.
One foolish fellow tried it. The deplorable®® part of it was
that Lazarus followed him. You can imagine my feelings,

Mr. Rainsford. I loved Lazarus; he was the finest hound in my
pack. Well, I must beg you to excuse me now. I always take a
siesta after lunch. You'll hardly have time for a nap, I fear.
You'll want to start, no doubt. I shall not follow till dusk.
Hunting at night is so much more exciting than by day, don’t
you think? Au revoir?’, Mr. Rainsford, au revoir.”

General Zaroft, with a deep, courtly bow, strolled from
the room.

From another door came Ivan. Under one arm he carried
khaki hunting clothes, a haversack of food, a leather sheath
containing a long-bladed hunting knife; his right hand rested on

a cocked revolver thrust in the crimson sash about his waist. . . .

25. Veuve Clicquot (vov kle-ké'): brand of fine champagne.
26. deplorable (dé-plor'a-bal) adj.: regrettable; very bad.
27. au revoir (8'ra-vwar’): French for “goodbye."”

IDENTIFY

Pause at line 559. What does
Rainsford have to do to win
the game?

WORD STUDY

A sloop (line 559) is a kind of
ship. Circle the context clues
that help you figure out the
word’s meaning.

PLOT

Underline the name of
the place in line 573 that
Zaroff tells Rainsford to
avoid. What might the
suggestive name of this
place foreshadow?

WORD STUDY

Au revoir (line 581) is French
for “until we meet again.”
Read on, and underline the
context clues that help you
figure out the meaning of
the phrase.
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PLOT )

At line 588 the plot flashes )
forward. When do the events “TI must keep my nerve. I must keep my nerve,” he said through

beginning in line 588 occur?

Rainsford had fought his way through the bush for two hours.

590  tight teeth.

He had not been entirely clearheaded when the chiteau
gates snapped shut behind him. His whole idea at first was to
put distance between himself and General Zaroff, and, to this
end, he had plunged along, spurred on by the sharp rowels®*
of something very like panic. Now he had got a grip on himself,
had stopped, and was taking stock of himself and the situation.

He saw that straight flight was futile; inevitably it would
bring him face to face with the sea. e was in a picture with
a frame of water, and his operations, clearly, must take place

600  within that frame.

Copyright © by Holt, Rinehart and Winston. All rights reserved.

28. rowels (rou’alz) n.: small wheels with spurs that horseback riders
wear on their heels.
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610

Carel.

“T'll give him a trail to follow;,” muttered Rainsford, and he
struck off from the rude paths he had been following into the
trackless wilderness. He executed a series of intricate loops;
he doubled on his trail again and again, recalling all the lore of
the fox hunt and all the dodges of the fox. Night found him leg-
weary, with hands and face lashed by the branches, on a thickly
wooded ridge. He knew it would be insane to blunder on
through the dark, even if he had the strength. His need for rest
was imperative and he thought: “I have played the fox; now
I must play the cat of the fable.” A big tree with a thick trunk
and outspread branches was nearby, and taking care to leave not
the slightest mark, he climbed up into the crotch and stretching
out on one of the broad limbs, after a fashion, rested. Rest
brought him new confidence and almost a feeling of security.
Even so zealous a hunter as General Zaroff could not trace him

there, he told himself; only the devil himself could follow that

PLOT

Re-read lines 601-613. How
does Rainsford avoid being
captured and killed?
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PREDICT

Pause at line 628. Who is
coming through the bush?

VOCABULARY

impulse (im’puls’) n.: sudden
desire to do something.

PLOT

Underline the details in lines
637-647 that add to the
suspense of the plot. Why
does Zaroff smile?

620

630

640

complicated trail through the jungle after dark. But, perhaps,
the general was a devil—

An apprehensive night crawled slowly by like a wounded
snake, and sleep did not visit Rainsford, although the silence of
a dead world was on the jungle. Toward morning, when a dingy
gray was varnishing the sky, the cry of some startled bird
focused Rainsford’s attention in that direction. Something was
coming through the bush, coming slowly, carefully, coming by
the same winding way Rainsford had come. He flattened himself
down on the limb, and through a screen of leaves almost as
thick as tapestry, he watched. The thing that was approaching
was a man.

It was General Zaroff. He made his way along with his eyes
fixed in utmost concentration on the ground before him. He
paused, almost beneath the tree, dropped to his knees and
studied the ground. Rainsford’s impulse was to hurl himself
down like a panther, but he saw the general’s right hand held
something metallic—a small automatic pistol.

The hunter shook his head several times, as if he were puz-
zled. Then he straightened up and took from his case one of his
black cigarettes; its pungent incenselike smoke floated up to
Rainsford’s nostrils.

Rainsford held his breath. The general’s eyes had left the
ground and were traveling inch by inch up the tree. Rainsford
froze there, every muscle tensed for a spring. But the sharp eyes
of the hunter stopped before they reached the limb where
Rainsford lay; a smile spread over his brown face. Very deliber-
ately he blew a smoke ring into the air; then he turned his back
on the tree and walked carelessly away, back along the trail he
had come. The swish of the underbrush against his hunting
boots grew fainter and fainter.

Then pent-up air burst hotly from Rainsford’s lungs. His

first thought made him feel sick and numb. The general could
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650

660

680

follow a trail through the woods at night; he could follow an

extremely difficult trail; he must have uncanny powers; only by
the merest chance had the Cossack failed to see his quarry. Pause at line 661. The first

stage of the hunt is over.

Rainsford’s second thought was even more terrible. It sent
Who has won? What does

a shudder of cold horror through his whole being. Why had the Rainsford now know that he
general smiled? Why had he turned back? Sicent know‘,at thebeging
of the story?

Rainsford did not want to believe what his reason told him
was true, but the truth was as evident as the sun that had by
now pushed through the morning mists. The general was play-
ing with him! The general was saving him for another day’s
sport! The Cossack was the cat; he was the mouse. Then it was
that Rainsford knew the full meaning of terror.

“I will not lose my nerve. [ will not.”

He slid down from the tree and struck off again into the
woods. His face was set and he forced the machinery of his
mind to function. Three hundred yards from his hiding place
he stopped where a huge dead tree leaned precariously” on a
smaller living one. Throwing off his sack of food, Rainsford took
his knife from its sheath and began to work with all his energy.

The job was finished at last, and he threw himself down
behind a fallen log a hundred feet away. He did not have to wait
long. The cat was coming again to play with the mouse.

Following the trail with the sureness of a bloodhound came
General Zaroff. Nothing escaped those searching black eyes, no
crushed blade of grass, no bent twig, no mark, no matter how
faint, in the moss. So intent was the Cossack on his stalking that
he was upon the thing Rainsford had made before he saw it.
His foot touched the protruding bough that was the trigger.
Even as he touched it, the general sensed his danger and leapt
back with the agility of an ape. But he was not quite quick
enough; the dead tree, delicately adjusted to rest on the cut liv-
ing one, crashed down and struck the general a glancing blow

on the shoulder as it fell; but for his alertness, he must have been

smashed beneath it. He staggered, but he did not fall; nor did he

protruding (pro-tréod'in) v.
used as adj.: sticking out.

29. precariously (pri-ker'é-as:é) adv.: unsteadily; in an unstable manner.
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Pause at line 692. Who wins
the second stage of this
conflict?

PREDICT

Pause at line 707. What do
you predict Rainsford’s
"idea” will be?

WORD STUDY

The adjective placid (plas’id)
in line 709 means “calm.”

690

700

drop his revolver. He stood there, rubbing his injured shoulder,
and Rainsford, with fear again gripping his heart, heard the gen-
eral’s mocking laugh ring through the jungle.

“Rainsford,” called the general, “if you are within the sound
of my voice, as I suppose you are, let me congratulate you. Not
many men know how to make a Malay man-catcher. Luckily for
me, I too have hunted in Malacca.’® You are proving interesting,
Mr. Rainsford. I am going now to have my wound dressed; it’s
only a slight one. But I shall be back. I shall be back.”

When the general, nursing his bruised shoulder, had gone,
Rainsford took up his flight again. It was flight now, a desperate,
hopeless flight, that carried him on for some hours. Dusk came,
then darkness, and still he pressed on. The ground grew softer
under his moccasins; the vegetation grew ranker, denser; insects
bit him savagely. Then, as he stepped forward, his foot sank into
the ooze. He tried to wrench it back, but the muck sucked
viciously at his foot as if it were a giant leech. With a violent
effort, he tore loose. He knew where he was now. Death Swamp
and its quicksand.

His hands were tight closed as if his nerve were something
tangible that someone in the darkness was trying to tear from
his grip. The softness of the earth had given him an idea. He
stepped back from the quicksand a dozen feet or so, and, like
some huge prehistoric beaver, he began to dig.

Rainsford had dug himself in in France,?' when a second’s
delay meant death. That had been a placid pastime compared
to his digging now. The pit grew deeper; when it was above his
shoulders, he climbed out and from some hard saplings cut
stakes and sharpened them to a fine point. These stakes he
planted in the bottom of the pit with the points sticking up.
With flying fingers he wove a rough carpet of weeds and

branches and with it he covered the mouth of the pit. Then,

30. Malacca (ma-lak’a): state in what is now the nation of Malaysia in
southeastern Asia.

31. dug himself in in France: dug a hole for shelter from gunfire during
World War 1(1914-1918).
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wet with sweat and aching with tiredness, he crouched behind

the stump of a lightning-charred tree.

He knew his pursuer was coming; he heard the padding Pause at line 730. Who is in
sound of feet on the soft earth, and the night breeze brought the trap? Has Rainsford won?
him the perfume of the general’s cigarette. It seemed to
Rainsford that the general was coming with unusual swiftness;
he was not feeling his way along, foot by foot. Rainsford,
crouching there, could not see the general, nor could he see the
pit. He lived a year in a minute. Then he felt an impulse to cry
aloud with joy, for he heard the sharp crackle of the breaking
branches as the cover of the pit gave way; he heard the sharp
scream of pain as the pointed stakes found their mark. He leapt
up from his place of concealment. Then he cowered back. Three
feet from the pit a man was standing, with an electric torch in
his hand.

“You've done well, Rainsford,” the voice of the general
called. “Your Burmese tiger pit has claimed one of my best dogs.

Again you score. I think, Mr. Rainsford, I'll see what you can do
PLOT
against my whole pack. I'm going home for a rest now. Thank —

Pause at line 735. Who wins
the third stage of this
conflict? According to

Zaroff, what will happen
At daybreak Rainsford, lying near the swamp, was awakened by the next day? 5%

you for a most amusing evening.”

the sound that made him know that he had new things to learn
about fear. It was a distant sound, faint and wavering, but he
knew it. It was the baying of a pack of hounds.

Rainsford knew he could do one of two things. He could
stay where he was and wait. That was suicide. He could flee.
That was postponing the inevitable. For a moment he stood
there, thinking. An idea that held a wild chance came to him,
and, tightening his belt, he headed away from the swamp.

The baying of the hounds drew nearer, then still nearer,
nearer, ever nearer. On a ridge Rainsford climbed a tree. Down
a watercourse, not a quarter of a mile away, he could see the
bush moving. Straining his eyes, he saw the lean figure of
General Zaroff; just ahead of him Rainsford made out another

figure whose wide shoulders surged through the tall jungle
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weeds. It was the giant Ivan, and he seemed pulled forward by

INTERPRET some unseen force. Rainsford knew that Ivan must be holding
Pause at line 761, and recall the pack in leash.

Rainsford’s earlier ideas

They would be on him any minute now. His mind worked

about hunting (lines 19-31). . ‘
Why is Rainsford’s situation frantically. He thought of a native trick he had learned in

ironic, or surprising?

32

Uganda. He slid down the tree. He caught hold of a springy
young sapling and to it he fastened his hunting knife, with the
blade pointing down the trail; with a bit of wild grapevine he
tied back the sapling. Then he ran for his life. The hounds raised
760 their voices as they hit the fresh scent. Rainsford knew now how

an animal at bay feels.

© John Lund/Getty Images.
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He had to stop to get his breath. The baying of the hounds

stopped abruptly, and Rainsford’s heart stopped too. They must
have reached the knife. Pause at line 769. What does

Rainsford hope to see when
‘ he climbs up the tree? What
suers had stopped. But the hope that was in Rainsford’s brain does he actually see?

He shinnied excitedly up a tree and looked back. His pur-

when he climbed died, for he saw in the shallow valley that
General Zaroff was still on his feet. But Ivan was not. The knife,
driven by the recoil of the springing tree, had not wholly failed.

“Nerve, nerve, nerve!” he panted, as he dashed along.
A blue gap showed between the trees dead ahead. Ever nearer
drew the hounds. Rainsford forced himself on toward that gap.
He reached it. It was the shore of the sea. Across a cove he could
see the gloomy gray stone of the chateau. Twenty feet below
him the sea rumbled and hissed. Rainsford hesitated. He heard
the hounds. Then he leapt far out into the sea. . ..

When the general and his pack reached the place by the sea,
the Cossack stopped. For some minutes he stood regarding the
blue-green expanse of water. He shrugged his shoulders. Then

he sat down, took a drink of brandy from a silver flask, lit a per-

fumed cigarette, and hummed a bit from Madama Butterfly.>
General Zaroff had an exceedingly good dinner in his great Pause at line 776. Trapped
R between his deadly pursuer
paneled dining hall that evening. With it he had a bottle of and the sea, Rainsfyofd jumps.
Pol Roger and half a bottle of Chambertin. Two slight annoy- Is the game over? What
) ) do you predict will happen
ances kept him from perfect enjoyment. One was the thought next?

that it would be difficult to replace Ivan; the other was that his
quarry had escaped him; of course the American hadn’t played
the game—so thought the general as he tasted his after-dinner
liqueur. In his library he read, to soothe himself, from the works
of Marcus Aurelius.”* At ten he went up to his bedroom. He
was deliciously tired, he said to himself as he locked himself in.
There was a little moonlight, so before turning on his light,

he went to the window and looked down at the courtyard.

32. Madama Butterfly: famous Italian opera by Giacomo Puccini
(1858-1924).

33. Marcus Aurelius (méar'kas 6-ré'lé-as): emperor of Rome from
a.0. 161 to 180, who wrote about the philosophy of Stoicism, which
held that people should make themselves indifferent to both pain
and pleasure.
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He could see the great hounds, and he called: “Better luck
another time,” to them. Then he switched on the light.

A man, who had been hiding in the curtains of the bed,
was standing there.

“Rainsford!” screamed the general. “How in God’s name
did you get here?”

“Swam,” said Rainsford. “T found it quicker than walking
through the jungle.”

The general sucked in his breath and smiled. “I congratu-
late you,” he said. “You have won the game.”

Rainsford did not smile. “I am still a beast at bay;” he said,
in a low, hoarse voice. “Get ready, General Zaroft.”

The general made one of his deepest bows. “I see,” he
said. “Splendid! One of us is to furnish a repast** for the
hounds. The other will sleep in this very excellent bed. On

guard, Rainsford. .. .”

He had never slept in a better bed, Rainsford decided.

34. repast (ri-past’) n: meal.

© George D. Lepp/CORBIS.
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GILBERT KEITH CHESTERTON

THE BLUE CROSS

Between the silver ribbon of morning and the green glittering ribbon of sea, the boat
touched Harwich and let loose a swarm of folk like flies, among whom the man we
must follow was by no means conspicuous — nor wished to be. There was nothing
notable about him, except a slight contrast between the holiday gaiety of his clothes and
the official gravity of his face. His clothes included a slight, pale grey jacket, a white
waistcoat, and a silver straw hat with a grey-blue ribbon. His lean face was dark by
contrast, and ended in a curt black beard that looked Spanish and suggested an
Elizabethan ruff. He was smoking a cigarette with the seriousness of an idler. There was
nothing about him to indicate the fact that the grey jacket covered a loaded revolver,
that the white waistcoat covered a police card, or that the straw hat covered one of the
most powerful intellects in Europe. For this was Valentin himself, the head of the Paris
police and the most famous investigator of the world; and he was coming from Brussels
to London to make the greatest arrest of the century.

Flambeau was in England. The police of three countries had tracked the great criminal
at last from Ghent to Brussels, from Brussels to the Hook of Holland; and it was
conjectured that he would take some advantage of the unfamiliarity and confusion of the
Eucharistic Congress, then taking place in London. Probably he would travel as some
minor clerk or secretary connected with it; but, of course, Valentin could not be certain;
nobody could be certain about Flambeau.

It is many years now since this colossus of crime suddenly ceased keeping the world in
a turmoil; and when he ceased, as they said after the death of Roland, there was a great
quiet upon the earth. But in his best days (I mean, of course, his worst) Flambeau was a
figure as statuesque and international as the Kaiser. Almost every morning the daily




paper announced that he had escaped the consequences of one extraordinary crime by
committing another. He was a Gascon of gigantic stature and bodily daring; and the
wildest tales were told of his outbursts of athletic humour; how he turned the juge
d’instruction upside down and stood him on his head, “to clear his mind”; how he ran
down the Rue de Rivoli with a policeman under each arm. It is due to him to say that his
fantastic physical strength was generally employed in such bloodless though
undignified scenes; his real crimes were chiefly those of ingenious and wholesale
robbery. But each of his thefts was almost a new sin, and would make a story by itself.
It was he who ran the great Tyrolean Dairy Company in London, with no dairies, no
cows, no carts, no milk, but with some thousand subscribers. These he served by the
simple operation of moving the little milk cans outside people’s doors to the doors of
his own customers. It was he who had kept up an unaccountable and close
correspondence with a young lady whose whole letter-bag was intercepted, by the
extraordinary trick of photographing his messages infinitesimally small upon the slides
of a microscope. A sweeping simplicity, however, marked many of his experiments. It
is said that he once repainted all the numbers in a street in the dead of night merely to
divert one traveller into a trap. It is quite certain that he invented a portable pillar-box,
which he put up at corners in quiet suburbs on the chance of strangers dropping postal
orders into it. Lastly, he was known to be a startling acrobat; despite his huge figure, he
could leap like a grasshopper and melt into the tree-tops like a monkey. Hence the great
Valentin, when he set out to find Flambeau, was perfectly aware that his adventures
would not end when he had found him.

But how was he to find him? On this the great Valentin’s ideas were still in process of
settlement.

There was one thing which Flambeau, with all his dexterity of disguise, could not cover,
and that was his singular height. If Valentin’s quick eye had caught a tall apple-woman,
a tall grenadier, or even a tolerably tall duchess, he might have arrested them on the
spot. But all along his train there was nobody that could be a disguised Flambeau, any
more than a cat could be a disguised giraffe. About the people on the boat he had
already satisfied himself; and the people picked up at Harwich or on the journey limited
themselves with certainty to six. There was a short railway official travelling up to the
terminus, three fairly short market gardeners picked up two stations afterwards, one
very short widow lady going up from a small Essex town, and a very short Roman
Catholic priest going up from a small Essex village. When it came to the last case,
Valentin gave it up and almost laughed. The little priest was so much the essence of
those Eastern flats; he had a face as round and dull as a Norfolk dumpling; he had eyes
as empty as the North Sea; he had several brown paper parcels, which he was quite
incapable of collecting. The Eucharistic Congress had doubtless sucked out of their
local stagnation many such creatures, blind and helpless, like moles disinterred.
Valentin was a sceptic in the severe style of France, and could have no love for priests.
But he could have pity for them, and this one might have provoked pity in anybody. He
had a large, shabby umbrella, which constantly fell on the floor. He did not seem to
know which was the right end of his return ticket. He explained with a moon-calf
simplicity to everybody in the carriage that he had to be careful, because he had
something made of real silver “with blue stones” in one of his brown-paper parcels. His
quaint blending of Essex flatness with saintly simplicity continuously amused the
Frenchman till the priest arrived (somehow) at Tottenham with all his parcels, and came
back for his umbrella. When he did the last, Valentin even had the good nature to warn




him not to take care of the silver by telling everybody about it. But to whomever he
talked, Valentin kept his eye open for someone else; he looked out steadily for anyone,
rich or poor, male or female, who was well up to six feet; for Flambeau was four inches
above it.

He alighted at Liverpool Street, however, quite conscientiously secure that he had not
missed the criminal so far. He then went to Scotland Yard to regularise his position and
arrange for help in case of need; he then lit another cigarette and went for a long stroll in
the streets of London. As he was walking in the streets and squares beyond Victoria, he
paused suddenly and stood. It was a quaint, quiet square, very typical of London, full of
an accidental stillness. The tall, flat houses round looked at once prosperous and
uninhabited; the square of shrubbery in the centre looked as deserted as a green Pacific
islet. One of the four sides was much higher than the rest, like a dais; and the line of this
side was broken by one of London’s admirable accidents — a restaurant that looked as
if it had strayed from Soho. It was an unreasonably attractive object, with dwarf plants
in pots and long, striped blinds of lemon yellow and white. It stood specially high above
the street, and in the usual patchwork way of London, a flight of steps from the street
ran up to meet the front door almost as a fire-escape might run up to a first-floor
window. Valentin stood and smoked in front of the yellow-white blinds and considered
them long.

The most incredible thing about miracles is that they happen. A few clouds in heaven do
come together into the staring shape of one human eye. A tree does stand up in the
landscape of a doubtful journey in the exact and elaborate shape of a note of
interrogation. I have seen both these things myself within the last few days. Nelson does
die in the instant of victory; and a man named Williams does quite accidentally murder
a man named Williamson; it sounds like a sort of infanticide. In short, there is in life an
element of elfin coincidence which people reckoning on the prosaic may perpetually
miss. As it has been well expressed in the paradox of Poe, wisdom should reckon on the
unforeseen.

Aristide Valentin was unfathomably French; and the French intelligence is intelligence
specially and solely. He was not “a thinking machine”; for that is a brainless phrase of
modern fatalism and materialism. A machine only is a machine because it cannot think.
But he was a thinking man, and a plain man at the same time. All his wonderful
successes, that looked like conjuring, had been gained by plodding logic, by clear and
commonplace French thought. The French electrify the world not by starting any
paradox, they electrify it by carrying out a truism. They carry a truism so far — as in the
French Revolution. But exactly because Valentin understood reason, he understood the
limits of reason. Only a man who knows nothing of motors talks of motoring without
petrol; only a man who knows nothing of reason talks of reasoning without strong,
undisputed first principles. Here he had no strong first principles. Flambeau had been
missed at Harwich; and if he was in London at all, he might be anything from a tall
tramp on Wimbledon Common to a tall toast-master at the Hotel Metropole. In such a
naked state of nescience, Valentin had a view and a method of his own.

In such cases he reckoned on the unforeseen. In such cases, when he could not follow
the train of the reasonable, he coldly and carefully followed the train of the
unreasonable. Instead of going to the right places — banks, police stations, rendezvous
— he systematically went to the wrong places; knocked at every empty house, turned




down every cul de sac, went up every lane blocked with rubbish, went round every
crescent that led him uselessly out of the way. He defended this crazy course quite
logically. He said that if one had a clue this was the worst way; but if one had no clue at
all it was the best, because there was just the chance that any oddity that caught the eye
of the pursuer might be the same that had caught the eye of the pursued. Somewhere a
man must begin, and it had better be just where another man might stop. Something
about that flight of steps up to the shop, something about the quietude and quaintness of
the restaurant, roused all the detective’s rare romantic fancy and made him resolve to
strike at random. He went up the steps, and sitting down at a table by the window, asked
for a cup of black coffee.

It was half-way through the morning, and he had not breakfasted; the slight litter of
other breakfasts stood about on the table to remind him of his hunger; and adding a
poached egg to his order, he proceeded musingly to shake some white sugar into his
coffee, thinking all the time about Flambeau. He remembered how Flambeau had
escaped, once by a pair of nail scissors, and once by a house on fire; once by having to
pay for an unstamped letter, and once by getting people to look through a telescope at a
comet that might destroy the world. He thought his detective brain as good as the
criminal’s, which was true. But he fully realised the disadvantage. “The criminal is the
creative artist; the detective only the critic,” he said with a sour smile, and lifted his
coffee cup to his lips slowly, and put it down very quickly. He had put salt in it.

He looked at the vessel from which the silvery powder had come; it was certainly a
sugar-basin; as unmistakably meant for sugar as a champagne-bottle for champagne. He
wondered why they should keep salt in it. He looked to see if there were any more
orthodox vessels. Yes; there were two salt-cellars quite full. Perhaps there was some
speciality in the condiment in the salt-cellars. He tasted it; it was sugar. Then he looked
round at the restaurant with a refreshed air of interest, to see if there were any other
traces of that singular artistic taste which puts the sugar in the salt-cellars and the salt in
the sugar-basin. Except for an odd splash of some dark fluid on one of the white-
papered walls, the whole place appeared neat, cheerful and ordinary. He rang the bell
for the waiter.

When that official hurried up, fuzzy-haired and somewhat blear-eyed at that early hour,
the detective (who was not without an appreciation of the simpler forms of humour)
asked him to taste the sugar and see if it was up to the high reputation of the hotel. The
result was that the waiter yawned suddenly and woke up.

“Do you play this delicate joke on your customers every morning?” inquired Valentin.
“Does changing the salt and sugar never pall on you as a jest?”

The waiter, when this irony grew clearer, stammeringly assured him that the
establishment had certainly no such intention; it must be a most curious mistake. He
picked up the sugar-basin and looked at it; he picked up the salt-cellar and looked at
that, his face growing more and more bewildered. At last he abruptly excused himself,
and hurrying away, returned in a few seconds with the proprietor. The proprietor also
examined the sugar-basin and then the salt-cellar; the proprietor also looked bewildered.

Suddenly the waiter seemed to grow inarticulate with a rush of words.




“I zink,” he stuttered eagerly, “I zink it is those two clergy-men.”
“What two clergymen?”
“The two clergymen,” said the waiter, “that threw soup at the wall.”

“Threw soup at the wall?” repeated Valentin, feeling sure this must be some singular
Italian metaphor.

“Yes, yes,” said the attendant excitedly, and pointed at the dark splash on the white
paper; “threw it over there on the wall.”

Valentin looked his query at the proprietor, who came to his rescue with fuller reports.

“Yes, sir,” he said, “it’s quite true, though I don’t suppose it has anything to do with the
sugar and salt. Two clergymen came in and drank soup here very early, as soon as the
shutters were taken down. They were both very quiet, respectable people; one of them
paid the bill and went out; the other, who seemed a slower coach altogether, was some
minutes longer getting his things together. But he went at last. Only, the instant before
he stepped into the street he deliberately picked up his cup, which he had only half
emptied, and threw the soup slap on the wall. I was in the back room myself, and so was
the waiter; so I could only rush out in time to find the wall splashed and the shop empty.
It don’t do any particular damage, but it was confounded cheek; and I tried to catch the
men in the street. They were too far off though; I only noticed they went round the next
corner into Carstairs Street.”

The detective was on his feet, hat settled and stick in hand. He had already decided that
in the universal darkness of his mind he could only follow the first odd finger that
pointed; and this finger was odd enough. Paying his bill and clashing the glass doors
behind him, he was soon swinging round into the other street.

It was fortunate that even in such fevered moments his eye was cool and quick.
Something in a shop-front went by him like a mere flash; yet he went back to look at it.
The shop was a popular greengrocer and fruiterer’s, an array of goods set out in the
open air and plainly ticketed with their names and prices. In the two most prominent
compartments were two heaps, of oranges and of nuts respectively. On the heap of nuts
lay a scrap of cardboard, on which was written in bold, blue chalk, “Best tangerine
oranges, two a penny.” On the oranges was the equally clear and exact description,
“Finest Brazil nuts, 4d. a 1b.” M. Valentin looked at these two placards and fancied he
had met this highly subtle form of humour before, and that somewhat recently. He drew
the attention of the red-faced fruiterer, who was looking rather sullenly up and down the
street, to this inaccuracy in his advertisements. The fruiterer said nothing, but sharply
put each card into its proper place. The detective, leaning elegantly on his walking-cane,
continued to scrutinise the shop. At last he said, “Pray excuse my apparent irrelevance,
my good sir, but I should like to ask you a question in experimental psychology and the
association of ideas.”

The red-faced shopman regarded him with an eye of menace; but he continued gaily,
swinging his cane, “Why,” he pursued, “why are two tickets wrongly placed in a
greengrocer’s shop like a shovel hat that has come to London for a holiday? Or, in case




I do not make myself clear, what is the mystical association which connects the idea of
nuts marked as oranges with the idea of two clergymen, one tall and the other short?”

The eyes of the tradesman stood out of his head like a snail’s; he really seemed for an
instant likely to fling himself upon the stranger. At last he stammered angrily: “I don’t
know what you ‘ave to do with it, but if you’re one of their friends, you can tell 'em
from me that I'll knock their silly ‘eads off, parsons or no parsons, if they upset my
apples again.”

“Indeed?” asked the detective, with great sympathy. “Did they upset your apples?”

“One of ’em did,” said the heated shopman; “rolled *em all over the street. I'd ‘ave
caught the fool but for havin’ to pick em up.”

“Which way did these parsons go?” asked Valentin.

“Up that second road on the left-hand side, and then across the square,” said the other
promptly.

“Thanks,” replied Valentin, and vanished like a fairy. On the other side of the second
square he found a policeman, and said: “This is urgent, constable; have you seen two
clergymen in shovel hats?”

The policeman began to chuckle heavily. “I ‘ave, sir; and if you arst me, one of em was
drunk. He stood in the middle of the road that bewildered that —

“Which way did they go?” snapped Valentin.

“They took one of them yellow buses over there,” answered the man; “them that go to
Hampstead.”

Valentin produced his official card and said very rapidly: “Call up two of your men to
come with me in pursuit,” and crossed the road with such contagious energy that the
ponderous policeman was moved to almost agile obedience. In a minute and a half the
French detective was joined on the opposite pavement by an inspector and a man in
plain clothes.

"

“Well, sir,” began the former, with smiling importance, “and what may — ?

Valentin pointed suddenly with his cane. “I’ll tell you on the top of that omnibus,” he
said, and was darting and dodging across the tangle of the traffic. When all three sank
panting on the top seats of the yellow vehicle, the inspector said: “We could go four
times as quick in a taxi.”

“Quite true,” replied their leader placidly, “if we only had an idea of where we were
going.”

“Well, where are you going?” asked the other, staring.



Valentin smoked frowningly for a few seconds; then, removing his cigarette, he said: “If
you know what a man’s doing, get in front of him; but if you want to guess what he’s
doing, keep behind him. Stray when he strays; stop when he stops; travel as slowly as
he. Then you may see what he saw and may act as he acted. All we can do is to keep our
eyes skinned for a queer thing.”

“What sort of queer thing do you mean?” asked the inspector.
“Any sort of queer thing,” answered Valentin, and relapsed into obstinate silence.

The yellow omnibus crawled up the northern roads for what seemed like hours on end;
the great detective would not explain further, and perhaps his assistants felt a silent and
growing doubt of his errand. Perhaps, also, they felt a silent and growing desire for
lunch, for the hours crept long past the normal luncheon hour, and the long roads of the
North London suburbs seemed to shoot out into length after length like an infernal
telescope. It was one of those journeys on which a man perpetually feels that now at last
he must have come to the end of the universe, and then finds he has only come to the
beginning of Tufnell Park. London died away in draggled taverns and dreary scrubs,
and then was unaccountably born again in blazing high streets and blatant hotels. It was
like passing through thirteen separate vulgar cities all just touching each other. But
though the winter twilight was already threatening the road ahead of them, the Parisian
detective still sat silent and watchful, eyeing the frontage of the streets that slid by on
either side. By the time they had left Camden Town behind, the policemen were nearly
asleep; at least, they gave something like a jump as Valentin leapt erect, struck a hand
on each man’s shoulder, and shouted to the driver to stop.

They tumbled down the steps into the road without realising why they had been
dislodged; when they looked round for enlightenment they found Valentin triumphantly
pointing his finger towards a window on the left side of the road. It was a large window,
forming part of the long facade of a gilt and palatial public-house; it was the part
reserved for respectable dining, and labelled “Restaurant.” This window, like all the rest
along the frontage of the hotel, was of frosted and figured glass; but in the middle of it
was a big, black smash, like a star in the ice.

“Our cue at last,” cried Valentin, waving his stick; “the place with the broken window.”

“What window? What cue?” asked his principal assistant. “Why, what proof is there
that this has anything to do with them?”

Valentin almost broke his bamboo stick with rage.

“Proof!” he cried. “Good God! the man is looking for proof! Why, of course, the
chances are twenty to one that it has nothing to do with them. But what else can we do?
Don’t you see we must either follow one wild possibility or else go home to bed?” He
banged his way into the restaurant, followed by his companions, and they were soon
seated at a late luncheon at a little table, and looked at the star of smashed glass from
the inside. Not that it was very informative to them even then.

“Got your window broken, I see,” said Valentin to the waiter as he paid the bill.




“Yes, sir,” answered the attendant, bending busily over the change, to which Valentin
silently added an enormous tip. The waiter straightened himself with mild but
unmistakable animation.

“Ah, yes, sir,” he said. “Very odd thing, that, sir.”
“Indeed?” Tell us about it,” said the detective with careless curiosity.

“Well, two gents in black came in,” said the waiter; “two of those foreign parsons that
are running about. They had a cheap and quiet little lunch, and one of them paid for it
and went out. The other was just going out to join him when I looked at my change
again and found he’d paid me more than three times too much. ‘Here,’ I says to the chap
who was nearly out of the door, ‘you’ve paid too much.” ‘Oh,’ he says, very cool, ‘have
we?’ “Yes,’ I says, and picks up the bill to show him. Well, that was a knock-out.”

“What do you mean?” asked his interlocutor.

“Well, I"d have sworn on seven Bibles that I’d put 4s. on that bill. But now I saw I’d put
14s., as plain as paint.”

“Well?” cried Valentin, moving slowly, but with burning eyes, “and then?”

“The parson at the door he says all serene, ‘Sorry to confuse your accounts, but it’ll pay
for the window.” ‘“What window?’ I says. ‘The one I’m going to break,” he says, and
smashed that blessed pane with his umbrella.”

All three inquirers made an exclamation; and the inspector said under his breath, “Are
we after escaped lunatics?” The waiter went on with some relish for the ridiculous story:

“I was so knocked silly for a second, I couldn’t do anything. The man marched out of
the place and joined his friend just round the corner. Then they went so quick up
Bullock Street that I couldn’t catch them, though I ran round the bars to do it.”

“Bullock Street,” said the detective, and shot up that thoroughfare as quickly as the
strange couple he pursued.

Their journey now took them through bare brick ways like tunnels; streets with few
lights and even with few windows; streets that seemed built out of the blank backs of
everything and everywhere. Dusk was deepening, and it was not easy even for the
London policemen to guess in what exact direction they were treading. The inspector,
however, was pretty certain that they would eventually strike some part of Hampstead
Heath. Abruptly one bulging gas-lit window broke the blue twilight like a bull’s-eye
lantern; and Valentin stopped an instant before a little garish sweetstuff shop. After an
instant’s hesitation he went in; he stood amid the gaudy colours of the confectionery
with entire gravity and bought thirteen chocolate cigars with a certain care. He was
clearly preparing an opening; but he did not need one.

An angular, elderly young woman in the shop had regarded his elegant appearance with
a merely automatic inquiry; but when she saw the door behind him blocked with the
blue uniform of the inspector, her eyes seemed to wake up.




“Oh,” she said, “if you’ve come about that parcel, I’ve sent it off already.”
“Parcel?” repeated Valentin; and it was his turn to look inquiring.
“I mean the parcel the gentleman left — the clergyman gentleman.”

“For goodness’ sake,” said Valentin, leaning forward with his first real confession of
eagerness, “‘for Heaven’s sake tell us what happened exactly.”

“Well,” said the woman a little doubtfully, “the clergymen came in about half an hour
ago and bought some peppermints and talked a bit, and then went off towards the Heath.
But a second after, one of them runs back into the shop and says, ‘Have I left a parcel!’
Well, I looked everywhere and couldn’t see one; so he says, ‘Never mind; but if it
should turn up, please post it to this address,’ and he left me the address and a shilling
for my trouble. And sure enough, though I thought I'd looked everywhere, I found he’d
left a brown paper parcel, so I posted it to the place he said. I can’t remember the
address now; it was somewhere in Westminster. But as the thing seemed so important, I
thought perhaps the police had come about it.”

“So they have,” said Valentin shortly. “Is Hampstead Heath near here?”

“Straight on for fifteen minutes,” said the woman, “and you’ll come right out on the
open.” Valentin sprang out of the shop and began to run. The other detectives followed
him at a reluctant trot.

The street they threaded was so narrow and shut in by shadows that when they came out
unexpectedly into the void common and vast sky they were startled to find the evening
still so light and clear. A perfect dome of peacock-green sank into gold amid the
blackening trees and the dark violet distances. The glowing green tint was just deep
enough to pick out in points of crystal one or two stars. All that was left of the daylight
lay in a golden glitter across the edge of Hampstead and that popular hollow which is
called the Vale of Health. The holiday makers who roam this region had not wholly
dispersed; a few couples sat shapelessly on benches; and here and there a distant girl
still shrieked in one of the swings. The glory of heaven deepened and darkened around
the sublime vulgarity of man; and standing on the slope and looking across the valley,
Valentin beheld the thing which he sought.

Among the black and breaking groups in that distance was one especially black which
did not break — a group of two figures clerically clad. Though they seemed as small as
insects, Valentin could see that one of them was much smaller than the other. Though
the other had a student’s stoop and an inconspicuous manner, he could see that the man
was well over six feet high. He shut his teeth and went forward, whirling his stick
impatiently. By the time he had substantially diminished the distance and magnified the
two black figures as in a vast microscope, he had perceived something else; something
which startled him, and yet which he had somehow expected. Whoever was the tall
priest, there could be no doubt about the identity of the short one. It was his friend of
the Harwich train, the stumpy little cure of Essex whom he had warned about his brown
paper parcels.




Now, so far as this went, everything fitted in finally and rationally enough. Valentin had
learned by his inquiries that morning that a Father Brown from Essex was bringing up a
silver cross with sapphires, a relic of considerable value, to show some of the foreign
priests at the congress. This undoubtedly was the “silver with blue stones”; and Father
Brown undoubtedly was the little greenhorn in the train. Now there was nothing
wonderful about the fact that what Valentin had found out Flambeau had also found out;
Flambeau found out everything. Also there was nothing wonderful in the fact that when
Flambeau heard of a sapphire cross he should try to steal it; that was the most natural
thing in all natural history. And most certainly there was nothing wonderful about the
fact that Flambeau should have it all his own way with such a silly sheep as the man
with the umbrella and the parcels. He was the sort of man whom anybody could lead on
a string to the North Pole; it was not surprising that an actor like Flambeau, dressed as
another priest, could lead him to Hampstead Heath. So far the crime seemed clear
enough; and while the detective pitied the priest for his helplessness, he almost despised
Flambeau for condescending to so gullible a victim. But when Valentin thought of all
that had happened in between, of all that had led him to his triumph, he racked his
brains for the smallest rhyme or reason in it. What had the stealing of a blue-and-silver
cross from a priest from Essex to do with chucking soup at wall paper? What had it to
do with calling nuts oranges, or with paying for windows first and breaking them
afterwards? He had come to the end of his chase; yet somehow he had missed the
middle of it. When he failed (which was seldom), he had usually grasped the clue, but
nevertheless missed the criminal. Here he had grasped the criminal, but still he could
not grasp the clue.

The two figures that they followed were crawling like black flies across the huge green
contour of a hill. They were evidently sunk in conversation, and perhaps did not notice
where they were going; but they were certainly going to the wilder and more silent
heights of the Heath. As their pursuers gained on them, the latter had to use the
undignified attitudes of the deer-stalker, to crouch behind clumps of trees and even to
crawl prostrate in deep grass. By these ungainly ingenuities the hunters even came close
enough to the quarry to hear the murmur of the discussion, but no word could be
distinguished except the word “reason” recurring frequently in a high and almost
childish voice. Once over an abrupt dip of land and a dense tangle of thickets, the
detectives actually lost the two figures they were following. They did not find the trail
again for an agonising ten minutes, and then it led round the brow of a great dome of
hill overlooking an amphitheatre of rich and desolate sunset scenery. Under a tree in this
commanding yet neglected spot was an old ramshackle wooden seat. On this seat sat the
two priests still in serious speech together. The gorgeous green and gold still clung to
the darkening horizon; but the dome above was turning slowly from peacock-green to
peacock-blue, and the stars detached themselves more and more like solid jewels.
Mutely motioning to his followers, Valentin contrived to creep up behind the big
branching tree, and, standing there in deathly silence, heard the words of the strange
priests for the first time.

After he had listened for a minute and a half, he was gripped by a devilish doubt.
Perhaps he had dragged the two English policemen to the wastes of a nocturnal heath on
an errand no saner than seeking figs on its thistles. For the two priests were talking
exactly like priests, piously, with learning and leisure, about the most aerial enigmas of
theology. The little Essex priest spoke the more simply, with his round face turned to
the strengthening stars; the other talked with his head bowed, as if he were not even




worthy to look at them. But no more innocently clerical conversation could have been
heard in any white Italian cloister or black Spanish cathedral.

The first he heard was the tail of one of Father Brown’s sentences, which ended: “. . .
what they really meant in the Middle Ages by the heavens being incorruptible.”

The taller priest nodded his bowed head and said:

“Ah, yes, these modern infidels appeal to their reason; but who can look at those
millions of worlds and not feel that there may well be wonderful universes above us
where reason is utterly unreasonable?”

“No,” said the other priest; “reason is always reasonable, even in the last limbo, in the
lost borderland of things. I know that people charge the Church with lowering reason,
but it is just the other way. Alone on earth, the Church makes reason really supreme.
Alone on earth, the Church affirms that God himself is bound by reason.”

The other priest raised his austere face to the spangled sky and said:
“Yet who knows if in that infinite universe — ?”

“Only infinite physically,” said the little priest, turning sharply in his seat, “not infinite
in the sense of escaping from the laws of truth.”

Valentin behind his tree was tearing his fingernails with silent fury. He seemed almost
to hear the sniggers of the English detectives whom he had brought so far on a fantastic
guess only to listen to the metaphysical gossip of two mild old parsons. In his
impatience he lost the equally elaborate answer of the tall cleric, and when he listened
again it was again Father Brown who was speaking:

“Reason and justice grip the remotest and the loneliest star. Look at those stars. Don’t
they look as if they were single diamonds and sapphires? Well, you can imagine any
mad botany or geology you please. Think of forests of adamant with leaves of brilliants.
Think the moon is a blue moon, a single elephantine sapphire. But don’t fancy that all
that frantic astronomy would make the smallest difference to the reason and justice of
conduct. On plains of opal, under cliffs cut out of pearl, you would still find a notice-
board, ‘Thou shalt not steal.’”

Valentin was just in the act of rising from his rigid and crouching attitude and creeping
away as softly as might be, felled by the one great folly of his life. But something in the
very silence of the tall priest made him stop until the latter spoke. When at last he did
speak, he said simply, his head bowed and his hands on his knees:

“Well, I think that other worlds may perhaps rise higher than our reason. The mystery of
heaven is unfathomable, and I for one can only bow my head.”

Then, with brow yet bent and without changing by the faintest shade his attitude or
voice, he added:




“Just hand over that sapphire cross of yours, will you? We’re all alone here, and I could
pull you to pieces like a straw doll.”

The utterly unaltered voice and attitude added a strange violence to that shocking
change of speech. But the guarder of the relic only seemed to turn his head by the
smallest section of the compass. He seemed still to have a somewhat foolish face turned
to the stars. Perhaps he had not understood. Or, perhaps, he had understood and sat rigid
with terror.

“Yes,” said the tall priest, in the same low voice and in the same still posture, “yes, I am
Flambeau.”

Then, after a pause, he said:
“Come, will you give me that cross?”
“No,” said the other, and the monosyllable had an odd sound.

Flambeau suddenly flung off all his pontifical pretensions. The great robber leaned back
in his seat and laughed low but long.

“No,” he cried, “you won’t give it me, you proud prelate. You won’t give it me, you
little celibate simpleton. Shall I tell you why you won’t give it me? Because I've got it
already in my own breast-pocket.”

The small man from Essex turned what seemed to be a dazed face in the dusk, and said,
with the timid eagemess of “The Private Secretary’:

“Are — are you sure?”

Flambeau yelled with delight.

“Really, you're as good as a three-act farce,” he cried. “Yes, you turnip, I am quite sure.
I had the sense to make a duplicate of the right parcel, and now, my friend, you’ve got

the duplicate and I've got the jewels. An old dodge, Father Brown — a very old dodge.”

“Yes,” said Father Brown, and passed his hand through his hair with the same strange
vagueness of manner. “Yes, I’ve heard of it before.”

The colossus of crime leaned over to the little rustic priest with a sort of sudden interest.
“You have heard of it?” he asked. “Where have you heard of it?”

“Well, I mustn’t tell you his name, of course,” said the little man simply. “He was a
penitent, you know. He had lived prosperously for about twenty years entirely on

duplicate brown paper parcels. And so, you see, when I began to suspect you, I thought
of this poor chap’s way of doing it at once.”




“Began to suspect me?” repeated the outlaw with increased intensity. “Did you really

have the gumption to suspect me just because I brought you up to this bare part of the
heath?”

“No, no,” said Brown with an air of apology. “You see, I suspected you when we first
met. It’s that little bulge up the sleeve where you people have the spiked bracelet.”

“How in Tartarus,” cried Flambeau, “did you ever hear of the spiked bracelet?”

“Oh, one’s little flock, you know!” said Father Brown, arching his eyebrows rather
blankly. “When I was a curate in Hartlepool, there were three of them with spiked
bracelets. So, as I suspected you from the first, don’t you see, I made sure that the cross
should go safe, anyhow. I'm afraid I watched you, you know. So at last I saw you
change the parcels. Then, don’t you see, I changed them back again. And then I left the
right one behind.”

“Left it behind?” repeated Flambeau, and for the first time there was another note in his
voice beside his triumph.

“Well, it was like this,” said the little priest, speaking in the same unaffected way. “I
went back to that sweet-shop and asked if I'd left a parcel, and gave them a particular
address if it turned up. Well, I knew I hadn’t; but when I went away again I did. So,
instead of running after me with that valuable parcel, they have sent it flying to a friend
of mine in Westminster.” Then he added rather sadly: “I learnt that, too, from a poor
fellow in Hartlepool. He used to do it with handbags he stole at railway stations, but
he’s in a monastery now. Oh, one gets to know, you know,” he added, rubbing his head
again with the same sort of desperate apology. “We can’t help being priests. People
come and tell us these things.”

Flambeau tore a brown-paper parcel out of his inner pocket and rent it in pieces. There
was nothing but paper and sticks of lead inside it. He sprang to his feet with a gigantic
gesture, and cried:

“I don’t believe you. I don’t believe a bumpkin like you could manage all that. I believe

you’ve still got the stuff on you, and if you don’t give it up — why, we’re all alone, and
I'1l take it by force!”

“No,” said Father Brown simply, and stood up also, “you won’t take it by force. First,
because I really haven’t still got it. And, second, because we are not alone.”

Flambeau stopped in his stride forward.

“Behind that tree,” said Father Brown, pointing, “are two strong policemen and the
greatest detective alive. How did they come here, do you ask? Why, I brought them, of
course! How did I do it? Why, I'll tell you if you like! Lord bless you, we have to know
twenty such things when we work among the criminal classes! Well, I wasn’t sure you
were a thief, and it would never do to make a scandal against one of our own clergy. So
I just tested you to see if anything would make you show yourself. A man generally
makes a small scene if he finds salt in his coffee; if he doesn’t, he has some reason for
keeping quiet. I changed the salt and sugar, and you kept quiet. A man generally objects




if his bill is three times too big. If he pays it, he has some motive for passing unnoticed.
I altered your bill, and you paid it.”

The world seemed waiting for Flambeau to leap like a tiger. But he was held back as by
a spell; he was stunned with the utmost curiosity.

“Well,” went on Father Brown, with lumbering lucidity, “as you wouldn’t leave any
tracks for the police, of course somebody had to. At every place we went to, I took care
to do something that would get us talked about for the rest of the day. I didn’t do much
harm — a splashed wall, spilt apples, a broken window; but I saved the cross, as the
cross will always be saved. It is at Westminster by now. I rather wonder you didn’t stop
it with the Donkey’s Whistle.”

“With the what?”” asked Flambeau.

“I’'m glad you’ve never heard of it,” said the priest, making a face. “It’s a foul thing. I'm
sure you’re too good a man for a Whistler. I couldn’t have countered it even with the
Spots myself; I’m not strong enough in the legs.”

“What on earth are you talking about?” asked the other.

“Well, I did think you’d know the Spots,” said Father Brown, agreeably surprised. “Oh,
you can’t have gone so very wrong yet!”

“How 1in blazes do you know all these horrors?” cried Flambeau.

The shadow of a smile crossed the round, simple face of his clerical opponent.

“Oh, by being a celibate simpleton, I suppose,” he said. “Has it never struck you that a
man who does next to nothing but hear men’s real sins is not likely to be wholly
unaware of human evil? But, as a matter of fact, another part of my trade, too, made me
sure you weren’t a priest.”

“What?” asked the thief, almost gaping.

“You attacked reason,” said Father Brown. “It’s bad theology.”

And even as he turned away to collect his property, the three policemen came out from
under the twilight trees. Flambeau was an artist and a sportsman. He stepped back and

swept Valentin a great bow.

“Do not bow to me, mon ami,” said Valentin with silver clearness. “Let us both bow to
our master.”

And they both stood an instant uncovered while the little Essex priest blinked about for
his umbrella.






