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HERE FOLLOWS a rough
translation of the letter which
Henri Drumont wrote in Bouk-
rah, two days before his death,
to his uncle, Count Ferrand in
Parris. It explains the incidents
which led up to the situation
hereinafter to be described.
My Drear UncrLE,

You will have gathered from
former letters of mine, that, when
one gets east of Buda Pest, official

cormuption becomes rampant to an
extent believable in the West.

Goodness things are bad
enough in Paris, but Paris official life

Jeafofecfesfocirofeatofroforfortrofenfoaocfertoofeaforocicdeafocfeforfeairefentoioofedorrfeafiaonts
“ “| return good for evil. | give you a chance
% for your life, my nephew had none at your 3
J hqnds." ;
¥ rufuefonfosfosfococfortocdratiatosfoofocfocfecediafintoafoofoetosiosfosodenfide

is comparatively clean when brought
intc contrast with Boukrah. I was
well aware before I lefi France that
much money would have to be se-
cretly spent if we were to secure the
concession for lighting Boukrah with
electricity, but I was unprepared for
the exactions that were actually levied
upon me, It must be admitted that
the officials are rapacions enough,
but once bought, they remain bought,
or, at least, such has been my exper-
ience of them.

Therp are, however, a horde of
hangers-on, who seem even more in—
satiable than the govemning body of
the town, and the worst of these is
one Schwikoff, editor of the leading
paper here, the Bouxmasnr GazerTE,
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which is merely a daily blackmailing
sheet. He has every qualiticatun
needed by an editor of a paper in
rastern rurope, Wwalch may
summed up by saying that he 18 de-
momacaliy expert with the rapier,
audadeadshotwnmapiux_;sﬂcnqs
yaxt time and again that his scurri-
fous paper could wreck our scheme,
and 1 belisve there is some truth in
his assertion. Be that as & may, [
have paid him at different times large
Sulus Of mouey, DUt eacn paywnet
seems but the precursor of a more
outrageous demand. At last I was
compelled to refuse further contribu-
tions to his banking account, amt the
young man smiled, saying he _
my decision as not tmal, for, u# it
was, I should regret it. Althou
Schwikoff did not know it, I had
concession signed and completed at
that nmmenl;c;d;v}ﬁdl dommenl ‘:‘;e::::(;
to you yest y morning.

Schwikoff would be very angry when
he leamned of this, but such did not
appear to be the case.

He met me last night in the smok-
ing-room of the Imperial Club, and
shock hands with® great apparent
cordiality, laughing over his -
fiture, and assurng me that 1 was
one of the shrewdest businessmen
he had ever met. I was glad to s=e
him take it in this way, and later
in the evening when he asked me to
have a game of chess with him, 1
aoce?ted his invitation, thinking bet-
ter for the Comﬁ)eany that he should
be a friend, if were 50

We had not progressed far with
the game, when he suddenly accused
me of making a move 1 had no rig‘l:t
to make. I endeavored to explain, but
he sprang up in an assumed rage
and a glass of wine in m
face. The room was crowded wi
officers and gentlemen, I koow you
may think me foolish for having
sent my seconds to sach a man as
Schwikoff, who is a well known
blackmailer, - but, hev , he
comes of a. good family, and I, who

have served in the French Ammy,
and am of your biood, couid not ac-
cept tamely such an insut. M what
1 hear of his skill as a swordsman
is true, 1 enter the contest well
aware that 1 am out-classed, for 1
fear I have negiected the training of
my right arm in my recent pursuit of
scientific knowledge. Whatever may
be the outcome, I have the satisfac-
tion of knowing that the task given
me has been accomplished. Our
Company has now the right to estab-
kish its plant and lay #s wires in
Boukrah, and the here have
such an Eastern delight in all that
is brilliant. and glittering, that I feel
certain our project will be a finan-
vial success. '

Schwikoff and I will meet about
the time you receive this letter, or,
perhaps, a litle earlier, for we fight
at daybreak, with rapiers, in the
large room of the Fencing School of
Ams in this place.

Accept, my dear uncle, the assur-
ance of my most affectionate con-
sideration. — Your unworthy nephew,

Henw,

The old man’s hand trembled
as he laid down the letter after
reading it, and glanced up at
tl;ethdo::ik. lft v:lasdathe g;lncmm:l ning
of the duel, an ight came
earlier at Bourlq-a]‘:h than at
Paris.

Count Ferrand was a mem-
ber of an old French family
that had been impoverished by
the Revolution. Since then, the
Ferrand family had lived poor-
Iy enough until the Count, as
a young man, had turned his
attention towards science, and
now, in his old age, he was
sup, to possess fabulous
wealth, and was known to be

.the head of one of the largest
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electric manufacturing com-
ga.nies in the environs of Paris.

o one at the works was aware
that the young man, Henri Dru-
mont, was given employ
in the manufactory after he
had served his time in the army,
was “the nephew of the old

Count, for the head of the com--

pany believed that the young
man would come to a more
accurate knowledge of the busi-
ness if he had to take the rough
with the smooth, and learn his
trade from the bottom upwards.

The ce at the clock told
the old Count that the duel,
whatever its result, had taken

lace. So there was nothing to

e done but await tidings. It
was the manager of the works
who brought them in,

“I am sorry to inform you,
sir,” be said, “that the young
man, Henri Drumont, whom
we sent to Boukrah, was killed
this morning in a duel. His as-
sistant telegraphs for instruc-
tions. The young man has no
relatives here that I know of,
so I suppose it would be as well
to have him buried where he
died.”

The manager had no suspi-
cion that he was telling sﬁis
Chief of the death of his heir,

“The body is to be brought
back to France,” said the Count
quietly,

And it was done. Later, when
the question arose of the action
to be taken regarding the con-
cession recdﬁ from Boukrah

L4

the Count astonished the di-
rectors by announcing that, as
the concession was an import-
ant one, he himself would take
the journey to Boukrah, and
remain there until the electric
plant, already forwarded, was in
position, and a suitable local
manager found.

THE COUNT took the Ori-
ent Express from Paris, and,
amvmlf in Boukrah, applied
himself with an energy y
to be expected from one of his
years, to the completion of the
work which was to supply the
city with electricity,

Count Ferrand refused him-
self to all callers until the elec-
tric plant was in operation, and
the interior of the building he
had bought, completed to his
satisfaction. Then, practically
the first man admitted to his
private  office was Schwikoff,
editor of the Boukrar GazerTE.
He had sent in his card witl;)la

uest, written in passable
%er%nch, for information regard-
;u':gl the electrical installation,

ich would be of interest, he
said, to the readers of the Ga-
zerTE. Thus Schwikolf was ad-
mitted to the presence of Ciunt
Ferrand, whose nephew he had
killed, but the journalist, of
course, knew nothing of the re-
lationship between the two
men, and thought, perhaps, he
had done the courteous old
gentleman a favor, in removing
from the path of his advance
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ment the young man who had
been in the mﬂn now held
by this gray-haired veteran.
The ancient noble received
his wvisitor with scrupulous
courtesy, and the blackmailer,
cing at his hard, inserutable
ace, lined with e ience,
thought that here, perhaps, he
had a more difficult victim to
bleed than the free-handed
young fellow whom he had so
deferenti:clllg removed from ex-
istence, ering strictly to the
rules of the game, himself ac-
quitted of all guilt by the law
of his country, and the custom
of his city, passing unscathed
into his customary walk of life,
free to rapier the next man
who offended him. Count Fer-
rand said politely that he was
ready to impart all the infor-
mation in his possession for the
purposes of publication. The
oung man smiled and shrugged
is shoulders slx;Ehtly.
“To tell you the truth, sir, at
once and bluntly, T do not

come so much for the se
of questioning you arding
your business, as with ob-

ject of making some arrange-
ment concemning the Press,
with which I have the great
honor to be connected. You
may be aware, sir, that much
of the success of your company

will depend on the attitude of
the Press towards you. I thought,
perhaps, you might be able to

suggest some method by which
all  difficulties would be

smoothed away; a method that
would result in our mutual ad-
vantage.”

“I shall not pretend to mis-
understand you,” replied the
Count, “but I was led to be-
lieve that large sums had al-
ready been disbursed, and that
the difficulties, as you term
vu had a!ready been re-
moved.”

“So far as I am concerned,”
returned dthe blackmailer, “the
sums paid to me were compara-
tively trivial, and I was led to
hope that when the company
came into active operation, as,
thanks to your energg, is now
the case, it would deal more
liberally with me.”

The Count in silence %lam
at some papers he took from
a pigeonhole, then made a few
notes on the pad before him.
At lAa-it 1ie s[;])lke. that

* right in stating
an amount exceeding ten thou-
sand francs was paid to you by
Ey pmr\;_ldecessor, in order that

e influence of your pa
et

again
his shoulders. &

“It may have been somethin:
like that,” he said carelessly.
do not keep my accoumt of
these matters.”

‘It is a large sum,” persisted
Fagﬁd ' 1

* a respectable sum; but
sl you must remember what
vou got for it. You have the



A Game of Chess 47

right to bleed for ever all the
ena. hat gives you the righ

“And that gives you the right
to bleed u.s'x"gl

“Oh! if you like to put it that
way, yes. We give you quid
pro quo by stan o? up for you
when complaints of your exac-
tions are made.”

“Precisely. But I am a busi-
nessman, and would like to see
where I am going. You would
oblige me, then, by stating a
definite sum, which would be
received by you in satisfaction
of all demands.”

“Well, in that case, I think
twenty thousand francs would
be a moderate amount.”

“I cannot say that modera-
tion is the most striking feature
of your proposal,” said the
Count drily, “still we shall not
trouble about that, if you will
be reasonable in the matter of
payment. 1 propose to pay you
in instalments of a thousand
francs a month.”

“That would take nearly two
years,” objected Schwikoff, “Life
is uncertain. Heaven only
knows where we shall be two
years from now.”

“Most true; or even a day
hence. Still, we have spent a
great deal of money on this
establishment, and our income
hae not yet begun; therefore,
on beha]ty of the company, I
must insist on easy payments.
I am willing, however, to make
it two thousand francs a month,
but beyond that I should not

care to go without communi-

cating with Paris.”
“ well,” swa‘?ered Schwi-
koff, with the air of a man mak-

ing great comcessions, “I sup-

se we may call that satis-
actory, if you make the first
payment now.”

“I do not keep such a sum
in my office, and, besides, I
wish to impose further terms.
It is not my intention to make
an arrangement with any but
the leading paper of this place,
which I understand the GazerTe
to be.”

“A laudable intention. The
GazeTrE is the only paper that
has any influence in Boukrah.”

“Very well; then I must ask
you, for your own sake as for
mine, to keep this matter a
strict secret; even to deny that
you receive a_ subsidy, if the
question should come up.”

“Oh, certainly, certainly.”

“You will come for payment,
which will be in gold, after of-
fice hours, on the first of each
month. I shall be here alone to
receive you. I should prefer that
you came in by the back way,
where your entrance will be un-
seen, and so we shall avoid
comment, because, when I re-
fuse the others, I should not
care for them to know that one
of their fellows has had an ad-
vantage over them. I shall take
the money from the bank be-
fore it closes. What hour, there-
fore, after six o'clock will be
most convenient to you?”
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“That is immaterial — seven,
eight, or nine, or even later, if
you like.”

“Eight o'clock will do; by that
time everyone will have left
the building but myself. I do
not care for late hours, even if
they occur but once a month.
At eight o'clock precisely you
will find the door at the back
ajar. Come in without announce-
ment, so that we may not be
taken by surprise. The door is
self-locking, and you will find
me here with the money. Now,
that I may be able to obtain
the gold in time, I must bid
you adieu.”

AT EIGHT O'CLOCK pre-
cise,'l:{rl Count Ferrand, standi ﬁ
in the passage, saw the bhac
door shoved open and Schwi-
koff enter, closing it behind
him. b .

“I I have not kept you
waiting,” said Schwikoff.

“Your promptitude is excep-
tional,” said tge other politely.
“As a businessman, I must con-
fess 1 like punctuality. T have
left the money in upper
room. Will you have the good-
ness to follow me?”

They mounted four pairs of
stairs, all lighted by incande-
scent lamps. Entering a pas-
sageway on the upger floor, the
Count closed the big door be-
hind him; then opening anoth-
er door, they came to a large
oblong room, occupying nearly
the whole of the top storey,

brilliantly lighted by an elec-
tric lustre d%gending from the
“The

is is my experimentin
labarato?r,” said the old ma1g1
as he closed the second door
behind him.

It was certainly a remarka-
ble room, entirely without win-
dows, On the wall, at the right
hand near the entrance, were
numerons switches in shining
brass and copper and steel

From the door onward were
Bz)haps ten feet of ordinary

ring, then across the whole
width of the room extended a
gigantic chess board, the
:?uares ire]low and gray, made
ternately of copper and steel;
beyond that again was another
ten feet of plain flooring, which
supported a desk and some
chairs. Schwikoff’s eyes glit-
tered as he saw a pile of gold
on the desk. Near tEe desk was
a huge open fireplace, con-
structed like no fireplace Schwi-
koff had ever seen before. The
center, where the grate should
have been, was occupied by
what looked like a great earth-
enware bathtub, some six or
seven feet long, “That” said
the electrician, noticing the
other’s glance at it, “is an elec-
tric furnace of my own inven-
tion, probably the largest elec-
tric furnace in the world. I am
convinced there is a great fu-
;lll;i: I:Iuefore carbide of calcium,
am carrying on some
experiments drifting towards
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the ection of the electric
crucible.”

“Carbide of calcium? ech-
gfed Schwikoff, “I never heard

it.”

“Perhaps it would not inter-
est you, but it is curious from
the fact that it is a rival of the
electric light, and yet only
through the aid of electricity
is carbide of calcium made com-
mercially possible.”

“E icity creates its own
rival, you mean; most interest-
ing 1 am sure. And is this a
chessboard let into the floor?”

“Yes, another of my inven-
tions. I am a devotee of chess.”

“So am I~

“Then we shall have to have
a game together. You don’t ob-
ject to hiéx stakes 1 hope?”

“Oh, no, if 1 have the money.”

“Ah, well, we must have a
game with stakes high enough
to make the contest interesting.”

“Where are l);ou.r chessmen?
They must be huge.”

“Yes, this board was arranged
so that living chessmen might
play on it. You see, the alter-
nate squares are of coliper, the
others of steel. That black line
which surrounds each square is
hard rubber, which does not
allow the electricity to pass
from one square to another.”

“You use electricty, then, in
playing= . .

“Oh, electricity is the motive
power of the game; I will ex-
plain it all to you presently;
meanwhile, would you oblige

me by counting the gold on
the desk? I tbmi you will find
tfi-]:;e ’exactly two thousand

cs.

The old man led the wa
across the metal chessboard.
He proffered a chair to Schwi-
koff, who sat down before the
desk.

Count Ferrand tock the re-
maining chair, carried it over
the metal platform, and sat
down near the switch, having
thus the huge chessboard be-
tween him and his guest. He
turned a lever from one polished
knob to another, the transit
causing a wicked, vivid flash
to illuminate the room with
the venomous glitter of blue
lightning. Schwikoff gave a mo-
mentary start at the crackle and
the blinding light. Then he con-
tinued his counting in silence.
At last he looked up and said,
“This amount is quite correct.”

“Please do not move from
your chair,” commanded the
Count. “I warn you that the
chessboard is now a broad belt
of death between you and me.
On every disc the current is
turned, and a man stepping
anywhere on the board will re-
ceive into his body two thou-
sand volts, killing him instantly
as with a stroke of lightning,
which, indeed, it is.”

“Is this a practical joke?”
asked Schwi OFE turning a lit-
tle pale about the lips, sitting
‘sitﬂl, as he had been ordered to

0.
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“It is practical emough, and
no joke, as you will learn when
you know more about it. You
see this circle of twenty-four
knobs at my hand, with each
knob of which, alternately, this
lever communicates when 1
turn it.”

As the Count spoke he moved
the lever, which went crackl-
ing past a semi-circle of knobs,
emitting savage gleams of steel-
like fire as it touched each
metal projection.

“From each of these knobs,”
esxplained the Count, as if he
were giving a scientific lecture,
“electricity is turned on to a
certain combination of squares
before you. When I s%egan

king, the whole board was

ectrified; now, a man mi
walk across that board, and hi
chances of reaching this side
aligzhwouldbeas eetctl)d::le.

wikoff sprang su
to his feet, terror in his facg:
and seemed about to make a
dash for it The old man
gushed the lever back into its
ormer position,

“I want you to understand,”
said the Count suavely, “that
upon any movement on your
part, I s instantly electri
the whole board. And please
remember that, although I can
make the chessboard as safe as
the floor, a push on this lever
and the metal becomes a belt

of destruction. You must keep

a cool head on your shoulders,
Mr. Schwikoff, otherwise you
have no chance for your lLife”

SCHWIKOFF, standing there
stealthily drew a revolver from
his hip pocket. The Count con-
tinued in even tones:

“I see you are armed, and I
know you are an accurate
marksman, You may easily
shoot me dead as I sit here, 1
have thought that all out in
the moments I have given to
the consideration of this busi-
ness. On my desk downstairs
is a letter to the manager, sair-
ing that I am called suddenly
to Paris, and that I shall not
return for a month. I ask him
to go on with the work, and
tell him on no account to al-
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low anyone to enter this room.
You might shout till you were
hoarse, but none outside would
hear you. The walls and ceil-
ing and floor have been dead-
ened so effectively that we are
chic'l::lly in a silent, closed
x. There is no exit except up
throu%o the chimney, but if
you k at the crucible to
which I called your attention
ou will see that it is now white
ﬁot, so there is no escape that
way. You will, therefore, be
imprisoned here until you starve
to death, or until despair caus-
es you to commit suicide by
stepping on the electrified
oor.”

“I can shatter your switch-
board from here with bullets.”

“Try it,” said the old man
calmly. “The destruction of the
switcf]’boa.rd merely means that
the electricity comes permanent-
ly on the floor. If you shatter
the switchboard, it will then be
out of my power to release you,
even if I wished to de so, with-
out going down stairs and turn-
ing off the electricity at the main.
I assure timu that all these things
have had my most earnest con-
sideration, and while it is pos-
sible that something may have
been overlooked, it is hardly
probable that you, in your now
excited state of mind, will chance
upon that omission.”

Schwikoff sank back in his
chair.

“Why do you wish to murder
me?” he asigd. “You may re-

tain your money, if that is what
you want, and I shall keep quiet
about you in the paper.”

“Oh, I care nothing for the
money nor the paper.

“Is it because I killed your
predecessor?”

“My predecessor was my neph-
ew and my heir. 'I'hroughe];nis
duel with you, I am now a child-
less old man, whose riches are
but an incumbrance to him, and
yet those riches would buy me
freedom were 1 to assassinate
you in broad daylight in the
street. Are you willing now to
listen to the terms I propose to

you?r”

“Yes.”

“Very good. Throw your pis-
tol into the corner of the room

beside me; its possession will do

you no good.”

AFTER A moment’s hestita-
tion, Schwikoff flung his pistol
across the metal floor into the
corner. The old man turmed the
lever to still another knob.

“Now,” he said, “you have a
chance of life again; thirty-two
of the squares are electrified,
and thirty-two are harmless.

Stand, I beg of you, on the
square which belongs to the
Black King.”

“And meet my death.”

“Not on that square, I assure
you. It is perfectly safe.”

But the young man made no
movement to comply. “T ask you
to explain your intention.”

“You shall play the most sin-
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ister game of chess have
ever engaged in; Death will be
your t. You shall have
the right to the movements of
the King — one square in any
direction that you choose. You
will never be in a position in
which have not the choice
of at least two squares upon
which you can step with im-
punity; in fact, you shall have
at each move the choice of eight

squares on which to set your

foot, and as a general thing,
four of those will mean safeg,
and the other four death, al-
though sometimes the odds will
be more heavily against you, and
sometimes more strongly in your
favour. If you reach this side
unscathed, you are then at lib-
erty to go, while if you touch
one of the electric squares, your
death will be instantaneous.
Then I shall turn off the cur-
rent, place your body in that
electrical furnace, turn on the
current again, with the result
that for a few moments there
will be thick, black smoke from
the chimney, and a handful of
white ashes in the crucible.”
“And you run no danger.”
“No more than you did when
you stood up against my neph-
ew, having previously unjustly
insulted him.
“The duel was carried out ac-
cording to the laws of the code.”
“The laws of my code are
::ninore gfenerous. h?meav:ph a
ance for your life. neph-
ew had no such favoury shown

to him; he was doomed from
ghgbeginning,andyouknew

it.

“He had been an officer in
the French Army.”

“He allowed his sword arm
to get out of practice, which
was wrong, of course, and he
suffered for it. However, we are
not discussing him; it is your
fate that is in question. I E‘ve
you now two minutes in i
to take your stand on the King’s
square,

“And if I refuse?”

“If you refuse, I turn the elec-
tricity on the whole board, and
then I leave you. I will tear u
the letter which is on my d
below, return here in the momn-
ing, give the alarm, say you
broke in to rob me of the gold
which is beside you on the desk,
and give you in charge of the
authorities, a disgraced man.”

“But what if I tell the truth?”

“You would not be believed,
and I have pleasure in knowing
that 1 have money enough to
place you in prison for the rest
of your life. The chances are,
however, that, with the elec-
tricity fully turned on, this build-
ing will be burned down before
moming. I fear my insulation is
not perfect enough to withstand
so strong a current. In fact, now
that the thought has suggested
itself to me, fire seems a good
solution of the difficulty. I shall
arrange the wires on leaving so
that a conflagration will break
out within an hour after my de-



A Game of Chess 53

parture, and, I can assure you,
you will not be rescued by the
firemen when they understand
their danger from live wires in
a building from which, I will
tell them, it is impossible to cut
off the electricity. Now, sir, you
have two minutes.”

SCHWIKOFTF stood still while
Ferrand counted the seconds
left to him; finally, as the time
was about to expire, he stepped
on the King’s square, and stood
there, swaying slightly, drops of
E:rspiration gathering on his

“Braval” cried the Count, “you
see, as I told you, it is perfectly
safe. I give you two minutes to
make your next move.”

Schwikoff, with white lips,
ste;t)Fd diagonally to the square
of the Queen’s Pawn, and stood
there, breathing hard, but un-
harmed.

“Two minutes to make the
next move,” said the old man, in
the unimpassioned tones of a

judge.

'%Io, nol” shouted Schwikoff
excitedly, “I made my last move
at once; I have nearly four min-
utes. I am not to hurried;
I must keep my head cool. I
have, as you see, superb con-

over myself.”

His voice had now risen to a
tsltiream, and his open hand dreh\;

e perspiration down from hi
brpw over his face, streaking it

T o calml” he shrieked, his

knees knocking together, “but
this is no game of chess; it is
murder. In a e of chess 1
could take all time I wanted
in considering a move.”

“True, truel” said the old man
suavely, leaning back in his
chair, although his hand never
left the black handle of the lev-
er. “You are in the right. I apolo-

ize for my infringement of the

ws of chess; take all the time
you wish, we have the night be-
fore us.”

Schwikoff stood there long in
the ominous silence, a silence
interrupted now and then by a
startling crackle from the direc-
tion of the glowing electric fur-
nace. The air seemed charged
with electricity and almost un-
breathable. The time given him,
so far from being an advantage,
disintegrated his nerve, and as
he looked fearfully over the met-
al chessboard the copper squares
seemed to be glowing red hot,
and the dangerous illusion that
the steel squares were cool and

safedbemme uppermost in his

min

He curbed with difficulty his
desire to plunge, and stood bal-
ancing himself on his left foot,
cautiously approaching the steel
square with his right toe. As the
boot neared the steel square,
Schwikoff felt a strange thrill
pass through his body. He drew
back his foot quickly with a yell
of terror, and stood, his body in-
clining now to the right, now to

(Tum to page 69)
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the left, like a tall tree hesitatin
before its fall. To save himsel
he“ﬁwﬁtwh}l I” he cried. “T
ercyl Mercy!” he cried.

have been punished enough. I
killed the man, but his death
was sudden, and not fiendish tor-
ture like this. I have been pun-
ished enough.”

“Not so,” said the old man.
“An eye for an eye.”

All self-control abandoned the
victim. From his crouching po-
sition he spranﬁllike a tiger. Al-
most before his out-stretched
hands touched the polished met-
al his body straightened and
stiffened with a jerk, and as he
fell, with a hissing sound, dead
on the chessboard, the old man
turned the lever free from the

fatal knob. There was no com-
passion in his hard face for the
executed man, but instead his
eyes glittered with the scien-
tific fervour of research. He rose,
turned the body over with his
foot, drew off one of the boots,
and tore from the inside a thin
sole of cork.

“Just as I thought,” he mur-
mured. “Oh, the irony of ignor-
ancel There existed, after all,
the one condition I had not pro-
vided for. I knew he was pro-
tected the moment he stepped
upon the second square, and, if
his courage had not deserted
him, he could have walked un-
harmed across the board, as the
just, in mediaeval times, passed
through the ordeal of the red-
hot plough-shares.”




