THE IMMORTAL
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ECKINGTON VILLAGE suspected
Madely Towers, and vu%‘uely feared
the fine house with the splendid
gardens and the grim wall enclosing them.
“The Red Lion’" faces the graceful stone
bridge which crosses the Ifflet, and from
Madely Towers into Beckington there is no
way but the bridge, unless you walk two
miles round.

8o the landlord of ““ The Red Lion " saw
almost everyone who came from or went to
the old country house—turned ten years ago
into a sanatorium—for the railway-station
was on the same side of the Ifflet as the inn.

There was scarce an inmate of the Towers
but would, in the course of a week, come
walking over the bridge which crossed the
deep-rushing little river. Now and again
one would stop, order something, and drink
it under the inquisition of five or six pairs of
eyes. But in none of Dr. Anson’s patients
could *“ The Red Lion " find a hole to pick.
The men drank little and talked pleasantly ;
and the younger of them, though they
seldom stayed long at the Towers, always
left it looking stronger and happier.

Of the women, except that they did not
drink at “ The Red Lion,” the same things
might be said ; they left Dr. Anson’s &
little fatter, a little browner, and a great deal
happier, if looks were to be trusted, than
when they came.

The older patients, however, stayed longer;
some three or four, Odgers, the landlord,was
ready to swear, had been there since Anson
took the house. And it was the elder men
and women who gave the inn and the village
that senseof theunknown and the unaccount-
able which had ripened into suspicion.

That the young and jaded should in this
mild yet stimulating air become younger,
happier, and keener was all in the course of

Nature ; but that the decrepit, the fat, and
4
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the senile should, in the course whether of
a few months or fewer years, grow erect,
ose grossness, and come alive again to the
world around them, was—well, it savoured
of witcheraft, the black art of which the
tradition yet lingers in some parts of that
county.

Many in Beckington thought, and all
Beckington had some percepuon of the
notion as Beckington’s united opinion, that
Dr. Anson was up to no goo.f and was

laying a queer game—working a spell or
et Rl et fscople who
would have seemed, to you or me, to have
got nothing but healing from him.

Yet almost every man in Beckington who
did not himself ‘owe something to the
wisdom and kindness of Dr. Anson, knew
two or three others who did. But that
lean figure, that brown face, thase thin
lips, the alert gait and the ready ear seemed,
to the rustic r:ind, to consort ill with the

“in-turned ” expression of the eyes.

** However kind -nd clever he be " Sam
Odgers would say, *it always seems like
as if it was some other chap, not you, as he's
doing it for.”

After heavy rain in the first weck of
August had come splendid summer weather.
Odgera himself had brought out the ale
which Tompkins, from Boulger's
Farm, was drinking.

Tompkins, lowﬂnng the pewter from his
face, saw right in front of him, coming down
the hill on the other side of the river, a lttle
old lady. He pointed across the bridge
with the tankard.

“ Who's she 7 he asked.

* Looks like Mrs. Anson—doctor’s mother,
up to Madely,” said Odgers. *She's too
old to be running, let alone the heat.”

* And never hat nor bonnet on her head !
exclaimed Tompkins.
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The figure drew nearer, running with the
pitiable, fatfooted trotof an old woman.

Tompkins drop] wter mug into
the road, gathe m relu in a shoes grip,
and snatched his whip from the socket on
the splashboard.

“She’ll do herself a hurt,” he said, and
struck his horse, for the first time almost
in his life galloping & dog-cart downhill
Something told him not to let the woman
reach the bridge, and his very zeal undid
him. The trotting figure and the galloping
horse met near the far end of the bridge.
He could see the face now—desperate, if
not mad. To avoid crushing her against
the wall with his near wheel, Tompkins
drew out a little. The woman trotted by
him, helping her pace with hands that
scnmbl like rats along the breast-high

¥ divinod that she did not mean o cross
the bridge, and it scomed to him an age
before i succeeded in stopping and turning
the cart, heading the horse back towards the
inn. In reality, he had done it all in
the shortest poasible time, but, as he came
abreast of her, the little old Rk had her
second knee on the parapet, and was
struggling to ber fet for the leap into tho

Tomphns jumped from his seat in time
only to grasp a handful of her skirt as she
went over. A j piece of black m«
i his hand was il bs gained by it.
downward glance showed im soma dothn
and a grey head bobbing and twisting down
the quick water.

He ran back to the end of the bridge she
had come from, vaulted the fence where it
met the parapet, and ran along the grass
bank till he had distanced the grey head,
now almost submerged. He judged his time,
flopped in, and swam. _In spite of the stream
he was strong enough to reach its middle
as she came down to him, now under water.
Somehow he got the poor, draggled head
over his shoulder, and then, with only one
arm at work, had all he could do to keep the
two mouths free. Feebly but dog
was swimming for the Becking nk, and
wondering how long he would hold out if
he could not break through the mid strength
of the current, when he heard a shout, and
next moment felt the alap of a live falling
across his shoulders. He caught the rope
with his free hand—Odgers was at its other
end—and in a minute and l balf Tompkins
and his burden were ashor

They carried the little womun up through
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“The Red Lion ” paddock to the inn, not
knowing whether she were dead or alive.

rs. Odgers met them at the back door,
mrclming + she had seen death approaching,
she thought, through the apple trees.

But “ Shut thy mouth ! ” said Odgers ;
and when she saw the grey, draggled head
between his arms, she was not only silent,
but_became .g.m the efficient woman her
husband kne

They carried the helpless body to the
landlady’s room. Mrs. gers, “knowing
nothing of artificial respiration, began at
once to strip the wizened little form, sending
‘the men from the room as if modesty were
more than life.

Odgers ran to the kitchen to fill bottlcs
with hot water.

Tompkins helped himself to spirits in the

eserted bar, and remembered his horse and
trap. As he went out into the road, he saw
that a small crowd had already gathered,
in the midst of which was Dr. Anson's
motor-car, and the Doctor, asking what had

He left the car, meeting Tompkins on the

steps.

“ Upstairs,” said Tompkins, pomtmg the
way. "And then, after o moment's hesita-
tion, “ They do say it’s Mrs. Anson, sir,” he
added.

“Fetch the lady from my car,” said
Anson, and leapt up the stairs.

A woman in a silk dust-coat was already
getting out. She was of graceful figure, pale
of face, with large brown eyes. The crowd
watched her speak with Tompkins and then
cnter the house.

“ Doctor herself " he heard one man say
to another. ** My sister's courtin’ with the
second gardencr at the Towers. She've got
letters after her name—same’s a man. She's
his assistant—not so much with the patients,
gardener says, as in the other games.”

 Games—what games ¢ asked Tomp-

kins.

* How sh'd I know ?  There's the rabbits
in their hutches, and rats and guinea-piyx.
Szmkm vermin, all of 'em—but I pitics

i hoi. later; b they brought old
Mrs. Anson, wrapped in blankets, and with
the draggled hair decently hidden, down to
the car, Tompkins was again there. Having
risked something in getting her out of the
water, he had a modest curiosity to sce that
she lived. He was pleased by the tender
ness of her son. and of the lady who was alse
her comfort. A little

a doctor, in s
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flutter inside him rather hoped that some-

became awkwardness when Tompkins felt,
body would say **Thank you.” Yet he

in_moving, the coat and trousers which

kept himself and his glass religiously aloof.  neither belonged to nor fitted him.
Dr. Anson gave him his
hand.

“ My debt is too great for

words, Mr. Tompkins,” he
said. “ May I come and see
you at Boulger's End ? "

Then he turned to the white
amed in blanket and

he said, * this is
Mr. Tompkins. He saved your
life at the risk of his own.”
The eyes in the pale face
been half closed.
Now they came wide
open and met those
of the blushing
Tompkins.

SO came to tell you how 1 felt

t sympathetic
St of o sports

Anson, on the point of starting, leaned
over and seemed to ask a question of Sam
Odgers. Awswering,  Odgens glanced  at
Tompkins and beckoned him. Modesty

In a voice very low, but so exquisitely
clear that the words were heard by at least
If a dozen of the villagers as well as by
Sam Odgers and his wife, Mrs. Anson spoke.
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“1 shall never forgive him,” she said.
And the delicate old face twitched as the
eyes closed.

No comment was possible. Anson started
his car, nodding, with a deprecating smile,
at Tompkins. The lady who was, they
said, also a doctor, looked back also to
nod ‘and smile, and Tompkins thought. the
smile made her beautiful.

i S .

Beckington discovered as many ex-
lanations as it invented versions of the
acts. Tompkins, who was not Beckington
proper, said nothing. Of true Beckington
men, Odgers said the least. But his office
“did once or twice force him to give an
opinion ; it seemed like as if the poor lady
had been tired of being alive, and that was
a thing as could happen easy enough,
without no witcheraft nor foul play in it.
Seemed a pity like, he said softly once—
to the Reverend Mr. Merridew—that he
and Tompkins bad been looking over river
when she came ambling down to the bridge.
And Mr. Merridew, though nodding sym-
pathetically, said something formal of
bearing the burdens laid upon us. To
which Sam Odgers replied that there might
be burdens, so to speak, outside of the
bargain. What bargain, Merridew did not
ask. But Odgers continued, as if explana-
tion were incumbent, whether asked or not:

*“ I've always looked at the whole thing,
you see, sir, as a bargain 'tween me and
summat that I—well, that I just has to
guess at. And part of that bnrgm.-ny
1 look at it, you sec, Mr. Merridew— part of
that bargain is—

gers was shy. So was Merridew, but
he managed to nod encouragement.

* The days of our years are three-score
years and ten—it says that somewheres, you
know, Mr. Merridew,” Odgers explained.
““ And summat more—sayi "f like, if you
do happen to get the long pull, you 'll mel be
find it & drop over what you needed

** Well? " asked Merridew guardedly, but
quickly suspicious of what the man meant
to convey.

Odgers looked hun utnlghl in the eyes
for the first tim duy. “Ever kept
uinea-pigy, plno he asked.

““When I was a little boy, but not for
long. The little beasts were always dying.
1 hnd alx once, and a thunderstorm killed
three.”

* Oldest I ever knew,” snd Odgers, with
a certain grim significance, * was six years.
1'm not saying you mightn't get one to live

seven—p’r'aps even eight—but they've got
a guinea-pig up to Madely Towers what'll
be nineteen years come Christmas.”

Mr. Morridew went home fecling rather
mck And Odgers, knowing his man, never
asked hun not to repeat wlm he

. .

Dr. Anson came, a8 he had promised, to
see Tompkins. Though both were simple-
minded men, and though each had the best
manners of his class, there was constraint
on both sides, to which Tompkins, at the
end of the intervlew, gave partial expression

Modestly, even diffidently, Anson had
taken from the car a beautifully-made,
old-fashioned _hunting-crop, asking the
farmer to keep it in memory of his grlm\lde

Tompkins demurring inarticulately—

*It was my father’s,” said Anson. “ He
was a great man after the hounds. He and
my mother—well, such devotion as theirs
seems to me & very rare thing, Mr. Tomp-
Kina, He has been dead ten years. I'd like
you to take it as from him.”

Poor Tompkins had a feeling “ above
himself.” He turned flaming red in the
hce. and his hands were behind his back.

“Can’t be done, Dr. Anson,” he said.
Then, seeing the pain and astonishment on
the other man’s face, he took the desperate
venture of comforting him with the truth :
* I'm thinking, if things were that way wi
him, your father, sir, would like enough
have as little thanks for what I did as your
mother had.”

Anson was a gentle:
honesty of the explanation, doing his best
to hide the pain it gave him. He laid the
whip on the seat of the car, assured the
unhappy Tompkins of at least a son’s
gratitude, shook hands with him warmly,
and drove awa;

Three days later the car came again, but
this time it brought Mrs. Anson herself.

Tompkins was there when sk-e came,
her face wore an expression of contri
gentle and appealing that he helped her ot
very tenderly.

Heled her into his stiff and stuffy parlour
and put her into its best ch

* You're a kind man, as wel.l as a very
brave one, Mr. Tompkins,” she said. ‘I
want you to forgive me—my ingratitu

“ If what I did seemed an injury, ma'am,
7iiliee tisis '8 gool. fafn— 0 he Bogair
Bul she interrupted him4

“It was a good turn,” she said.  Suicide
is wicked. I've ;lnn been taught so, and
believed it, so I seem to have no excuse.”

nd accepted the

nd
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“ They do cay 'tis the Lord kuows the
excuses,” murmured Tompkins, muc
embarrass

ed.

s0,” she answered simply. My
son told me, Mr. Tompkins, why you
refused to accept from him a thing which
he and I prize very much. The whip
belonged to one of the most famous cross-
country riders in the shires—Major James
Anson, my husband.”

Tompkins made the mouth of a man
about to whistle in astonishment, but
checked himself at the cost of a small hiss.

“’Tis a fine whip, and a fine man they
say he was, ma'am. Did you do me the
honour to come here to-day to make me
take it ? "

““No, I came to tell you how I felt—felt
your delicacy, and how I think you have
Tust that irit of &
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at the time, and I was surprised when I
found that this new place, so far from our
old house, was just only a kind of sanatorium.
T could not bring myself to leave the place
where his father and I had been so happy
together. For the first two or three years
of my widowhood I was fairly content.
Philip came often to see me, and, as my
health seemed rapidly declining, I believed
1 should soon join his father. My friends
used sometimes to speak of me as a saint.
alluding to the resignation with which T
endured my ailments. I used to laugh
secretly over that, because every twinge of
sciatica, every cold in the head, every attack
of influenza, was counted as a step towards—
towards my husband, Mr. Tompkins. Only
1 wanted to sec my son m-rriu‘l first.”

She paused a moment, us if asking whether

hetic spi
which my husband Joved finding in a man.”

Tompkins was struck to the heart with
pleasure, but did not speak.

““ And also,” she went on; in her clear,
thin voice, with such beauty of pronuncia-
tion as Tompkins had not heard since the
old Taverner family, driven out by the
Death Duties, had parted with Madely
Towers—* and also, Mr. Tompkins, I came
bacause T wanted to tell you how it all
nappened.”

“D'you think, ma'sm, as that’s wise ?
It’s mostly best to let them things lie. I
can see you're a good, kind lady, and I can
believe in & heavy trouble without even
trying to guess what it might be. It hasn't
hurt me, ma’am, what you said, "cept that
T've been wishing whiles that I'd not
interfered. But——"

* But there's no time to ask questions, is
there, when a crazy old woman is trying to
take headers off a bridge ?  You'll have to
listen to me, please 8o fill your pipe,
Mr. Tompkins, and sit down--there.”

She pointed to a chair facing hers, and
Tompkins obeyed, even to taking his pipe
out of his pocket. But after her first words
he forgot to fill it.

2 son, Dr. Philip Anson, earned high
distinction at Cambridge,” she said, * and
afterwards in the hospital and the examina-
tions in London. But his love for bis father
made him content with a country practice
in our part of Leicestershire, so that t
might see each other almost every day
But after my hushand’s death Philip choxe
this place, Madely Towers, as best suited
for carrving out he called his life's
work. What that was I did not understand

=
<

o

Tompkins nodded gravely.

“Two years ago 1 nmfy died of pneu-
monia. Philip came to me, nursed me, an
brought me here. He told me he believed
he could make me quite strong again, and
I submitted to his treatment and to staying
on here the more willingly that I didn't
believe all the doctors in the world could
keep me from dying very soon, and also
bgeause there was a lady in his house work-
ing with him, whom 1 liked very much,
and whom I hoped he would marry.

* Well, I saw a good many paticnts come
and go, and I wasn't surprised when they
got well in such clever hands. But some of
the old ones stayed on and on, and seemed
to grow, not only stronger, but younger.
One day I questioned Miss Sylvia Clive—
Dr. Clive, they call her—and she told me
that there wasn't a man in the world who'd
Eeen so successful in averting and combating
the first stages of senile decay as Dr. Anson.
She is very sweet and kind, and, somehow.
the phrase ‘senile decay’ didn't frighten
me so much as if she'd said he knew how to
keep people from growing old. But some
little time after that I was talking to one of
the patients—a Mr. Blyfield, a gentleman
who has been there for siy years. He's
cighty years old next month.”

** T've seen Mr. Blyfield,” said Tompkins,
Iked to him. 1'd have given him
a bare sixty.”

And he saw a slender shudder run over
the old woman's body

** That ~that,” s A v,
the horror of it.  An old man that isn't
cnongh can hecome as ghastly as u child
that won't grow up. Wel as talking to
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Mr. Blyfield, when he suddenly laughed 1n

a very queer way

““Ma’am,” he nmd, it's immortality he's
after. Your son’s jumped ahead of Metch-
nikoff as far as Stephenson outpaced Jamic
Watt. We keep it quiet here, we old ones,
because we want to play the game with
Dr. Anson. Man's a long liver, anyhow,
and takes a bit of observing. But I was an
awful case of senile decay at soventy-four,
ma'am. They had a man and two women
A doll, ma’am,
T was, with too little sawdust in my calico
veins. Look at me now!’ he said, and
threw out his chest and waggled that dread-
ful white beard, Mr. TomEkinl, 80 that he
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treatment of old age as a diseaso. Mr.
Blyfield said that was certainly the philo-
sophic way to regard it. There arc many
diseases, he said, and they all lead to death.
old e is just the commonest of them—
that's all.
“1 found T had no difficulty in avoiding
this kind of talk with the others, but Mr.
f‘ﬁe'd became tiresome. So at last I
id him that the subject didn’t interest me.
He became much excited, and said it onght
to interest me very much, because I was onc
of them—had undergone the same treat-
ment that he and the others had been
through. This I denied, but when he
descn ed it as hr as he had been permitted

gave me an awful fit of

“Then the old gentleman—for you must
understand, Mr. Tompkins, that he is a
gentioman ia s sort of way’; he is slways
gentle and considerate to me. I mustn’t
forget that, because my son and Miss Clive
were always 8o busy in the annex—"

Here honest Tompkins interrupted to ask
what an annex might be.

** They call it the.annex—the great wide
shed where there are all sorts of rooms
where all sorts of queer things are being
done all day, and where all the nice
young men look always so anxious,” ex-
plained Mrs. Anson. ** Miss Clive and my
son were so much in the annex, and amongst
the cages where all the strange animals
are ke "

““ Animals ? What animals 2"

* Rata, rabbits, and guinea-pigs,” replied
the old lady, * one or | two horses that don’t
work, and a few doj

Tompkins laughed as if relieved of
anxiety.

s But thnu are common animals enough,
ma’am,” he said.

“They are strange ones—at Madely
Towers, in the wire hutches and cages and

u.lls % pemsud Mrs. Anson,

“ They dnn t die, Mr. Tompkins,” she
ﬁhed and the pretty, gentle old face was
of horror. * This eld was very
kind and attentive, and I liked him till ho
started this subject. And I couldn't keep
him off it, and it frightened me. At first
1 thought ne was crazy, but I found there
were one or two others who believed at least.
that their lives were being indefinitely
prolonged. The Doctor didn’t like it being
talked about, they said, and had never
professed more than to have gone further
than any other physician in the successful

T believed he was right.
A s vcry unhlppv, Mr. Tompkins,
to think that 1 might have to—to go on
and on——

Tompkins, his face full of sympathy,
nodded to show that he understo

“Of course I didn't believe all that
Mr. Blyfield hoped. That would have been
too horrible. I asked Miss Clive to explain
it all to me, but got so littlo out of her
that at last I went to my son. We had
never quarrelled bc(om Mr. Tompkins, and
it was very dreadful.”

Then she forgot that Farmer Tompkins
was 5o ar from of her own people that
el il G class, and spoke to
him as her intimate in a common humanity.

“T don’t mean that he quarrelled ; it
was I that quarrelled with my son, because
he had healed me, Mr. Tompkins—healed
me so well that he couldn’t even tell me
when I was likely to die. 1 walked out of
his study, out of the grounds into the roud,
miserable because I had hurt him, and
miserable because Mr. Blyfield's horrid hope
had become my worst fear. I went a littlc

mad, T suppose, with the desire of death.
1 found myself running down the hill to the
bridge, hoping to get into the cool water
before I fainted.

“Then I saw an cnemy in a chariot,
galloping down the other hill towards me.
T saw you pull your horse to save me from
being crushed. I knew you'd come back
after me, and I was determined to get over
the edge before you could catch me. I did.
And even now I can’t think how you
managed to get me alive out of that strong
little river.”

Tompkins told her how he and Odgers
had accomplished the ungratefl rescue.

* That was very brave and clever of you
both,” shesaid. Her mouth smiled seriously
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and her eyes shone, Tompkins thought, like
a girl's.

g

There followed a pause which did not
make Tompkins uncomfortable. For this
simple old lady had Lmz him at peace with

imself us well as witl

At last she said :

“ Wlut am I to do, Mr. Tomplunl L i
" he answered, “ you've no
nlht to take it into your own hands.”

must go away some day to Major
Anson—you do see that, don’t you ?

** Seems to you that that was one e of the
rules of the game, when you began playing,
don 't it, ma’am ?” he as|

Mrs. Anson nodded her head like a bird
pecking.

“ It’s quite extraordinary, Mr. Tompkins,"”
she said, * how well you understand.”

“May I ask—without offence, ma’am—
may T ask your age ? ”

T am just soventy,” she replied.

““ Even cricket, ma’am,” said Tompkins
diffdently, “has a printed book of the
rules. The Bible's been printed a long time.
It don’t say when you've s right to declare
the innings closed—to be sure it don’t. But
it does say you m-z expect seventy overs,
and that anything beyond that's a bit too
much. And the language not belnf what
you might c.u pteclue and lawyer-like, it
leaves me, m, with a notion
that, if the m-wh wn pulled out by some
trick of stopping the sun and no night
coming between, I'd say there was a most
unsportsmanlike Joshua in league with a
bad umplre, and, dash it, I'd draw the
stumps !

Apart from his ambiguous service of
pulling her out of the Ifflet, Tompkins and
Mrs. Anson had something in common : she
had been the wife of a gentleman famous
for his lofty lnurpnuhon of the rules of
the game, and the farmer was captain of
the cricket team which practised and some-
times even played a match in one of his own
fields.

““ You mean, Mr. Tompkins, that when I
ﬁnd it running into zhe hundred and fifth
* 'Tisn't fair ! Shan't

p
' “That's what I mean, ma'am,” said
Tompkins.

“Who's to fix the time ?

“ It's between you and the Lord, ma'am,”
said Tompins
would you do,” she asked, almost
gally, b  you caught me jumping into the
1fflet’ again? I'm afraid it wouldn't be
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good for your high repuumm just to stand
and look on, would it

“T think I should do the same as before.”
he answered. “I couldn’t leave my job.
you see, ma'am, to another chap. But I
don’t think I'd need to hold your head quite
80 high out of the water.”

The little old lady laughed aloud and rose

m her chair.

“Tm so glad I came to see you,” she
nnd “I wanted only your forgiveness,

ou've given me your sympathy. I

leel etter for meeting a gentleman who
quite understands.  Will you please put me
in the car 7"

When she was seated, Tompkins, tucking
the rug round her, saw the riding-crop which
had belonged to the late Major Anson lying
in the other corner. He pl(‘l( ed it up.

“1 should like to keep it, ma'am—if 1
may ? " he said.

Oh, thank
“ Dr. Anson will

ou1” she cried eagerly.
50 glad when I tell him."’
Then, just as the car was moving, she leaned
towards him and said softly : “ I'm going
to be quite reasonable, thanks to yo, Mo
Tompkins.”
H

. . .

For seven years Anson and Merridew, the
parson, had been friends.

On the Saturday night after Tompkins
had accepted the gift of the hunting-crop,
Merridew had fallen asleep over the pre-
paration of the next morning’s sermon, and
was jerked from a charming dream of fly-
fishing in Heaven by a tapping on the glass
of his study window. He opened it and
let in Dr. Anson.

After one glance at his visitor's face,
instead of asking what he came for, Merridew
‘made much of him, pushing him down into
the big chair, finding the box with three
remaining cigars in it, and fetching whisky
from the dining-room.

“I don’t take it,” said Anson, looking
kindly at the tumbler which Merridew
offered him.

*“ You doctors,” said the host, “ think you
know everything. If you want to talk to
me, my good man, you'll swallow that. If
there’s a man in the world knows what
another man ought to drink, and how much,
Ido. It's part of my job.”

Having ot the lask but two of his cigars,
he almost put it in his guest's mouth, and
struck a match for him.

L7 t those at a City dinner,” he said.
“1 have known them soften the pangs of
confession.”
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Anson laughed softly.

“ You've come to confess, haven't you ?
asked Merridew.

** Something like it,”

admitted Anson,
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scent of his boyhood. He swallowed a
mouthful from the tumbler.
“ Good whisky,” he said.

talk to you, anyhow.”

“1 came to

“4¥euve becn

still smiling. He had lived with patients,
women, and subordinate male assistants so
long and so exclusively that to hear a man
jest of drink and tobacco brought back a

0 much of lif+ that you've forgotten about living.' "

“ Why me ? " asked Merridew.

% Because you're an outsider. I'm dis-
posed to tell you things I can't at present
speak of to another man of science, also
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because I know you have a long head and a
sound heart. I don’t know whether you
taken any interest in bacteriology.

Merridew glanced at his visitor whim-

slcnll

Tesila little, in a slovenly kind of way,”
he said—"* Mewhmkaﬁ for instance.”

“ That'll make it eagier for me. Even at
Clmbndge rolongation of life was my
hobby. b my passion in general
practice. By the time I was free, and rich
cnough to make it the work of my life, I
was already ahead of Metchnikoff. I've
had him to use, but I never published word
that could help him. But nine years ago,
just after I came here, 1 seemed at a dead-
lock. Then suddenly the key was ‘pushed
into my hand by what they call chance.
The discovery was really a by-product of
the bacteriological research which never
ceases in my laboratories.”

as it a serum or an anti-toxin ? "
asked Merridew.

* Neither. Just a modification, per-
manent and reproductive, you understand—
a modified form of the bacillus coli. It has
the extraordinary property, to put the
matter in popular language of neutralising,
in definite mathematical proportion, the
work of the whole group of the bacteria of
putrefaction.”

+ And so, I suppose, if introduced into the
human system, of arresting the self-poisoning
which Metchnikoff writes of—auto-intoxi
tion, what ?—caused by the absorption into
the blood of the products of putrefaction ? ”

Anson nodded. * That'll do,” he said.

“ Doesn’t he say, m, that the phagocytes
are over-stimulated by these same products

until chey prey upon the specific cells of the -
77

tissues

“H'm!" grunted Anson. * We'd better
leave that. Amounts to a pious opinion.”

“ But your - your mutated bacillus ? *

“ Oh, I'm not going to tell you his history,
nor how I got him.” said Anson. * Not
even the assistant who first put me on his
track knows that I cared for him and used
him. Ialone—1I and Miss Clive alone know
the whole story. Nobody else on earth.
8he and I have to do the c\lltwluo .

“Is the world ever to know ? " asked
Merridew.

N Thn's what I've come here about, " said
Anson: * not to give you the description,
name, and address of what you'd probably
call my microbe, but to tell you a little of
what Has been accomplished by his means.”

** Bam Odgers,” said Merridew, ** believes
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you have a living guinea-pig born nineteen
Vears ago. yfield has been heard to
dm‘lare that he's going to live for ever.”

* Blyfield's a fool. Too old when I took
him in hand. %

And he told at length the story of his
mother—the same story which ~Farmer
Tompkins had heard from Mrs. Anson two
days before.

“She ip happier now,” he said in con-
clusion. “I have told her that I had no
design of putting off death altogother. I
1ust used the best means I had to save the
ife of the person dearest to me on earth.
It's the first time, isn't it, parson, that it's
been thought criminal to do that ?

““ She hn discontinued the treatment, I
suppose,” said Merridew.

h, yes. That is, 1 have promised
never to .pply. n. Bur. T haven't data
cnough ye to say when I think
it probal e she wil o, My bacillus seems,
for a modification, to be’ extraordinarily
hardy -nd consistent. It persists in repro-
duction.”

*You mean, don’t you,” said Merridew
modestly, *‘ that, the supply of immigrants
being cut off, you haven't yet history enough -
to foretell when the early-settler stock will
du: out ?”

* Something like that,” said Anson. “ So
that's where I am with my dear little mother.
And that brings me to my own personal
difficulty. Miss Clive and I are—attached.”

*“The ascetic in love!” murmured the
parson. Anson’s face flushed so that it
seemed as if he had spoken

“ Well, my dear man,” said Merridew,
excusing himself, * you'are ascetic, and
with better excuse than many a saint. You
deny yourself for an idea—for a work to be
done.” You forget yourself too long, instead
of remembering yourself too much and too
often. And it isn’t only yourself, Anson,
that you've been forgetting. That charm-
ing Miss Clive is a woman, Women hate
waste —particularly waste of time. You've
been thinking so much ol hle tlm you've
forgotten about livin

*We agreed, conzmucd Anson
awkwardly, “ to marry after we had sub-
jected ourselves to the treatment. Having

egun this series of experiments in a philo-
sophic spirit—what the newspapers call the
tcientific spirit —and not at all in the
philanthropic nor in the sociological frame
of mind, it seemed our duty to prolong our
own lives as far as possible, in order to ge!
the greater opportunity of observing and
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recording the facts. Now, my few years’
work on many animals and & small number
of human beings has led me to assume
empirically that the best time to stact the
treatment would be the moment, could one
find it, when the human organism begins,
as they say, to go down hill, or just before.
For each” of us—Miss Clwe and me—1I
believe that time has arrived. Neither of
us wishes to give up a great idea, but there
are—well, hesitations.

“1f my work has been worth while, T
ought to give myself the chance of observing
my method tried upon infancy, upon man-
hood, and upon the eve of wmf;ty Results
on the lower animals begin to show, and,
before our ‘scventy years and odd " were
run, would give us some good records.
But with man there's a thing—something
that seems more in your line, though I've

Iways ruled your craft out of my business
man, somcthing rushes in_from
outside and queers things. My bacillus—
what you called my mutated bacillus—has
worked splendidly in the physiological area
on four—no, five human subjects, although
only exhibited after the definite inception

of senility. - Psychologically, however, things
with those five are in a muddle. My
mother's case you know. Her body

actually younger already, and that ver)
thing drove her to doing what she did.
Blyficld—well Tcouldn'tcertify him deranged,
but I'm afraid he's got a bee in his bonnet.
I believe he thinks seas couldn’t drown,
rocks couldn’t crush, nor bullets drill mortal
holes in him. The other three men will
soon, T think, get just tired. You know
your Gulliver ?
“ Rather,” said Merridew.

“ Well, thosc three old fellows are all

nght now, but when I imagine another

years added to their score, I think of
l,he §vtruldbrugs in the country of Luggnug.”
o Naturally,” said Merridew.

“I'm divided between a feeling that I
ought to go on and a great distaste. [
daren’t hand over this knowledge undigested
to the world, and I can’t gather enough data
to get at the whole practical truth of it,
unless I live to be at least a hundred and
thirty years old with undiminished faculties.
Miss Clive consents to whatever course |
may choose. Perhaps we ought to go on;

ut my mother has given me an old-
fashioned remorse, Blyfield makes me angry,
though his folly is. no doubt, my fault, and
the other three begin to make me sick.  Tell
me which to do: follow out my plans for
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e and Sylvia in our prime, you know, or
drop the whole thin,

“Drop it,” said Merridew. “ Hide it.
Destroy your cultures and your records,
Anson, and get married next week. There’s
a renewing of life that's greater than the
prolongation your brilliant head has in-
vented. If you live long enough to do
your best for your children, you've done
everythmg It's a thing I've never seen
done yet.”

“What .

*“ The best for the new ones.”

Anson sat silent, nursing the last quarter
of his cigar.

“ Protoplasm,” he murmured at last, * is
potentially immortal. It's only in these
communities of particles of protoplasm
which we call organisms that death seems to
reign. There’s no reason why man need
die,” he said, his problem turning round on
him just when he would have been rid of it.

““ Go and live, then,” said the parson.

.« e .

Merridew _preached next morning in
Beckington Church—rather well, he thought
—on the Resurrection.

He wished Anson had been there to hear
him. Towards the end of the sermon he
caught sight of Miss Clive and little Mrx.
Anson; at the back of the nave he could
just distinguish the round face of Sam

gers

He was quicker than usual in removing
his surplice. He wanted to speak with
Odgers, whose church-going was infrequent.

Merridew liked his people to stand about
and gossip after church. But there were
ways and ways of doing this, as of all other
things. To-day, as he hurried round to
the west door of the church, and beforo he
could see the little crowd between porch
and lych-gate, he became aware of an
excitement dominated by a loud voice quite
out of tune with the usual decorous murmur.

Turning the corner, he saw a forest of
heads bent backwards.

The clamant voice came from above.

It came from a man perched in an angle
of the church roof-an old man with red
cheeks and a flowing white beard, which
wagged foolishly as he shouted to the crowd
below. It was Blyfield, Anson’s patient.

“How did I get here "~ he was usking
rhelonu"\. as if the question had been
asked. “ That’s what you'd like to know,

W't it 2 The means is no matter. Why
am 1 here 2 Because I am above vou
You little chureh mice have to erawl ins
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for ycur faint, superstitious huhting after
immortality. 1 sm here on the roof,
because I am immortal already.

Someone cried clearly from uw crowd :

“ Come down, old man !

And just then Dr. Anson, coming through
the lych-gate, began to make his way
through the press round the porch and
among the tombstones.

He found himself stopped shoulder to
ahoulder with Odgers of ** The Red Lion.”

ou look up to Him you've never seen
to make you live for ever. I look down
now,” roared the madman, “on him that
has given me the life eunul 10

And he pointed a definite finger at Anson.

“Yours that you don’t know you think
greater than yourselves—without beginning
and without end. Mine had a beginning,
he will have an end. For he has given me
the immortality he will not share with me.
I cannot die! I live and live! Admire
me—look on me—praise me ! ”

Then the stupefied villagers heard Anson's

voice.

“ Mr. Blyfield,” it said, “ come down ! "

““ How 7 ” asked the pink cheeks and silly
beard, wagging furiously.

** As you went up.’

“Iflew. Iam one of the |mmorhls 1

* Don’t fly down, old man,” said a kindly
humorist. * You'd be hurt yourself."”

““Go down by the stair of the, tower,”
called Anson, his voice like a slow bell.

“Stair! Tower! Hurt myself! See my
immortality | I come to you, friends !

And the crowd, holding its breath, saw
him creep down to the gutter for a foothold.
Under t{e confused roar of rcmrmunmce,
Anson heard in his ear: ** Old fool

“ me, not him, Mr. Odgem " he

wered.
Then Blyfield cried, “1 cannot die!”
and leapt.

For a horrid moment he twirled in the
air, then fell, breaking his back very
decently across the gravestone which seemed
to have crept too familiarly close to tho
church.

‘When Merridew had dispersed the crowd,
and the decent dispositions had been made,
Odgers, perhaps not by accident, was once
more at Anson's clbow. They were oo the
Imdge, peering down in'o the stiff, steady

eddies. Afterwards Anson remembered the
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place; it proved that Odgers had gone by
his own house.
# Don'c take it hard, sir,”” said the
publica
ylsyed wm. things T didn’t under-
stand,” said A1
** Gosh, sir, I once made a fool drunk—
a fool that put me on edge, like. I wanted
to see what'd happen.
“What did happen ?” asked the other
dnllv
“He weren’t no worse, sir, and 1 don't
Lnow," said Sam, “as he wasn't a bit
wiser.
“ Wheres the comparison ? " asked Anson,
wretched and u-nmble
“ Oh, well, sir,” said Odgers softly,
Blyfield set great store by his isicaliias
didn’t he ? Seems to me like as if he'd
taken by accident a sort of short cut to it.
Alive, he were pretty dead. But now—
ue]l dld you hear Mr. Merridew’s sermon,

‘\nmn shook his head.
* Better ask the parson.
loosid.

Before they parted, Anson shook hands
with the innkeeper.

** And look here, sir,” said Odgers, before
his grasp relaxed, “ do you kill that gashly
guinea-pig. It gets on my nerves to know
it's in the county

He did put it

A (ortmght mer Madely Tav«m was to
let.

A week after that Dr. Philip Anson
married Miss Sylvia Clive. They took old
Mrs. Anson abroad with them.

Three years later Merridew rode his old
cob up to Tompkins, wmhmg the reaping
of his most. [orwnrd el

*T've had news,” said the

Tompkins nodded and et Ayt”
expectantly.

** Old Mrs. Anson,” said Merridew. “ Her
little grandson fell into a pond. She waded
in, and must have had just strength enough
to heave him out on the bunk and then
fainted back into the water. how, they
found her drowned and the wet glhv howl-
ing on the grass.”

“Tompkins smiled. He wanted to lay

“She was a sweet old lady,” he i

slowly. “Im glad she carried her bat
out,



