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THE LAST ENTRY

(In the Diary of R. Q. P.)
By MEREDITH BEYERS

It has been a long, trying, and

very unusual evening. I do mot

understand why I should be treated in
this way,

I admit that I was a bit hasty in los-
ing my temper at Bronty; but when a
man takes it into his head to talk as he
did to my wife, right under my nose,
I’'m going to rough him up a bit, even
though he is my friend and my guest.

I got the worst of it, anyway. We
clinched for a moment and then un-
clinched a little too suddenly. My head
hit the corner of the mantel and it
knocked me out for a second. They
lifted me to the couch. And then the
strange part . . . They refused to stay
in the same room with me! I followed
them up but they completely ignored
me,

J ANUARY 27th (Near Midnight)

Bronty took his hat and coat and ran

indignantly from the house without per-
mitting me even to tell him that I was
sorry. And I really was sorry. I had
carried the thing too far. It was meant
as a joke, probably. I took it entirely
too seriously. I always do.

And here’s another strange thing.
Helen wouldn’t have anything to do with
me after that. She pretended not to see
me, and when I started to apologize she
screamed and rushed from the room.
And then when I followed her upstairs
to bed she carried on so that I had to
come down here to the den. There’s
nothing to do but write, so I’'m writing.

‘Why, even the nurse would have noth-
ing to do with me. I went up to the
nursery the way I usually do, to look at
the little things asleep in each other’s

arms, and she closed the door in my face.
I was about to speak to her, but she came
out again and brushed right by me with-
out so much as turning her eyes in my
direction.

I wanted to cry, the children were so
beautiful. That’s really the only place
to find innocence and happiness and
-understanding—with little children. I
stayed a long while with them, and then
the nurse came back, so I slipped out
without her seeing me.

It is'all very strange. I have a curi-
ous feeling that therp is something wrong
that I don’t know. I wonder if I eould
have done or said anything in that
ssecond after my head hit' the mantel,
something that I don’t remember.

I feel all hollow and lonesome as if
the whole world were against me. No
one understands. Why, if only Helen
would listen to me. If she would only
tell me the trouble, perhaps I could say
‘something or do something that would
make 1t all right again. No one wants
to have things smooth and peaceful more
than I do.

I hear her coming down the stairs now.
I am going to face her with it calmly,
but I’ll wait, first, and sce what she’s
going to do. 1’1l sit here writing as if I
didn’t hear her, and see if she’ll come
to me,.

She’s going to the door, T didn’t know
the bell rang . . . There’s something so
queer. She is letting in a lot of people,
but I am not going to let them know I
even hear them. I am going to keep on

writihg. They are coming toward the

landing here by the den. They are very
silent. They are standing looking at me.

‘into the parlor.

I must turn this sheet over so they wont
see what I have been writing. . . .
L] L » L] *
Four minutes later:
Oh, my God! Let me tell you whal
happened before I faint. . . .

WHEN I turned the sheet of paper
over Helen uttered a cry. I stood
up in astonishment and found myself
facing Helen and Bronty and three or
four strange men. Two of them were
policemen. They were looking with such
ghastly and horrified expressions, not at
me, but at the pen I had just laid down.

Oh, God, I am growing weaker. Even
now the pen seems to weigh fifteen or
twenty pounds. It is like trying to write
with a steel rail. But I must tell you
what she said—Helen—when they were
staring into the den. She pointed with
her fingers.

*‘Did you see it?’’ she screamed in g
hoarse voice.

““The paper moved!”’

““Yes, but the pen!’’ she shrieked,
‘“Ob, God! Bronty, the pen! It was up
in the air writing all by itself with no-
body to hold it.”’ .

Then she fainted and they carried her
I can’t hold this pen
up any longer. Everything is fading
before my eyes, and I am seeing such
strange things. Why, I can even see
through the walls! . Helen is stretched
on the davenport and the rest are bend-
ing over a form on the eouch. I wonder
who it can be. That’s right where
Bronty put me after I hit my head on
the mantel. They are examining his
head. I don’t know who it is. It’s all
like & dream, & horrible—
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