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Another mystery story from a most unexpected sourcel

Remember the literary discoveries we have given you in the past? — short
stories by famous poets. You will recall the tales of murder by Edna St.
Vincent Millay and Walt Whitman (it takes our breath away merely to
remind youl) ; the adventure in blackmail by Joyce Kilmer; the chronicles
of crime by Mark Van Doren; the stories of pure detection by Stephen
Vincent Benét; and so many others . . . Well, here is another staggering
surprise — a short story from the celebrated literary figure who wrote those
mighty school favorites, ' Evangeline,” * The Song of Hiawatha,” **The
Courtship of Miles Standish,” *‘The Village Blacksmith,” and ‘‘The
Wreck of the Hesperus” — Henry Wadsworth Long fellow!

Longfellow had his first poem published at the tender age of thirteen.
He became one of the most_famous, if not the most famous, American
poet of his time — at least, from the standpoint of world-wide renown. At
no period in his overpraised career was he a starving poet in a cold atiic;
Jor the most part, he was that phenomenon of letters, the financially suc-
cessful poet who led (in bitter contrast with, say, Edgar Allan Poe) a
golden life of requited love, great friendships, and supreme ease and luxury
— although none of this quite explains why Longfellow is the only
American poet whose bust stands in the Poet’s Corner of Westminster
Abbey . . .

Now, read Long fellow’s tale of a worthy but hypochondriacal and hen-
pecked notary public — a tale of undeniable charm and legendary quality.
True, 1t is not a story of murder, or even of crime. But it is a mystery — one
might say, a riddle — and an amusing one.

Need we tell you any more to pique your curiosity?

THE NOTARY OF PERIGUEUX
by HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW

OU MUST KNOW, GENTLEMEN,
iI that there lived spme years ago,

old weather-beaten tenements which
remind you of times of your great-

in the city v Perigueux, an honest
notary public, the descendant of a
very ancient and broken-down fam-
ily, and the occupant of one of those
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grandfather. He was a man of an un-
offending, quiet disposition; the father
of a family, though not the head of it,
for in that family “the hen over-



THE NOTARY

crowed the cock,” and the neighbors
when they spoke of the notary,
shrugged their shoulders and ex-
claimed, *Poor fellow, his spurs need
sharpening.” In fine, you understand
me, gentlemen, he was henpecked.

Well, finding no peace at home, he
sought it elsewhere, as was very nat-
ural for him to do, and at last discov-
ered a place of rest, far beyond the
cares and clamors of domestic life.
This was a litctle Café Estaminet, a
short way out of the city, whither he
repaired every evening to smoke his
pipe, drink sugar-water, and play his
favorite game of dominoes. There he
met the boon companions he most
loved; heard all the floating chit-chat
of the day; laughed when he was in
merry mood; found consolation when
he was sad; and at all times gave vent
to his opinions, without fear of being
snubbed short by a flat contradiction.

Now the notary’s bosom friend was
a dealer in claret and cognac, who
lived about a league from the city,
and always passed his evenings at
Estaminet. He was a gross, corpulent
fellow, raised from a full-blooded
Gascon breed and sired by a comic
actor of some reputation in his way.
He was remarkable for nothing but
his good-humor, his love of cards, and
a strong propensity to test the quality
of his own liquors by comparing them
with those sold at other places.

As evil communications corrupt
good manners, the bad practises of
the wine-dealer won insensibly upon
the worthy notary; and before he was
aware of it, he found himself weaned

OF PERIGUEUX
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from domino and sugar-water and
addicted to piquet and spiced wine.
Indeed, it not infrequently happened
that, after a long session at Estaminet,
the two friends grew so urbane that
they would waste a full half-hour at
the door in a friendly dispute as to
which should conduct the other home.
Though this course of life agreed well
enough with the sluggish, phlegmatic
temperament of the dealer in wines,
it soon began to play the very deuce
with the more sensitive organiza-
tion of the notary, and finally put his
nervous system completely out of
tune. He lost his appetite, became
gaunt and haggard, and could not get
to sleep. Legions of blue devils haunted
him by day, and by night strange
faces peeped through his bed cur-
tains, and the nightmare snorted in
his ear. The worse he grew, the more
he smoked and tippled; and the more
he smoked and tippled, why, as a
matter of course, the worse he grew,
His wife alternately stormed, remon-
strated, entreated; but all in vain.
She made the house too hot for him,
he retreated to the tavern; she broke
his long-stemmed pipes upon the
andirons, he substituted a short-
stemmed one, which, for safe keeping,
he carried in his waistcoat poc. ~t
Thus the unhappy notary ran grau-
ually down at the heel. What with his -
bad habits and his domestic griev-
ances, he became completely hipped.
He imagined he was z2mg to die, and
suffered in quick succession all the
diseases that ever beset mortal man.
Every shooting pain was an alarming
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symptom, every uneasy feeling after
dinner a sure prognostic of some mor-
tal disease. In vain did his friends en-
deavor to reason and then to laugh
him out of his strange whims, for
when did ever jest or reason cure a
sick imagination? His only answer
was, “Do let me alone; I know better
than you what ails me.”

Well, gentlemen, things were in
this state when one afternoon in De-
cember, as he was moping in his of-
fice, wrapped in an overcoat, with a
cap on his head and his feet thrust
into a pair of furred slippers, a cabri-
olet stopped at the door and a loud
knocking from without aroused him
from his gloomy reverie. It was a

message from his friend, the wine-

dealer, who had been suddenly at-
tacked with a violent fever, and as it
grew worse and worse, had now sent
in the greatest haste for the notary to
draw up his last will and testament.
The case was urgent and admitted
neither excuse nor delay; and the
notary, tying a handkerchief around
his face and buttoning up to the chin,
jumped into the cabriolet, and suf-
fered himself, though not without
some dismal presentiments and mis-
givings of heart, to be driven to the
wine-dealer’s house.

When he arrived, he found every-
thing in the greatest confusion. On
entering the house, he ran against
the apothecary, who was coming
downstairs with a face as long as your
arm; and a few steps farther, he met
the housekeeper — for the wine-
dealer was an old bachelor — running

up and down and wringing her hands,
for fear the good man should die
without making his will. He soon
reached the chamber of his sick friend
and found him tossing about in a
paroxysm of fever and calling aloud
for a draught of cold water. The no-
tary shook his head; he thought this a
fatal symptom, for ten years back the
wine-dealer had been suffering under
a species of hydrophobia, which
seemed suddenly to have left him.

When the sick man saw who stood
by his bedside, he stretched out his
hand and exclaimed:

“Ah, my dear friend, have you
come at last? You sce it is all over
with me. You have arrived just in
time to draw up that — that passport
of mine. Ah, grand diable, how hot it
is here. Water — water — water. Will
nobody give me a drink of cold
water?”’

As the case was an urgent one, the
notary made no delay in getting his
papers in readiness; and in a short time
the last will and testament of the
wine-dealer was drawn up in due
form, the notary guiding the sick
man’s hand as he scrawled his signa-
ture at the bottom.

As the evening wore away, the
wine-dealer grew worse and worse
and at length expired. Meanwhile,
the notary sat cowering over the fire,
striving to keep up his courage with a
glass of cognac. Already his fears
were on the alert; and the idea of
contagion flitted to and fro through
his mind. In order to quiet these
thoughts of evil import, he lighted
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his clay pipe and began to prepare for
returning home. At that moment the
apothecary turned and said:

“Dreadful sickly time this. The
disorder seems to be spreading.”

“What disorder?” exclaimed the
notary in surprise.

“Two died yesterday and three
today,” continued the apothecary,
without answering the question.
“Very sickly time, sir, very.”

“But what disorder is it? What dis- .

ease has carried off my friend here so
suddenly?”

“What disease? Why, scarlet fever,
of course.”

“And is it contagious?”

“Certainly.”

“ThenIama dead man,” exclaimed
the notary, putting his pipe into his
waistcoat pocket and beginning to
walk up and down the room in de-
spair. “I am a dead man. Now don't
deceive me, don’t, will you? What —
what are the symptoms?”

“A sharp burning pain in the right

side,” said the apothecary.

“Oh, what a fool I was to come
here.”

In vain did the apothecary and
housekeeper strive to pacify him; he
was not a man to be reasoned with.
He answered that he knew his own

constitution better than they did.

and insisted on going home without
delay. Unfortunately, the vehicle he
came in had returned to the city.
What was to be done? Nothing in the
world but to take the apothecary’s
horse, which stood hitched at the

door, patiently waiting.

OF PERIGUEUX
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Well, gentlemen, as there was no
remedy, our notary mounted this
raw-boned steed and set forth upon
his homeward journey. The night was
cold and gusty and the wind right in
his teeth. Overhead the leaden clouds
were beating to and fro, and through
them the newly risen moon seemed to
be tossing and drifting along like a
cockboat in the surf, now swallowed
up in a huge billow of cloud and now
lifted upon its bosom and dashed with
silvery spray. The trees by the road-
side groaned with a sound of evil
omen, and before him lay three mor-
tal miles, beset with a thousand imag-
inary perils. Obedient to the whip
and spur, the steed leaped forward
while the rider, filled with symptoms
of disease and dire ‘presentiments of
death, urged him on as if he were
fleeing before the pestilence.

In this way, by dint of whistling
and shouting and beating right and
left, one mile of the fatal three was
safely passed. The apprehensions of
the notary had so far subsided that
he even suffered the poor horse to
walk up hill; but these apprehensions
were suddenly revived again with
tenfold violence by a sharp pain in
the right side, which seemed to pierce
him like a needle. -

“It is upon me at last,” groaned the
fear-stricken man. ‘“Heaven be mer-
ciful to me, the greatest of sinners.
And must I die in a ditch after all?
Hee, get up, get up.”

And away went horse and rider at
full speed, hurry-scurry, up hill and
down, panting and blowing like a
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whirlwind. At every leap the pain in
the rider’s side seemed to increase.
At first it was a little point like the
prick of a needle, then it spread to
the size of a half-franc piece, then
covered a place as large as the palm
of your hand. It gained upon him fast.
The poor man groaned in agony. At
length, he knew not how, more dead
than alive, he reached his own door.
There was a light in his wife’s bed-
room. The good woman came to the
window, alarmed at such a knocking
and howling and clattering at her
door so late at night.

“Let me in, let me in quick, quick,”
he exclaimed.

“Who are you, that come to dis-
turb a lone woman at this hour of the
night?” cried a sharp voice from
above. “Begone about your business
and let quiet people sleep.”

“Come down and let me in; I am
your husband. Don’t you know my
voice? Quick, I beseech you, for I
am dying here in the street.”

After a few moments of delay and a
few more words of parley, the door
was opened and the notary stalked

into his domicile, pale and haggard
in aspect and as stiff and straight as a
ghost. Cased from head to heel in an
armor of ice, as the glare of the lamp
fell on him, he looked like a knight
errant mailed in steel. But in one
place his armor was broken. On his
right side was a circular spot as large
as the crown of your hat and about as
black.

“My dear wife,” he exclaimed with
more tenderness than he had ex-
hibited in many years, “reach me a
chair. My hours are numbered. I am
a dead man.”

Alarmed at these exclamations, his
wife stripped off his overcoat. Some-
thing fell from beneath it and was
dashed to pieces on the hearth. It was
the notary’s clay pipe. He placed his
hand upon his side, and lo! it was bare
to the skin. Coat, waistcoat, and linen
were burnt through and through,
and there was a blister on his side as
large as your hand.

The mystery was soon explained,
symptoms and all. The notary had
put his pipe into his pocket without
knocking out the ashes.
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