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STRANGE STORIES FROM A MAGIC PEN & G.Ev’vens

(Copyright, W) Then Jennie began at the tam, tam, a — — ury Aul it ne‘-::d as if ) dh:ﬂ-:t ;
K. COOMBES was sick of Hfe.| tun F OD lm-_ ln such a hu{e voice as Mrs. | i r
He walked away from bis va-| “Look here!” said Mr. Coombes, .n e, mever ard beirs b 2 o
happy home, and, sick not|driven at last to revolt, standing up ou! y house. I'm i
only of his own existence, but of{and raising his voce. “I tell you I M— E :t‘ls‘::n l“!nve ycfl He h-:'I:d ‘:‘hu. back doo
everybody elsc’s, turned aside down|won’t have that” The frock coat wt e eat “"“"‘ na ding, there barred ‘
Giaswork Lane to avoid the town, and, |heaved with iiis indignation. motionless ‘as onc who whispers, | J

crossing the wooden bridge that goes| “No vi'lence, now,” said the long p c,,,fm proved himself a comard. | bo

over the canal to Surling’s cottages, | young man in drab, tining.um' — He could not meet the mad fusy in remained in mm

was presently alonein the damp pine-[ “Who the juice are you?” said Mr. — Coombes’ eyes; he rose to his m. rening.
woods and out of sight and sound of  Coombes, fiercely. a moment, and stopped and stooped [ them. And why not take some of this|and thcy had a snug little time round | pushing back his chair, and turned, hh would aj that Mr. Coombes
human habitation. He would stand| Whereupon they all began talking ' toward ll‘;o‘w:k it up, under :‘he m“ dheh.hl(ul -oulsm l-mhl hmg‘”:r |he. f:;‘e ‘:'htn MJ;JC mbe: weat to ;tooplvi( At that Coor .T‘?p;::‘::-t“ :m "“I:t:;v:‘c‘ y‘ylh:‘. htcher:. ‘n;lll n.(.:
. Iy ession that l, less. e ge! ic tea, and 'ennie sat coque m. saw s albei

it no longer. He repeated aloud with [at once. The new guest said he was reiion it it was some such small|thery to eat? A hatful, no white ‘spots | tishly on the arm’of Mr. Clu::«- and, vt e, oot of a shitek. made | Good Templar, drank (or opilt Joncs

. ”» en
blasphemies unusual to bim that he, Jennie’s “intended,” and meant 10 pro-- caw that it was the purple top of a|as well, and a few yellow. He had |chair until the tea things clattered . for the door. Mrs. Coombes followed fthe front of the first and only frock
would stand 1t no longer. tect her, and Mr. Coombes said he fungus, N ne'ﬂll:arlz poisonous-look- | beer. ahdull doﬁ. ar;kenemy'lo mnrl- loll:(ﬂ:e M"\\’h‘a:u wn; lhatl l'hﬁaﬂl"ihcr CLarcnu :g‘ed lohdodu ?’: ::’:3 3.: less than ﬁvc bolt'le; of the
He was a pale-faced little man,iwas welcome to do so anywhere but m‘ purple; slim iny, and emitting | ment; he would make up for it. It'aske rs. Coombes, playfu as|went the tea table with a smasl b , insiste: npon
with dark e": and a fine and very|in his (Mr. Coombes') house; and '3 sour odor. He hesitated with his|would be gay to turn his coat sleeves | she entered, and there was inage | Coombes clutched him by the collar “mfnh:.:f.:,h“nhb', :::::(H: &n‘

d an inch or so from it, and thefinside out, and stick some yello‘vlabout Iusmn’ They were ;u;: nmng':nd tricd to_thrust the fungus ioto

hane
black moustache. He had a very|Mrs. Coombes said he ought to beihought of po h-s mind. [ gorse into his_waist coat pockets.|dow cireular outh. Clarence was content to|necks of lhe bottles with several
stiff, upright collar slightly frhyed, |ashamed of insulting his guests, '“Iw;;'i that hc picked the thing :na en home—singing—for a jolly|the first ml,:ma‘l’on of Mr. Coombes'|lea = 3 ’lms ':..'4 d“m‘m{,I d ;:fm ;::n&r
. . e i tood up agai th it n| return was hear. ou ier
that gave him an illusory double chin,; (25 1 have already mentioned) that|stood up o'r e enamsheong— | was a fumibling at the latch of |of Ay auari i he sang divers

i c,

and his overcoat (albeit shabby) wasjhe was getting a regular little grub; " ~j¢ S0 " After  the . . ! d 3 kb sang divers
omed it sstrachan, His gloves and the end was, that M. Coombes. 1 Sroke of Jpiees: and . 11sh | Coombes, Jennic c5’-'-:»»:-"--«! play-| ' e loid,” said “Mrs.|and would hav rather badly with one of the boties
were a bright brown black |ordered his visitors out of the house, : surface was a creamy white, that|ing, and turned round on the music|Coombes. “Went out Tike a lion and | her supports deserted her; Jennie|—the only bloodshed in this story—
<tripes over the knuckles and split at|and they wouldn't go, and so he said j changed like magic in the space ollsml again. “What 2 fuss about °°“"|conl¢s back like 2 lamb, Il lay.” * |saw the ~hor, door open, and vanish-|and what with that, and. the system-
|hgrﬁ;|‘gr ends. His appearance, his|lic would go himself. ten seconds to a yellowish-green|ing.” said Jennie.
wife had said once in the dear, dead| With hi: :-c;‘:urnin:hnd m';n::
days beyond recall—before he mar-|¢xcitement in eyes, he went in
ried her, that is—was military. But|the passage, and as he struggled with
now she called him—It seems ahis overcoat—his frock coat slecves
dreadful thing to tell of between |0t comcertinaed up his arm—and
husband and wife, but she called him {@ave a brush at his silk bat, Jennie
“a little grub” It wasn't the only|began again at the piano, and strum-
thing she had called him, either. med him insultingly out of the house.

The row had arisen about that]Tum ‘{'k tum. He slammed the shop
Deastly Jennie again. Jennie was his :’r‘:" be ':h' the house qnmr:kd-
wife's friend, and, by mo invitation | That briefly, "“Y"" immediate mak-
of Mr. Coombes, she came in every |i"& of his mood. You will perhaps be-
Llessed Sunday to dinner, and made |§in t0 understand his disgust with ex-
a shindy all the afternoon. She was [ istence:
a big, noisy girl, with a taste for loud | As he 'ﬂﬁ"d along the muddy path
colors and a strident laugh; and this under the firs—it was late October,
Sunday she had outdone all her pre- :::m':"' :‘:':'" t:::iw'::;p:'m:;’:
vious intrusions by bringing in a fel- [ n¢¢d! €
low with her, 4 chap as showy as|fungi—he recapitulated the melan-
herseli. :hyl‘y l:;my of hulmarna‘e. hn ";.

And Mr. Coombes, in a starchy,| ¢! 3nd commonplace cnough. He
clean collar and his Sanday frock["o% Perccived with sufficient clear-
coat, had sat dumb and wrathful at| 7<% IRA As wife Bad married him
his own table, while his wife and her | 92! ©f 3 natural curiosity and in or-

" "l der 10 escape from her worrying, la-

guests talked foolishly and undesira-{( <. o Y worryiek. I8
bly, and laughed aloud. Well, he| 0Mo® and uncertain life in the

= " vorkroom; and, like the majority of
<tood that, and after dinner (which, | *O" ¢
“ax usual” was late), what must Miss | €7 €13s% she was far too stupid to

Tennie do but go o the piano and|7e2ize that it wa: ber duty to co-
play banjo tunes, for all the world dy of 1

as if it were a weekday! Flesh and “"; Lo S '“’:""“‘“d ”";"""l'-
blood could not endure such goings |5 socially minded, and ev “"

to find the
on: They would hear next door; they
would hear in the road; it was a pub-j POV &Y still hanging about her. H"

Tic announcement of ther disrepute | Soricr cxasmersied ber. and he
He had to sbtlk: ceedings resulted in a charge of
He had felt himself go pale, and|upr,hling ™ Why couldn't he be nice
a kind of rigor had affected his res-|_ o1 uged 1o be? And Coombnwu
piration as he delivered himseli. He | ycp 3 harmiess little man, too, n
had been sitting on one of the chairs | ished ‘mentally on “Self-| Help,” -nd
ly the window—the new guest had|with a m ambition of self-denial
taken possession of the armchair. He |and :gmw“m- that was to ead ia
turned his head. “Sun Day!” he said|® fRIOFEE L ale
over the collar, in the voice of one Mtphslophdu, a gabbling chronicle

ed thercby, locking it behind her,|atic convulsion of his inexperience

r‘hynolo(y by the liquorish brand of
4 ‘Coam'h I;e:' stont, it may be the

evil of the fungus poiso:

ol of whe & gus poison was some-

Something fell over in the shop; a

a veil over the concluding incidents
of this Sunday afternoon. They end-
ed in the coal cellar, in a deep and
healing sleep.

An interval of ﬁve years elapsed.
Again it was a Sunday afternoon in
October, and again Mr. Coombes.
walked through the pinewood beyond
the canal. He was still the same dark-
eyed, black-mustached little man
that he was at the outset of the story,
but_his double chin was now scarcely
so illusory as it had been. His over-
coat was new, with a velvet lapel, and¢
a stylish collar with turn-down e
ners, free of any coarse starchmus.
had replaced the original all-roun
article. His hat was glossy, his gloves
newish—though one ﬁn(er had s, l-t
and been carefully mended. An
casual observer would have nonud
about him a certain rectitude of bear-
ing, a certain erectness of head l.hat
marks the man who thinks well of
himself. He was a master now, with

three assistants. Beside him -:II:‘;

a larger sunburned parody of hil
self, his brother Tom, just back froi
Australia. They were recapitulating
their carly struggles, and Mr.
Coombes had just been making a
financial statement.

“It's a very nice_little buasiness,
Jim,” said brother Tom. “In these
days of competition you're jolly Iuky
to have worked it up N
jolly lucky, too, to have a wife who s
to help like yours does.”
etween  ourselves,” said r.
Coombes, “it wasnt always so. It
wasnt nlways like (hu. o begin

e missus was a bit giddy.i
Glrl; are lunny creatures.”

“Dear me!

“Yes. You'd hardly think it, hc‘
she was downright e:tnnmc ud
always having lllln at me.

a bit too easy and loving, usd A}I
that, and she lhoulht the wi
blessed Show was run for her.

who warns. “Sun Day!” What people ol ‘fellers,” and was always wnnnﬁ ed the 'ouse into 2 regular mm-
call a “nasty” tone it was. his z-le 1o go to and sary, always v.mu ber relations and
had ke 1a but hi that” Apd in add n were aunts ( ; theie
lcnme ept on playing; 1${of his wife, and c s (male and chapl Lo-mc son‘sa Sunday, it was
vho was looking through some|{emale), to eat up ¢apll=| insult him getting to, and driving away.
that was piled on the top of nrxmlxm oupscwsm:'z":rr;:au::‘; And she s aaking eye.hu the
2 . .
|I|e piano, h:d stared at him. “What's generally u,‘m e tife T e pot chaps, too! 1 ull 1 you, Tom, the pluc
wrong now?" she said; “can’t people | . g, wasn't my o
& rst occasion by many that Mr. “Shouldn't . - thought it®
enjay themselves> Coonibes had fed by home in wrath X ’ AN “It was 5o, Well—{ reasoned .
1 o i iom nfovment. ), Toving ity 207 Cron | . , : her, 1"id"1 sl o ket Keep
0" said ltle Coombes; “hut 1 ain't| (¢35 Soming faiewsty and cren aloud| = " g took- | “You sec, Mr. Clarence, what Teey - \ a“wite ke a pet animal
4-going to have weekday tunes play- non...‘ away his energy along the|ing change. He broke off two other got to put up with” said Mrs.' you for ‘elp and company.’ I said,
ing on a Sunday in this house.” line of least resistance. picces to see u upnud The, were[ ‘oombes. You got to 'elp and pnll the basi-

ness through’ She wouldn't "ear of
it. *Very well 1 says; ‘’'m a el
man till I'm roused,’ I says, ‘and it's,
getting to that” B-n she wouldn't ‘ear

of no l-;munu N

“What's wrong with my playing| But never before had he been qmle wonderful things, these fungi, thought! «Hc I:it hasty,” said Mr. Clar-
o id Jennie, topping - ang |50 Sick of Hic 35 on this Taricular Mr. Coombes and All of -then. the | ence judicaly.
ow T sal 2 | Stopping Sunday afternoon. The Sunday dm-'dtadhﬂl poisons, as his father l"i H ' .l u.e slightest se, s o of
twirling round on t.e music stool|pertay Jaetipol. The Sunday din| o told i Deadly poisons!  pommon iphtest sens
with a monstrous rustle of flounces. |spair—and the grayness of the l:y. There is no _time like the present m,,“ what | ,N,,

Coonibes «aw it was going 10 be a| Perkaps too, he was *beginning 10! for  rash resolve. Why not here and for mothing but his old .hop' “and it
. W opened 166 as| realize hi 8 now? thought Mr. Coombes. He tast- | have a bit of company, or bny any-|
ow, and op a bu: ue«s man as the conscquence oflcd a little picce, a very lmle puce ing 1o keep myself decent, ;
i~ common with your d, nervous | hiq e. Presently bankruptey, indeed—a niere crumb. It was so ttle nung

“ln the way with women. Sln
didn’t think [ 'ad it in me to be
roused. Women of her sort (between

nen all the world over. “Steady on|and aner n a\— Perhaps she mught,wnnm that he almost wal it out’ hougek ‘money, ourselves, Tom) don't respect a man
with that music stool!” said he; “it|have reason to repent whe: .again, then merely hot and full-fla- agreeables, © “Ee until they're a bit afraid of him. So
ain't made for ‘eavy weights.” late. And destiny, as [ have alread vored—a kind of German mustard ’, ‘struggle for hh, I just broke out to_ show her. In

intimated, had " planted the it mlh a touch of horseradish and—:jies awake of ni comes a girl named Jennic, that used

“Never you mind about weights,"|through the wood with evil-smelling | well, mushroom. He swallowed it g how he ca

t k with her, and her ch: W
<aid Jennie, incensed. “What was you | fungi, thickly and variously planted|the excitement of ll|e moment. Did sh,“m‘ He mled us to eat Dorset' o work wif ¢! er chap. €

‘ad a bit of a row, and I came out

“Surely you don't "old with not bav-|ancholy position, if his wife turns it was good. < “If a man values a woman,
M K

avi : it, not only on the right side, but on|he like it or did he not? His mind pye, . Tf 1

D7k pchind my back abowt @Y keere was curiously careless, He would 1ry 1o himonpere " © o2 10 BV I8 &Y st Ubuoughe it 2 oek. Tacy

i 2 A small shopman is in such a mel-|another bit. It really wasn't IM—, “Of course,” said Jennie. 1 eat baek jand pitched into them.
did

ing a bit of music on a Sunday, Mr.fout a disloyal partner. His capital’ Ile (orgv( his_troubles in the i
in his s, and to teresyp of the immediate moment

- oo 22 - |is all tied up

Coombes?” said the new guest, lean-)je.50 Lo a0 ", Toin the umem: | Mlaying with death it was. He took

ing back in the armchair, blowing a|pioyed in some strange part of the|anather bite, and then deliberately

cloud oi cigarette smoke and smiling | carth. The luxuries ‘of divorce are, finiched a mouthiul. A curious ting-

in 4 kind of pitying way. And simul-|beyond him altogether. So that the [ling sensatien began in his finger (s
tradition of wrarriage for|and toes. llis pulse began to move

tancously his wife said something to Better or worse holds inexorably for | futier” The Blood in. his cars sound;

1

“1 dnd 1 was mad, T can tell you.
chair, “he must bLe 'rrepand to I wasn't going to 'it "er, if I could 'elp
if fges for her. For my own s . e it, 0 1 went back and ficked mlo this
Mr. Cladence, with his eye . Jo' stufl,” said he, “ta’ s chap, just to show 'er what
“l shouldn't think o’ do. was a big chap, too. \\'zll. 1
11 was in a position 10 chaic it counded like. Then there while Clarence went on hastily into chucked him, and smashed lhmp
n style. It's do“"l"‘ was 2 sound as of some complicated the kitchen. Mr. Coombes came heav-, about, and gave 'er a sc:

Clarence, lounging back in_the

lennic about “Never mind ‘im. You d things work up to tragi¢|ed lik it “Try bi' more,” man ought 10 0| spep “exercise in the passage. Then ily against the door, and Mrs. she ran up and locked mefl into
go on, Jinny." Smu svlndg b:l:‘e‘rr uid e Coomber. llcryum\zd ‘and ;"I';:"‘;ﬁ' a":'d‘ “::;" :‘“‘"‘1' tumble g" the dd“lra opened b3 C;»mbu 20- Co’?mlm 'mdm.cl ll'u: te; was ul|‘snd0. "‘5“":

- " sai d duk . g hi d found his feet peare ut it was Coombes transhg- fled upstairs and locke: erself in;

1 do.” said Mr. Coombes, address- 'th"v:‘ “‘uf‘::bi' Smong " the Pornall| oo e o Ay et er "1, dor't agree altogether with Sred: The machate collac had been e spare bedroom. Thats 3l 1 says to er the menk

s throat.  His  So the new convert to joie de vivre| morning, ‘Now you know,’ I sa;

ing the new guest. o ur
A M o S T o hat, half” full emerged upon ihe passage; his dec:|'what T'm fike when I'm roused” And

i i tch of purple a dozen that,” said Jennie “I don't see wh
May I arst why?" said the Bew (50t comes most often to a cutting | yards away. - 3

id 2 man shouldn’. have a woman's

uest, evidentl: enjoying both bis|of throats. r. Coombes. H help-’pro\'ldcd te doem‘; treat her vas nnder‘o.:u orauombl 'l‘m:else‘;'nered. blllut t:at ldx!n‘t ave to ovid ;:ﬂh"'l mere. :
i h -1 U h ta it is not! pitched face, meanly, 'you know. It's mean-farm; his coat was inside out, and his respectable hatful of fungi still under| “And you've been happy ever after,
cigarette and the prospect of an ar L"‘" ,'m',.ff":.m,_.' ::“,m."m.m H'.,' 1'.:;'..4':'::"‘1.,“:3).« Coward the mess—— waistcoat adorncd with bunches of his arm. He hesitated at the three|eh B

gument. He was, by the by, a lank|o Vet tably as you can—that ! c) { pilei. But he did not eat “You wouldn't beli id Mrs.|yellow blossomed furze. These little' ways, and decided on the huh' 3
young man, very stylishly dressed in|the® .3 ‘h"ol g ”,’,',b" Tan fof | any more ilei. Bu He forgot forth- c.»mb“ “Bui ot | ';'.":’fw'f 10 ‘ave| eccentricities of Sunday costume,; Whercupon Clarence, who was
bright drab, 2 white cravat and|awhile on some :ldu?‘n‘ pus, clo w.h ; " b altos ‘mlgh pave known, l{‘n ';4:« howehur.ham a o":n'udo“ ::-: b:::' v::t:' “lh;‘:;y. e :-na'be I:I it ;a.u ‘t'mn for that -n;m::“l
been|[to his disappointe opes, at e rolled over and sat up with a «n or iny fat} er. we shouldn’t have | by the change in his face; i should ‘3’ been tramping the roads
f :'::"‘:;": l: ;:'m:";, ,hu':: coat, he _thought "of razors, pistols, lmad' of astonjehment on his face. His had net = carriage to our vcddm" livid whm is_cyes were unnatural-:into the scullery, only to be captured|now and she'd ‘2’ hee’un:rumbliug at
setie an‘ touching letters to ﬂlelcarrﬁnly brushed silk hat had rolled’ “Lord! he didn't stick out at that?” |ly large bright, and his pale blue ! before he could open the door into me, and all her lannly grumbling for
Mr. Coombes thought. N ummzr denouncing his enemies by!away toward the ditch. He pressed said Mr. Claren«. quite shocked. Tips \vere dfﬂ‘{l" back in a cheerless:the yar bringing her poverty—1 _ know
“Because,” began Mr. Coombes, “it | name, and pnyml piously for for- lus Fand b his brow. Something had, “Said he wanted the m‘::y lo‘l;nl‘ns uerr " he said. He had "{f u Clarence is s--n-larly reluﬂ‘lt their little ,,.,, Bot we're all ,.,h.

“So to speak. There's nnlhin. like
putting your foot down with them.

't sui ' iness man. ivencss. After a time his ﬁer«ne-- happencd, but he could not rightly; nock. or some lugl. rubl cing to open the door. -| of the details of what < . 3 ¢ licth
dpn “S‘":‘:‘d‘- 'm"' ':‘;m Ib‘- :',‘ ‘e way to. melancholia had 4,,’,';.,,.,,, what it was, ‘he would n't have a woman in to he{p ﬁonal njnymcnl Dance.” He made|seems that Mr. Qoombes “transitory | u"","l“‘:.'.“‘u“; a very decen ad
‘ave to y my been married in this very o\ereolt. Anyhow, he was no longer dull— me once a week if was o't for my|three fantastic’ nelu into the room,  irritation had nm-hed,armn. and he | Pl roceed ” their way medita-
tional 'njoyment—-" in his first and only frock coat that )u leh hr ight, cheerful "And his, standin, J out plucky. And the fusses|and stood bowi was once more a geoial yfy ;|tively. “Women are fonny creatures,®

“His  commection!” said  Mrs. | was buttoned up beneath it. He be-!y| afire. He laughed in the he makes money—comes _t "):m!" -hnektd “Mrs. Coombes, and | And as there were knives and meat| (NS 8 omen ar y
Coomnbes, scornfully. “That's what({gan to recall their eourung along lhlllmdden 1"“ ol his heart. Had heime, well i . Clarence sat petrified, with a; choppers about, Clarence very gen-!

s

g lower jaw. eronsly resolved to humor om and 'hq want a firm hand” says

= pet ou been not know; bat at' sheet: a
he s always a-saying. We got to do|¥ery walk, his yea norious saxe did not know; . - . Coombas.
v, and w o1 o Sroshark 'a?.rn"“ el i berond| X What s lot of these fumguses there

" 5 ing 1o get up-ul, nd the l“ an; nte he woald be dull 5o longer. | we can
this, and we got to do that— h:»efuln.m of ‘his marrying days | He got up and, stood unsteadily, fe- | the busin
“If you don't mean to study my|For it all to work out hke this! Was garding the universe with an agree-|we can
connection,” said Mr. Coombes, lh:'r': no s{:’nu}_l'\:n:( rnl::d a;y:g:::lhhle uﬁle.':l: began to :e:'emb«. 'then it "1

“what did you marry me for?" a2 £ wor] ver) e wol Y “Mlﬂ‘“
“I wonder,” said Jeamic, and turned | ** 1 e, e o a eam rom
back to the piano. just cros
“1 pever saw such 3 man as you,”|shouldn’t st
rs. Coombes. “You've altered | 5700 10
all aumnd since we were married. | pyrple il
Before—" 100

T
thing, tea. Tose stools. too. Brosher. m|
“He's drunk” u ennie, in a|with Mr. Clarence 1o his heart's con-|are about herel” remarked er
had she|tent; they could not have bee: e| Tom, presently. I can’t see what nse

weak voice. Never bel ou [} “yhl e{n‘ id v “.

t of the canal be bad way
th




