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““y TRAMPED the streets of New York
disconsolately, not one cent in my pock-

ets. As if racing against time or to

outstrip a demon, I walked faster and

harder, grimly, though there was no
place to go.

Perhaps I was trying to escape from my
thoughts. It was too painful to admit the
completeness of my defeat. And it was even
more bitter to know that my misfortune was
due to my own inner weakness, to my prone-
ness to be influenced by stronger “personali-
ties. That had always been my trouble.

My old army revolver rested in my over-
coat pocket. I kept feeling it with a sense
of reassurance. After all, it rested with me
whether I chose to go on, or to take the
leap out of life. A press of the trigger
would do it. I did not even need to take
the gun out of my pocket. Just to turn the
nozzle end in an upward direction toward
my heart, pull the trigger—and it would
be finished. The end of Jimmy Bourgoyne.
And not a shred of identification on me to
tell the world whose corpse it was!

And yet—the idea was repulsive. Natur-
ally enough. At my age—I was twenty-
eight—one does not carelessly step out of
life even though one is broke and there is
no job in sight and, worse still, no sleeping
quarters for the night, or food.

&
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So I tramped on faster and faster to cs-
cape my thoughts—when suddenly I felt a
tap on my shoulder!

I spun around in fright, for I had heard
no footsteps. Before me was a figure not
calculated to reassure. It was an old, long-
bearded man in a rusty-looking suit.

“My name was Edmund Bourgoyne and
I am glad to meet you, Mr. James Bour-
goyne,” the old man said!

A panic flooded me. I could feel my
heart hammering against my ribs and there
was a spasmodic tremor in my shoulders that
I had never before experienced. I felt un-
accountably cold. The eyes of that old
man . . . the amazing oddness of his stop-
ping me! How had he happened to know
my name? .

I looked hard at him. Surely I had never
before seen him. And the way he had just
said, “I was Edmund Bourgoyne——"

“You must excuse me——" I began
lamely.

The old man interrupted me. “Tut, tut,
I am aware ybu don’t know me. But you

are James Bourgoyne. Correct?”’
“Yes.  Yes. But, sir, how—
“Don’t cross-examine me, young man.”
And meekly I replied, “No, sir.” At the
moment I thought it was my hunger that
made me so mild. But I learned the truth
later. The old man was peering at me.
Abruptly he said, “Are you interested in
possessing a great fortune ?”
By this time I had regained a shred of
composure. The man appeaged to be a

bt



T he jobless young man
“talked business”
with a specter and

made the strangest
coniract on record!

crazy old duffer. I stroked my chin, think-
ing how to get rid of him.

“Wipe that doubt off your face, young
fellow. It’s a quarter of a million—and it’s
yours, if you’re my man,” the old one said.

I stared incredulously. A crazy man offer-
ing a failure like me a fortune that did not
exist! Fate teasing me again, and I in no
mood for play. The rain that had been
threatening all afternoon broke out in an
angry lash. I put up my coat collar, all set
to cut away from my annoying companion.
All set, and yet his eye held me!

Unexpectedly, I found myself saying,
quietly, “I am in need of money, sir.”

“I thought as much. Are you ready to
obey instructions?”

A ridiculous readiness to say yes sprung
to my tongue. My limbs felt heavy; the
words of the old man rang terribly in my
ears. I could not think.

The rain was falling harder. It drove
against me in full attack. The old man
stood directly in front of me. I wondered
vaguely why he was not proving more of a
shield against the sheets of water. A spe-
cially violent gust blew in on me and I
stepped aside to meet it with a shoulder.
And then, as I looked at him in profile, I
realized that the rain was sweeping through
the old man exactly as though he were not
there at all!

I drew back hurriedly, partly to get into
the shelter of a flight of stairs leading to an
elevated railway station and partly, I must
admit, out of fear of this ancient apparition
in antiquated clothes through whom the
rain could pass. And as I moved back, the
figure followed me and I saw, clearly, that
the dull light from a drug store window

was shining through his body as if he were

translucent! I blinked my eyes hard and
looked again, my face distorted in horrified
unbelief.

“Don’t be a fool!” the old man cried. “I
am what you call a ghost. Yes, the ghost of
Edmund Bourgoyne. No relation of yours,
more’s the pity.”

“A ghost?” My own voice sounded un-
canny to me.

“EXACTLY ! T died—" a wan smile lit up
the thin, wrinkled face—“not naturally,
but nevertheless died, seven months ago.”

I began to wonder whether this madman
might be dangerous—and yet surely I had
seen the rain drizzle through him and light
shine through his insubstantial body. My
mind raced around for a clue. None offered
itself. A ghost, he had said. Was it possi-

-ble? I became aware that the old man was

asking me, pettishly, whether I was ready
to assume the terms of his proposition.

“It isn’t every day that a down-and-outer
like you has the offer of a fortune, almost
for the taking,” he added.

I felt a little piqued, whether at the insult
or at the incomprehensibility of my adven-
ture, I do not know.

“Will you be good enough to explain?”’ I

S
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Said stifly. I tried to appear dignified.

“Capital! Now, we'readvancing. Listen
closely. "If you follow my directions, you
will come into a fortune of over a quarter
of a million dollars. At present it is in the
possession of my only legal heir, a
niece—"

The elevated train thundered overhead.
The old man’s voice rose shrilly, but it
could not ride the din. He stood silent a
minute and was soon in the midst of his ex-
planation again.

“'lN life they called me ‘an eccentric man.””

The old fellow grinned horribly at me.
His skin was an amber yellow and it
wrinkled under the grin into thousands of
fine lines. A greenish light seemed to play
about his withered lips. “Well, perhaps I
was. At any rate, I have only two great
wishes left. And for the present we are
concerned with one of them.”

A policeman passed by and looked curi-
ously at me. I had a strange feeling that
he did not the see the old man at all, and
stranger still, he brushed so close to Ed-
mund Bourgoyne that I was sure he should
have touched him. Nevertheless, there was
no contact.

The old man waited for the policeman to
go by, and then continued: “I cannot bear
that my wealth should be possessed by any-
one not bearing the Bourgoyne name. I
cannot rest till this is changed.” The old
man’s voice held a wailing petulancy as if
he had been repeatedly thwarted in his pur-
pose. “My niece is the daughter of a sister
I had. Her name is Mary Louise Lampson.
She is not a Bourgoyne.”

By this time, I was no longer thinking
clearly. The voice of the Methuselah held
me with spell-like potency. I stood there,
like a soldier awaiting the word of com-
mand. . What did I have to lose? A few
minutes before, suicide had been the only
way out. Now, this ancient one spoke of a
great fortune. Ghost? What did it matter
if I were in communion with a spirit from
another world? Even if his purpose were
ominous, what weight did such considera-
tions have with a man as destitute as I
was?

“How can I serve you?” I asked.

The old man’s face became shrewd. “I
want you to marry Mary Louise. A Bour-
goyne—I have searched for months for a
man with that name who would be
eligible.”

I nodded assent. My brain was trying

hard to understand this puzzle which was
weaving a snare about me~ _But lucid
thought was impossible. From the old man’s
eyes an enchantment flowed. Their gaze
held mine, and it was as if I was an auto-
maton under the dominance of that veteran
figure.

“I want you to possess my fortune,” he
was saying, “for you are a Bourgoyne. Only
a Bourgoyne should éwn what a Bourgoyne
worked so hard to gather. Understand ?”

“But, sir, I am not of your blood, while
your niece—"

“Never mind that! I have no love for
my niece. But that is not our present busi-
ness. I tell you I cannot rest till a Bour-
goyne sits in my house. Will you obey
me?”

A steeliness came into the eyes of the old
man. I found myself unable to question or
refuse him.

“Good! I have power. We cannot fail,”
he replied with unction, and green, ghoulish
lights shone in his eyes.

“I am ready to obey,” I said, and as I did,
I knew that I was no longer in control of
my own will. My voice was talking, but I
was surprised by its sound.

The same policeman who had passed me
before crossed the street, regarding me curi-
ously. He came closer, and was standing
exactly in the spot the old man occupied! It
was weird—as if the old man were just a
haze around the huge figure of the police-
man; and the latter entirely unaware of
him! ]

Evidently the policeman, at no time, had
seen Edmund Bourgoyne, for he asked me,
after the manner of his kind, whether I was
waiting for anybody. I told him I was try-
ing to outlast the rain, whereupon he said
significantly that the rain would last a long
time. I took the hint, walking on, knowing
well that my shabby appearance was no
guarantee against unceremonious treatment.

‘l WENT hastily up the street, without any
plan. I knew, however, that the old man
would be following me. And there he was
by my side, keeping pace with me, sound-
lessly walking at my elbow, and talking!

“You see, I have power. I am beyond
the reach of policemen,” he said.

I smiled back. It was something to be
beyond the power of policemen.

The ghost of Edmund Bourgoyne contin-
ued: “Power enough for our needs. Go, at
once, to 462 M—— Street.”

The spirit of Edmund Bourgoyne no
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longer .waited for confirmation. It had be-
come i.evitable that I would follow his be-

hests. Every nerve in me was at attention.
I had become his creature. Both of us
knew it.

“Number 462 M—— Street was my home.
Go there, and enter through the iron gate.
There’s a bit of a garden in front with a
brick path. Take eight ordinary strides up
the path and stop. Turn right angles into
the garden—and in the sod, near the brick
path, scrape carefully through three inches
of earth. You’'ll find an iron cover.”

“Like a lid, sir?”

“Don’t interrupt! Time is short. Pry
the iron cover up and you will find a bundle
wrapped in old leather. - There’s money in
that. Plenty. Take it and, as soon as you
can, outfit yourself like a gentleman. Use
the rest of the money for your maintenance
while wooing my niece.”

No longer did the announcements of this
aged figure amaze me. I was listening as
to the common talk of an old friend. The
very abnormality had become reasonable
to me. -

“But how am I to meet her and——"

We were still walking along briskly, the
ancient ghost seeming to float effortlessly by
my side. My question seemed to amuse
him. He nudged me in the ribs and a wan
spryness shone in his face. I seemed to see
the nudge rather  than feel it. 1

“Just present yourself to her as an old
friend of mine. Say you knew me in Que-
bec. I used often to visit there. For the
rest, trust to your good looks, and my
power to guide you.”

lN the very act of saying those last words,
the superannuated spirit disappeared. I
felt as if a prop had been pulled from under
me—as if I were in mid-air. I could neither
think calmly of what I had just passed
through, nor yet not think of it. For an
odd moment I wondered whether I had not
imagined the whole incident. And yet,
there were indisputable evidences of its
reality. In a subtle way, my whole being
had changed. No longer was I Jimmy
Bourgoyne, failure and outcast. I had been
enlisted in a cause. My being mattered to
someone. ‘

Someone? A ghost! But I was ready to
accept such leadership. Even then I knew
enough of the unseen world not to flee in
ignorant cowardice from its manifestations.

I hurried on, impelled with purpose.
Though I did not remember the number on

M—— Street, I knew that I would find the
house. I could not stop. A volume of new
force was at flood tide in me. I had to ac-
cept it.

On and on I went. Patently, I was going
in the direction of M—— Street. It was a
two-mile walk from where I was, but never
for a moment did I hesitate. I knew I was
being guided by the old man. And sure
enough, when I did reach M—— Street, my
feet carried me directly to a house, in front
of which I stopped. . . .

MY pulse was racing wildly and I was
keen, in every inch of me, on my new
adventure. Beyond an iron railing stood a
dark mass of house, with not a light show-
ing. I looked about me cautiously. The
rain had cleared the streets and there was
hardly a passerby. I remember considering
whether I could go into that garden unseen.
But actually I had no fear.

1 moved along the iron rail to a gate. My
hand went unerringly to the latch. I was
opening the gate—a moment’s listening, and
then 1 was inside!

A brick garden path lay before me. One,
two, three, four—carefully I counted off
eight strides along the path, and stopped.

To my right was a formally laid-out plot

of shrubbery. No flowers as far as I could
see. A sense of familiarity with every twig
in that garden possessed me. I turned into
it and stooped down, methodically, like a
house gardener to his job. The earth was
damp. The moist coldness penetrated my
trouser leg. Behind me was a huge bush
from whose disturbed leaves rain drops slid
off down my collar.
- Having carefully chosen my spot, I drew
out my knife and set to scraping the earth
aside with a blade. Steadily I scraped, pil-
ing the earth to one side. Lights flashed
on at the top of the shadowy mass of the
house! I stood still for a moment, but as no
further evidence of life occurred I went in-
dustriously back to my digging.

My knife struck something hard. Iron!
Yes, the iron cover Edmund Bourgoyne had
foretold! .

With increased zeal I cleared the earth
from around it. It was an easy matter to
pry the cover up, though it did make a
rusty whine that gave me a turn.

I could not see the interior clearly, but my
hand reached quickly into it for a few
inches and, without groping, took firm hold
of a small leather wallet.

A glow of satisfaction suffused me. That
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leather wallet had a reassuring feel. It was
fat and full of promise. I stuck it quickly
into my pocket, clamped down the iron lid,
pushed the damp earth back into place,
stamped it down, crouched still for a min-
ute, listening, then rose to my feet, regained
the brick path and hurried down it and out
through the iron gate.

: ONCE on the sidewalk, I experienced a
let-down. My high fever of action was
over. The compulsion subsided. I was
more myself, more able to think in a per-
sonal way. The motivating current that
had been pulsing through me had ceased.

That night I dined sumptuously and hired
a room in a hotel in the mid-section of New
York. Immediately after dinner I went to
my room, anxious to be alone. The room
was comfortable and the bed with its soft
mattress and fresh linen was inviting, but
I did not sleep a wink.

All that night, I sat in the easy-chair,
with all the lights in the room ablaze, think-
ing about my bizarre situation.

The wallet I had dug up in that dark
garden, under the ghostly patronage of my
new guiding spirit, had contained five hun-
dred dollars in twenty-dollar bills. That
the money belonged to me I did not ques-
tion. I needed it too badly to be over-
fastidious as to my rights to it. But my
obligations! The unnatural experiences of
that evening were surely only a prelude. I
knew that I had taken only the first steps
on a road of which I did not know the wind-
ings.

At times, during that sleepless night, I
considered the advisability of returning the
mysterious money to its grave in that gar-
den. Still, at the very moment of thinking
of it, I scoffed at the idea. It would be like
shunning Fate. I knew that I could not es-
cape from Edmund Bourgoyne’s purpose,
whatever it was, on any pretext.

Not for a moment did I believe that the
ghost had directed me to the windfall out of
a mere whim. Some tremendous purpose
was there, and I was the pawn in the grip
of its ruthless force. I had only to wait for
the old man’s instructions.

And as morning broke, the room, myself,
the very air and furniture were vibrant with
this force. A compulsive urge took its hold.
It was commanding me in no uncertain
terms.

I shaved, tidied up and went out to the
stores. I bought complete outfits of clothes
and linen. Decisions as to color and style

clicked readily in my mind, though I was
choosing clothes different from.my personal
taste. To the clerks, I seemed very much
the man who knew what he wanted. In
reality, I was a marionette on a string.

In the afternoon I went back to my hotel.
By two o’clock most of my purchases had
arrived and I arrayed myself carefully.

As I passed through the lobby, I bought
a pound tin of Canton ginger, myself a
mite curious as to the reason for my action
but nevertheless knowing it was right.

Quietly, confidently, as though I had
planned it all months before I left the hotel
and hired a taxicab to drive me to M——
Street.

While the taxi rolled on, I sat at ease,
nothing passing through my mind. A pur-
pose filled me and there was no need for
my thinking. . . .

When we arrived at the house, I~stood
before the iron gate I had so strangely en-
tered the night before. The house was one
of those three-story brownstone affairs
which lingeringly maintain a veteran’s rep-
resentation in New York. Most of the
shades were drawn, and without the garden
the place would have seemed dismally som-
ber.

And as I was regarding my surround-
ings, the compulsion to be up and about
my business seized me. My business! I
entered through the iron gate, went up the
brick path and ascended a flight of reddish
shalestone steps.

In response to my ring a maid appeared.
I explained to her that I was an old friend
of the deceased Mr. Edmund Bourgoyne
and that I wished to see Miss Mary Louise
Lampson. At mention of my own name the
maid showed surprise, but I explained that
the similarity of names was a coincidence
and that it was to be made clear to Miss
Lampson that I was not a relative.

‘l WAS ushered into a spacious drawing

room that ran almost the entire length of
the first floor. An upright piano that had
evidently not been opened in years and an
overstuffed plush parlor set of a bygone
fashion made a brave attempt to fill the bare
room, which was uncarpeted.

Once seated, I speculated ruminatively on
what sort of a person Mary Louise Lamp-
son might be. A romantic excitement was
beating beneath the engulfing preoccupation
with my errand. The name sounded delight-
ful. Mary Louise Lampson. Pretty?
Young?
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My r@gwaiteds were interrupted by the
entrance evitabself-possessed woman, by no
means the shy young creature of my pre-
visioning. Miss Mary Louise was a sturdy,
strong-looking woman of about thirty (this
was a shock, for I was only twenty-eight at
the time) fully at her ease, dignified, and
with a plainness that you felt had once been
beauty. It was a sort of faded charm. The
eyes in particular were woeful eyes that had
long been unhappy.

“I did not know that Uncle Edmund had
any intimate friends,” she was sayihg.

I rose, strangely at ease. I say
“strangely,” because I faced her with almost
a sense of a conqueror approaching a victim.

“Perhaps ‘intimate friend’ is too grand a
title for me. I knew your uncle in Quebec.
We met through the coincidence of names
and grew chummy.”

“Uncle Edmund was not a chummy man,”
she answered, more as if she were consid-
ering the point tather than doubting me.

Then occurred one of the incidents that
amazed me in this mystic pilgrimage. I
held out the wrapped-up box of Canton
ginger which I had bought at the hotel
and asked Miss Lampson to take it. I told
her that knowing how fond her uncle was of
ginger, I had brought some along from
Quebec and since I had learned accidentally
of his death, I had decided to offer it to her
as an earnest of friendship!

Miss Lampson smilingly accepted the
gift. I could see suspicion drop from
her like mist fading out. Evidently her
uncle’s taste for ginger was a well-known
characteristic. I, of course, felt no shock at
my lucky guess. For it was no guess. I
was merely responding to a domination that
was directing me. Edmund Bourgoyne was
in me, when I was under his direction, as
much as my own spirit. Maybe more. Ed-
mund Bourgoyne directed my every move.

“170UR Uncle Edmund liked to tell me of

his art collection,” I continued. “In
fact, that is one of the salient reasons for my
troubling you.. When I heard of his death,
I thought that I had better see the collec-
tion he had so often spoken of, before it was
dispersed.”

I heard myself saying those words with-
out amazement. There was no resentment
in me that I was being prompted by old
Bourgoyne, or rather that he had taken
possession of my body and was talking
through me as an instrument. Physically,
it was a comfortable feeling.

“Pictures—those old pictures,” Miss
Lampson said coldly. “Yes, Uncle was
very fond of them. Most of his money went
into them. You are just in time, Mr. Bour-
goyne, for tomorrow I expect an art dealer
who will likely buy most of them.”

“It’s very kind of you,” I murmured.

ISS LAMPSON smiled. The smile lit

up her face and she was attractive un-

der its glow. I could see that she was care-

fully scrutinizing me and I knew, too, that I

pleased her. No doubt, my choice of colors

and style that morning had something to do
with that.

We conversed quite a while. Miss Lamp-
son rang for tea and for a half hour we
munched and drank while we talked. At no
time did I grope for words or ideas. My
comments came pat. Her questions never
found me wanting. Everything I said fit-
ted definitely into the niece’s knowledge of
her uncle. I even gave dates! The number
of weeks, for instance, he had spent in Que-
bec on his last trip in the summer of 1920.
It was that summer, she told me, that she
had first come to live with him. Previously,
she had worked in a department store in
Chicago.

“One of those places where your soul is
not your own. You punch clocks going in
and going out, and if you are a minute late
you have to explain it to a big panjandrum,”
she said.

“Like a squirrel in a cage,” I suggested.

“Worse,” she said. “At least the squirrel
is taken care of. I thought with Uncle I
would have advantages, travel perhaps. I
was tired of working, anyway.” The young
woman stopped. “Will you have more tea ?”
she asked.

“No, I'd much rather listen to you talk,”
I answered.

“We are losing too much time, if you
want to see the gallery. We had better
g0,” she said, smiling kindly. She rose and
made it clear that I was to follow.

We went up the wooden steps, which I
was surprised to find were bare like the
drawing room.

“You'll have to excuse our shabbiness,”
said Miss Lampson. “Uncle Edmund was
mighty close. Except about his pictures.
He was queer about pictures.”

“Very fond of them?” I asked, more to
make conversation than to secure informa-
tion. But Miss Lampson stopped on the
stairs, turned about and looked down at
me. I felt uncomfortable, as if I had com-
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mitted an indiscretion of an unknown sort.
She eyed me icily for a moment and then
decided to speak. “Much too fond! It used
to bother him to think that there was no
relative by his name to whom he could
leave his collection. I almost think he
hated me because of it. He was always on
the hunt for someone——" She broke off.
A wave of caution came over her again.
We resumed our trek up the stairs.

AT the top of the house, where you might
expect a garret, was a suite of four
rooms, beautifully carpeted and the walls
hung everywhere with valuable tapestries.
My mind flashed back to the lights I had
seen at the top of the house the night before,
when I was digging in the garden. Per-
haps an art critic or dealer had been there
at that time.

On the walls were paintings. Some mag-
nificent oils, one by El Greco, two Zuloagas,
and a Millet, besides numerous important
canvases by less known artists, were care-
fully hung and expertly lighted with a
system of artificial lights worthy of a Fifth
Avenue gallery. Miss Lampson noted my
look of wonder.

“It is the most valuable unknown collec-
tion in the world,” she said.

“Without a doubt,” I replied.

“I'm told it’s worth over a quarter of a
million. It’s insured for almost that much.”

“Marvelous—though probably not worth
quite that much,” I answered, and again I
had the feeling of being prompted, for I
was in no position to judge the value of
such a collection.

“Oh, yes,” Miss Lampson replied hur-
riedly. “I've had it priced—long ago. I
expect to sell it soon and be free. Free,
for the first time! I just ache to get away.
To travel and be free. .. .” :

“You did not travel much with your
uncle ?”’

“Certainly not. I was more of a slavey
around this house—sort of a duster of the
pictures. That’s it. If I hadn’t dreaded the
department store work more, I would have
deserted long ago. As it was——"

“As it was?” I was prompting her now,
urged on by the voice within me, exulting
like an inquisitor driving a suspect to
confession.

“As it was, I almost left many times.
But he was an old man. A sickly man,
too. I knew one day he would have to
die. . . .’

“And since you were his only rela-
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tive—" My voice rose joughZagingly,
tempting her confidences. .my b

For a flash her eyes scanned me dubiously,
but as I have said, Miss Lampson liked me,
and consequently she assumed she had my
sympathy.

She spoke again, “I was not always sure
I would inherit his wealth, if that’s what
you mean. He was on the lookout for
someone who carried his own name. He
wanted a Bourgoyne to own this collection.”
And in a contemptuous wave of the hand
she took in all the oils. “I was worried all
right. I did not know whether the courts
would consider it the action of an insane
man or not. He was cracked.” She looked
shrewdly at me to see if she had said too
much.

I felt the situation embarrassing.
eccentric,” I said, to ease matters.

Miss Lampson came close to me and bent
towards my ear. “No. Crazy!” She was
whispering in an odd, confidential way. Her
unhappy eyes had streaks of light in them.
“You may not have guessed. He was clever
at concealing it. But crazy, I tell you.
Crazy.” Her whisper broke into a short
falsetto note, like a stifled scream.

And in the shadows behind Miss Lamp-
son I saw another shadow that I knew.
The ghost of Edmund Bourgoyne stood
piteously behind her, looking sorrowfully at
the pictures that he had given his life to
collect. I thought I saw his hands reach
out pathetically towards them, and then
towards me. I felt that somehow I had to
help that uneasy soul adrift among its
earthly lures.

I began falteringly, “Must you sell this
wonderful collection——" And as I spoke,
Edmund Bourgoyne vanished. I felt un-
steady, but continued: ‘I mean, pardon me
for saying it, but are you forced to, finan-
cially ?”

“Just

SHE looked sharply at me. A smile wid-
ened on her features. “No. Uncle left
money, too. He was so busy hunting a
Bourgoyne toward the last that he forgot
to tie up his cash. But what do I want
with this collection ?”

“I thought that it would be a pleasure
to keep it, if one could afford such a mar-
velous hobby.”

“Bah!” There was hate and contempt in
her voice. “I suffered too much because
of this collection. I mean to disperse it.”
And again she leaned confidentially over
to me. “It will be like killing it.”



v $250,000 GHOST 11

We remained for another half hour in
that gallery. I wandered about and exam-
ined everything curiously. At times I had
the illusion that Edmund Bourgoyne was
walking with me—or was it an illusion?
There were some rare bronzes and an ex-
cellent white marble head of Beatrice, be-
loved of Dante. Miss Lampson’s eyes fol-
lowed me about, but paid no attention to
the collection. Her lips were smiling hap-
pily. She was gloating over the contempla-
tion of breaking up that collection.

And while I was still viewing the paint-
ings, Miss Lampson began switching off the
lights. I accepted the signal to leave, won-
dering vaguely whether such action was also
eccentricity—or more?

We went down the stairs. They were
poorly lighted and, with no carpet on,
creaked dismally. Neither of us spoke.

But once seated in the bare old draw