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day. T married. Four years later I
found my wife in the embraces of a
neighbour. I slew him. I slew her. I
slew our three children, for vipers

breed only vipers. I slew the servants;.

they were accomplices of the adultery,
or if not, they should at any rate not
witness their master’s shame. I slew
the gendarmes who came to take me
—servile hirelings of a republic. I set
my castle on fire, determined to perish
in the ruins. Unfortunately, a piece
of masonry falling, struck me on the
arm. My rifle dropped. The accident

was seen, and I was rescued by the

firemen. I determined to live. It was
my duty to my ancestors to continue
the family of which I was the sole di-
rect scion. It is in search of a wife
that I am travelling in England.”

He paused and gazed proudly at the
scenery, with the air of a Selkirk.
Bevan suppressed the obvious comment
on the surprising termination of the
Frenchman’s narrative. He only re-
marked: “Then you were not guillo-
tined ?”’

“T was not, sir!” retorted the other
passionately. “At this time capital
punishment was never inflicted in
France, though not officially abrogated.
I may say,” he added with the pride
of a legislator, “that my action lent con-
siderable strength to the agitation
which led to its reintroduction.”

“No, sir, I was not guillotined. I
was sentenced to perpetual imprison-
ment in Devil’s Island.” He shud-
dered. “Can you imagine that ac-
cursed Isle? Can fancy paint one tithe
of its horror? Can nightmare itself
shadow that inferno, that limbo of the
damned? My language is strong, sir,
but no language can depict that hell.
T will spare you the description. Sand,
vermin, crocodiles, venomous snakes,
miasma, mosquitoes, fever, filth, toil,
jaundice, malaria, starvation, foul un-
dergrowth, weedy swamps breathing
out death, hideous and bloated trees
of poison, themselves already poisoned
by their earth, heat unendurable, insuf-
ferable, intolerable, unbearable (as the
Daily Telegraph said at the time of the

Dreyfus case), heat continuous and sti-
fling, no breeze but the pestilential

stench of the lagoon, heat that turned |

the skin into a raging sea of irritation
to which the very stings of the mos-
quitoes and centipedes came as a relief,
the interminable task of the day be-
neath the broiling sun, the lash on every
slightest infraction of the harsh prison
rules, or even of the laws of politeness
toward our warders, men only one de-
gree less damned than we ourselves—
all this was nothing. The only amuse-
ment of the governors of such a place
is cruelty; and their own discomfort
makes them more ingenious than all the
inquisitors of Spain, than Arabs in
their religious frenzy, than Burmans
and Kachens and Shans in their Bud-
dhist hatred of all living men, than even
the Chinese in their cold lust of cruelty.
The governor was a profound psyehol-
ogist; no corner of the mind that he
did not fashion, so as to devise a means
of twisting it in torture. I remember
one of us who took pleasure in keeping
his spade bright—it was the regulation
that spades must be kept bright, a tor-
ture in itself in such a place, where
mildew grows on everything as fast al-
most as snow falls in happier climates.
Well, sir, the governor tound out that
this man took pleasure in the glint of
the sun on the steel, and he forbade
that man to clean his spade. A trifle,
indeed! What do you know of what
prisoners think trifles? The man went
raving mad, and for no other reason.
It seemed to him that such detailed re-
finement of cruelty was a final proof of
the innate and inherent devilishness
of the universe. Insanity is the logical
consequence of such a faith. No, sir,
I will spare you the description.”
Bevan thought that there had already
been too much description, and in his
complacent English way surmised that
Duguesclin was exaggerating, as he
was aware that Frenchmen did. But
he only remarked that it must have
been terrible. He would have given a
good deal to have avoided the conver-
sation altogether. It was not exactly
nice to be on a lonely platform




