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THE KING AND THE ANARCHIST.

A TALE OF THE TIMES.

By “LiBerras.”

1.

At HERE,” said the King as he signed the last of a pile
of State documents, “so much for work—now for
amusement !,

Nobody was looking. Tn an adjoining apartment,
through a half-opened door draped with heavy portiéres, his two
secretaries could be seen busily writing; so the King gaily
wiped his royal pen on the tail of his royal coat—a trick retained
from his youthful days, and for which the Queen fined him a -
gold piece if caught in the act—sprang from his chair, and
went to the window.

He drummed idly on the panes-for a moment, revolving what
he should do. It was a beautiful day. The wind blew softly ;
the sky was clear, rain-washed, pure as the blue depths of an
infant’s eye; the tender green of early summer hung about the
trees and mantled the hillsides; the air as it lifted the rich
window-curtains was full of the song of birds, the perfume of
flowers; and the river as it flowed through the magnificent
park leaped, so it seemed, to meet the dancing sunshine.

The King ceased drumming.

“The papers are ready. I am off for a walk, gentlemen,” he
remarked cheerfully as he passed the draped doorway.

“If your majesty would first read the new treaty——?” began
the elder secretary, hastily.

“ Damn the new treaty ! ” said the King lightly as he slipped
through his private door and slammed it behind him.

It was reopened as quickly, and the spectacles of the secretary
glittered over the King’s shoulder.

“If you will pardon me, sir, but did your majesty sign the
death-warrant 7
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The King did not say “ Damn |’ this time. He

l,‘:‘;.‘.‘] -iu
lighting a cigarette, and then answered courteously, yet with 4
certain tartness, as the bright sunshine bv:l? against his reast,
“My dear Count, I saw no such wa rrant. Stay—I belje some

papers fluttered under the table.” ’ -

The secretary hurried into the room » & moment lat, r he
emerged, a document in one hand, a pen nt-\\}"!y dipped in ink
in the other. “If you will be so good, sir— _

The King did less than read, l}c h:u-v_]_y glfuu:'vd at ;iu- ominoug
paper held towards him. Hustﬂ.\' taking it from his secretary,
he laid it flush against the sunlit wall lwsul.« him, and in g trice
had written the superscription “ Karl R.” in bold characters in
the right-hand corner.

The name, moist and black, loomed large upon | .
then suddenly another, the name of the condemned. confronted
him as solemnly out of the halo of golden Sllnbw.‘nus--fl\:J_rl‘ Stirn,

“Stirn, Stirn,” repeated the King, as though trying
recollect something, as he returned the warrant to the T
secretary. :

“The workman, sir, who shot at the manager of the Vulcan
Ironworks in the late strike. An example was to be made,”

“ True, true—serve him right ; the fewer of such
spirits we have around us the better |
twirled his moustache fierce] y-

The secretary bowed and retired. The King whistled to his
wolfhound, took g felt hat from the antlers of a stuffed ek that
stood by the castle entrance, placed it Jauntily on his head. and
was about to pass through the portal, when an equerry ac
him from behing.

“ Shall T not accompany you, gir ?

“No, no, Colonel, thanks,” and the King laughed. «71p
merely going for a stroll in the park, and Boris (he pulled his
dog’s ear) “is ag good as ten guards,” With which words he
passed through the doorway,

ike most monarchs of the day, Karl R. was prone to much

ng in his capital or entertaining
eén he ruralised state trappings
» and he lived (in the estimation, that is, of

though he curtajled his sentries,
dinous retinue deemed necessary
regal household, there yet were
1ot, or thought he could not. do

esses, and at times these formed
tht—‘f one crumpled roseleaf of hi

18 existence, Apparently, as he
quitted the castle doop and set foot on the terrace beneath it no
ight save the hinder parts of a

118 ¢ '\«‘!:.‘\”.‘S;

to
va H_iug

.\'l'!!.!‘:ullh'
said the King, and he

costed
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gardener, who in the distance lazily scratched the

weeds ; but as the King turneq sharply round the nearest angle
of the building he al] but collided against
lantern Jaws and a Spotty face

3

gravel for

under the paralysing glare of
trying to efface himself
the castle wall.

“Now, then, what ap
sight!” cried the King
orders are.”

“Yes, sir—yes, your majesty,” stammered th
with consternation ; “hyg | e =)

“I don’t care what orders other people give you my orders
are that you are not to he seen ! ” roared his majesty. And he
walked on with a scowl and a muttered “Tut, tut | What it is
to be a king,”

However, his good humour soon return
the next angle there came a tinkle of hel]
trees he descried his wife and her ladies, and the heir-apparent

sucking his royal thump as in charge of several attendants he
took a morning airing in his little carriage drawn by cream-
white goats. A smilg of pleasure lighted the King’s face; the
ladies were very pretty and beautifully dressed. He waved his
hand to them, stepped briskly in the opposite direction across
the grass and under the trees, and then, in turning round a
massive oak, bumped against a man in the green garb of g
forester,

“Now this is too much,” eried the King, striking the turf

petulantly with his cane, ¢ My order

s from the first have been
that you are never to be seen, never to be heard. This is the
second encounter in the space of fifte 1

en minutes, It’s enough
to shatter the n i tinual senge
of your proximity. Can’t you efface yourselves more 7
“ We do our best, your majesty,” protested the man, visibly
disturbed at the King’s anger; hut being older and altogether
n the youth who had primarily
tinued, as he doffed hjs cap, “The
o-day respecting your majesty,
and if we haye inadvertently overstepped the bounds of oyy
sacred duty 24

* sacred duty may be to protect m
but I object to your sacred duty being in continual evidence,”
snapped the King. < Yoqu understand me, Matthias 2

“I understand, and will do my best to keep out of your
majesty’s sight,” answered the man, bowing low, «Tf you

€ You doing here? (et out of my
Impatiently, Yoy know what my

e youth, pale

ed. TFor on roundin
S, and away under the

Chief gave yus strict orders ¢

Y sacred person,
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4
&'d ot see me following you from the castle doo, least I
1d n CHR Y |
ed so far, sir. ’ aker’s franlmes

sucf&?}fjg King did not seem displeased at th speake sness;

iled as he pulled his moustache. I did not see you, ang
h(il:il don’t see I accept this new penalty of My rank. Buyg

2 h

i r guarded to-day 7
why am I to be specially guarded t Ly e ;

“ From information received we are - 0 b >
dangerous Anarohist’is in m-iun-l:u- 1];11},»; ]ll‘\l“i llli.:-J:si: 11; kJ g
T 1, why den’t you shadow e Anarchist 1 1

the K\iﬁlzi' P - : . ,
“Irggret to say we have lost <1;,rht of the n:::n.‘.\ our majesty,
He was being watched across th_v frontier, but gave ,“'  off qals
the slip. We next heard of him _\-.-sx.-;wl;l‘\r-_ as il;\\-;:. ‘ hs
only to the north of this; he seems to be making his WAY across

country to the city—of course with a sinister design.”’

“Why € of course’ ? 7 S

“He is an Anarchist, sir.

(13 '\vell ? 2

“ Therefore bent on erime,”

“T don’t see the lugic.” ' s ;

“ Why, sir, being an Anarchist it follows 16 must be bent
on crime.”

“Who says so ?

“ We say so.”

““Ah, to be sure! The sagacity of your uf'iilm- 18 proverbial
—a wonderful institution ! ” returned the King sl lio LH‘
and esteem it as one of the noblest safeguards of justice, the
social system, and my realm.” L% b

There was no rony in the remark; next to his army, the
King loved his police force, _ S

So ke nodded in a f'l‘iendlv\‘ fashion to the seeming forest: I
and was about to resume his walk when the latter utured
deferenti&lly, LN, woald be as well if your majesty did !J-‘:r
wander outside the park wnattended before we loca this
scoundrel.”

“ Thank you,” said the King. «If [ meet the gentle: an
I faney my hound will make short work with him. Mean while,

he added significantly, « you wil] retrace your steps and leave
me to my own devices.” Then he strode away, : .

The detective looked after his royal master dubious y. ‘38
he wasn’t so free with his diamond pins,” he mused s he
turned towards the castle, “I’d throw up the job. W h_ut
between him and the Chief, it’s Lot water all the time. So 1 mn
to go back to the nursemaids, am I, and lose my cha of
Promotion and extras? No you, Matthias | ” And he chuckled

as he began to glide in and out among the trees,
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Meanwhile the King pursued his way, at first with a frown,
Fine fellowsg though he considered his police, it yet became
monotonous to have one of a pair of them at one’s elbow all
day. But his annoyance quickly thawed under the genial ip-
fluence of the beautiful morning.  Who could harbour dis-
pleasure, much less resentment, when the world lay steeped in
sunshine, when the birds piped on €very tree, when the lush
flowers raised their heads in pure ecstacy of adoration as the
sunbeams kissed g Way to their sweet hearts | The King drew
deep breaths of the balmy air— next to being a king, what a
glorious thing it was to be alive! He grew quite sentimental,
and stooped to gather a large fielq daisy that barred his path—
his wife loved marguerites,

But she did not get that one. For as he bent over it, by
some subtle trick of the imagination the sunshine seemed
again to beat upon his breast, anq there crept across the
golden globe that ig the heart of the flower a line of black
~haracters, until the Dame ““ Karl Stirp” gazed solemnly back
apon him as it had done from the sunlit surface of his castle
wall.

The King with a blow of his cane swept off the head of
the offending daisy. « Pshaw | » he muttered, striding on ;
“Ill never give in to false sentiment. The power of life and
death is the King’s prerogative—not to be relegated to his
Home Secretary. ~All the same I should prefer that he signed
death warrants on fine days.”

He hurried on ag though to get rid of an unpleasant
thought, and presently came in sight of a low gate that at
this point gave cgress from the park into the highroad which
bordered the royal demesne. Whistling to his dog, and deter-
mined to be gay, his pace quickened to a run; with a leap he
was over the gate—ang standing upon the ten toes of that
immaculate person the Chief of his Seeret Police.

From somewhere between the blue sky and green earth
there issned a sound resembling mufled thunder. When the
Opposing forces had disentangied themselves and fallen apart,
the growl resolved itself into words of mingled apology and
explanation, profuse op the official’s part, somewhat blung
on the King’s,

“I'm sure T beg your pardon, Steinkop,” he protested,
readjusting his hat which had come off with the force of the
impact, “ but how could I know you’d be on the wrong side of
the hedge ? Yoy aJ seem on the prowl to-day.”

The Chief of Police was a large, heavily-built individaal of
military appearance and bearing; from either side of hig lips
an 1ron-grey moustache curled upward into g sharp point; his
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cold grey eyes had almost the .'-i]l-;| n of knives in them ag theip
keen comPl‘L‘h“nSi"c glance dwelt on the insignil m:.l.}r)kiug
auth(l)r of pain that for a moment had blanched his lipg

uI gl‘i(.‘\'L‘ to ﬂﬂy we are force d to be on th wl 1"‘dily}

sir” he responded in a wi:;n- as soft as 11_4.‘.!:‘-‘ 1ith from u-hul_xce
it proceeded was hard ; ““nor shall I t‘-:. one regret having
proved an obstacle in your path if only it may prevail op you
to go no farther.” ) ' i

« Stuff1”” retorted the King; “ 1 can t I v y liberty of
movement curtailed. With a stick and a dog | match’ fop
any miscreant that bars my way. |

Y admit. . it, & But when it is a question of
Anarchists——" e ‘ &

“Well,” laughed thv_[\m;'-. “ we Irl'H knc r faithful
Steinkop’s detestation of that canaille. B ely these
ruffians are more likely to attack you, their natural enemy,
than me 7

«“ Not they, sir. Such arrant (n-\\n:'nf\‘ ney ttack the
police. They know we often carry arms, that K as a rule
do not, ergo, shoot the King, lJlll.Il:llulx off the ) 3l faugh!
there’s no treatment too severe for the contempt irrion, I
wish your majesty would enact a law permitt 18t \rl1f..}5
them at sight, the same as though they were mad which
indeed they are; mad dogs ready to bury the 10U8 l:mgs.
into every fellow-creature who imm_u ns to ‘%. a better off
than themselves, and who for all their babblers ‘manage to keep
their evil schemes so close that the police of tl tire world
are kept on the alert in the most unmercifu ner. Take

Stirn for example.”
. o
“ But he is no Anarchist.”

‘“ Your majesty, his brother is. It's the sa ing. No
doubt he has secretly imbibed some of the latt seditious
opinions. The virus rums in families. Who but an Anarchis
would have had the heart to fire at that most wort rentleman
the manager of the iron works, and give as reas at though
the mills were shut, the manager was drawing his thousands
while Stirn and his like starved ? Gentlemen m = nhuu;?rh
the poor starve. Where would the poor be if i1 e not for
the gentlefolk ? The workers always thought that way until
over-education evolved the revolutionary element.”

“dust so, just so,” responded the King, -'_'lLTll“”)"-
“You're a sensible man, Bteinkop. But as rega Stirn he
Wo_ll:t have the chance to shoot a second time at « manager,
1 signed his death warrant half-an-hour ago.” :

“That’s good news indeed, sir, What the mob requireis

A Tale of the Times. 7

an example. May I ask what your majesty’s objective point is
this morning ? ” he added softly.

“My objective point? I don’t know. Boris and I are
merely out for a stroll” He whistled to the dog, who bounded
up to his master but snarled at the official. -

“1 beg of you, sir, not to go far. My men are scouring the
country for a most dangerous person, no other, indeed, than
this brother of Stirn’s’ just mentioned, who, as a rabid
Anarchist, is certain to be meditating some blow at society, as
their jargon has it, for its crime of defending itself against a
lawless workman. From information received he is somewhere
in this neighbourhood. Although we are sure to track him,
is it too much to suggest that your majesty would do well to
keep on the right side of the hedge?” concluded the Chief, with
the icy smile that with him passed for pleasantry.

“ Matthias warned me about the fellow. If it comes to this,
that even in the supposed security of my country home I
cannot take a walk without the escort of aide-de-camps or a
police posse, I shall begin to think of enacting some such law as
you propose, Steinkop. I will not have the entire course of my
existence marshalled to suit the whims of Anarchist reprobates.
Where have you posted your men ?”

“On all the main roads to the city. The country north-
ward has also been beaten by the inch.”

“Then to repay your anxiety as to my safety, I will ease
your mind by strolling northward.”

So saying the King passed through a gate on the opposite
side of the road, and was soon lost to view in the green depths
of a wood.

Whereupon the Chief resumed his way, anathematising
Anarchists and committing lése-majesté in the same breath as

he hobbled along, throbs of pain surging at every step through
his crushed toes.
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“ They must have met before,” cogitated the King on seeing
the man stroke the dog’s head; “a farm hand maybe, or—" he
started and flushed angrily as the thought occurred to him, * if
it’s another detective I declare I°1l hit him.”’

But when, his steps deadened by the rank grass, he stood
T T unperceived over the individual in question, he saw at once the
B & stranger was no police agent. For the hand that rested on the
L4 : ' hound’s head was roughened by toil, the shoes at his side were
patched and worn, and a cursory glance at his clothing revealed

- : - R drivenintoa eondition borders both stains of labour and the dqst of recent travel, The King was
o Now Karl R. had nOtyeh'natiOns B Winisters hungering for puzzled, for the peaked cap lying on the grass was an artisan’s
ing on hysteria by the mac elrvict‘ meney from which to pilfer cap, but th_e friendliness dlspla,yed. by Boris betokened an out-

]a.l?ger supplies of secret 8 J door worker well known to the animal. Just then the stranger

{ i oer to outhe fellow p smen ‘ - .
the rank gossip of Joumahsts eﬂh.tlnt[::u an increase of pa \.l |,\’. lifted a foot from the water, and the King saw it was bleeding.

or the schemes of police ag,znf.zm]_m When. therefo: e hal He was quite affable for a person of so much consequence, and
‘ ploying on their SOVERSBR PG - pposed, to pass sight, had always been ready to win his way to popularity by a few
; iven Chief Steinkop time, 15]_5 sul- B eturned to the hight cell.relussx words thrown to such of t_he common herd as crossed
he doubled straight bf}ck_o_lt it ;Eud meant to reacl police his pa,t'h‘ the words cost nothmg.l and the herd, when
’ road. He had an objective po 1 not clamouring for its so-called rights, could be quite
i and Anarchists notwithstanding. i amusing 1n 1ts way. So as he stood over the stranger he

| ek v hlghmﬂd 1”“”-141“1 hm{‘ J : ! vher said in a tone of good-humoured interest, “ That seems a bad
4 f 28 as gee1n e where

that bore sharply across country, to iead as 1| 1 Ik - cut, my man.”

(e i it. knowing 1t woul ak m to a £

| i e fo}lgﬁeﬁ]‘;f?mi” I“l’?’"‘* in green, a q tream Until the words were spoken the wayfarer had seemed un-

| e et ey thi : conscious of an intruder upon the sceme. With his gaze fixed

A Throu rh waste plac 10l Zlhii*l', 2 : 3 : = =
where the trout lay thick. délz;‘nl‘ }H]\'iuu‘ ““ml .  ‘Word on the running water, he appeared lost in meditation, accepting
over rock and bracken, stlr?” $0 broaden lower int flowery even the advent of the great hound as a mere detail of his

hill, IOt OWi 1 €r)

surroundings. But the instant the silence was broken by a

track dipped over a low

{l*  path bordered by the flashing .‘,":”'“”“ Ix‘:tltilit \:li.r]]‘-t EwEY _\ilml:; human voice he lost his listless attitude ; lookixg round with a

i the old brown l.mll came 1nto .“%‘:'.' m_'i ol treal quick movement, it seemed to the King that the face paled

' wheel buried in a bank of It_-l n, Ill ( “.i.}l : J _ ! L.'.-m. under its tan, that a gleam of mingled alertness and defiance
-] spreading gnarled arms all'O_Ul?ll ”i'.“h 1 ]}"f'“_il,_l" B i sprang for a second to the eyes. Then he answered simply, as
i lation from desecrating eyes. DLul the strea " atill though too weary to question deeply into any matter, * Yes, it

a laughing child, and the King followed it, puusin ot is a bad cut, but this cool water and a herb dressing will soon

| reaches to watch the trout, to throw a stone at a put all right.”

. listen to the rapture of a ";‘,‘fu*]x ng l::lr!l\-“\_ e 1l “Where did you meet my dog before ? > asked the King.

‘ Presently he saw Boris ’“'”}“ {\ }"‘ b - Warm with his walk, and noting a convenient boulder, he
: disappear round a bend of the path. s ' seated himself and examined the stranger at leisure.

475 4 uzzle down stles up : : : :
thien&?:neghfua;“cntllxi(ln:nl;;ﬁln‘;::tlil*i=1:'.'l‘1 < '] B5 n, whil 11 “Is it your dog ? 1 did not know. I love animals and
W o D i g & \ il ’ s i et A .
ted gt the edge of the stream, was laving 1n ‘108 ! e_‘,“seemvtu el : , :

seated a ge -+l - b rror I have never seen the hound take so readily to a stranger;

waters. T{])e ‘ioni]:.cu]:'lni;‘tf:_: "_m]_: .l:-'i'wl I';‘_ s ved 10 you are surely employed in the neigchbourhood ?

sﬁmngersi-,he ‘é‘; Ostol‘f n]:o'n B einous instead ~ “No,” was the laconic answer, and the eyes of the
| ﬁall.lml&m ; fg dl'hr!nd B hich Boris sniff | then to two met. Those of the King wore a look of dubious
| oA Eena Y B with creat beside inquiry, in those of the wayfarer there flashed something
: the King’s astonishment he sat down with gr : like a challenge.

L the wayfarer and thumped his tail.




10 The King and the Anarchist :

“ not know who I am :
miss ?na i(})lzs man’s rveplies the !“E'Hjlt‘l'lllll terms :
his exalted rank. I suppose” and he sighed
look imposing oub of my llil’lthl‘ltl and orders;
he admits being a stranger—— _}lml’h-»rv .’Il‘.‘ni-l'w]lllf
startling thought came to him: “W la.-nl if 11“57 be 1
pulled nervously at his moustache, the blooc kindlin
him, and then smiled as he serutinised the man s Wort
WOI‘;I with the hard labour u'nt_i SOITOW that is th
poor, for there was nothing sinister in them. The
gazed back straight and fearlessly into his own, the 1
hidden by aragged beard was mobile if t he jaw was st
brow serious ; inall there was a..lunk of thought and int
mingled with an expression of calm st rength and
plicity about the face that did more than invite con
forced attention. “ Rugged, but honest!” solilo
King. Now no Anarchist cm.]lt[ look honest. ”‘x-‘\
dinned into his ears by ministers :ll‘ltl'll.ﬂlil‘w ‘-.m_..
dread scourges bore the very brand of Cain upon !
Men who revelled in murder; who, lost to every u
spent their dissolute lives in gambling, swindling,
refusing all honest labour;‘ neurotic, 1']-i|l|'lut1_‘ ’
bottommost scourings of society; a sect nmpervio
dead to reform, who, as his Chief of Police rightly
should be shot at sight until extirminated ¥ He had »
to go that length yet, but he had permitted the polic
fall heavily on every Anarchist suspect within his d
The police, he was informed casually by his Homn

* musged the Kin

o

made life unpleasant for them. “Good,” the King had

¢ the more unpleasant the better—give them a d
own medicine ! ”’

Remembering these things, he smiled to himselt
smoke and talk with the humble stranger chance |
his path seemed neither out of place in so pleasant o
came amiss to one who from sheer satiety was cv
new sensations.

“ Where are you workingif not here ¥”’ demanded ¢
resuming his questioning with the easy insolence of

class, which seldom concedes to the lower the right

curiosity.

The man turned his patient blue eyes on him.
of work,” he said simply.

“Ah! on the tramp, then, I suppose you are boun

city ? 7
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“I hope to reach it.”

“What is your trade ?

“I am an iron worker,”

“Then doubtless you will try for a post in the Vulcan
works 7

1 think not,” replied the stranger, looking first into the
running water and then at the King with eyes in which a
sombre fire seemed to have kindled.

“Most certainly you should try there,” dictated the King;
“the company are excellent employers ; the sincere friends of
every workman who couples obedience with industry. The
shops are reopening after the late strike, new hands are needed
to replace the old ; go there, my friend.”

“I think not,”” was again the response.

““Well, please yourself,” said the King tersely, not being
used to have his advice spurned. “But as one who knows, 1
tell you they are the only people in the district who need
mechanics. It does not do for working men to be idle,

believe me; not that you look a loafer,” he graciously
added.

“ Thank you,” was answered with grave politeness. “ No,”
continued the speaker, laying his scarred hands palm upward
on his knees, and glancing from them to the jewelled, soft-
skinned fingers that held the cigarette, “ they are less the hands
of a loafer than yours, my noble gentleman.”

Was there irony underlying the retort ? Was that a flash of
scorn in the tircd blue eyes? Nothing of the kind, mere
envy, mused the King, as the diamond on his little finger
twinkled.

2

“That is the great mistake you workers make,” he returned,
blowing a wreath of smoke into the tranquil air. “Because our
hands are soft it does not imply our heads are. Brain work is
as indispensable as body work for the right ruling of this
universe. I can assure you also,” he added with impressive
irrelevancy, “ that the cares and sorrows of the rich are every
whit as keen as those felt by the poor.”

“That I question. The care swaddled in a manger may
bear the same face as the care which nestles in a silken cradle.
The sorrow which frets at the heart of the rich may be the
same that gnaws at the soul of the poor. But see here: when
your brain grows weary, you can rest, none will starve because
you rest. When your heart breaks, you can flee, if so you will,
to the ends of the earth until strength and the healing balm of
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1 ow hopes, steal in to lull the pain, beware !”  Was it Heaven which ordained that a day should
thoughts, DeW scenesé ?low may we tame n.l' il\.lll' 1t ! ‘ By come whoq t-h_e poor should ha.‘ve every rod of earth filched from
%?)v: L e orief c_o;ﬂfl_’n the supernatural, I'.:' aec. OO Eflultl: _“'h,f"}l 15 bec?tm?s_ a crime for a footsore man—myself,
alk by servile belie ot his hunger when given vvier for instance—to cas 18 weary body upon the sweet grass,
Lo the starved horse forg et brought back the bread-winner to pluck a bough for winter fuel, to snare the wild bicd or
Poedsbo drag? What Pm}-,e'r(]{nd% or softened the heart of 3 beast when stung by hunger? Do you know what hunger

oa 5y

factory divi

In his cups the worker may d n the means, you who can squander a hundred gold pieces on a

slain to ralse

tyrannous masterl? from his present lot, but in 8 1(-\\‘ i Wl'lillllli 117(:‘%1‘111(1 ]o_:} J};rwel? I saw my wife and children die of it—I
troubles inst’:}:lfn'ab.e -ain at his breast. Ah, no | nes ¢ll me ovec _NL L .
hours they clamour ag¢ fay the carcs and sorrows of r and His voice sank away; 1n the silence the song of the lark
that as men 1_“’31 t%\f'c may fathom your joy, yoi Mo throbbed upon the King’s ear; a trout leaped in the stream.
rich are rde?tlcﬂ 5 : “ How rlic@ that happen?” he asked. But to himself he
fathom our m.Se‘?’- ce. and a lark began to sing. muttered, “ Drink, unthriftiness ! ”
T e Wl = o
3’1}61‘0 Wabﬂ;’: ebnitt;l‘]\'- and again | : say _\l-_»u. .a..«u,.. "'L‘Eﬁt-cll. When first my wife and I made a home together,
ou speal . «Never 0 much as to-day poor all went well. 1 was strong, industrious—they said clever—at

resumgd the I\.mc;] ts of the rich ; we are for ever d ome- my trade. For years I worked for one firm, giving them all I
dwelt in the ﬂm;:’élbuild you homes, we educate 3 il you had to give, the labour of two willing hands, the craft of an
thing for you. We able brain ; in return I received a wage that, with my wife’s
when sick—— SRR dead, and yet & never thrift and my own frugality, just enabled us to live, Then one

«T)igsect and bury Ill:\ B rer with a smile. day, without a word of warning, I was given a week’s notice.
catisfied ! ” suggested t lt"m“".[“ g S8 L nes are There had been a change in the partnership ; a young manager
« Nay, how can content ¢ B o sks that ungry was int m‘xluce_d who said he could double the shareholders’ profits
workhouses, the education dr ely the by reducing the number of workmen. With a score of others

i '@ 2 to the pauper s
mind, the hospital but a prelude to the pa
wond’er would be if we were conten

« But what more can you need th n

I found myself discharged. Appeal on the ground of long and
faithful scrvice was fruitless. It chanced to be a time of depres-

what we to mve i X ;
. sion in the labour market; for months I tramped the country in

ou? Naturally in all struggles sowe Tall b fe 1tee8 search of work, while bit by bit the home was sold to feed the
San strnggle-" : ’ Jeil th.f-].““' My wife—brave heart !—el;teretf_l a f_actory, where,
! a struggle in which 1t 1 ‘ alway bending over the looms from early morning till night, she spent
ol oy IE:-lt a rich wman indred her frail strength in vain effort to keep the wolf from the door.
fall by th'i' » “-.:l. ko ',A.,m. him, but a | ess—let The pittance she received would not have fed your dog for a year.
hands 1"0_‘,"3 . forth 7§ Now and again I came on a stray day’s labour ; but we were
him lie! = g Sl vk with falling by the way, our poverty-stricken neighbours suffered
“My friend,” returned l."'] R will of even as we did, who could help us? Yes, I know what you
so much bitterness? “3 . B nd poor would say, there was the workhouse. Workhouse? State
Heaven? While the world lasts the ‘ Charnel House for the dead courage of the poor ! that brands
within it.” ‘ whial with shame every broken soul whom injustice or despair drives
“« Ah! that heaven-born dictuin. the to coatil for fheltwr within its walls ! that thrusts a man’s h_ead down on
through dismal ages Church and Stats -  hia hill his breast, so that never again may he raise it with t}f? glad
humanity ! ” ejaculated the str od . whil words— At least I never touched the bread of charity!” TFor
derisively. “Tell me, when first L,.““ his who prouder th{m the_poor ? Better death on the kerb ‘_uhan the
first men, free and equal, began o AN grudged dule_ of a parish! But we were tempted, the children—
earth : tell me, was it Heaven wi . o of 18 Well, no matter. One day, maddened by their pitiful tears, I
olty should for ever remorseles ' e ! ot went to the market place, and there from amid the plenty
;?;! LL,, k across the strean 5 "“11";23 strewn around I took a morsel of meat. The act was seen; I
288§ ( " £8)1{188¢

yonder tree, what says it’ {
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. ‘. 5 f ( l' \"."'thh
magistrate. A_mm of weal
ized and dragged bg:f(ﬁ?f%r P%)\'cl'ty outside of Charity
was sel

R care o spe8e 1or thert, .n(l

d position, what p ¢ Humger i8 N0 xcuse Jor LA/ L. bout

a,On p'sa,t.ioll Socleﬁles b t'll.'PHLh"" I tl_nlml at useless labour
rganl So for two C 8

he ;¢ two months.’

e ac y the barve
W it was » and I crept back t 1
: hen 1t was ovel
for the State.

child lay dead. Prison-branded, of

o ne v g A TY e

room we called our ROPE, PG oy ¢ Did I but e e

8] , "ACK -WAS i NO a

qhatee O tﬁke Laguasipsec on T r lu' m his hand and
place the police ht (¢he stranger leaned heavily on s i hi

thief? One mg . (K'n in the eyes), one winter s o

turned to look the King [ see her now, see the door

home from the factory.

ife came : t, see her faltering steps across
:v}::isi feebly open E?}T I:r\ltfgzg till her head lay on my !-;Iln-t,‘:‘.
the floor, see her B(‘;‘ﬁngiug to her 11‘:1i.r and el v:ltk l\‘:‘f‘l J:'l",el\j
Ealo &E‘i 1ﬂl?jsungvr(ell « Husband,’ slul' .Lf"‘-‘}".";!‘ ,,“" : '\“d":}
fa.cB I ove S i’-J )cd m,y hf.’(" rt —have kulled mi . )
. : ' o save that dear
¢ hunger have g7 {1 » heart’s blood t |
th Lo gI would have given ) e el Ber lon rrowing
Shn, t of fOOd, the uncea g ; rark Bef [ could
Ko }{,ut g;l}?es and myself, had l_limv| .t.h"“' work. }
over her : she was dead.
X ips to mine, 8 4 ; " f
ralise h3r llps f R ¢ \\']1‘1 his eyes ixed on
The narrator 8 voice PmL‘I. z [ know not wl followed.
he King he quickly resumed. lismissed from f hospital
1{Wehen weak and shattered, { wu: 'l]l.m !‘ B 3 g
) in, they told me 1 was
where for weeks I had lain, B fe and children, for murdered
k, was the murderer of my w1l : Never ! They
o "::ely were? Your will of f"'l'.’f" overnmii
S5 3 . 3 I o8 and U rnments,
they dons o death h) the system Ijl.lll \l:ll sobrgg ¢ ul [huy
gﬁrech and State, devised of old anc “1'! tll‘ o thet
ur i : rata rives ) 14 1 nore s
dare, to eternity—the system Lh;”- little that he hath. Murdered
h :aeds and takesfrom the poor th ot ) ot
b;’nthe will of the rich, the strong, we di .
may live.” ; ;A R of 1 conviction,
The stern indictment, spoken ;11 3 [:..ri e o
vibrated on the air; then with a hard \gh
his face again to the water, and was silent. o
The King, who had ']nIIg' '-‘1:'.:‘-—}‘ 11 \Wa ,“.T.ml e
tapped his foot thoughtfully with his & gt il
F 's profile. It was the first time he had | W
Btl'ﬂ-ngers proaie . » 1 o i had wit
the raw. Many a chat in field wnd f “l TS 1o TikA0N
royal retainerﬂ an(_i “"()l_‘]-itlll.'n. }’ W !‘I|'\i‘. ‘!,‘_"hwl out
this frank-spoken individual .le- " 1% el nd alwayd
for royal attention usually R T, : | upon him
their very best manners; .u_l.-.-k servi r--. 3 he 400
awestruck, and looked servile enouh ¢ this calibre.

on. Decidedly he had never yet <poken toa

A Tale of the Times.

Despite the bitterness with which he railed against hig superiors,
after all might it not be due less to envy than becauge he seemed,
a man of much independence of spirit ! “Poor devil,” mused the

King. And thinking of his own wife, he began absently to
pluck the delicate blossoms that starred the turf at his feet: the
Queen liked wild flowers. Presently he said : . l

“My friend, your story is a moving but I fear a not
uncommon one in these days of commercial competition. T
should be unsympathetic indeed did I not feel for yon. Believe
me the rich are not all ogres; as an observant man, you must
admit there are exceptions to every rule. Yet you spoke truly
when you said the system you cavil at was devised of old.
Now the world goes round much slower than some people are
willing to think ; old systems, long-established customs, cannot
be done away with in a day; the machinery that controls our
existence is too complicated for rapid alteration. Go slow is
the only safe motto in the affairs of this world, even when
itis a question of deleting an abuse. Be tolerant ; the rich

are far more ready to help the poor than the latter choose to
believe.”

15

The stranger looked at the King with the humorous smile again
on his lips. Pointing to the tree displaying the notice-board
on the opposite bank, he asked: « Supposing this land were
yours, are you ready to remove that restriction, or the one I
noted a mile up stream, ‘ This water is strictly preserved.
Fishing prohibited under severe penalties’ ?”

“No,” said the King, shortly, “for in that case land and
water would be private, perhaps inherited property.”

“Aye, private property! In other words, the land and
water that have been filched from ws. What one thing that
you have stolen from the people are you, the rich, ready to
return ? ”

The conversation, novel though it might be, was growing
embarrasing. “ My friend,” said the King, irritably, “you feel
things too intensely, and speak of the rich with so much rancour,
that although misfortune may have tended to sour your spirit,
one is led to infer you have also listened to the false counsel of
some misguided labour demagogue, the malicious raving of some
unprincipled Socialist agitator.”

“I have listened to the voice of but one agitator, and he the
most convineing of all,” responded the stranger, “ the agitator

unger, who leads some to death, some to madness,and some, like
myself, to Anarchism.”

“Anarchism ! ” The King’s brow darkened as the word
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leapt to his lips; from his startled hand 1 ( s Howgll

ropped unheeded. : £ A

; BpYes I am an Aunarchist,” said th muchea]

thougk he said, I am a Man. e 2 1
There was a brief pause, theu the King 1 ¢, “ That

settles it!” He did not say what it s ttled ng as it

were some invisible abstraction, perhaps the p had beed

slowly gl‘ippillg his breast. Then he sprang to ! i Yaiis

name ?” he dcinam}ml sternly. 1 bt
“ Michael Stirn,” answered the _\:.:u-.-r_“
And he rose and looked the King 1n the

1.

The King had the courage of the average ma His first
impulse, therefore, as his gaze fixed the other’s, was t ‘l\‘u-wk
him down, especially as in spite of his being bigger
of the two the Anarchist looked so dog-weary that seemed
no formidable task to throw him and then rid | kets of
such concealed weapons as they held. But prudence quickly got
the better of valour, and he decided in~:v:u1_ to h to the
Castle and put his police on the alert. As his ex nt sub-
Sided, however, and thcil' eyes stall met, another t t came
to the King. “ This,” he mused, ““ is the first Anarcl [ have
met and the police will take eare he is the last. Strane that
in spite of his bloody ereed I note no symptom of 1 violence
claimed for his kind | Scores of such calm faces do ] daily
among the law-abiding section of my worker sul _none
too many, if truth he told, quite so intelligent. I ght d_rl‘

worse than improve the geeasion and teach him | ty—if
indeed heis Stirn the Anarchist. They say these wrotches
worship notoriety. Surely he meets my eye too frankly to
be the arch villain my police are hounding. A minor star,
ma,ybe;, of the Anarchist firmament aping a greater. Let
us see.

And at once he demanded abruptly, irrelevantly as it scemed,

“You are aware th
trespassing ?”

at this road is private property—that you are

A4 Tale of the Times.
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“Quite s0,” answered the Anarchist with 5 candid assurance

It confounden SR King. “Crown lands, respassers
beware ! ” (with a gesture he indicated ¢

he notice-boa.rd). %
stumbled upon thag by chance, bug as Anar

threat means little to me, The land belongs to t

only to the King. When I do not demoligsrh suclﬁes{j)relg%{i’sngf'
illegal ownership, I ignore them. Besides,” and etate
heavily, “ grass is pleasanter to walk on than the high%oa,d
when, dead-weary, one has to drag a wounded foot,*

for the city; we stand here

chist and Map its

“You said you were making
miles from the direct route.”

““ That is not my fault.”?

“ Whose then ?

& he Kili;_:".s.”

“The King’s 2 2

“Aye. Over yonder lies his country palace, where he is
now in residence. His laws against Anarchists are none too
gentle, those of his police, if unwritten, still legs so. Did I
follow the main road, and. being near the castle,
his bodyguard, advance would be hindered by
arrest.

chance upon
my certain

“That is possible. What then ? *

The sunken blue eyes seemed to probe the King’s, T have
no wish to be hindered. For days I have been hurrying to the
city, and can only reach it h‘\' stealth. Because | believe in
Liberty, because I robbed a wealthy citizen of half-a-pound of
meat to still the cries of my famished children, I am banished
the country. What mafter that I had already paid the
penalty of my so-called erime ? What matter that go where I
would the police were ever at my elbow, preventing my obtain-
ing work by sinister whispers to would-be employers Forced
into idleness, closely watched as a man  secretly devising
mischief, they next expel me to run the gauntlet in a strange
land. And yet, as I stand under the blue sky, I am guiltless
of other offence than that named, while the mischief I devise is
but to teach my fellows that they are men, not slaves to be
eternally priest-ridden, labour-ridden, police-ridden, My present
mission compelled me to re-cross the frontier. By night I
hurry forward, by day, as now, I seek a hidden corner in which
to rest. Broken with fatigue and suspense, nearing my
journey’s end, will you bar my way?”

“That depends on why without a police permit you have
dared to re-enter the country.”

B
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“ That is soon told.” 'l‘l!v Anarchist p ked at the
sunlit water as though he found some subi nfort in it
dimpled fil(‘(‘. til(‘ll l‘i‘.‘il!'ll _]ll- eyes again t ng’s, MV
brother lies in prison. We grew up side by s Ho—_ %8

Something seemed to choke the spes head sank
forward suddenly, and in the silence that fo little snake
alid out from between some broken stones by e King ang
fixed a bright eye on the two men. But her of them
saw if.

“The judges” (the voice seemed strangled condemned
him to death. He is my only brother—he lay y arms asg

1

babe, we played together, struggled for da
and sorrowed together—and so | go to him.
die ’—the bowed head was raised, and onc

-i, |"'i“iL‘l}d
at he will
it1ent eves

searched the King’s—* but they may imprison ng years,
The King has the last word in questions of | death ; he
will spare the father of three motherless childr t alone an
innocent man.”

The King, as has been said, was no cowar ew Kings
are, they have too much self-conceit. Though cyes fell
before those others into which a slow agony ¢ l V!W“‘]Iiilg_
and he furtively watched a strong vight hand it hung
clenched and rigid within striking distance, he « red: “If
you mean Karl Stirn, the man condemned to deat \ttempt-
ing the life of the manager of the Vulean Work: t worthy

citizen and gentleman——"
“ The same—Karl Stirn—my brother ! ”

“ His death-warrant was signed this morning.”

Silence. Boris snapped at a fly. The little sna riggling
about the pinnacle of stones laid its ugly flat hoal the top-
most, where it basked in the sun and made fork rhtning.
A breath of soft sweet air stole along the stream, w kling its
waters as it passed, then died away like a sigh. Irom some-

where high up in the ether liquid notes came dropping, for
la,l“ks Bil?g on though human hearts are b aking. But the
King still watched the strong right hand: it never moved
though 1ts muscles tightened. 7

All at once a bitter ery shattered the harmony around.

* You dare not—you dare not ! ” said the Anarchis! turning
so fiercely upon him thag the King’s meagre form scemed to
shrivel as a fly’s might before the white-heat of a blast-furnace.
Until now human suﬂ‘ering in the raw h

< : ad been as unknown to
him as human fustian. It was not

pleasant to look upon.

A Tale of the Times. 1

ongratulating himself on the finesse by which
real Michael Stirn, the villain wanted
et drew back a step.

Though secretly
he had um‘n:M:-
by his police, b

«What have I to do with it ?” he demanded, and whistled
to Boris. But the dog seemed deaf,

With a quick movement the Anarchist thrust his hand into
a frayed pocket ¢ King watched with a sudden in-drawing
of ]1‘.;.5 breath. Why had he not ordered every Anarchist to 1)(
shot at sight ? ‘ely now the hidden revolver that would end
his reign—Ha ! it was that? On the open palm of the
hand which the Anuarchist was holding towards him lay a
brown coin.

L Nnt a bad lil 1ess,”” he commented, And (l]ﬂlll‘__"h lliS L")".'S
shone like red ¢ '
his lips.

“So! youn ki

» strangely humorous smile was again on

“« How not f the King’s land be ]Il'i\‘ilt.e* property, his
enuntenance af t 1s not.™

The King, tonished and ecrestfallen. was silent. The
tables seemed t ed. All the gracious :1!1'-1}rilit}' with which
he had begun and carried on the conversation was as pearls
cast before—n uld mot say “swine,” as he looked up into
that g‘l'it-l'—ﬂl'i- but at least it was |ii_~.|--:11u('l‘lilli_{ that
an Anarchist of n should have had the better of him,

‘You are t K1 the people’s symbol of Justice and
Equity—why « your office by condemning men—in this
case an 1nnocen » death ? *’ went on the \UiL‘i‘, troubled
yet stern,

“It was his judges, not I, who condemned him.”’ answered
the King, shirki esponsibility like a true son of Father
Adam; neither 1 cent, and you know it,”

*He is innocent, and if the judges condemned, you endorse.”

“I cannot « the point,” returned the King. “ Your
brother was ar | red-handed after firing two shots at an
estimable gent] ’

“The shots w 1st the estimable gentleman, whose self-
esteem alone was nded. Think of the fearful provocation—
the W(}Ek.‘-} of slos vation, the refusal of the owners to treat

with their men
flaunting in )
say that my b
one that merits

manager to discuss their wrongs, while
the wealth gained by their labour. I
ds guiltless of any erime, least of all of
¢ oy
1at 1n your heart vou know it.
: : B 2
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Kings have consciences like other men, m
State trappings that of Karl R. winced., H
when be signed the warrant he had Illl['t‘i.\' cast
purport, nor until reminded of it by his secreta
even the offence for which he sent a man to deatl

«T will never g‘i\'c in to false sentiment,” |
before that morning. But the position wa
strained that he felt the time had come to end
he would at once have done by retracing his
knowledge that in so doing he would turn h
enemy, which no good soldier must ever do. A
of a dog——

Almost as though divining his thought
resumed quietly, “ You need fear nothing, I am n

« What matter if you were ! retorted the |
concealed mortification ; “ you would gain notl
death.”

« Believe me, I never desired it.”

“Pshaw! you and the breed of malcontents fi
spring batten on blood ! Your one ideal is murd
to attack the police too probably means a bullet tl
own skins, murder of the highest, which at
notoriety.”

“Who says so ? ”’

The calm judicial question affronted the King
world ! ”” he scoffed angrily.

“You mean of journalists and police, profess
when not paid to lie usnally find 1t convenient to d
imply it is cowardice that keeps our hands off a si

prejudiced ememy. Is it, then, safer to attack a K

assailant faces 1instant death or capture by thos

Again, the police in the main act under a sense, it a1

one, of duty; few Kings but disregard theirs. Ar

creants, notoriety-mongers, cowardly assassins who Db

blood, whose ideal is murder ? Press words, police pl

have told you the story of my life—do I look like a

battens on blood ?
The King, meeting the clear, steadfast eyes in t
hunger-bitten frame before him, shifted his gaze uneas

13 2 . . .
e Iﬁ‘, _resumed th?. Anarchist, * Society i1s so c
at the rich have no incentive to crime, the poor evi

er all jtg
well that

ht at itg
1 "Fllln-]'i-[{

as onece
ming 80
And thig
1t for the
to the
hat idiot

\ narchist
ed.”
with 1l]-
by my

v \:\‘}] vou
‘IL f‘i'll_‘l'
1izh your

:
brings

whole

\\‘llil‘h
Y:Ml

ng and
whose
round ?
] ~-I:1k£'u
mis-
ten on
irases. 1
i who

he gaunt,
ily.
mstituted

ry incen-

tive, then Society itself becomes the factor of criminals, and

Anarchists the men who refuse to become what Socic

ty wonld
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[t soits the ruling class to divide mankind into
corved. Yet from of old the served, the
in]nstel‘ﬁ‘ 1ave 1t 11 I'\n" -Hljllhl.lt‘\'tll' this di\'isiﬂﬂ. To Gﬂ.S'e their
Sailt they coined nnother on whom to lay the blame. So they
?ell us it 18 by God's w ill we l:.l‘. ur for life 1n ;qwe’:nt. fmd SOITow,
gor ever taste of the fruit of this luln:nr‘; by .(u}(l-s will perish in
shoals in workshop .m:l mine; by ‘(.mel g will our sons b'ecom,e
food for powder, our 11_:m~;]|1.-rs drift on 11_10 street ; by ‘God’s
Wi]l th(‘ ];..‘,1' A1 ll'l['!']l‘ll.l while I.htf llnt‘ l‘lch \\'ELH.OW mn peace.
Though to us you prate of the homour and glory of labour, how
many among you are willing to share 1n that honour and glory,
to fling off br yadceloth, bend your necks bo th'v _yok.&', and labour
as we labour, day in, day out, ill or well, Necessity the task-
master, Hunger the w hip ? &
«Well, well, those are questions for theologians and econo-

» answered the King impatiently; “g:msible

ihe world as they find it; we cannob all be
born a King, you an artisan—you would like

make them.
gervitors o nd

mists to settl
men must take
masters. 1 was
to change places ?

The Anarchist smiled. “ No, in spite of the press charge of
envy, that is a pitch, to you of honour, to us of dishonour, to
which none of my ¢ breed’ aspire. For Kings reign no longer
by virtue of the people’s love, bub through the dread inspired
by the massed forces behind the throne. When a man seeks to
be free, to live as his conscience and not as the St_ate ghcta.tes,
the police, who ty pify the Law, the soldier Compu‘lsmn_ uit)aﬁ_rlll'fi
the priest S:L].|-|->ti1ic»:1 rampant, these th}-ee, the powers be :mh
the throne, pounce upon that man,'and if they cannot q};ﬁa_ons
the spirit of revolt they slay him. So through the ages = 1 :
of men and women have suffered or died for Liberty anh
Conscience, their brothers, hypnotised by State au;l ((i}hur;:hé
applauding or in helpless silence passing 01;.‘ Bui; }Z—‘bgﬁy -
eves of men are opening. Myriads from force 0 Ao
richt, therefore must be borne. ne b > :
S%ate enslaves, but men ask of each other, ° What s 1thls Cl‘lélrff}:'ll.
What 4s this State ?’ There is an uplifting of souls, & groping

3 ’ rings to
of hand for hand, clods fall from heaty iecii%’hi?(})ihspthrgb of

tear-dimmed eyes; Liberty, moulding her d to none does her

1 1 s, an 5
every heart, breathes life into dead b?,gehei foster-children the

call Ting home with such force &8

Ana:‘cl1i:1<, They it is who when d.angerf thr:ager:ni;é :I'[lxg
first to spring to her aid, the first to ion i‘ont tgr 200 e
oppression, the first 1O preach 1:evolt, t EF'a}S)tin A
despotism. Hail to thee, Anarchism, thoun Fighting
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the sPiri‘t of D_isconteut! Hail to thee, whose t
soul, if intangible, once felt is ineffaceable, '}"““r;wt...:

N man’y

false, lifting up the true; strong in death, defiant in | lown the
watehword is Brotherhood, whose battle-cry I o | whose
3 4 '\‘mi\.-.; ‘
As the impassioned words rang out the Anarcl
to the King transfi : S 1@ Anarchist ay
Bk g ransfigured. Like a wrestler exultiz ppeared
L : " 10 11 8t
at presaged victory, his form seemed to expand trength
- Xpand har
ere was

nf?ble diguity in the uplifted head, the light of a g
g Eupci‘elne courage, shone in the steadfast rl\w-ﬁ"-‘ i
eyond the King to the hills behind which the w \1| ! 1a ol

The scoffin oni p
X g serenity of the
d . . 3 v s 1e  monarch becar 5
c;i:l;;;)eg.“ His Chief of Police had called tlu-:..i une  visibly
T ths, contemptible carrion.” How reconcile men “ arrant
o Wg‘.'ds_ and bearing of Michael Stirn, An: e oD
Soverei a'n‘r’ 158118',_"5110(1 police official lie i :”“-lm::. br Yet,
cloven f%ot- mﬁ(s);llg] there blLt SiaRe Wb oot fire P e :\' lllis
how itself : a clever HALE ; vay, the
fool others, but not Karl Rex clever, plansible rogue might
[ Snrange 32 h : . =
s e therefore observ .
restorin 1 3t served, a fine smil ol
noble Seﬁt?nis equammlty, “ that you should uiu;’:‘l:.l-, i gl
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some desperately tried and wronged man to make
of his oppressors 7 Conceive what your thought
been bad you, like myself, seen your wife sink
dead of starvation and overwork lhrnu;‘;u the ca
Cal)itallist. Or what your own !l.‘llul might have do
brother, your brain had been fired by a long cou
wages, culminating on the brink of winter in th
torn from vour own and children’s mouths thron
spite and ﬁlpawity of the man who closed the work
you cannot understand these things, As I said.
fathom your joy, but you can never tathom our mise

A perplexed look had wiped out the trucu
King’s features. For the first time in his
thinking. Thinking so deeply that he noted n
the Anarchist, whose gaze of sad inquairy still rested
that, as though a deep note of human sorrow
the sky, the little brown bird had ceased to sing
like a stone to earth, or thut low, sullen crowls .
where the wolf-hound lay, his watchful eyes fix
stream,
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humiliation and injustice with which until now the *classes
have burdened the ‘“ masses.”

The would-be murderer of his brother, the hereditary arch-
enemy of the individual rights of men, the head of a despotic
State, was at the Anarchist’s mercy. One involuntary contrac-
tion of a muscle, and venom would be coursing through the
King’s veins that meant death to one of his wealk fibre.

Bat the King thought on and saw nothing of the silent
struggle that blanched the face and clenched the hands of the
man opposite, nor noted the proud toss of the head that, as .if
finally disposing of the matter, drowned the lust of revenge in
the sweet waters of Mercy. All passed unheeded. Only when
the silence was suddenly broken by a low tense’voice that
seemed to fall from afar, such was its commanding tone that he
instinctively obeyed.

“Do not stir! A poisonous snake is about to strike your
foot—I can kill it. So!#

Dimly as in a waking dream the King saw a hand flash
through the air. The next instant, as something seemed
wrenched from his ankle, came three short, sharp reports
from across the stream, and a man writhed in helpless agony at
his feet. :

So rapidly did this and what followed oceur, that dazed with
bewilderment the startled King sat motionless, ! Before he
could spring from his seat the sound of men dashing through
water was heard, of swift orders spoken in a familiar voice,
and on the writhing form three others hz}d cast t,h('emselves, FWO
with their knees crushing the ribs, a third pounding the feebly
moving head on the flints beneath it.

Then the King came to himself. Refusing to bBCQIlle‘{’ii
vicrim to false sentiment, he had ridden over a battle-field Sf]d
reeking of powder, had seen disembowelled horses and ma’n.gd(;d
men by the score, but nothing there had sickened him as di
this onslaught on a stricken man. .

“ Off from him, brutes!’” he shouted, hot with she_m}? .la,nfi
rage. “ Pierced through throat and back the man 1s _PU?&_;I fs‘;
Call your men off, Steinkop! Before Heaven this thing 1
horrible.” )

“ He deserves all we can give him,” returned the C]hl:le l(l)f
Police calmly. “ You may thank Heaven, sir, as 1_ (_.U_:‘ i =
added piously, ““that we thought fit to track your ‘“tl{)};bllé&
morning; another moment and you would have bgen sml )L.(_f g
the beart. We would have shot him ten minutes ago but 101
fear of harming you.”
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«Stab me? He has no arms. He has saved my |
And the King pointed to the limp body of the throttled
lying where it had been flung across some stones

The police official smiled with pitiful indulgence
we know our business, sir. The man at your f
the desperate Anarchist of whom we warned
information received, he designed to  assassii
majesty.”

¢ Lies ! ” ejaculated the King, as with a gestur
he threw himself against the massive bedies that wer
out the life under them. He might as well have trie
mountains.

«Leave him to us. Stand back, sir; thesc devils
tricks even in their death-throes !’ expostulated the (
Police, his voice, if deferential, harsh; for no man
twenty times a King must interfere with the police
execution of their duty.

The King raved and swore in his impotency, but o
they thought they had pounded and choked it enouy
Matthias and his fellows rise from the prostrate form {
upon their bandiwork. It was a sight meet for savag
Blood lay on the flints on which the head had been
ran from a gaping wound in the neck, stained the litt]
blooming around, trickled, a growing stream, about their
But a convulsive gasp for breath showed life ling
shuddering the King stooped.

“ Bring water ! ”’ he commanded.

What? Fetch drink to a dying Anarchist 7 Tha
hangman’s work.

The King noted the hesitancy. In a moment, tearin;
hat off his head, he had dashed to the stream, and was ba

sprinkle the ashen face with reviving drops.

I3 e 2 » ]
Stirn,” he murmured brokenly, in such sorrow and

as he had never thought to feel, “ Stirn, it was not my fa

only believe me.”

Would those eyes never open 7 Would this fresh vict

a false system die cursing him, as he had right to do?

There was aflicker of the eyelids; for the last time dim
eyes probed his; then, as the King bent lower, the lips pa

and a faint whisper reached his ear.

“I understand. Yet—as kead of the System—the Nin

is—responsible.”
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Thus, by an Anarchist’s last words, and 1 i
15, b g not by his k
was this King stabbed to the heart. : ’ -

A moment more, and with what seemed the shadow of the
hunorous .\'.lnllu again hovering over his lips, Michael Stirn
turned his face to the Sk_}' and died.

There was a knell for the passing soul.

““One less!” muttered the Chief of Police, h's steely eyes
glittering,

EPILOGUE.

Within three hours jubilation reigned in the city. Bells
were ringing, Te Dewms being sung in the churches, news-
paper offices and taverns besieged by hurrahing crowds bent
on news, or tipsiness cloaked under the loyal phrase “ Here's
to the King!” Asthe ministers and courtiers hurried towards
the Castle the streets grew white with posters. On every
hand one read: ¢ Attempted Assassination of the King !
Horrible Anarchist Plot ! Saved by Chief Steinkop ! Desperate
Strugele of Police with Assassinl His Confession and
Suicide! ”  The royal apartments were littered with congratu-
latory telegrams, and these the King read with a set face and
eves that still saw nothing but a dead man lying by a sunny
siream. He had found it impossible to stem the tide. Police
and press lies were already ahead of him by the time he had
retraced his steps to the Castle and sick at heart sought the
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privacy of his apartments.

bicycle brigade for nothing. ‘
But one thing the King could do—he could cancel that

death warrant. It had added a keener edge to ll_iH_ dis_l ress
Stirn had died before he could be told that this injustice shoul
at least be righted. So the Home Secretary was sent for.

« Rarl Stirn is not to die,” said this other Karl briefly, aiter
telling his tale.

“But, sir ? hbegan the amazed Home Secretary.

« Further, I wish him to be liberated to-night.”

« Dear, dear,” thought the minister, shaking his bald head,
¢ the shock has turned his majesty’s brain.” For he had long
since been telephoned the police report, and on the strength of
it ordered the Governor of the prison to keep the condemned
man in strictest seclusion prior to examination by a police
tribunal, For of course he was implicated in the plot
Wonderful indeed were the ways of Providence, that saved
kings and capitalists and fell foul of vermin like Anarchists !
After this pious reflection he answered the King soothingly.

“Very good, sir; but since you liberate him it will be
unnecessary to cancel the warrant.” And a smile of faint irony
played about his lips.

“How so?”

« As the brother of your would-be assassin, your loyal subjects
will tear him to pieces in five minutes.”

¢ Well,” mused the King, inwardly fuming as he paced the
floor, ““I can at least respite him.”

“ That, certainly. Inany case I should have counselled such
a course. We must get to the bottom of this affair in order to
protect ourselves against the Anarchist danger, against a scct
whose fundamental principle is terror and murder.”

“Am I to be believed, or only the police f” suddenly

Chief Steinkop had not initiated a

stormed the King, as the merry music of bells floated through
the window.

But he did not wait for an answer. Laughing harshly, he
hurried to the Queen. * You still believe the story as I told it,
my dear? ” he suggested.

The Queen looked pained, but she returned quite frankly:
“No, Karl, I cannot. That man hypnotised you. A thing
quite possible, for, as the dear Archbishop said the other day,
Anarchists are in league with Hell and the Devil.” (She crossed
herself.) “You thought yon saw a snake in this wretch's
hand—it was really a knife. I have just seen our good
Steinkop——"

Then the King gave it up,
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Like all impulsive persops he was of a loguacious nature ;
l{ut- he lm-:m‘n- \II(‘AII! :nu_i morose, H-tI")Ill‘ll?':" about his great park
like an unquiet spirit, his dog at his heels. Still, on the day of
the national thanksgiving he went submissively to church
though he shocked the Court by a droll langh when the Arch-
bishop, tears of emotion trickling down his nose, extolled his
courage in the supreme hour of danger; and fumbled at his
throat as if choked on allusion being made to his mnoble if
mistaken clemency towards the assassin’s brother, now ]‘L,':\])itt-(]
—mistaken (and here the venerable prelate’s voice }}eulmj
through the cathedral) “ because humanity is thrown away
upon Anarchists : the mob fears nothing so much as the
police and the hangman, and the surest way to CU\\:
Anarchism is to raise the gallows on high and make an
example of its votaries.” )

Karl Stirn faced his brother’s accusers boldly ; there was no
getting to the bottom of the affair. As Stl'il‘;i{i)li with v;'ell-
simulated wrath, informed the Home Sucrcthrv, “ these
svunmh?f'ls '(.'ll'h"l‘ _l’_ull everything or shut their mouths like
oysters,” Karl Stirn told his tormentors in the plain
un\':n'nisln-ﬂ tongue of the worker, the tongue that accompnn;ed
by a flashing eye and a clenched hand is understood of all
that they lied. That in common with every true Anarchist his
brother held human life in passionate sanctity ; that tl1()1:;rh he
might fight for his own and his fellows’ rights and liberties to
the death, he struck at systems and not defenceless men ; that
for one act by an Anarchist driven desperate by injust}ce or
want there were twenty by desperate non-Anarchist workers
like himself. Further, that if he died, he died ; but that if he
lived (for they had offered life as a bait) he would carry the
fiery torch of Anarchism himself into every home were misery
and discontent nested. They were abashed by the sturdy
vehemence of the man they had meant to bully, and one more
irreconcilable he was hurried to his cell.

Later, the death sentence was annulled. It was rumoured,
as in every such case, that he had gone into penal servitude.
But, as the King thought to himself, what is the use of being
a King if one cannot do as one chooses? So he interviewed
the proprietors of the Vulean Works, of whom the manager
was one, These gentlemen, albeit wondering at the royal
whim, were so honoured by the distinction conferred on them
that they incontinently repudiated any vindictive feeling
towards their late employee. The bullets had gone wide of
their mark ; he had been six months in solitary confinement,
had, so to speak, felt the noose about his neck ; and though, as
the manager snarled, the only way to handle workmen in these
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democratic days was 10 slap 1_:-he1'n in the ‘fuce when they
threatened revolt, a show of leniency on special occasions was
not amiss to keep them in good temper. Profuse in expressions
of loyalty, the “ estimable gentleman ”’ then bo wed and with his
colleagues withdrew. ' _ :

The King lost no time in carrying oub his design. He sent
word to the Home Secretary that he would be visiting the city
the following day, and desired that the prisoner should be
released and brought before him.

But the two Karls did not meet. True, the liberation had
taken place, but, through a “ glerical error,” in quite another
manner to that intended by his majesty. For the prisoner
was roused at midnight, escorted by police to the frontier,
and there released under threat of severe pen alties did he ever
vetarn. Had Steinkop, too, thought what is the use of
being head of the Secret Police if one cannot do as one
chooses ?

The King knew that any endeavour to place the blame was
useless ; each official would screen the other. He said nothing
as the Home Secretary dilated on the unconscionable impudence
of present-day clerks, but his thoughts reverted to another
« error” of which he might never have heard but for a chance
remark of the Court Physician.

He had given instractions that the body of Michael Stirn
should receive immediate and decent burial. Instead—well,
for months hot controversy raged in the medical schools over
the analysis of an Anarchist. For, to the wrathful dismay of
every doctor and physiologist, there was no symptom of disease
in the brain. Not only was it absolutely healthy, but of a

size and weight that indicated unusual mental capacity.
Nor was there a trace of alcoholism in the body. These
facts combined upset all their theories on the vicious
habits, imbecile delusions and insanity of Amnarchists, and
kept the medical faeulty and criminologists in what
threatened to become an interminable turmoil of bitter
wrangling and dispute.

Some months later Chief of Police Steinkop retired.

The press said the increasing strain of his anxious position,
coupled with the shock sustained by the attempt on the King’s
life, had undermined his health. The King read these com-

ments and smiled. Slowly his eyes had begun to open, police .

lies to stick in his throat. In his sleeping as in his waking
dreams be still heard the bark of those three revolvers, witnessed
again that .savage yet so-called legal assault on a dying
“’suspect ”’ ; perpetual contact with 1ts perpetrators depressed
now that new feelings and emotions stirred his breast. But
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for the Queen he would have dispensed altogether with poli
Ppolice

fml(:tinn:wi.-r- about his person ”1'1]_)" she
’ nearly swooned
at the

su rfrt'hli<-li. To her llli[](l thc AIL 1 X 4

e father the Davil i m,c_ljtrlf‘;ﬁ, ;r;::;gs.ted by his
infant from her arms, her husband off his thlla'one- ¢ Sn&tCh‘her
weaken the Devil's snares, but who save the poli i Jrager mghy
tht'il‘ l[t‘:L" anatomies ." PO £ COuId Pl'ObEGt

He vielded to her terror, but negl e i
much to that gentleman's nn]:m-tluz?n:ctt::il (?ilgr ngd %ﬁmnkop,”
police .‘:1;.‘-;:.'5. be he chief or constable, hag so' e Ollt‘ 6
opinion of his own dignity and worth that to be tr:i sd g
Jess respect than the profession demands becomes an Rah
able offcunce. His royal master no longer soucht :E}?ardo'n-
for pleasant little chats or L'ounsel—tha? was absli ?11113 He'ohlef
for the excepti mal service rendered the State Waagnoi; e
with the decoration pinned on his breast—pal a.b]emcieased
His three subordinates, if promoted, had against ill}is wisﬁu I‘IE:ge.
transferred to other spheres—insult not to be borne eES eﬁn
resigned.  And perhaps no man was more astound;zd 1?}1 ;
himself when he found his resignation accepted. o

Still, there were compensations.

There was the State pension, not to mention royal gifts and
handsome cheques tendered by bankers and ﬁnaucieg;s T]};e
principal tradesmen presented him with his portrait p-a.in.ted b
the Court artist; innumerable pieces of plate, jewellery and ()}d)i
topped walking-sticks were showered upon him by admﬁ‘in
colleagues and aristoerats ; but for another “ clerical error ” hi%;
statue would have been erected in his native town. Unfor-
tunately for the success of this scheme, projected by Stock
Exchange clerks, the young treasurer of the fund emulating
certain f his superiors on 'Change, waited until the sum in
Ius..-? arge had swelled to goodly pmportions—when both
vanished. Last, but not least, the Church sent him its blessing—
the Church is always too poor to makg gifts. So ““ Death on
Anarchists,” as with fond familiarity he was called by his staff
(for all great men have their sobriguets), retired. He would not
die in the workhouse. Only soldiers who give their life to King
and country do that; the guardians of Capital and Private
Il)]'H]u rty. the harassers of weak and poor banned by the law,
ao not.

On the anniversary of the bright summer morning on which
the Anarchist had died, the King presented a new and beautiful
park to the people. It comprised all the picturesquely wild
tract across which he had wandered a year agone, that and
much more ; and the day being proclaimed a holiday, instantly
beside cvery flower that bloomed along the stream’s rim there




child. There was no counting these, the

“danced round the bonfire in which all the
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ter regardless of the indignity offered once royal

mbed those old trees that for generations had never

hollow of a child’s foot, made the rafters of the ancient

tremble under their happy shouts. ~Everywhere they
1 their play-fellows the butterflies.

he aged folk, and the toilers who with deep sighs of

nent stretched their weary limbs upon the sunlit grass,
d with puzzled, wondering eyes at a strange thing
n the edge of the stream beside them. This was a
aral boulder of granite resting on a polished plinth of
 material. To some it recalled the early monuments of
e, that enduring gtill were strewn about the waste
country. So in those old days did their forefathers

o a battle won, thus honour a hero dead.
what puzzled them most as they lay and listened to

i .
ing larks was the inseription—

TO THE MAN WHO MADE A KING THINK”
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