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Extraordinary
Story of the Great
Secret the World
Was Unwilling to

Hear

AM quite aware that In RivingI you thl story Just as I was told
- It I shall Incur the charge of

downright and deliberate lying.
Especially I shall be told this by

anyone who knew Wilbraham per-
sonally. WUbmham was not, of
course his real name, but I think that
there are certain people who will
recognise him from this description
of him. I do not know that It matters
very much if they do. Wilbraham
himself would certainly not mind
did he know. (Does he know?). It
was the thing above all that he want
ed those last hours before he died
that I should pass on my conviction
of the truth of what he told me to
others. What he did not know was
that I was not convinced. How could
I be? But when the whole comfort
of his last hours hung on the simple
fact that I was, of course I pretended
to the best of my poor ability. I
would have done more than that to
make him happy.

It Is precisely, the people who knew
him well who will declare at once
that my little story is Impossible. But
they did not know him well? Does
anyone know anyone else well?
Aren't we all as lonely and removed
from one another as mariners on sep-
arate desert islands? In any case I
did not know him well and perhaps
for that very reason was not so
greatly surprised at his amazing rev-
elation surprised at the revelations
themselves, of course, but not at his
telling them. There was always in
him and I have known him here and
there, loosely, In club and London
fashion, for nearly 20 years some-
thing romantic and something senti-
mental. I knew that because It was
precisely these two attributes that he
drew out of me. 4

Most men are conscious at some
time In their lives of having felt for
a member of their own sex an emo-
tion that is something more than
simple companionship. It Is a queer
feeling quite unlike any other In life,
distinctly romantic and the more that
perhaps for having no sex feeling
In It.

Like the love of women, It Is felt
generally at sight, but, unlike that
love. It Is, I think a supremely un-

selfish emotion. It Is not acqulstive,
nor poaesslve, nor jealous, and exists
best perhaps when It Is not urged too
severely, but Is allowed to linger In
the background of life, giving real
happiness and security and trust,
standing out. Indeed, as something
curiously reliable Just because it is
so little passionate. This emotion
has an odd place in our English life
because the men who feel It, .they
have been to public school and uni-
versity, have served a long training
In repressing every sign or expres-
sion of sentiment towards any other
man; nevertheless It persists, ro-

mantically and deeply persists, and
the war of 1914 offered many curious
examples of it.

Wilbraham roused Just that feeling
In me. I remember with the utmost
distinctiveness my first meeting with
him. It was Just after the Boer war
and old Johnny Beamlnster gave a
dinner party to some men pals of his
at the Thoenlx.

Johnny was not so old then none
of us were; it was a short time after
the death of that old harpy, the
I'uche fs of Wrexs, and some wag said
that the dinner was In celebration of
that happy occasion. Johnny was not
so ungracious as that, but he gave us
a very merry evening and he did un-
doubtedly feel a kind of lightness In
the general air.

There were about 15 of us and Wil-
braham was the only-ma- n present
I'd never seen before. He was only
a captain then and neither so red
faced nor so stout as he afterwards
became. He was pretty bulky, though,
even then, and with his sandy hair
cropped close, his staring blue eyes,
his toothbrush mustache and sharp,
alert movements, looked the typical
traditional British officer.

There was nothing at all to dis-
tinguish him from a thousand other
officers of his kind, and yet from the
moment I law him I had some espe-
cial and personal feeling about him.
lie was not in type at all the man to
whom at that time I should have felt
drawn. My first book had just been
published and, although as I now per-
ceive. Its publication had not caused
the slightest ripple upon any water,
the congratulations of my friends
and relations, who felt compelled,
poor things, to say something, be-

cause "they had received copies from
the author," had made me feel that
the literary world was all buzzing
at my eara. I could see at a glance
that Kipling was probably the only
"decent" author about whom Wilbra-
ham knew' anything, and the frag-
ments of his conversation that I
caught did not promise anything In-

tellectually exciting from his ac-
quaintanceship.

The fact remains that I wanted to
know him more than any other man
In the room and although I only ex-

changed a few words with him that
night, I thought of him for quite a
long time afterwards.

It did not follow from this as It
ought to have done that we became
great friends. That we never were,
although tt was myself whom he sent
for three days before his death to
tell me his queer little story. It was
then at the very last that be confided
to me that he, too, had felt something
at our first meeting "different" to
what one generally feels, that he had
always wanted to turn our acquaint-
ance into friendship and had been too
shy. I also was shy and so we
missed one another, as I supposs In
this funny, constrained, traditional
country of ours thousands of people
miss ons another every day.

But although I did not see him very
often and was In no way Intimate
with him, I kept my ears open for
any account of his doings. From one
point of view, the dub window out-
look he was a very usual figure, one
of those stout, rubicund. Jolly men. a
good polo player, a good man in a
house party, genjal-nature- and none
too fcrlJlianUy bralted, whom every- -

ons liked and no one thought about.
All this he. was on ons side of the re-

port, but, 'on the other, there were
certain stories that were something
more than the ordinary.

Wilbraham was obviously a senti-
mentalist and an enthusiast; there
was the extraordinary case shortly
after I first met him of his cham-
pionship of X, a man who had been
caught In an especially bestial kind of
crime and received a year' Imprison-
ment for it. On X leaving prison
Wilbraham championed and defended
him, put him up for months in his
rooms In Duke street, walked as often
as possible In his company down Pic-
cadilly, and took him over to Paris.
It says a great deal for Wllbraham'a
accepted normality and his general
popularity that this championship of
X did him no harm. It was so obvi
ous that he himself was the last man
In the world to be afflicted with Xi
peculiar hat its. Some men. it is true,
did murmur something about "birds
of a feather"; one or two kind friends
warned Wilbraham in the way kind
friends have, and to them he simply
said: "If a feller's a pal, he's a pal."

All this might in the end have done
Wilbraham harm had not X most
happily committed suicide in Parts In'1905.

There followed a year or two later
the much more celebrated business of
Lady C. I need not go into all that
now, but here again Wilbraham con-

stituted himself her defender, although
she robbed, cheated and maligned him
as she robbed, cheated and maligned
everyone who was good r. It
was quite obvious that he was not In
love with her; the obviousness of it
was one of the things In him that
annoyed her.

H simply felt apparently that she
had been-badl- treated Uhe very last
thing that she had been), gave her
any money he had, put his rooms at
the disposal of herself and her friends,
and, as I have said, championed her
everywhere. This affair did very
nearly finish him socially and in his
regiment. It ' was not so much that
they minded his caring for Lady C
(after all. any man can be fooled by
any woman) but It was Lady"C's
friends who made the whole thing so
Impossible. Such a crew! Such a hor-
rible crew! And it was a queer thng
to see Wilbraham with his straight
blue eyes and Innocent mouth and
general air of amiable simplicity in
the company of men like Colonel B.

and young Kenneth Parr. (There is no
harm, considering the later publicity
of his case. In mentioning his name.)
Well, that affair --luckily came to an
end Just In time. Lady C. disappeared
to Berlin and was no more seen. -

There were other cases Into which
I need not go when Wilbraham was
seen in strange company, always
championing somebody who was not
worth the championing. He had no
"social tact" and for them at any rate
no moral sense. In himself he was
the ordinary normal man about town,
no prude, but straight as a man can
be In his debts, his love affairs, his
friendships and his sport. Then came
the war. He did brilliantly at Mons,
was wounded twice, went out to i.

had a touch of Palestine and
returned to France again to share in
Foch's final triumph.

No man can possibly have had mors
of the war than he had. and It Is my
ow,n belief that he had just a little
too much of it.

He had been always perhaps a lit-

tle "queer," as we are most of us
"queer" somewhere, and the horrors
of that horrible war undoubtedly af-

fected him. Finally he lost. Just a
week before the armistice, one of his
best friends, Hoss McLean, a loss from
which he certainly never recovered.

I have now, I think, brought
any kind of light upon the final

scene.
In the middle of 1919 he retired

from the army and It was frym-- this
time to his death that I saw some-
thing of him. He went back to his
old home at Horton's in Duke street,
and as I was living at that time In
Marlborough Chambers In Jermyn
street, we were In easy reach of one
another. The early part of 1920 was
a "queer time." People bad become, I
Imagine, pretty well accustomed to
realising that those two wonderful
hours of armistice day had not ush-
ered in the millennium any more than
those first marvelous moments of the
Russian revolution produced it.

Everyone has always hoped for the
millennium, but the trouble since the
days of Adam and Eve has always
been that people have such different
Ideas as to what exactly that mil-

lennium shall The plain facts of
the matter simply were that during
1919 and 192H) the world changed from
a war of nations to a war of classes,
that Inevitable change that history
has always shown follows on great
wars.

As no one ever reads history, it was
natural enough that there should be
a great deal of disappointment and a
great deal of astonishment. Men at
the head of affairs who ought to have
known better cried aloud. '"How un- -.

grateful these people are, after all
we've done for them!" and the people
underneath shouted that everything
had been muddled and spoiled and
that they would have done much bet-
ter had they been at the head of af-
fairs, an assertion for which there
was no sort of Justification.

Wilbraham. being a sentimentalist
and an Idealist, suffered more from
this general disappointment than most
people. He had had wonderful rela-
tions with the men under htm
throughout the war. He had never
tired of recounting how marvelously
they had behaved, what heroes they
were, and that It was they who would
pull the country together.

At the same time he had a naif
horror of bolshevism. and anything
unconstitutional and he watched the
transformation of1 his "brave lads"
into discontented and idle workmen
with dismay am) deep distress. He
used sometimes to come around to my
rooms and talk to me; he had the be-

wildered air of a man walking In his
sleep.

He made the fatal mistake of read-
ing all the papers, and he took In the
Daily Herald in order that he might
see "what it was these fellows had to
say for themselves."

The Herald upset him terribly. Its
bland assumption that Russians and
Sinn Felners could do no wrong, but
that the slightest sign of assertion of
authority on the pa't of the govern-
ment waa "wicked tyranny," shocked
his very eouL I remember that he
wrote Iocs, mpst earnest letter to
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Lansbury pointing out to him that if
he subverted all authority and con-

stitutional government his own party
would in Its turn be subverted when
it came to govern. Of course, he re-

ceived no answer.
During these months I came to love

the man. The attraction that I had
felt for him from the very first deep-
ly underlay all my relation to htm,
but as I saw more of him 1 found
many very positive reasons for my
liking. He was the simplest, bravest,
purest, most loyal and most unselfish
soul alive. He seemed to me to have
no faults at all unless it were a cer-

tain softness towards the wishes of
those whom he loved. He could not
bear to hurt anybody, but he never
hesitated if some principle in which
he believed was called in question.

He had not, of course, a subtle
mind he was. no analyst of charac-
ter but that did not make him unin-
teresting. I never heard anyone call
hm dull company, although men
laughed at him for his good nature
and unselfishness and traded on htm
all the time. He was the best human
being I have ever known or am ever
likely to know.

Well the crisis arrived with aston-
ishing suddenness. About the 2d or
Sd of August I went down to stay
with some friends at the little fish-
ing village of Rafiel in Glebeshire.

I saw him Just before I left London,
and he told me that he Vas going to
stay in London for the first half of
August, that he liked London in
August, even though his club would
be closed and Horton's delivered over
to the painters.

I heard nothing about him for a
fortnight, and then I recceived a moet
extraordinary letter from Box Ham-
ilton, a fellow clubman of mine and
Wilbraham's. Had I beard, he asked,
that poor old Wilbraham had gone
right off his "knocker"? Nobody
knew exactly what had happened, but
suddenly one day at lunch time Wil-
braham. had turned up at Grey's (the
club to which our own club was a
visitor during Its cleaning), had
harangued everyone about religion in
the most extraordinary way, had
burst out from there and' started
shouting in Piccadilly, had, after col-
lecting a crowd, disappeared and not
been seen until the next morning,
when he had been found, nearly
killed, after a hand-to-han- d fight
with the market men In Covent
Garden.

It may be imagined how deeply this
disturbed me. especially as that
I was myself to blame. I had noticed
that Wilbraham was 111 when I had
seen him in London, and I should
either have persuaded him to come
with me to Glebeshire or stayed with
him in London. I was just about to
pack up and go to town when I re-
ceived a letter from a doctor in a
nursing home to. South Audley street
saying that a certain Major Wilbrff-ha-

was in the home dying and ask-
ing persistently for myself. I took a
motor tf Drymouth and wasMln Lon-
don by S o'clock.

I found the South Audley street
nursing home and was at once sur-
rounded with the hush the shaded
rooms the scents of medicine and
flowere, and some undeflnable clean-
liness that belongs to those places.

I waited in a little room, the walls
decorated with sporting prints, the
green baize table gloomily laden with
volumes of Punch and the Tatler.
Wilbraham's doctor came in to see
me. a dapper, smart little man. effl-cle'- nt

and impersonal. He told me
that Wilbraham had at most only 24

hours to live, that his brain was quite
clear, and that he was suffering very
little pain, that he had been brutally
kicked in the stomach by some man
in the Coveat Garden crowd and had
there received the internal injuries
from which he was now dying.

"His brain is quite clear,' the doc-
tor said. "Let him talk. It can do him
no harm. Nothing can save him. His
head is full of queer fancies; he
wants everyone to listen to him. He's
worrying because there's come mesa-ag- e

he wants to send ... he
wants to give it to you."

When I aw Wllbhaham he was so
little changed that I felt no shock.
Indeed, the most striking change in
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him was the almost exultant happi-
ness in his voice and eyes. -

It U true that after talking to hlrm
a little I knew that he was dying. Hs
had that strange peace and tranquil-
lity of mind that one saw so often
with dying men in the war.

I will try to give an exact account
of Wilbraham's. narrative; nothing
else is of tmportanoe in this little
story but that narrative; I can make
no comment. I have no wish to do
so. I only want to pass it on as he I
begged me to do.

"If you don't believe me." he said,
"give other people the chance of doing I
so. I know that I am dying. I want
as many men and women to have a
chance of judging this as is humanly
possible. I swear to you that I am
telling the truth and the exact truth
in every detail."

I began my account by saying that
I was not convinced.

How could I be convinced?
At the same time I have none of

those explanations with which people
are so generously forthcoming on
these occasions- I can only say that
I do not think Wilbraham was insane,
nor drunk, nor asleep. Nor do I be-

lieve that someone played a practical
Joke. ...

Whether Wilbraham was insane be-

tween the hours when his visitor left
him and his entrance into the nursing
horns I must leave to my readers. I
myself think hs was not.

After all. everything depends upon
the relative importance that welace
upon ambitions, possessions, emotions

Ideas.
Something suddenly became of so

desperate an Importance to Wilbra-
ham that nothing else at all mattered.
He wanted everyone to see the

of it as he did. That is
all . . .

It had been a hot and oppressive
day; London had seemed torrid and
uncomfortable. The mere fact that
Oxford street was "up" annoyed him.
After a slight meal in his flat he
went to the Promenade concert at
Queen's hall. It waa the second night
of the season Mcnday night, Wagner

bought himself a five shilling
ticket and sat in the middle of the
balcony overlook? the floor. He
was annoyed againywhen he discov-
ered that he had been given a ticket
for the section of the
balcony.

He had heard no Wagner sines
August, 1914, and was anxious to dis-
cover the effect that hearing it again
would have upon him. The effect
was disappointing. The music neither
caught nor held him.

"The Melstereinger" had always
been a great opera for blm. The third
act musla that Sir Henry Wood gave
to him didn't touch him anywhere. He if
alo discovered that six years' ab-
stinence had not enraptured him any
more deeply with the rushing fiddles
in the "Tannhauser" overture nor
with the spinning music In the "Fly-
ing Dutchman." Then came suddenly
the prelude to the third act of
"Tristram." That caught him; the
peace and tranquillity that he needed
lapped him round; he was fully satis-tie- d

and could have listened for an-

other hour.
He walked home down Regent

street, the quiet melancholy of the
shepherd's pipe accompanying him,
pleasing him and tranquillizing him.
As he reached his flat ten o'clock
struck from St James' church. He
asked the porter whether anyone had
wanted him during his absence
whether anyone was waiting for him .
now (some friend had told him that
he might come up and use his spare
room one night that week). No. no
one had been. There was no one there
waiting.

Great was his surprise, therefore,
when, opening the door of his flat,
h found someone standing there, one
hand resting on the table, his face
turned towards the open door. Strong-
er, however, than Wilbraham's sur-
prise was his immediate conviction
that be knew his visitor well, and this
was curious, because the face was un-
doubtedly strange, to him.

"I beg your pardon." Wilbraham
said, hesitatingly.

"I wanted to see you." the stranger
said, smiling.
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When Wilbraham was telling me
this part of his story he seemed to
be enveloped "enveloped" Is the
word that best convsys my own ex-

perience of him by some quite
radiant happiness. He smiled at me
confidentially as though he were tell-
ing me something that I had expe-

rienced with him and that must give
me the same happiness that tt gave
to him.

"Ought I to have expected? Ought
to have known " he stammered.
"No, you couldn't have known," the

stranger answered. "You're not la"te.
knew when you would come."
Wilbraham told me that during

these moments he was surrendering
himself to an emotion and Intimacy
and companionship that was the most
wonderful thing that he had ever
known. It was that Intimacy and
companionship, he told me, for which
ail his days he had been searching. It
was the one thing that life never
seemed to give; even in the greatest
love, the deepest friendship, there
was that seed of loneliness hidden. He
had never found it in man or woman.

Now It was so wonderful that the
first thing he said was: "And now
you're going to stay, aren't you? You
won't go away at once . . . ?"

"Of course I'll stay." he answered.
"If you want me."

His visitor was dressed in some
dark suit; there was nothing about
him In any way odd or unusual. His
face was thin and pale, his smile
kindly.

His English was without accent.
His voice was 'soft and very melo-
dious.

But Wilbraham could-- notice noth-
ing but his eyes; they were the most
beautiful, tender, gentle eyes thai he
had ever seen in any human being.

They sat down. Wilbraham's over-
whelming fear was lest his guest
should leave him. They began to talk
and Wilbraham took it at once as ac-

cepted that his friend knew all about
him everything.

He found himself eagerly plunging
Ine details of scenes, episodes that
he had long put behind him put be-

hind him for shame perhaps or for
regret or for sorrow. He knew at
once that there was nothing that he
need veil nor hide nothing. Ha had
no sense that he must consider sus-
ceptibilities nor avoid
that was humiliating.

Be he did And, as he talked on. a
sense of shame from another aids
creep towards htm and begin to en-

close him. Shame at the smallness.
meanness, emptiness of the things

he declared. .
He had had always behind his mis-

takes and sins a sense that he was a
rather unusually interesting person;

only bis friends knew everything
about him they would be surprised st
the remarkable man that he really
was. Now it was exactly the oppo-
site sense that came over him. In the
gold-rimm- mirror that was over his
mantelpiece he saw himself diminish-
ing, diminishing, diminishing. . . .

First himself, large, red-face- d, smil-
ing, rotund, lying back In his chair;
then the face shriveling, the limbs
shortening, then the face small ind
peaked, the hands and legs little and
mean, then the chair enormous about
and around the little trembling ani-
mal cowering against the cushions

He sprang up.
"No, no. ... I can't tell you

any more and you've known It all
so long. I am mean, small, nothing

I have not even great ambition
. . nothing."
His guest stood up and put his hand

on his shoulder. They talked, stand-
ing side by side, and he said some
things 'that belonged to Wilbraham.
alone, that he would not tell me.

Wilbraham asked him why he had
come and to him.

"I will come now to a few of my
friends." he said. "First one and then
another. Many people; have forgotten
me behind my words. They have
built up auch a mountain over me
with the .doctrines they have attrib-
uted to me, the things that they aajr
that I did. I am not really," he said
laughing, his hand on Wilbraham's
shoulder, "so dull and gloomy and
melancholy as they have made me. I
loved U I lbv.d men; I loved

laughter and games and the open air
1 liked Jokes and good food and ex-

ercise All things that they have for-
gotten. So from now 1 shall come
back to one or two. ... I am

.lonely when they see me so sol-
emnly."

Another thing he amid. "They are
making life complicated now. To lesd
a good life, to be happy, to manage
the world only the simplest things
are needed love, unselfishness,

"Can I go with you and be with you
always?". Wilbraham asked.

"To you really want that?" he said
Tea" said Wilbraham. bcwlng his

head.
"Then you hhalll come and never

leave me again. In three days from
now."

Then he kissed Wllbrsham on the
forehead and went away.

I think that Wilbraham himself be-

came conscious as he told me this
part of his story of the difference be
tween the seen and remembered fig-
ure and the foolish, inadequate re-

ported words. Even now as I repeat
a little of what Wilbraham said I
feel the virtue and power slipping
away

And so it goes on! As the figure re-

cedes the words become colder and
colder and the air that surrounds
them has in it less and leas power.
But on that day when I sat beside
Wilbrsham's bed the convlct'on In
his voice and ees held me so that
although my reason kept me back my
heart toid me that he had been in
contact with some power that was s
stronger force than anything that 1

myself had ever known.
But I have determined to make no

personal comment on this story. I
am here simply as a narator of
fact. . . .

' Wilbraham told me that after'his
visitor left him he sat there for some
time in a dream. Then he sat up
startled, as though some voice, call-
ing, had wakered him, with an Im-

pulse that waa like a fire suddenly
blazing up and lighting the dark
places of his brain. I Imagine that
a,) I Wilbraham's impulses In the psst,
chivalric, idealistic, foolish, had been
of that kind sudden, of an almost
ferocious energy and determination
blind to all consequences. He must
go out at once and tell everyone of
what had happened to him.

I once read a story somewhere
about some town that was expecting
a great visitor. Everything was
ready, the banners hanging, the music
prepared, the crowds waiting in the
street.

A man who had once been for some
years at the court of the expected
visitor saw him enter the city, som-
berly clad, on foot. Meanwhile his
chamberlain entered the town In full
panoply with the .trumpets blowing
and many riders in sttendance. The
man who knew the real thing ran to
everyone telling the truth, but they
laughed at him and refused to listen.
And the real king departed quietly as
he had come.

It was. I suppose,- - an Influence of
this kind that drrve Wilbraham now.
Suddenly something was of so great
an importance to him that nothing
else, mockery, hostility, scorn, count-
ed. After all, simply a supreme ex-

ample of the other Impulses that had
swayed him throughout his life.

What followed might I think have
been to some extent averted had his
appearance been different. London is
a home of madmen and casually per-

mits any lunacy so that public peace
Is not endangered; had poor Wllbra
ham looked a fanatic with pale face,
long hair, ragged clothes, much would
have been forgiven him. but for a
stout, mlddle-sge- d gentleman, well
dressed, well groomed. . . . What
could be supposed but Insanity and
Insanity of a very ludicrous kind?

He put on his coat and went out.
From this moment his account waa
confused. His mind, as he sprnke to
me, kept returning to that visitor.
. . . What happened after his
friend's departure was vague and un-

certain to him. largely because it was
unimportant. He doea not know what
time it waa when he went out, but 1

gather that It must have been about
midnight. There were still people In
Piccadilly.

Somewhere hear "the Berkeley hotel
he stopped a gentleman and a lady.
He spoke, I am sure, so politely thst
the man he addressed must have sup-
posed that he was asking for a match,
or an address, or something of the
kind. Wilbraham told me that very
quietly he asked the gentleman
whether he mtffht speak to him for a
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moment, that he had something very
Important to say.

That he would not, as a rule, dream
of interfering in any man's private
affairs, but that the importance of his
communication outweighed all ordi-
nary conventions; that he expected
that the gentleman had hitherto, as
had been his own case, fe'.t much
doubt about religious questions, but
that now all doubt waa once and for-

ever, over, that ...
I expect that at. that fatal word

"religion" 'the gentleman started as
though he had been stung by a snake,
felt that this nTtld-lookl- man was
a dangerous lunatlo and tried to move
away. It was the lady with him.
far as I can discover, who cried out:

"Oh. poor man. he's ill!" and want-
ed at once to do something for him.
By this time a crowd was beginning
to and as the crowd cioa.-i- t

around the central flguies mora peo.
pie gafhered upon the outskirts and.
peering through, wondered what had
happened, whether there were an ac-

cident, whether it were a "drunk."
whether there had been a quarrel, and
so on. ,

Wilbraham. I fancy, began to ad-

dress them all. telling them his great
news, begging them with desperate
urgency to believe him. Some lHUghcd.
some stared in w'de-eye- d wonder, the
crowd was Increasing and thtn. of
course, the inevitable policeman with
his "move on, please," appeared.

How deeply I regret that Wilbra-
ham was not, there and then, arrested.
He would be alive and with us now
If that had been done. But the po-

liceman .hesitated. I suppose, to ar-

rest anyone as obviously a gentle-
man as Wilbraham. a man, too, as he
soon perceived, who was pertecly so-

ber, even though he was nut in his
right mind.

Wilbraham was surprised at the
policeman's Interference. He said thst
the last thing he wished to do was to
create a disturbance, Tut that he
could not bear to let all these people
go to their beds without giving them
a chance of realizing first that every-
thing was now altered, that he had
the most wonderful news . .

The crowd was dispered and Wil-
braham found himself walking alone
with the policeman beside the Green
park.

He must have been a very nice po-

liceman, because before Wilbraham's
death he called at the Nursing home
and was very anxious to know how
the poor gentleman was getting on.

He allowed Wilbraham to talk to
him and then did all he could to per-

suade him to walk home and go to
bed. He offered Ao get him a taxi.
Wilbraham thanked him, said he
would do so, and bade him good night,
and the policeman, seeing that Wil-
braham s perfectly composed and
sober, left him.

'After that the narrative is more
confused. Wilbraham apparently
walked down Knightsbridge and ar-

rived at last somewhere near the Al-

bert hall. He must have spoken to a
number of different people. One man,
a politician apparently, was with him
for a considerable time, but only be-

cause he was so anxious to emphasize
his own views about the coalition
government and the wickedness ot
Lloyd George. Another was a jour-
nalist, who continued with him for a
while because he scented a story for
his newspaper. Some people may re-

member that there was a garbled
paragraph about a "religious army
officer" In the Daily Record. One lady
thought that Wilbraham wanted to
go home with her and waa both angry
and relieved when she found that It
was not so.

He stayed at a cabman's shelter for
a time and drank a cup of coffee and
told the 'little gathering there his
rews. They took It very calmly. They
had met so many queer things In

their time that nothing seemed odd
to them.

His account becomes clearer again
when he found himself a little before
dawn In the park and in the company
of a woman and a broken down pugil-
ist. I saw both these persons .after-
wards and had some talk with them.
The pugilist hsd only the vaguest
sense of what had happened. Wilbra-
ham was a "proper old bird" and had
given him half a crown to get his
breakfast' with. They had all slept
together under a tree and he had
made "some rather voluble protests
because the other two would talk so
continuously and prevented his sleep-
ing. It was a warm night and the sun
had come Ajp behind the trees 'sur- -

(C'onHil1--i- 1 on Palrw ft )

DelictoZArss
"For Goodness Jake"
that's the one bij? reason why
TKU-BL- U GRAHAMS are de-

manded by all relishing the
Great American Cracker!
They have the FLAVOR, the
CRISPNESS, the GOODNESS
that dielijrht both child
and grownup. NOW


