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THE THING FOUND IN THE CESSPOOL

(who read the service so badly) in the Protestant cemetery.
It would have to be the Protestant cemetery because there
was no special cemetery for agnostics. He would rest in
death among all the poets, spinsters, retired colonels,
widows, decayed clergymen and adulteresses who since the
eighteenth century had lived and died among the exagger-
ated beauties of Brinoé. Probably he would be laid to rest
beside old Mrs. Whitehead. Perhaps even in her grave she
would rattle her false teeth over her dish of tea. Doubtless
she would be buried with a collected edition of Ouida
placed at the head of her coffin.

The fiacre moved in a cloud of yellow dust. Yellow dust
covered the black cypresses and the grey olive trees and the
blue-black ilex that wilted against walls turned a bilious
yellow by the unrelenting sun. °Ah,’ thought Mr. Win-
nery bitterly, ‘the beautiful blue cloudless sky of Italy.
Italy, land of laughter and sunshine. Ha! Hal’ But it
was worse than that, for added to the baking sun there was
a hot wind from Africa. It had been hlowing steadily for
two days, having sprung up on the night of Miss Annie
Spragg’s death. It bore on its restless bgsom clouds of dust
and heat from the Sahara all the wjy across the blue
Mediterrancan to the foothills of the Alps. You wakened
in the morning to see the trees on the! hills above Brinoé
swaying in what appeared to be a coal fresh breeze and
then you thrust your shutters open to find that it was a wind
charged with the heat of all Inferna, And quickly you
clapped the shutters tight again, feelidg slightly insane.

The driver of the fiacre smelled of sweat and garlic and
beat his bony horses from time to time with the butt of his
whip across their already scarred and blistered rumps. ‘ Ah,’
thought Mr. Wipnery bitterly, ‘these gay, kindly, carefree
Italians. Children of Nature.” (So read the tourist cir-
culars.) He fell to cursing Ruskin and Browning., ‘Where
you rest, there decorate,” wrote Mr. Ruskin. (He was not
sure that he had the quotation correctly, but that was the
idea.) The Italians never stopped decorating. It was their
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“He did not tell Mrs. Winnery that in attempting to
solve one mystery, he had simply found himself face to face
with another and more terrifying one which neither saints
nor prophets nor scientists had ever solved in all the centuries
of the world's recorded existence. It made Mr. Winnery
seem to himself small and impertinent, and beng a vain
man, he did not care to have his wife share this discovery.”
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THE STRANGE CASE OF MISS ANNIE SPRAGG

Book. But a kind of blight had fallen early on his literary
career and for years now he had been devoting his none too-
great energies to demolishing the idea of miracles in general
and the legends clustered about the saints in Earticular.

His work kept him in Brinoé. It had kept him there for
twenty-nine previous and consecutive summers, and it was
not yet completed. (Indeed, only Mr. Winnery knew that it
was still in a chaotic stage, consisting almost entirely of huge
accumulations of notes and copyings from various little-
known books on the saints.) Still, it served its purpose, and
year after year it continued to give him a faint echo of that
fleeting glory which he had known as a young literary
radical. Old Mrs. Whitehead and those Anglo-Saxon
Marchesas and Contessas who had not become more Catho-
lic than the Blackest Black still spoke of Mr. Winnery’s
work with a kind of awe. Mr. Binnop, the curate, who
prided himself on being broadminded, did not mention the
work at all, but he did not, on the other hand, allow it to
interfere with his friendship with Mr. Winnery.

And now in the scalding heat of the August mid-
afternoon Mr. Winnery was driving in a decrepit fiacre
up the long winding road that led to the heights of Monte
Salvatore. He cursed the heat and himself and Mrs.
Weatherby, Miss Annie Spragg, the coachman and Brinoé
itself—sacred, beautiful, romantic Brinoé, surrounded by
blue hills covered with clouds of blue violets and fragrant
narcissus. Of course, thought Mr. Winnery bitterly, the
poetic temperament always chose to write about Brinoé
in May and never in August. Now if a scientist, a realist,
had written of Brinoé, it would have been another story.
He hated Brinoé€, not because it lacked all the miraculous
qualities attributed to it by Browning, Longfellow and the
advertisements of the tourist agencies, but because he Aad
to live there. Poverty and inertia had chained him to
Brinoé for twenty-nine years and now at fifty-two he saw
no prospect of escaping from it even in death. In the end
he would be laid to rest, after a service read by Mr. Binnop
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I

T was a broiling afternoon of mid-August in Brinoé and

everybody who was anybody had long ago quit its burn
ing pavements and chilly palaces for the mountains or the
sea. Left behind there were only stray bands of sweating
tourists and a few such remnants of the permanent colony
as Mrs. Weatherby and the mysterious companion whom
no one had ever met; old Mrs. Whitehead, Mr. Binnop, the
curate of the English church, the usual Marchesas and Con-
tessas, thick as flies, and Mr. Augustus John Winnery.
Except Mrs. Weatherby all these stayed in baking Brinog
for the same reason. (The old Contessa Salverini put up
her shutters and lived in the back of her house, giving out
word that she had gone to Montecatini for the cure, and
receiving all her letters by arrangemept with the poste
restante of Montecatini.) None of them would have given
you the real reason. They stayed becagse they could not
leave their beloved Brinoé or because they were engaged in
some work of an archzological or literary nature which
forced them to remain. The real reason was that they were
too poor to leave.

In the case of Mr. Winnery, he could not leave because
he was engaged upon a colossal work which had already
taken up the greater part of his life. It was called Miracles
and Other Natural Phenomena. In speaking of this work
he always placed a profound emphasis on the word natural
lest you should think that he was taken in by such nonsense
as miracles. He was a small, bald man of fifty-two and a
quarter of a century earlier he had written parodies and
light verse which had appeared now and then in the Yellow
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NOTE

The author does not hold himself responsible for opinions
expressed by his characters. Therefore if any reader feels moved to
write an abusive letter, he is asked to address it to Father d’Astier,
the Principessa d’Orobelli, Mrs. Weatherby, Mr. Winnery, Bessie
Cudlip or even poor Miss Annie Spragg hersclf. By this time she
knows more about God than any of us who are left on the earth.
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