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One of the Most Powerful Short Stories of Modern Times---It Contains All the Elements
of Tragedy Condensed With Admirable Skill

ACKNOWLEDGED BY CRITICS TO BE A MASTERPIECE OF LITERARY WORKMANSHIP

THE PISTOL/ POINT

BY EW.HORNUNG—

wureh bells were ringing for evensong, croaking
‘{"- snow with short, harsh strokes, as though

woross the s

. frost had eaten Into the metal and made it hoarse

H L

Outelde the scene had all the echeery sparkie, n‘.i. the

: - wur of an oll fashloned Christmas eard. There

. ‘.’, e eovered vilinge, thers the ebuarch *]'-!I'l" conted all
W «lde. the ebancel windows sianding out like oll paint-
aows | . alekle of & moon, the ideal thatched cottage, with

uge, the 8

t breaking from the open door, and the peace
b ven seemingly pervading and enveloping all. Yet um
= now that thls pence s not, and the door of the ideal

oth wo K x
{ been openced and was shut by a crushed woman,

I

"”. s - and had but now refused her pennles for the plate

: .” aree which followed ber into the sbow, and the odor

< . boneath the thatehied roof was one of hot brandy and
* 1ol with the fumes of some rank tobacco

it over sltty yoars of age, and the woman on

: ( wureh wns his third wife, She had borne him no

1. war hod ] {tely mon of daughter living who would set font

iae his bioms e was n singular old man, selfish and sly

'__I|‘_| atute. vet not greatly disliked beyond Lis own door and
- sole of health and encrgy for his years, He drank
wr's content, but e was never drunk, nor was Sunday’s

wi to lose him the soft alde of Momday's bargain

‘b wus game denloy, corn factor, monoy lender and

f half the village:

te appearance a man of mediom

with bowlega and mense round shoulders, a bhard
avil oves and wiry hide 48 white as the stow ontside,
The bells censed, and a momont there was no sound in
= ¢ the somg be ketile on the hob. Them Fiteh
yehedd 1 (b brandy bottle and brewed himself another
. As lie watched the sugar dissolve a few
,_I { rgan reached his ear and the old man smiled
tenlls pped] nod sion his lip= At hia elbow his
the weokly newspaper were ranged wilth the
ads nd e was In enjorment of all three, Owver
v r I falten asleep after a partienlarly
‘_-II_ midd menl. but be had not so much as glaoced at the
3 -amtart g e vl lie found them more enterinining
penl. Thers was a scandal In high life running 1o
I | subdivided loto paragrapbs labeled with the
moat mint Bendilnes.  The old man's mouth warered as he
emined 1o lenve this Itom to the last. It was not the only
¢ of Iher soveral suleldes, an admirable
r M t? Fiteh frowned as his quick
taml g down a paragraph; then all at once e gasped
b | sat very still. The pipe ln his mouth went out;
or was conllng in his glnss. You might have
ol 11 s ®ln g the psalms in the church hard by, but the
henrd nothing, saw uothing, thought of vpothing, but

brief paragranh before his eyves
“Escape from Portland. Oue conviet killed, another wounded,

third gets eclenn away,

The greatest exceltewent was enused at Weymouth yesterdny
e report helog clrenlated that several convicts bad
pe from the grounds of the Portland conviet
There appears to bave been a rogularly con-
n the par: of the prisoners working lo one of the
- to attemnpt to regain thelr Uberty, as yesterday
prlg three convicts bolted simultaneously from their party.
Tiey wwe lustantly challemged to stop; bul, as the order was
pot omplled with, the warders fired severnl shots. One of the
runaways fell dead, and another was so Ladly wounded that he
wu fmmediately recaptured and |s now Iylug in a precarious
wditlon. The third man, pamed Henry Cattermole, coutinued
¢ desplie 8 snecession of shots and was soon beyond
f the riftes  He was pursued for some distance, but
¢ Witlmately lost to view In the thick fog which prevalled. A
# and ery wins ralsed, nud search partles contlued to scour
bood long after dark. bat up to a late hour his

eapture bad pot leen elected  Cittermole will be remembered
the map wl

v was senteocd to death some years ago for the

murder of Lord Wolbore's gnmekeeper near Bury 8t Edmunds,

it who afterwand recelved the benefit of the doubt involved in
b production of n wad which did uot it the convict's gun  In
Wpite of the suecossful efforta then made on his behalf, however,
t nthoritles at Portlaod deseribe Catterwole as 8 most daring

And one who = only too likely to prove a danger to the
' f ins at large.”

» words for several minutes after

wns the last sentence which at

forun th his seelng eye. Henry Cattermnle
How hme had b beon at lmrge? It was n Munday
» Baturday editlon. and this was sme the latest
Bt it sald “vesterdny morning.” and that meant Friday
Hlenry Catterionle had been ot large sinee
1+

the Sunday evening, and that wmade nearly
\ tisether Another questlon now forced (tself upon
4 How far was it from Portland prison—to—

il P rustics of hle generation, old Flteh had no spare

Enowied il He knew hlg own countryside and the

4 to London, but that was sl  Portland bie knew to he on

» witke of Londm It might be 10 miles. might be 200

t thix | huddering beart and shaking that

af w ar no snow, Henry Cattermole was elther
.;' Fedsr on e way to thut colttage at that moment

- I feeli wked the blood from the old man's veanols

ned the tumbler be had Alled with so llght
f e Hitle be had spurious coprage. He lenned
d Isughed alowd, but it sounded strangely
LLnge He looked up nt the bell mouthed gun
i Vileee, and that gave Wm greater confldence,
t lexl He got up and began to whistle, but
il af o bar
il aloud, “they shonld Le' hanged him, spd
hin' been beld Hke thin. That'll be & good
id hang bhihw vow, for 1 fare to feel afrald
Harry Cottermaole’s aljve,”

oned hils door a woment, saw the thio moon
how, but ne ldving soul abroad, and for ance he
Wy lon However., the volees of the chaolr
! “F than ever In the frosty alr aud besrtened bim
i t the door ng turned the beavy key and shot
well bome e was stlll stooplug over the bottom
eyes foll upon o ragged trousers leg and a stout
bebind him. It was instantly joloed by
Vg and another stout stocking  Nelther made
I there ware oo sboes to the eatlike feet. and the

rre remarknble for a wost copspleuous stripe
D knew that his evewmy bhad found bt oul, and
: He was walting for & kulfe to pluonge into
r brond. round back, and when & band wlpped
. tvad he thought for m momont he woas stabbod
Ur knew that be was not, be turned round, still

uld opltiabie sttitude, snd B uew shack greetad blin
i Henry Caltermole?

F Lad beon stout and (hicksel; the convict was

he one bad bLeen florid and youthful; the

view as parchment. and the stubble on the ‘l'"l'l""l
the feshing W was of 8 leaden HTAY

v . ."".I Harry Gattermole ¥ the old map whimpersd

e o Wt but "twas onee and means ‘o e again! Lead

Mo the fire. | wish you'd sometimes use that

Jours. I've bad It to wysolf this balf bour, and

4 Fito bod e
v nad

urliy uf

Wiay without a word, walked lnnocently up

1 idenly spreag for his gun  He never reached

b ¢ R A tevalver, serewed round o bis enr, drove
‘erose (e floor

Bllly old fosl -
) d ool Lilssed Cattermols “IHd you Wiink I'd come

JOu unaruynd t
l-tal:...,u,-'- 'F Bit down on that chalr before | blow your
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“ ’ 1 ' , w 1 ',’ s I il tl I
a Sa le. 0“ n e L] | wxt dav he dropped . i nil oy ' 'I"T foet
1 I 1o ra worn hetwel I indl the women's quars
l : Papesp? J 0 tors.  Thorndyke had pleked up gults e of (he eolloguinl
Fiteh obesed 1 anvect wiitel ' o wn il e T aaateds | Ane. and, as he
Y s J h 3 v t." he stullers “whry ou fare 1o CcOome Lad 1 o love lefore R 1] * eyl cly w
u u"I. ﬂll I.T;l:--l wake out,” he stut d, “why you f N -I ade | before. he kot 2 cly e
“0Of course you can't,” sald Cattermole !fronlcally . . artviard st - 14 At \ ‘ and -.I1 Helnoe ™hing
“If I'd been vou I'd ba' run anywhere but where 1 was [ “Prefer to dle In your chalr, el ™ 4 dseovered {1 e b il ults o lis deadly rage
known so well™ "y es. " ] R e g 7 . tinforiatin n : mixtuke, fo1 h
“You would, would you? Then you kvew I'd got out, eh, 7 *I'1l give you one winute by your own wateh roclimbod 1 I fromw wi h I Leheld _"r oyt
old man?" b SUN covering bis man t beld out the vther hund 5 shilp « ' . 0 1 \ 1 i = v heard
“Just been n-reading about it In this here pajp & Tor the watel d Lad tact with a eold. damp & | hoka of ot g bt I f pale fce as he
“] geo—I see. 1 caught a bit of what you wus asaying to ohe f I q i el ; desconili : :
yourself just as: T was thinking it was a safe thing to come oul botl e v o Ty ] 1l he
of that cold parlor of yours, Ho that was me you was loeking . : P " saraad g
out, was 1t? Yot you pretend you don't know wihy 1 come! You : # i ke an ht day ) 1 eyt § \
know well m.--\l;:h. You kpow, you know!l" o I h rolled i cad from e ] wWal = e . 'e 1 . on e
The conviet had seated himself on the Kitchen tabile At {d was | “1"if1e¢ ¢ " |0 . hhs 4 b i LY o - _ Y "'I' =
glaring down on the trembling old man in the ¢l I I [ ' " il 2 )
a long overcoat and under it some pltiful rogs The erop I 1+ Outsie 5 . . w4 | o
hend and the le swinging In the striped stocklogs were e g Phalf * wand o | e e 1 \ y '
only riminat features, and old h ing 1 I | a
tho to the other. wondering why 1 ) 1 : i : ) i I y
this berrible Interview, Cattermi rend his 1Ehils, ADS r A u [ ' ! of Yor o . . .
eyes gleamed _ - . el : i 1 i . ‘ ) ; e
“Ko you think I've come nll the wuy thiess e, 4 . ! 1T bt 2 v | . .
he erled tappltg one shiin “1 tell vou I've wilked i W ik i ' . .' ] o :
till my bare legs were frozen and then sul bl 1 & Iuw Y i | 5 ~r
t-!||-;-1';l these on and rubbed thein to ffc i W hers I I
think 1 got these rottep old duds® Off a irocrow | 'I' |
did! 1 wasn't golng 10 break Into no honses and Ioave
all nlong the lpe it yesterday | EEiNLS e _ H (
tenin or 1 shouldn’t be bere now nd last ulght 1 did = &= ¥ . . ' I ' 1 ! A I unf / |
erib for this bhere overcoat and a hit of supiees ! . . Jadh I H ¢ "
the shooter. That didn’t so inu I a : g L Snrsy 4 ’
tweity milles of you! OF yon, you old dev ao ) . § f . p A 4 ‘ : g . .
Fiteh nodded with no usben fae . f ] \ & i\ !
“and pow do yvou know why v WL - . 3 X A ¢ . v ; .
Fiteh moistened his bl ; r I { ! ' B o [ 1 " P " : ~ i
w hispered, like o dyin 1 . ' M f ! o
*That rests with you,” sald the conviet funt . . ' ' } . ' | : ' . . 2 14
What do you want me to ¢ t _
l'- 1 f..‘.\-' ! £ " i 4
w"anfess what? whispered Vitch i , L : ot 2 ”
“That you swore me away ut the by y s ar o
I'lhe old man bed boon holdh his Lireath " AL L " . i 1 ¢ A
it with a deep sigh, and taking out a hu 1 | . ) -
wipoed the molsture from bis face Meanwl { (TR1L I . : . _—
deoried writing materinls on a chiffonier \'_N | b W ’ " ) ' " 1 . amns e 11 .
table beslde the brandy bottle and the tobae \ & I wi ! g i I | Wraeiie
“Turn yvour chale round for writing . , ' .
Fiteh did so ' g " g } ol
“Now take up your pen and write what 11 Don't 4 LALIRF I 1 ' " . - ! ' '
cock your head and jook st me I hear the ) \ I I i |
woll a8 you do Theyv've only Just got started 1 : W vl | : =2
come near us for ancther hour.  Pity vou didut go, | vEiE whopn i J | d a 3 i ' L v G
Now write what 1 tell you, word for word, or, o e i & . : ,
I)--u re o stiff ‘un ™ - “Haur 1 1
Fiteh dipped bis pen In the ink Alter " [ \ | You do
about to write would be written under dire ot dutl | a i : |
nobody would attach any importanee (o statement v ublitalied ) waould ity ) L ) Sve i : |
e squared his eibows o the tusk : rf . -
‘. Kamuel Plieh'” f Cattermale do | | f
and declare before God o' —befirrs (GGod A ’ T
you gol that downi-‘"that I, Bamuel Fiteh, did i hont s . . !
nosk ngninsl my « ibor, Heury Uatt f £ : i ' ‘ i
Bury assizes, Nov I8NT It 18 true thai | ;
Cattermole and Jawmes Bavage, Liles rdsbip's u Vi " 3 , L
woods at Wolbore on the night of Bepl I 0 Hu LM a . J
is true that 1 was there Ly appolntment wilh =a ?
stated In ber evidevce 1t §s not true thiet 1 he
heard Bavage slog out. "Harry Cualiermnoi *
hefore over 1 had o word wi* ) N ITTEE .
deliberute fabrication on my part Fhe real rut I i . . ;
op D'm likaly goiung oo fast for you. 1've Lad UL o y |
lop How wuch bave you gol o 0. o f
Pubrication on oy parl' ™ repeated d i
bllug veles as he walivd for more il s e " i st 1 i
Chanatl!  Now pull yoursedl Loged i i Cuitte ul- L& 1l 1
A rocklug his revolvet “®#'he real truth o hat | | : ’
iich, shit James Bavage with my owh haud it Pl @ [ d | wore wlilsg 3 " ‘
It Lhrew down bis jsu . rul At ‘ f |
“That's 8 e,” he gasped.  “1 govor did 1 w it wilie | ] Whe s U 1 | f T with ak o & Aol s .
The cocked revalver covered blin gliried (o hils oot aauld b I
¥




