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BATCPAHUA MICALIL TOPU MEPY

Yd NOroAWJIMCs, 1o 6saroAiiHuUN 6asap, BJALITOBA-
HUM y MesnoyByacbkoMy abaTcTBi (eBHa piy, 3a 3rojomw0 Jeai
MayHTirn), 6yB yyzoBuM. [oiijaky, kapycesi Ta naHOpaMH Lio-
JlyXy po3BakaJsiv HapoJ,. f Bij3aHauuB 64 i ByiacHe 6J1arofilHICTD,
SIKOW XTOCBH i3 NPUCYTHIX TaM 0Ci6 MOSICHUB, Y YOMY BOHA I0JIs-
rajaa.

Sk 61 TaM He 6yJ10, HAM [JOBEJIETHCS MaTH CIPABY JaJIeKO HE 3
yciMa IMMU 0co6aMy, epil 3a Bce — 3 TpbOMa 3 HUX, a caMe — 3
O/IHI€10 KIHKOI0 1 IBOMA [I>KEHTJIbMEHAaMH, KOTPi, FOJIOCHO CIle-
pevyarnyuch, MOXOAXKaIM MiK FOJIOBHUMH NaBisibiioHaMuU a6o,
TOYHillle, HaMeTaMHu. [IpaBopyd4 Bify HUX MICTUBCS CJlaBeTHUH
NpoBU/Jelb, B YUEMY MaJMHOBOMY Ky0OJli ocesuucs 4OpHi i
30J10Ti 602KeCcTBa, 6araTopyki, Ak copyTu. Moke, BOHU CBiIUUIN
Mpo Te, [0 He 06AiNATh 10ro CBOEI JI0MIOMOT010. A MOXJ/IHUBO,
BOHU IIPOCTO BTIJIIOBAJU Mpil0 fgKOrock xipoMaHTta. JIiBopy4
cTOSIB HaMeT ¢ppeHoJIorii, IpUKpalleHUH HabaraTo CKpoMHille,
Ha NOAUB IIHMIIKyBaTUMHU YyepenaMu Cokpara Ta Ulekcnipa. Ak i
JINYUTHh CIPABXKHIN Hayli, TYT OyJIM Ti/IbKU Gijia Ta YopHa ¢papbu,
TIJIBKU 4UCJIA | KpecsieHHd. MaJMHOBHH Ke HaMeT, Jie TaHyBa-
Jla TH1la, NpUBabJ/OBaB TAEMHUYUM TeMHUM BXxojoM. PpeHo-
Jior Ha npisBuie Ppo3o — BepT/IABUMN cMar/IABUM Y0J0BIYOK 3
HelMOBIpHO YOPHUMHU ByCaMH — CTOAB 61/ CBOT0O CBATHJINILA
Ta NOSICHIOBAB HEBi/jb-KOMY, 1[0 6y/ib-sIKa [0JI0Ba BUSIBUTBCS Ta-
KO0 X 3HauHO, K y llekcnipa. JleaBe HaroauIaca MoJIoAuLA,
TO BIH HAKMHYBCA Ha Hel i 3 yCi€l0 CTapoOMOJHO YEeMHICTIO 3a-
[IPOIIOHYBAaB [IOMaLaTH il yeperl.
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the tents, the vigilant Phroso leapt on her and offered, with a pan-
tomime of old-world courtesy, to feel her bumps.

She refused with civility that was rather like rudeness; but she
must be excused, because she was in the middle of an argument.
She also had to be excused, or at any rate was excused, because she
was Lady Mounteagle. She was not a nonentity, however, in any
sense; she was at once handsome and haggard, with a hungry look
in her deep, dark eyes and something eager and almost fierce about
her smile. Her dress was bizarre for the period; for it was before
the Great War had left us in our present mood of gravity and re-
collection. Indeed, the dress was rather like the purple tent; being
of a semi-oriental sort, covered with exotic and esoteric emblems.
But everyone knew that the Mounteagles were mad; which was the
popular way of saying that she and her husband were interested in
the creeds and culture of the East.

The eccentricity of the lady was a great contrast to the conven-
tionality of the two gentlemen, who were braced and buttoned up
in all the stiffer fashion of that far-off day, from the tips of their
gloves to their bright top hats. Yet even here there was a differ-
ence; for James Hardcastle managed at once to look correct and
distinguished, while Tommy Hunter only looked correct and com-
monplace. Hardcastle was a promising politician; who seemed in
society to be interested in everything except politics. It may be an-
swered gloomily that every politician is emphatically a promising
politician. But to do him justice, he had often exhibited himself as
a performing politician. No purple tent in the bazaar, however, had
been provided for him to perform in.

“For my part,” he said, screwing in the monocle that was the
only gleam in his hard, legal face, “I think we must exhaust the
possibilities of mesmerism before we talk about magic. Remark-
able psychological powers undoubtedly exist, even in appar-
ently backward peoples. Marvellous things have been done by
fakirs.”

“Did you say done by fakers?” asked the other young man, with
doubtful innocence.

“Tommy, you are simply silly,” said the lady. “Why will you keep
barging in on things you don’t understand? You're like a schoolboy
screaming out that he knows how a conjuring trick is done. It’s all
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[TaHi BizMoBUJIacs 0 rpy6oIiB BBiYJIMBO, ajie MU Npoba-
yuMo il ne, 60 BoHa GyJsia 3axolJjeHa cynepedykoro. Jlapyemo
MU i TOMY, 1110 BOHA 6yJ1a roCnoArHelo, caMolo jeai MayHTir.
HixTo He Ha3BaB 6u ii HenpuMiTHOMIO: TIM60KI TeMHi o4i
CBiTHJIMCA SKUMOCH TOJIOJHUM GJIHMCKOM, a 6aZbopa, HAaBiTh
HecaMOBUTA yCMilllKa Jelllo cyllepe4yrsa BUCHAXKeHOMY 06-
auyyo. Ofix ii 6ys1a XMMepHO10, 3TrilHO 3 TOAIIIHbOI MO-
Jlo10, 60 BifOyBasoCs e 3a10BT0 10 BilHMU, 1110 TaK YCHilIHO
HaB4YMJIa HAC cepHo3HOCTI Ta 3i6paHocTi. [apHITYp XKiHKHU
6yB CX0’XMM HA HaMeT NPOBU/ LS, B HbOMY 0YJIO I10Ch CXifHE,
WOro NpUKpallaayd JUBOBUKHI TAEMHI CHMBOJIU. AJle BCi 3Ha-
Jy, o MayHTiriu cxubHyTi, TO6TO, B NepekJia/ii HAa MOBY Ha-
YKH, BOHU NepelMalThCA CXiZJHO KYJbTYypOI0 Ta CXiJHUMHU
BipyBaHHAMMU.

JMBOBM>KHI BJIaCTUBOCTI MNPUMaJOHHHU BiJATiHAIN JOCKOHA-
JIy IPUCTOMHICTb 060X JXKeHT/IbMeHiB. fK BeJizia Ta JonoTonHa
MO/ia, BCe B HUX OY/10 CTPOTUM i 6e3/10raHHUM, Bifi 6i1MX pyKkaBU-
YOK J10 OJIMCKy4Yoro uuaiapa. OgHak pisHuincs i BoHU. [xxermc
lapakaci noeaHyBaB NPUCTOUHICTSD i3 BUlllyKaHicTio, a ToMMi
lanTep — 3 Bysbrapicrio. 'apakacsa 6yB 6araToobinsgodumM
MOJIITUYHUM Jisg4eM, X04a B TOBAPUCTBI LjiKaBUBCA 4YUM 3a-
BroJIHO, aJie He NoJIiTHKOoI0. MoXKHa, 3BiCHO, CKa3aTH, 1[0 KOXKeH
NOJIITUK 6araTo 06ilsge. Asie, 6yaAbMO clipaBeAJIUBi, el KeBXKUK
6araTo i po6uB. OHAK MaJIMHOBi HAMETH He BUKJIMKAJIU B HbOTO
HaIlJIUBY AiSIJIBHOCTI.

— Ha Miit morisi;, — NpoMOBJISIB BiH, BK/JIaZIal04u B OKO MO-
HOKJIb, 1110 O’KUBJISIB CBOIM OJINCKOM HOr'o CyBOpe 06/1MYYs], —
Iepll HiX cliepe4yaTycd PO Mariro, MAaEMO BCTAaHOBUTHU MeXi
LIle Helli3HaHUX CUJI. be3 cyMHIBY, CUJIU TaKi €, HaBiTh y BeJlb-
MU BifcTanux Jogei. Pakipy, HaNpUKIaJ, YUHATD JUBOBIKHI
peyi.

— Bu x0Tinu ckasaTy, waxpai? — 3 HaiBHUM BUTIJISIOM CIIU-
TaB APYTUU [PKEHT/IbMEH.

— TomMi, He Mesin AypHULb, — CKa3aJa »iHKa. — BiyHo TH
criepeyvaclics mpo Te, 4oro He 3Haem! HeMoB sSIKMiiCh MIKOJISAP,
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so Early Victorian—that schoolboy scepticism. As for mesmerism,
I doubt whether you can stretch it to—"

At this point Lady Mounteagle seemed to catch sight of some-
body she wanted; a black stumpy figure standing at a booth where
children were throwing hoops at hideous table ornaments. She
darted across and cried:

“Father Brown, I've been looking for you. I want to ask you
something: Do you believe in fortune-telling?”

The person addressed looked rather helplessly at the little hoop
in his hand and said at last:

“I wonder in which sense you're using the word ‘believe.” Of
course, if it’s all a fraud—"

“Oh, but the Master of the Mountain isn’t a bit of a fraud,” she
cried. “He isn’t a common conjurer or a fortune-teller at all. It’s re-
ally a great honour for him to condescend to tell fortunes at my par-
ties; he’s a great religious leader in his own country; a Prophet and
a Seer. And even his fortune-telling isn’t vulgar stuff about coming
into a fortune. He tells you great spiritual truths about yourself,
about your ideals.”

“Quite so,” said Father Brown. “That’s what I object to. I was just
going to say that if it’s all a fraud, I don’t mind it so much. It can’t
be much more of a fraud than most things at fancy bazaars; and
there, in a way, it’s a sort of practical joke. But if it’s a religion and
reveals spiritual truths—then it’s all as false as hell and I wouldn’t
touch it with a bargepole.”

“That is something of a paradox,
smile.

“I'wonder what a paradox is,” remarked the priest in a ruminant
manner. “It seems to me obvious enough. I suppose it wouldn’t
do very much harm if somebody dressed up as a German spy and
pretended to have told all sorts of lies to the Germans. But if a
man is trading in the truth with the Germans—well! So I think if
a fortune-teller is trading in truth like that—"

“You really think,” began Hardcastle grimly.

“Yes,” said the other; “I think he is trading with the enemy.”

Tommy Hunter broke into a chuckle. “Well,” he said, “if Father
Brown thinks they’re good so long as they’re frauds, I should think
he’d consider this copper-coloured prophet a sort of saint.”
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KOTPUN BUKpUBA€E POKYCHUKa. Llel XJIom' AYUil CKelcuc Tak
3acTtapiB... l1]o 2k 1,0 Heni3HaHUX CUJI, TO BBAXalO...

Y uo MUTb MoJioAuLs nobayusaa KOrochb, XTo OyB iH
noTpibeH, — He3rpaGHOro Y0JI0BiKa B YOPHOMY, KOTPUH CTOSIB
6i/s11 MaBi/IBMOHY, Jle AiTH KUJAIH 06pydi B HOTBOPHI Qirypku.
BoHa i kMHyJ1aca 10 CBALEHUKA 3 BOJIAHHAM:

— IlaTepe BpayH, a 1 Bac mykato! MeHi Tpe6a 3 BaMu Ilopa-
AuTtucs. Bu BipuTe B nepen6ayeHHs?

Toii, 1o kKoro BoHa 3BepHysacs, 6e3MopajHoO JUBUBCS Ha 06-
py4 y CBOI pyLii.

— {1 He 30BCiM BTAMUB, — CKa3aB BiH, — B 9KOMY C€HCI BU
BXXUJIM CJIOBO «BipUTU». 3BICHO, IKIIO 1i€ 11ap/IaTaHCTBO...

— Ta Hi! — 3acmisyaca xkiHKa. — Y4WUTeJsb 30BCIM He
AypHUcBiT! /i1 MeHe BeJIMKa 4eCTh, 1[0 BiH NpuillioB. BiH —
NpoBUJelb, NPopokK. [Ipopokye He AAKyChb yJady B CIIpaBax, a
Bi/IKpMBa€ IJIMOOKi IyXOBHI iCTUHM PO HAC CaMUX, PO Hally
CIIPaB>HI0 CYTHICTh.

— Came Tak, — cka3saB narep bpayH. — fAkio ne mapsiaras-
CTBO, 51 HIYOT0 NPOTH He Mato. Xiba MaJio [ypUCBITCTBA HA TAKUX
6a3apax, TaK HiXTOo i He cnpuiiMaEe Horo Bcepiio3! Ase sIK1IO crpa-
Ba JifI1a 1o yXOBHUX iCTUH, TO BBaXalo, 1110 e — GiciBcbKa
6pexHs, BiJ| IKOi Tpeba TpUMATHCS MOJATI.

— Baiui cioBa — nmapaiokca/ibHi, — 3 TOCMILIKOK 3ayBaXKUB
lapakaci.

— Hisik He 36arHy, 110 Take Mapajiokc, — 3a[yMJIMBO CKa3aB
CBAIIlEHUK. — MeHi 3/1a€ThCs, BiH Ay»Ke MPOCTUH. K0 XTOCh
MPUKUHETHCS MIMUTYHOM i cCTaHe 6pexaTH CynpOTHUBHHUKY, ITKOU
He Oy/ie. AJle SIKIIO JIIOJIMHA CIPAB/li MPAIIOE HA BOpPOra...

— Bu ragaere... — novas l'apakac.

— ATtox, — migTBepUB cBAlleHUK. — fl raziato, 1110 Baul mpo-
BHU/Iellb MTOB’s13aHU i3 Boporom poay JitoAcbKOTO.
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“My cousin Tom is incorrigible,” said Lady Mounteagle. “He’s
always going about showing up adepts, as he calls it. He only came
down here in a hurry when he heard the Master was to be here,
I believe. He'd have tried to show up Buddha or Moses.”

“Thought you wanted looking after a bit,” said the young man,
with a grin on his round face. “So I toddled down. Don’t like this
brown monkey crawling about.”

“There you go again!” said Lady Mounteagle. “Years ago, when
[ was in India, I suppose we all had that sort of prejudice against
brown people. But now I know something about their wonderful
spiritual powers, I'm glad to say I know better”

“Our prejudices seem to cut opposite ways,” said Father Brown.
“You excuse his being brown because he is brahminical; and I ex-
cuse his being brahminical because he is brown. Frankly, I don’t
care for spiritual powers much myself. I've got much more sympa-
thy with spiritual weaknesses. But I can’t see why anybody should
dislike him merely because he is the same beautiful colour as cop-
per, or coffee, or nut-brown ale, or those jolly peat-streams in the
North. But then,” he added, looking across at the lady and screwing
up his eyes, “I suppose I'm prejudiced in favour of anything that’s
called brown.”

“There now!” cried Lady Mounteagle with a sort of triumph.
“I knew you were only talking nonsense!”

“Well,” grumbled the aggrieved youth with the round face.
“When anybody talks sense you call it schoolboy scepticism. When'’s
the crystal-gazing going to begin?”

“Any time you like, I believe,” replied the lady. “It isn’t crystal-
gazing, as a matter of fact, but palmistry; I suppose you would say
it was all the same sort of nonsense.”

“I think there is a via media between sense and nonsense,” said
Hardcastle, smiling. “There are explanations that are natural and
not at all nonsensical; and yet the results are very amazing. Are you
coming in to be operated on? I confess I am full of curiosity.”

“Oh, I've no patience with such nonsense,” spluttered the scep-
tic, whose round face had become rather a red face with the heat of
his contempt and incredulity. “I'll let you waste your time on your
mahogany mountebank; I'd rather go and throw at coco-nuts.”

The Phrenologist, still hovering near, darted at the opening.
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TomMi 'aHTep 3axXMXOTiB BiJ, 3a10BOJIEHHS.

— IIlo »k, — cKa3aB BiH, — fIKILO TaK, TOAi Lilell TEMHOLIKIpUI
T'YJbTSAN — NPOCTO CBATUH!

— Mii1 Ky3eH — HeBUINIpaBHUM, — 3iTxHYyJa Jeli MayHTIirI1. —
BiH i ctogu npwuixas, 106 BUKpuBaTU BunTess. BoicTuny, BiH 61
CTaB BUKpUBATH HaBiTb byaay i Molices.

— Hi, so6a cectpuuko, — mnocMmixHyBcsa Tommi. —
A npuixas, abu To6i fonoMorTy. Kosu Lii MaBIU TYT, g 3a Tebe
HeCNOoKiHHUH.

— Hy ocb 3H0BY! — 06ypusacsa neni. — I[lam’saTato, B [HAil
CMOYaTKy BCi MU HeJ0J/I06JIF0BAIN TEMHOLIKIpUX. AJle KOJH £
IepeKoHastacs B iXHiX BpaXal4HUX AYXOBHUX CUJIAX...

— Y Hac 3 BaMH pi3HIi NOII9A4, — 3pOHUB CBALEHUK. — Bu
NpOIAETe TEMHY HIKipy, TOMY L0 XTOCh JOCAT BULL0I My pOCTi.
A > Bubavar BULLY My[piCTh, TOMY 1110 XTOCh € iHIIOT'0 KOJIbO-
py, Hixk 4. lllupo Kaxyuu, MeHe He Jy»Ke XBUJIOIOTb JYXOBHI
cuu, 60 Mosi clipaBa — AYX0BHI cs1abKocTi. Ase s HisIK He 36ar-
HY, YUM [IOTAaHUU YOJIOBIK, AKIIO BiH TOTO MPEKPACHOT0 KOJIbO-
py, 110 ¥ 6poH3a, abo KaBa, a60 TeMHe MUBO, a60 MiBHIYHUH
CTPYMOK, 1110 Mpo6UBaEThCs Kpi3b Topd. [1o cyTi, i npi3Buiye
MOE O3Havae Ieil caMui KoJiip, TOMy sl TPOXH [0 HbOT0 yIiepe-
JOKeHUH...

— AX, OoH BOHO UI0! — TMepeMOXHO BUIYKHy/la JeJi
MayHTirn. — { Tak i 3HaJ1a, 1[0 BU XKapTYETe.

— I'M... — npomumpuB TomMi 'anTep. — Kosiu 6anakaroThb
cepio3HO, TO 1je — XJIOI'T4Yni ckerncuc. CKopo BiH [MOYHe BOPO-
KUTHU?

— Byab-AK0I MUTI, — XBUJIIOBaJIaca MoJioguLsd. — | e He Bo-
pok06a, a xipomaHTisi. Ajie AJis Tebe BCe OJHAKOBO...

— MeHi 37a€ThCs, € i TpeTil UIAX, — CKa3aB, YCMiXalOUuUCh,
lapakacn. — baraTo 10 MoKHa NOSICHUTH MPUPOAHUM YUHOM.
Bu nifeTte 1o Hporo? 3i3Harocs, g1 Ay»Ke 3aiHTPUTOBaHUM.
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