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NOTE
The first two of thess Talm were ovipinally published
in ' The Yellow Bood,'" the thivd 4n ¥ Seribner's Magacine”
The last appears hore for the firak time.
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THE DEATH OF THE LION

1

I map gimply, [ suppose, a change of heart, and
it must have begun when T received my manu-
seript back from Mr. Pinhorn. Mr. Pinhorn was
my “ chief,” as e was called in the office ; lie had
accepted the high mission of bringing the paper
up. This was a weekly periodical, and had been
guppdsad to be almost past redemption when he
took hold of it. It was Mr. Deedy who lad let it
down so dreadfully; he was never mentioned in
the office now save in connection with that mis-
demeanor, Youngasl waseT had been in a manner
taken over from Mr. Deedy, who Liad been owner
as well as editor ; forming part of & promiscocns
lot, mainly plant and office furniture, which poor
Mre. Deedy, in her bereavement and depression,
parted with at 2 vough valuation. I eeuld account
for my eontinuity only on the supposition that I
had been cheap, I rather resented the practice of
fathering all flatness on my late proteetor, who waa
in his unhonored grave; but as I had my way to
make, I found matter enongh for complacency in
being on s “gtaff.” At the same time I was aware
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that I was exposed to suspicion as a product of the
old lowering eystem, This made me feel that I
was doubly bound to have ideas, and had donbtless
been at the bottom of my proposing to Mr Pinhormn
that I should lay my lean handa on Keil Paraday.
I remember that he looked at me first as if he had
never hesrd of this celebrity, who indeed at that
moment was by no means in the centre of the
heavens; and even when I had knowingly explained,
he expressed but littla confidence in the demand
for any such matter. Wilen I had reminded him
that the great prineiple on which we were sap.
posed to work was just to create the demand
we teguired, he conzidered a moment and then
rejoined : I see ; you want to write him up.”

“Call it that, if you like.”

“ And what’s your induzeement 7"

“ Bless my soul—my admiration 1

Mr, Pinhorn pursed up his mouth, *Is there
mueh to be done with him ?” :

“ Whatever there is, we shonld have it all to
ourselves, for he hasn't been touched,”

This argument was effective, and Mr. Pinhorn
vesponded : “ But where ean you de it ?"

“TUnder the fifth rib 1™

Mr. Pinhorn atared. * Where's that #*

“ You want me to go down and see bim$P* I
enquired, when 1 had enjoyed his visible search for
this obscure submrh.

“I don't ‘want® anything—the proposal's your
own. But you must remember that that’s the way
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we do thinga now,” said Mr. Pinhorn, with another
dig at Mr. Deedy.

Unregenerate a8 I was, I could read the queer
implieations of this speech. The present owner's
superior virtae, ag well as his deeper eraft, spoke
in his reference to the late editor as one of that
baser sort who deal in false representations. Mr,
Deedy would as soon have sent me to call on Neil
Paraday as he would have published a *holiday
number ¥; but such scruples presented themselves
as mere ignoble thrift to his snccessor, whose own
sincerity took the form of ringing door-bells, and
whose definition of genius was the art of finding
people at home. It was as if Mr. Deedy had
published reports withoat his young men’s having,
as Pinhorn would have said, really been there. [
was anregenerate, as I have hinted, and I was not
concerned to straighten ont the journalistic morals
of my chief, feeling them indeed to be an abyss
over the edge of which it was better not to peer,
Really to be there this time, moreover, was a
vigion that made the idea of writing something
subtle about Neil Paraday only the more inspiring.
I would be a8 considerate as even Mr, Deady conld
have wished, and yet [ should be as present as
only Mr. Pinhorn could conceive. My allusion to
the sequestered manner in which Mr, Paraday
lived {which had formed part of my explanation,
though I knew of it only by hearsay} was, I counld
divine, very much what had made Mr. Pinhorn
nibble. It struck him as inconsistent with the
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guccess of his paper that any ome sbould be so
sequestered zs that. And, then, was not an imme-
diate exposura of every thing just what the publio
wanted ? Mr. Pinhorn effectually called me to
ovder by reminding me of the promptness with
whieh [ had met Miss Braby at Liverpool on her
return from her flaseo in the Btates, Hadn’t we
published, while its freshmess and flavor were
unimpaired, Migs Braby’s own version of that great
international episode? I felt pomewhat uneasy at
this lnmping of the aetress and the author, and I
confesa that, after having enlisted Mr. Pinhorn's
sympathies, I proorastinated a little. I had eme-
ceeded better than I wished, and I had, as it hap-
pened, work meaver at hand. A few daye later I
called on Lord Crouchley, and carried off in tri-
amph the most unintelligible statement that had
vet appeared of his lovdship’s reasoms for his
change of front. I thus set in motion in the daily
papera columns of virtuous verbiare. The follow-
ing week I ran down to Brighton for a chat, as Mr.,
Pinhorn called it, with Mra, Bounder, who gave
me, on the sobject of her divoree, many curiona
patticulars that bad not been articolated in conrt,
If over an article flowed from the primal fount it
was that article on Mre. Bounder. By this time,
however, [ beoame aware that Neil Paraday’s new
book was on the point of appearing, snd that its
approach had been the pround of my original
appeal to Mr. Pinhorn, who was now anneyed with
me for having lost so many days. Ie bundled me



