
32 St. Dunstan’s 

THE MUSIAD 

The best lard schemes o’mice an’ men gang aft a-gley.” ( 6  

Ah! Safety at  last. What excruciating pain and 
agony have I survived. My body aches and my heart beats a 
the mere recollection of it. Its effects are still upon me, 
and my reeling brain strives to grasp the terrible plight 
from which I have been fortunate enough to escape. 

As I lie surrounded by the darkness that affords me 
shelter, I think over myfolly in setting out upon such a t  
venture. Was I not told by my older and wiser brethren 
that it might mean my doom? Did I not hear the enemies 
of ow race plotting and planning on our destruction? Oh, 
how my being revolted at  the mention of their cruel in- 
tents, of the atrocities which they proposed to inflict up- 
on us? Did I not even see the infernal machines, the dire 
instruments of torture invented by the diabolical genius 
and cunning of the ringleader, that he might carry out his 
evil schemes? How he and his partisans sat and gloated 
over it all, feasting their eyes, first with satisfaction on the 
death-dealing contrivance, then with admiration on its 
inventor, marveIling at  his ingenious skill? 

Then up he jumped, and, GIled with the pride of his 
achievements, began : “Gentlemen, you well know how 
I have labored to rid my room of these pests. At  last, 
Gentlemen, my efforts are about to meet with success. 
And now, cut of consideration for you all, I propose to 
make my inventions sene a double purpose. After the 
mice have fallen easy prey to my traps, we shall electrocute 
them by means of my latdy perfected discovery, disect 
then, and so combine science with the pleasure of seeing 

The entire as- 
sembly joined heartily with him in the project, and the 
speech brought forth a great deal of laughter, although the 
cause of their merriment puzzled me greatly. 

And oh, shall I ever forget the sight-how I shudder a t  
the memory of it-of one of my fellow-mice lying distorted 
and writhing in his death-agony. The hideous drama be- 
ing enacted before my eyes froze me with terror; yet so 
fascinated was I by the spectacle that not the smallest de- 
tail of it escaped me. I saw their every action, I heard 

, them meet with their just punishment.” 
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t to almost within their reach. 
victim in a vise-like 

Every lineament of his 
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in the approaching crime. On a 
spectre, dark and forbidding, a 
r ages, his body enveloped in a 
swathedina white cloth, twisting 
r and anon uttering unearth!y 
marrow of my bones. 

ed to flee, but something held me immovable to 
A long pause ensued, and silence reigned, broken 

the voice of the tall one addressing the execution- 

0 Moonface, Spirit of a thousand years, proceed.” 
To whom the other answered simply: 

stically from his place of pro- 
o cords suspended from above 

e menial of the company, 
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the tqrminals of the cords to the body of the captive. I 
saw t,he little form distend from the pain so peculiarly pro- 
duced by these cords; then I closed my eyes, for I could not 
bear to be a witness of what might follow. Not a groan, 
not a sound of anguish did he utter, but suffered nobly, 
and I gloried in his bravery. Under the impulse of the 
moment, filled with a wild desire to die with him, I felt a 
longing inclination t? reveal myself to the cruel band, to 
upbraid them for their heinous barbarity and then to meet 
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Yes, now I remember the advice and warnings of my 
friends, but the hunger that gnawed my vitals had to be 
satisfied. The thought of food was uppermost in my 
mind overshadowing all fear of the exploit. So, under 
cover of darkness, I reached the room, ate my fill, and was 
starting on my return when the odor of cheese attracted 
my attentiqn. It came, as I judged from a square tin 
box with its cuver partially raised. It seemed to me 
innocent looking enough. I jumped through the opening, 
to my horror, the cover came down with a crash behind me. 

Instantly I heard a great commotion, and through an 
opening in the top of my prison I could see that the room 
was flooded with light. I heard someone approach the box 
and exclaim: 

“A mouse1 The trap’s done its work again. We’ll 
finish him to-morrow.” 

Darkness again and silence left me alone to think over 
my plight and to meditate on the horrors that the morrow 
would bring . No description could justify the wildness of 
the fancies that blinded my senses and drove me into a 
state of black despair. Finally, however, the fuII reali- 
zation of my predicament came to me. I gradually became 
more resigned, and recalling the brave death of my com- 
rade such a short time before, I resolved to imitate hini as 
far as it was in my power t? do so. Strengthened by this 
purpose, I soon fell into quiet, pleaceful slumber. 

The following day was for me one of dread suspense; 
every footstep alarmed me; tk long hours dragged on, each 
seeming like an eternity of time. At  times I grew frantic 
with fear, then, overpowered by the intense mental strain, 
sleep would come to relieve me. Thus passed the long day, 
and lengthened into night. . 

I began to wonder a t  the delay and to hope against 
hope, when of a sudden the heavy sound of many footsteps 
set my nerves again on edge, and a moment later a relent- 
less hand seized me. I struggled to escape with all the 
power that I could muster, but all to no avail. A string 
was fastened to each of my limbs, and by these I was stretch- 
ed out on the surface of a table. I saw the dread execution- 
er bend over me, murmuring his dismal incantations. I 
steeled my nerves in anticipation, and a pain such as I had 



?Gradually this sensation left me, and as in a dream th, 
ds came to me: 

‘ “Listen, Ponty. Is that he?” 
A pause-then the answer: 
“Aw, dry up, Dope. Finish him up.‘’ 

forgotten. ‘lhe interloper bore down upon my 

A mighty battle followed. Amid ~ the cries _ _  of the dis- 
nentors, scattering them in all directions. 

D 

E. 
:< Ah me, I am weary, and tired of it all, but through the 

&ion that oppresses me, the exultation in the thought 


