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SHORTSTORY

Tobermory
by H.H. Munro (SAKI)

It wasachill, rain-washed afternoon of
a late August day, that indefinite sea-
son when partridges are still in securi-
ty or cold storage, and there is nothing
to hunt - unless one is bounded on the
north by the Bristol Channel, in which
case one may lawfully gallop after fat
red stags. Lady Blemley's house- par-
ty was not bounded on the north by
the Bristol Channel, hence there was a
full gathering of her guests round the
tea-table on this particular afternoon.
And, in spite of the blankness of the
season and the triteness of the occa-
sion, there was no trace in the compa-
Ny of that fatigued restlessness which
means a dread of the pianola and a
subdued hankering for auction bridge.
The undisguised open-mouthed at-
tention of the entire party was fixed
on the homely negative personality of
Mr. Cornelius Appin. Of all her guests,
he was the one who had come to Lady
Blemley with the vaguest reputation.
Some one had said he was “clever,” and
he had got his invitation in the moder-
ate expectation, on the part of his host-
ess, that some portion at least of his
cleverness would be contributed to the
general entertainment. Until tea-time
that day she had been unable to dis-
cover in what direction, if any, his clev-
erness lay. He was neither a wit nor
a croquet champion, a hypnotic force
nor a begetter of amateur theatricals.

Neither did his exterior suggest the sort
of man in whom women are willing to
pardon a generous measure of mental
deficiency. He had subsided into mere
Mr. Appin, and the Cornelius seemed
a piece of transparent baptismal bluff.
And now he was claiming to have
launched on the world a discovery be-
side which the invention of gunpowder,
of the printing-press, and of steam lo-
comotion were inconsiderable trifles.
Science had made bewildering strides
in many directions during recent de-
cades, but this thing seemed to belong
to the domain of miracle rather than to
scientific achievement.

“And do you really ask us to believe,”
Sir Wilfrid was saying, “that you have
discovered a means for instructing
animals in the art of human speech,
and that dear old Tobermory has
proved your first successful pupil?”

“Ttis a problem at which I have worked



for the last seventeen years,” said Mr.
Appin, “but only during the last eight
or nine months have I been rewarded
with glimmerings of success. Of course
I have experimented with thousands
of animals, but latterly only with cats,
those wonderful creatures which have
assimilated themselves so marvellous-
ly with our civilization while retaining all
their highly developed feral instincts.
Here and there among cats one comes
across an outstanding superior intel-
lect, just as one does among the ruck of
human beings, and when I made the
acquaintance of Tobermory a week
ago I saw at once that I wasin contact
with a "Beyond-cat’ of extraordinary
intelligence. I had gone far along the
road to success in recent experiments;
with Tobermory, as you call him, I have
reached the goal”

Mr. Appin concluded his remarkable
statement in a voice which he strove
to divest of a triumphant inflection.
No one said “Rats,” though Clovis's lips
moved in a monosyllabic contortion
which probably invoked those rodents
of disbelief.

“And do you mean to say,” asked Miss
Resker, after a slight pause, “that you
have taught Tobermory to say and
understand easy sentences of one
syllable?”

“My dear Miss Resker,” said the won-
der-worker patiently, “one teaches
little children and savages and back-
ward adults in that piecemeal fashion;
when one has once solved the problem
of making a beginning with an animal
of highly developed intelligence one
has no need for those halting methods.
Tobermory can speak our language
with perfect correctness.”

This time Clovis very distinctly said, “Be-
yond-rats!” Sir Wilfrid uwas more polite,
but equally sceptical.

“Hadn’t we better have the cat in and
judge for ourselves?” suggested Lady
Blemley.

Sir Wilfrid went in search of the ani-
mal, and the company settled them-
selves down to the languid expecta-
tion of witnessing some more or less
adroit drawing- room ventriloquism.
In a minute Sir Wilfrid was back in the
room, his face white beneath its tan
and his eyes dilated with excitement.
“By Gad, it's true!”

His agitation was unmistakably genu-
ine, and his hearers started forward in
a thrill of awakened interest.

Collapsing into an armchair he contin-
ued breathlessly: “I found him dozing
in the smoking-room and called out
to him to come for his tea. He blinked
at me in his usual way, and I said,
‘Come on, Toby; don't keep us waiting’;
and, by Gad! he drawled out in a most
horribly natural voice that he'd come
when he dashed well pleased! I near-
ly jumped out of my skin!”

Appin had preached to absolutely in-
credulous hearers; Sir Wilfred's state-

ment carried instant conviction. A
Babel-like chorus of startled exclama-
tion arose, amid which the scientist
sat mutely enjoying the first fruit of his
stupendous discovery.

In the midst of the clamour Tobermory
entered the room and made his way

with velvet tread and studied uncon-
cern across to the group seated round
the tea- table. A sudden hush of awk-
wardness andconstraint fell on the
company. Somehow there seemed an
element ofembarrassmentin address-
ing on equal terms a domestic cat of
acknowledged mental ability.



“WIll you have some milk, Tober strained
voice.

“I don't mind if I do,” was the response,
couched in a tone of even indifference.
A shiver of suppressed excitement went
through the listeners, and Lady Blemley
might be excused for pouring out the
saucerful of milk rather unsteadily.

“‘T'm afraid I've spilt a good deal of it,”
she said apologetically.

“After all, it's not my Axminster,” was To-
bermory’s rejoinder.

Another silence fell on the group, and
then Miss Resker, in her best district-
visitor manner, asked if the human lan-
guage had been difficult to learn. To-
bermory looked squarely at her for a
moment and then fixed his gaze serene-
ly on the middle distance. It was obvi-
ous that boring questions lay outside his
scheme of life.

“What do you think of human intelli-
gence?” asked Mavis Pellington lamely.

“‘Of whose intelligence in particular?”
asked Tobermory coldly.

“Oh, well, mine for instance,” said Mavis,
with a feeble laugh.

“You put me in an embarrassing posi-
tion,” said Tobermory, whose tone and
attitude certainly did not suggest a
shred ofembarrassment. “UWhen yourin-
clusion in this house-party was suggest-
ed, Sir Wilfrid protested that you were
the most brainless woman of his ac-
qguaintance, and that there was a wide
distinction between hospitality and the
care of the feeble-minded. Lady Blem-
ley replied that your lack of brain-pouw-
er was the precise quality which had
earned you your invitation, as you were
the only person she could think of who
might be idiotic enough to buy their old

car. You knouw, the one they call ‘The
Envy of Sisyphus,’ because it goes quite
nicely up-hillif you push it.”

Lady Blemley's protestations would
have had greater effect if she had not
casually suggested to Mavis only that
morning that the car in question would
be just the thing for her down at her Dev-
onshire home. Major Barfield plunged
in heavily to effect a diversion.

“How about your carryings-on with the
tortoise-shell puss up at the stables, eh?”

The moment he had said it every one re-
alized the blunder.

“One does not usually discuss these
matters in public,” said Tobermory frig-
idly. “From a slight observation of your
ways since you've been in this house I
should imagine you'd find it inconve-
nient if I were to shift the conversation
on to your own little affairs.”

The panic which ensued was not con-
fined to the Major.

“Would you like to go and see if cook
has got your dinner ready?” suggested
Lady Blemley hurriedly, affecting to ig-
nore the fact that it wanted at least two
hours to Tobermory's dinner-time.

“Thanks,” said Tobermory, “not quite so
soon after my tea. I don't want to die of
indigestion.”

“Cats have nine lives, you know,” said Sir
Wilfrid heartily.

“Possibly”, answered Tobermory; “but
only one liver."

“Adelaide!” said Mrs. Cornett, “do you
mean to encourage that cat to go out
and gossip about us in the servants’ hall?”

The panic had indeed become general.
A narrow ornamental balustrade ran in



front of most of the bedroom windows
at the Towers, and it was recalled with
dismay that this had formed a favourite
promenade for Tobermory at all hours,
whence he could watch the pigeons -
and heaven knew what else besides. If
he intended to become reminiscent in
his present outspoken strain the effect
would be something more than discon-
certing. Mrs. Cornett, who spent much
time at her toilet table, and whose com-
plexion was reputed to be of a nomadic
though punctual disposition, looked as
ill at ease as the Major. Miss Scrawen,
who wrote fiercely sensuous poetry and
led a blameless life, merely displayed ir-
ritation; if you are methodical and virtu-
ous in private you don’t necessarily want
every one to know it. Bertie van Tahn,
who was so depraved at seventeen that
he had long ago given up trying to be
any worse, turned a dull shade of gar-
denia white, but he did not commit the
error of dashing out of the room like Odo
Finsberry, a young gentleman who was
understood to be reading for the Church
and who was possibly disturbed at the
thought of scandals he might hear con-
cerning other people. Clovis had the
presence of mind to maintain a com-
posed exterior; privately he was calcu-
lating how long it would take to procure
a box of fancy mice through the agency
of the Exchange and Mart as a species
of hush- moneuy.

€&ven in a delicate situation like the pres-
ent, Agnes Resker could not endure to
remain too long in the background.

“Why did I ever come down here?” she
asked dramatically.

Tobermory immediately accepted the-
opening.

“Judging by what you said to Mrs. Cor-
nett on the croquet-lawn yesterday,
you were out for food. You described the
Blemleys as the dullest people to stay
with that you knew, but said they were

clever enough to employ a first-rate
cook; otherwise they'd find it difficult
to get any one to come down a second
time.”

“There's not a word of truth in it! T appeal
to Mrs. Cornett--" exclaimed the discom-
fited Agnes.

“Mrs. Cornett repeated your remark af-
terwards to Bertie van Tahn,” continued
Tobermory, “and said, ‘That woman is a
regular Hunger Marcher; she'd go any-
where for four square meals a day,’ and
Bertie van Tahn said--"At this point the
chronicle mercifully ceased. Tobermory
had caught a glimpse of the big yellow
Tom from the Rectory working his way
through the shrubbery towards the sta-
ble wing. In a flash he had vanished
through the open French windouw.

With the disappearance of his too bril-
liant pupil Cornelius Appin found himself
beset by a hurricane of bitter upbraid-
ing, anxious inquiry, and frightened en-
treaty. The responsibility for the situa-
tion lay with him, and he must prevent
matters from becoming worse. Could
Tobermory impart his dangerous gift to
other cats? was the first question he had
to answer. It was possible, he replied,
that he might have initiated his intimate
friend the stable puss into his new ac-
complishment, but it was unlikely that
his teaching could have taken a wider
range as yet.

“Then,” said Mrs. Cornett, “Tobermory
may be a valuable cat and a great pet;
but I'm sure you'll agree, Adelaide, that
both he and the stable cat must be done
away with without delay.”

“You don’t suppose I've enjoyed the last
guarter of an hour, do you?"” said Lady
Blemley bitterly. “My husband and I
are very fond of Tobermory - at least, we
were before this horrible accomplish-
ment was infused into him; but now, of



course, the only thing is to have him
destroyed as soon as possible.”

“We can put some strychnine in the
scraps he always gets at dinner-time,”
said Sir Wilfrid, “and I willgoand drown
the stable cat myself. The coachman
will be very sore at losing his pet, but
I'll say a very catching form of mange
has broken out in both cats and we're
afraid of its spreading to the kennels.”

“But my great discovery!” expostulat-
ed Mr. Appin; “after all my years of re-
search and experiment--"

“You can go and experiment on the
short-horns at the farm, who are un-
der proper control,” said Mrs. Cornett,
“or the elephants at the Zoological Gar-
dens. They're said to be highly intelli-
gent, and they have this recommen-
dation, that they don't come creeping
about our bedrooms and under chairs,
and so forth.”

An archangel ecstatically proclaiming
the Millennium, and then finding that
it clashed unpardonably with Henley
and would have to be indefinitely post-
poned, could hardly have felt more
crestfallen than Cornelius Appin at the
reception of his wonderful achieve-
ment. Public opinion, however, was
against him - in fact, had the general
voice been consulted on the subject it
is probable that a strong minority vote
would have been in favour of including
him in the strychnine diet.

Defective train arrangements and a
nervous desire to see maltters brought
to a finish prevented an immediate dis-
persal of the party, but dinner that eve-
Nning was not a social success. Sir Wil-
frid had had rather a trying time with
the stable cat and subsequently with
the coachman. Agnes Resker ostenta-
tiously limited her repast to a morsel

of dry toast, which she bit as though it
were a personal enemy; while Mavis
Pellington maintained a vindictive si-
lence throughout the meal. Lady Blem-
ley kept up a flow of what she hoped
was conversation, but her attention
was fixed on the doorway. A plateful
of carefully dosed fish scraps was in
readiness on the sideboard, but sweets
and savoury and dessert went their
way, and no Tobermory appeared ei-
ther in the dining-room or kitchen.

The sepulchral dinner was cheerful
compared with the subsequent vigil in
the smoking-room. Eating and drink-
ing had at least supplied a distraction
and cloak to the prevailing embarrass-
ment. Bridge was out of the question in
the general tension of nerves and tem-
pers, and after Odo Finsberry had given
a lugubrious rendering of “Melisande
in the Wood” to a frigid audience, mu-
sic was tacitly avoided. At eleven the
servants went to bed, announcing that
the small window in the pantry had
been left open as usual for Tobermory's
private use. The guests read steadily
through the current batch of maga-
zines, and fell back gradually on the
“Badminton Library” and bound vol-
umes of Punch. Lady Blemley made
periodic visits to the pantry, returning
each time with an expression of listless
depression which forestalled questioning.

At two o'clock Clovis broke the domi-
nating silence.

“He won't turn up tonight. He's prob-
ably in the local newspaper office at
the present moment, dictating the first
instalment of his reminiscences. Lady
What's-her-name’s book won't be in it.
It will be the event of the day."Having
made this contribution to the gener-
al cheerfulness, Clovis went to bed. At
long intervals the various members of
the house-party followed his example.



The servants taking round the early tea
made a uniform announcement in re-
ply to a uniform question. Tobermory
had not returned.

Breakfast was, if anything, a more
unpleasant function than dinner had
been, but before its conclusion the situ-
ation was relieved. Tobermory's corpse
was brought in from the shrubbery,
where a gardener had just discovered
it. From the bites on his throat and the
yellow fur which coated his claws it
was evident that he had fallen in un-
equal combat with the big Tom from
the Rectory.

By midday most of the guests had quit-
ted the Towers, and after lunch Lady
Blemley had sufficiently recovered her
spirits to write an extremely nasty let-
ter to the Rectory about the loss of her
valuable pet.

Tobermory had been Appin’'s one suc-
cessful pupil, and he was destined to
have no successor. A few weeks later
an elephant in the Dresden Zoological
Garden, which had shown no previ-
ous signs of irritability, broke loose and
killed an Englishman who had appar-
ently been teasing it. The victim's name
was variously reported in the papers as
Oppin and Eppelin, but his front name
was faithfully rendered Cornelius.

“If he was trying German irregular
verbs on the poor beast,” said Clovis,
“he deserved all he got.”

the end...
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BESTSELLERS

ohe New York Q)imes (Best Seller ist

March 24, 2024 Weeks
Fiction On List

THE WOMEN, by Kristin Hannah. (St. Martin's.) In 1965, a nursing student follows 5
her brother to serve during the Vietham War and returns to a divided America.

FOURTH WING, by Rebecca Yarros. (Red Tower.) Violet Sorrengail is urged by
the commanding general, who also is her mother, to become a candidate for the
elite dragon riders.

IRON FLAME, by Rebecca Yarros. (Red Tower.) The second book in the
Empyrean series. Violet Sorrengail’'s next round of training might require her to
betray the man she loves.

NEVER TOO LATE, by Danielle Steel. (Delacorte.) A widow makes a fresh start in
New York City and connects with her movie-star neighbor as they help others after
a crisis.

THE HUNTER, by Tana French. (Viking.) The life that a Chicago P.D. retiree has
built in Ireland with a local woman and her daughter comes under threat.

The Women
by Kristin Hannah

Women can be heroes. UJhen twenty-year-old nursing student Frances “Frankie” McGrath hears
these words, it is a revelation. Raised in the sun-drenched, idyllic world of Southern California and
sheltered by her conservative parents, she has always prided herself on doing the right thing. But in

4 1965, the world is changing, and she suddenly dares to imagine a different future for herself. UWhen
her brother ships out to serve in Vietham, she joins the Army Nurse Corps and follows his path.

Fourth Wing

by Rebecca Yarros

Twenty-year-old Violet Sorrengail was supposed to enter the Scribe Quadrant, living a quiet life
among books and history. Now, the commanding general—also known as her tough-as-talons
mother—has ordered Violet to join the hundreds of candidates striving to become the elite of Navarre:
dragon riders.But when you're smaller than everyone else and your body is brittle, death is only a
heartbeat away..because dragons don’t bond to “fragile” humans. They incinerate them.

Iron Flame
by Rebecca Yarros

Everyone expected Violet Sorrengail to die during her first year at Basgiath UJar College—Violet
included. But Threshing was only the first impossible test meant to weed out the weak-willed, the
unworthy, and the unlucky.

DANIELLE Never Too Late
SIBEED by Danielle Steel

100 LATE Following the death of her beloved husband, Kezia Cooper Hobson decides to leave her home in San
i Francisco and move to Manhattan.
As she watches the 4th July firework display from her terrace, Kezia is shocked to see smmoke and
flames pouring from famous landmarks across New York City. Her neighbour, the famous movie star
Sam Stewart, is also aware of the crisis, and watches in horror as the terrifying drama unfolds.

The Hunter
by Tana French

It's a blazing summer when two men arrive in a small village in the West of Ireland. One of them is
5 coming home. Both of them are coming to get rich. One of them is coming to die.
The Hunter Cal Hooper took early retirement from Chicago PD and moved to rural Ireland looking for peace. He's found
a it, more or he's built a relationship with a local woman, Lena, and he's gradually turning Trey Reddy from a
half-feral teenager into a good kid going good places.




BESTSELLERS

Ohe New York imes PBest Seller Tist

March 24, 2024 Weeks
Non-Fiction On List

THE HOUSE OF HIDDEN MEANINGS, by RuPaul. (Dey Street.) The multiple 1
Emmy Award-winning producer of “RuPaul’'s Drag Race” traces his journey from
his childhood in San Diego to becoming a pop culture icon.

BLOOD MONEY, by Peter Schweizer. (Harper.) The author of “Red-Handed”
depicts a scheme involving the Chinese Communist Party’s covert operations in
America.

THE WAGER, by David Grann. (Doubleday.) The survivors of a shipwrecked
British vessel on a secret mission during an imperial war with Spain have different
accounts of events.

OUTLIVE, by Peter Attia with Bill Gifford. (Harmony.) A look at recent scientific
research on aging and longevity.

OATH AND HONOR, by Liz Cheney. (Little, Brown.) The former congresswoman
from Wyoming recounts how she helped lead the Select Committee to Investigate
the Jan. 6. Attack on the United States Capitol.

The House of Hidden Meanings

by RuPaul

From international drag superstar and pop culture icon RuPaul, comes his most revealing and per-
sonal work to date—a brutally honest, surprisingly poignant, and deeply intimate memoir of grow-
ing up Black, poor, and queer in a broken home to discovering the power of performance, found fam-
ily, and self-acceptance.

Blood Money
by Peter Schweizer
Voot Chinais killing Americans and working aggressively to maximize the carnage while our leaders remain
btk passive and, in some cases, compliant. WJhy?
If anyone could crack the code, it's the renowned nonpartisan investigator Peter Schweizer. Schweizer's
previous three number one New York Times bestsellers sent shock waves through official Washington,
sparking FBI investigations and congressional probes that continue to this day.

The Wager: A Tale of Shipwreck, Mutiny and Murder
by David Grann

On January 28,1742, a ramshackle vessel of patched-together wood and cloth washed up on the coast
of Brazil. Inside were thirty emaciated men, barely alive, and they had an extraordinary tale to tell.
They were survivors of His Majesty’s Ship the Wager, a British vessel that had left England in 1740 on a
secret mission during an imperial war with Spain.

Outlive: The Science and Art of Longevity
by Peter Attia Bill Gifford (Contributor)

OUTLIVE

THE SCIENCE & ART
OF LONGEVITY.

A groundbreaking manifesto on living better and longer that challenges the conventional medical
thinking on aging and reveals a new approach to preventing chronic disease and extending long-
term health, from a visionary physician and leading longevity expert

PETER ATTIA,MD

Oath and Honor: A Memoir and a Warning
by Liz Cheney

b A gripping first-hand account from inside the halls of Congress as Donald Trump and his enablers
CHENEY betrayed the American people and the Constitution--leading to the violent attack on our Capitol on
January 6th, 2021—by the House Republican leader who dared to stand up to it.




FOR CHILDREN

The children’s area offers many
opportunities and toys for creative play for babies and
. older children. The arrangement invites parents
*4 and caregivers to join children as they explore
the open space.
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 Board Books ¢ Picture Books ¢ €£asy-Readers
e Fiction (chapter books) « Nonfiction e DVis

e Audio Books ¢ books in Spanish

STORYTIME SCHEDULE

* FAMILY STORYTIME

" For babies through pre-school - stories, movement and singing

TUESDAYS 10:30 - T1:00am - THURSDAYS 11:00 -11:30am

- Drop-in Storytime
THURSDAYS 3:50 -4:45pm

Ist - 4th grade focus, all ages welcme

“WORDS ARE BEAUTIFUL THINGS. THEY HOLD
MEANING, THEY REVEAL MEANING, AND
THEY GIVE US POWER TO EXPRESS MEANING.”

Meghan Cox Gurdon, The Enchanted Hour: The Miraculous Power
of Reading Aloud in the Age of Distraction




CROSSUUJORD

Across

1. Sarah's Olympic
predecessor

5. Attempt

9. Make a lousy match
14. "Mila 18" author

15. Special influence

16. What you'll need for the
big game?

17. President's navigator?
19. Corporate has-been
20. Justice Fortas

21. Gaelic

22. Certain ladder

23. Fruity wine

25. The Wizard's unmasker
26. Baloney!

27. Protected

31. Source for D.C. news
34. Valley

35. Alaska port

36. Candid

37. Uncle Sam's call-up
38. Pork choice

39. Sail support

40. Budget allocation

41. Distress

42. Bully

44. Follow relentlessly
45. Break

46. Enthusiast

50. The Empire State
Building's 1,860

53. Groovy!

54. Paul Bunyan's tool
55. Blood distributor

56. President's big concern?
58. Welcome

59. Swordsman's challenge
60. Capitol worker

61. Catch on the sly

62. Spot for the masses?
63. Irish offering

Down

1. Low brass

2. Dutch island in the
Caribbean

3. Out of the sack

4. Wood used for
baseball bats

5. Zeal

6. Major oil hub

7. Burn remedy

8. Quick lunch?

9. Dream up

10. President's personal
papers?

11. Cornrows
alternative

12. Neat freak's
nemesis

13. Layers in the
barnyard

18. Andrew Lloyd
Webber subject

22. Shared

24. President's
wordsmith?

25. Shoplifting

27. Incline

28. Portal

29. Middle East notable
30. Turn down

31. You may part with it
32. Trade punches

33. Change in
Chihuahua

34. Superb

37. Word with code or
rehearsal

41. "Mrs. Dalloway"
novelist

43. Scold

44. Note taker's diversion
46. Tiresome talkers

47. Implied

48. Ooze

49. Adjust some seams
50. Slumps

51. Of two minds

52. Territory

53. Brilliant stroke

56. U.S. health watchdog
57. W. Hemisphere assn.

( Crossword Solution on page 15 )
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CROSS
WORD
SOLUTION

Puzzle Solution @ OnlineCrosswords. net

NOTARY

ervice

Are you in need of a
reliable notary service?
Look no further. Our
Notary is professional
and experienced, ready
to help you with your
notarization needs.

We can notarize a wide range
of documents, including:

Power of attorney
Wills and trusts

Real estate documents

Contact us today to schedule yaur
notary appointment and get your
documents notarized with ease.

7056507

@ 202 purks.cotor cosmazt
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The Dewey
Decimal

System

IS a tool

used to sort

books in the library.

So if you are interested
in Gardening here is
where you to look.

632 Garden pests

634 Fruits, orchards,
vineyards

635 Domestic Gardening
roses, orchids, citrus

635.1 Root vegetables

©635.2 Potatoes, garlic
and onions

635.3 Edible leaves,
flowers, stems

635.4 Cooking greens
and rhubarb

645.5 Salads
635.6 Vine Vegetables

635.7 Herb gardening

635.78 Mushroom
Growing

6359 Flowers and orna
mental plants

635.71 Seasoning leaves
and flowers

035.77 Trees

Cortez Public Library
202 N Park, Street
Cortez, CO 81321

970.565.8117



