




“The bag is just like that, isn’t it?” I suggested. “Is not the outer surface 
of one side of it continuous with the inner surface of the other side?” 

“So it is!” she exclaimed. “Only it isn’t a bag, just yet. How shall we fill 
up this opening, Mein Herr?” 

“Thus!” said the old man impressively, taking the bag from her, and 
rising to his feet in the excitement of the explanation. “The edge of the 
opening consists of four handkerchief edges, and you can trace it 
continuously, round and round the opening: down the right edge 
of one handkerchief, up the left edge of the other, and then down the 
left edge of the one, and up the right edge of the other!” 

“So you can!” Lady Muriel murmured thoughtfully, leaning her head on 
her hand, and earnestly watching the old man. “And that proves it to be 
only one opening!” 

 

She looked so strangely like a child, puzzling over a difficult lesson, 
and Mein Herr had become, for the moment, so strangely like the old 
Professor, that I felt utterly bewildered: the “eerie” feeling was on me 
in its full force, and I felt almost impelled to say “Do you understand it, 
Sylvie?” However I checked myself by a great effort, and let the dream 
(if indeed it was a dream) go on to its end. 

“Now, this third handkerchief”, Mein Herr proceeded “has also four 
edges, which you can trace continuously round and round: all you 
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