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THE NOVEL OF THE BLACK SEAL

RELATED BY THE YOUNG
LADY IN LEICESTER SQUARE

Prologue

“I see you are a determined rationalist,” said the lady.
“Did you not hear me say that I have had experiences
even more terrible? I too was once a sceptic, but after
what I have known I can no longer affect to doubt.”

“Madam,” replied Mr. Phillipps, “no one shall make
me deny my faith. I will never believe, nor will I pre-
tend to believe, that two and two make five, nor will I
on any pretences admit the existence of two-sided tri-
angles.”

“You are a little hasty,” rejoined the lady. “But may I
ask you if you ever heard the name of Professor Gregg,
the authority on ethnology and kindred subjects?”

“I have done much more than merely hear of Pro-
fessor Gregg,” said Phillipps. “I always regarded him as
one of our most acute and clear-headed observers; and his
last publication, the ‘Textbook of Ethnology,’ struck me
as being quite admirable in its kind. Indeed, the book
had but come into my hands when I heard of the terrible
accident which cut short Gregg’s career. He had, I think,
taken a country house in the west of England for the sum-
mer, and is supposed to have fallen into a river. So far
as I remember, his body was never recovered.”

“Sir, I am sure that you are discreet. Your conversa-
tion seems to declare as much, and the very title of that
little work of yours which you mentioned assures me
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that you are no empty trifler. In a word, I feel that I
may depend on you. You appear to be under the im-
pression that Professor Gregg is dead; I have no reason to
believe that that is the case.”

“What?” cried Phillipps, astonished and perturbed.
“You do not hint that there was- anything disgraceful? I
cannot believe it. Gregg was a man of clearest character;
his private life was one of great benevolence; and though
I myself am free from delusions, I believe him to have
been a sincere and devout Christian, Surely you cannot
mean to insinuate that some disreputable history forced
him to fiee the country?”

“Again you are in a hurry,” replied the lady. “I said
nothing of all this, Briefly, then, I must tell you that
Professor Gregg left this house one morning in full health
both in mind and body. He never returned, but his watch
and chain, a purse containing three sovereigns in gold,
and some loose silver, with a ring that he wore habitually,
were found three days later on a wild and savage hillside,
many miles from the river. These articles were placed be-
side a limestone rock of fantastic form; they had been
wrapped into a parcel with a kind of rough parchment
which was secured with gut. The parcel was opened, and
the inner side of the parchment bore an inscription done
with some red substance; the characters were undecipher-
able, but seemed to be a corrupt cuneiform.”

“You interest me intensely,” said Phillipps. “Would you
mind continuing your story? The circumstance you have
mentioned seems to me of the most inexplicable character,
and I thirst for an elucidation.”

The young lady seemed to meditate for a moment,
and she then proceeded to relate the

Novel of the Black Seal

I must now give you some fuller particulars of my his-
tory. I am the daughter of a civil engineer, Steven Lally
8



by name, who was so unfortunate as to die suddenly at
the outset of his career, and before he had accumulated
sufficient means to support his wife and her two children.

My mother contrived to keep the small household going
on resources which must have been incredibly small; we
lived in a remote country village, because most of the
necessaries of life were cheaper than in a town, but even
so we were brought up with the severest economy. My
father was a clever and well-read man, and left behind
him a small but select collection of books, containing the
best Greek, Latin, and English classics, and these books
were the only amusement we possessed. My brother, I
remember, learnt Latin out of Descartes’s Meditationes,
and I, in place of the little tales which children are usual-
ly told to read, had nothing more charming than a trans-
lation of the Gesta Romanorum. We grew up thus, quiet
and studious children, and in course of time my brother
provided for himself in the manner I have mentioned. I
continued to live at home; my poor mother had become
an invalid, and demanded my continual care, and about
two years ago she died after many months of painful ill-
ness. My situation was a terrible one; the shabby furniture
barely sufficed to pay the debts I had been forced to con-
tract, and the books I dispatched to my brother, knowing
how he would value them, I was absolutely alone; I was
aware how poorly my brother was paid; and though I came
up to London in the hope of finding employment, with
the understanding that he would defray my expenses, I
swore it should only be for a'month, and that if I could
not in that time find some work I would starve rather than
deprive him of the few miserable pounds he had laid
by for his day of trouble. I took a little room in a distant
suburb, the cheapest that I could find; I lived on bread
and tea, and I spent my time in vain answering of ad-
vertisements, and vainer walks to addresses I had noted.
Day followed on day, and week on week, and still I
was unsuccessful, till at last the term I had appointed
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drew to a close, and I saw before me the grim prospect
of slowly dying of starvation. My landlady was good-na-
tured in her way; she knew the slenderness of my means,
and I am sure that she would not have turned me out of
doors; it remained for me then to go away, and to try to
die in some quiet place. It was winter then, and a thick
white fog fathered in the early part of the afternoon, be-
coming more dense as the day wore on; it was a Sunday,
I remember, and the people of the house were at chapel.
At about three o’clock I crept out and walked away as
quickly as I could, for I was weak from abstinence. The
white mist wrapped all the streets in silence, a hard frost
had gathered thick upon the bare branches of the trees,
and frost crystals glittered on the wooden fences, and on
the cold, cruel ground beneath my feet. I walked on, turn-
ing to right and left in utter haphazard, without caring to
look up at the names of the streets, and all that I remem-
ber of my walk on that Sunday afternoon seems but the
broken fragments of an evil dream. In a confused vision
I stumbled on, through roads half town and half country,
grey fields melting into the cloudy world of mist on one
side of me, and on the other comfortable villas with a glow
of firelight flickering on the walls, but all unreal; red brick
walls and lighted windows, vague trees, and glimmering
country, gas-lamps beginning to star the white shadows,
the vanishing perspectives of the railway line beneath high
embankments, the green and red of the signal lamps—all
these were but momentary pictures flashed on my tired
brain and senses numbed by hunger. Now and then I
would hear a quick step ringing on the iron road, and
men would pass me well wrapped up, walking fast for the
sake of warmth, and no doubt eagerly foretasting the
pleasures of a glowing hearth, with curtains tightly drawn
about the frosted panes, and the welcomes of their friends;
but as the early evening darkened and night approached,
foot-passengers got fewer and fewer, and I passed through
street after street alone. In the white silence I stumbld on,
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as desolate as if I trod the streets of a buried city; and as
I grew more weak and exhausted, something of the horror
of death was folding thickly round my heart. Suddenly,
as I turned a corner, some one accosted me courteously
beneath the lamp-post, and I heard a voice asking if I
could kindly point the way to Avon Road. At the sudden
shock of human accents I was prostrated, and my strength
gave way; I fell all huddled on the sidewalk, and wept and
sobbed and laughed in violent husteria. I had gone out
prepared to die, and as I stepped across the threshold that
had sheltered me, I consciously bade adieu to all hopes
and all remembrances; the door clanged behind me with
the noise of thunder, and I felt that an iron curtain had
fallen on the brief passage of my life, that henceforth I
was to walk a little way in a world of gloom and shadow;
I entered on the stage of the first act of death. Then came
my wandering in the mist, the whiteness wrapping all
things, the void streets, and muffled silence, till when that
voice spoke to me it was as if I had died and life returned
to me. In a few minutes I was able to compose my
feelings, and as I rose I saw that I was confronted by a
middle-aged gentleman of pleasing appearance, neatly and
correctly dressed. He looked at me with an expression of
great pity, but before I could stammer out my ignorance
of the neighbourhood, for indeed I had not the slightest
notion of where I had wandered, he spoke.

“My dear madam,” he said, “you seem in some terrible
distress. You cannot think how you alarmed me. But
may I inquire the nature of your trouble? I assure you
that you can safely confide in me.”

“You are very kind,” I replied, “But 1 fear there is
nothing to be done. My condition seems a hopeless one.”

“Oh, nonsense, nonsense! You are too young to talk
like that. Come, let us walk down here and you must
tell me your difficulty, Perhaps I may be able to help
you.”

There was something very soothing -and persuasive in
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his manner, and as we walked together I gave him an
outline of my story, and told of the despair that had
oppressed me almost to death.

“You were wrong to give in so completely,” he said,
when I was silent. “A month is too short a time in which
to feel one’s way in London. London, let me tell you,
Miss Lally, does not lie open and undefended; it is a
fortified place, fossed and double-moated with curious
intricacies. As must always happen in large towns, the
conditions of life have become hugely artificial, no mere
simple palisade is run up to oppose the man or woman
who would take the place by storm, but serried lines of
subtle contrivances, mines, and pitfalls which it needs a
strange skill to overcome. You, in your simplicity, fancied
you had only to shout for these walls to sink into nothing-
ness, but the time is gone for such startling victories as
these. Take courage; you will learn the secret of success
before very long.”

“Alas! sir,” I replied, “I have no doubt your conclusions
are correct, but at the present moment I seem to be in
a fair way to die of starvation. You spoke of a secret; for
Heaven’s sake tell it me, if you have any pity for my
distress.”

He laughed genially. “There lies the strangeness of it
all. Those who know the secret cannot tell it if they would;
it is positively as ineffable as the central doctrine of
freemasonry. But I may say this, that you yourself have
penetrated at least the outer husk of the mystery,” and
he laughed again.

“Pray do not jest with me,” I said. “What have I done,
que scais-je? 1 am so far ignorant that I have not the
slightest idea of how my next meal is to be provided.”

“Excuse me. You ask what you have done. You have
met me. Come, we will fence no longer. I see you have
self-education, the only education which is not infinitely
pernicious, and I am in want of a governess for my two
children. I have been a widower for some years; my name
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is Gregg. I offer you the post I have named, and shall
we say a salary of a hundred a year?”

I could only stutter out my thanks, and slipping a card
with his address, and a banknote by way of earnest, into
my hand, Mr Gregg bade me good-bye, asking me to
call in a day or two.

Such was my introduction to Professor Gregg, and can
you wonder that the remembrance of despair and the cold
blast that had blown from the gates of death upon me
made me regard him as a second father? Before the close
of the week I was installed in my new duties, The Professor
had leased an old brick manor-house in a western suburb
of London, and here, surrounded by pleasant lawns and
orchards, and soothed with the murmur of ancient elms
that rocked their boughs above the roof, the new chapter
of my life began. Knowing as you do the nature of the
professor’s occupation, you will not be surprised to hear
that the house teemed with books, and cabinets full of
strange, and even hideous, objects filled every available
nook in the vast low rooms. Gregg was a man whose one
thought was for knowledge, and I too before long caught
something of his enthusiasm, and strove to enter into his
passion of research. In a few months I was perhaps more
his secretary than the governess of the two children, and
many a night I have sat at the desk in the glow of the
shaded lamp while he, pacing up and down in the rich
gloom of the firelight, dictated to me the substance of his
Textbook of Ethnology. But amidst these more sober and
accurate studies I always detected a something hidden,
a longing and desire for some object to which he did not
allude; and now and then he would break short in what
he was saying and lapse into reverie, entranced, as it
seemed to me, by some distant prospect of adventurous
discovery. The textbook was at last finished, and we be-
gan to receive proofs from the printers, which were en-
trusted to me for a first reading, and then underwent
the final revision of the professor. All the while his wari-
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ness of the actual business he was engaged on increased,
and it was with the joyous laugh of a schoolboy when
term is over that he one day handed me a copy of the
book. “There,” he said, “I have kept my word; I prom-
ised to write it, and it is done with. Now I shall be free
to live for stranger things; I confess it, Miss Lally, I
covet the renown of Columbus; you will, I hope, see me
play the part of an explorer.”

“Surely,” I said, “there is little left to explore. You have
been born a few hundred years too late for that.”

I think you, are wrong,” he replied; “there are still,
depend upon it, quaint, undiscovered countries and con-
tinents of strange extent, Ah, Miss Lally! believe me,
we stand amidst sacraments and mysteries full of awe, and
it doth not yet appear what we shall be. Life, believe
me, is no simple thing, no mass of grey matter and
congeries of veins and muscles to be laid naked by the
surgeon’s knife; man is the secret which I am about to
explore, and before I can discover him I must cross over
weltering seas indeed, and oceans and the mists of many
thousand years. You know the myth of the lost Atlantis;
what if it be true, and I am destined to be called the
discoverer of that wonderful land?”

I could see excitement boiling beneath his words, and in
his face was the heat of the hunter; before me stood a man
who believed himself summoned to tourney with the un-
known. A pang of joy possessed me when I reflected that
I was to be in a way associated with him in the adventure,
and I, too, burned with the lust of the chase, not pausing
to consider that I knew not what we were to unshadow.

The next morning Professor Gregg took me into his
inner study, where, ranged against the wall, stood a nest
of pigeonholes, every drawer neatly labelled, and the re-
sults of years of toil classified in a few feet of space.

“Here,” he said, “is my life; here are all the facts
which I have gathered together with so much pains, and
yet it is all nothing, No, nothing to what I am about to
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attempt. Look at this”; and he took me to an old bureau,
a piece fantastic and faded, which stood in a cornmer of
the room. He unlocked the front and opened one of the
drawers.

“A few scraps of paper,” he went on, pointing to the
drawer, “and a lump of black stone, rudely annotated
with queer marks and scratches—that is all that the draw-
er holds. Here you see is an old envelope with the dark red
stamp of twenty years ago, but I have pencilled a few lines
at the back; here is a sheet of manuscript, and here
some cuttings from obscure local journals. And if you
ask me the subject-matter of the collection, it will not
seem extraordinary—a servant-girl at a farmhouse, who
disappeared from her place and has never been heard of,
a child supposed to have slipped down some old working
on the mountains, some queer scribbling on a limestone
rock, a man murdered with a blow from a strange weapon;
such is the scent I have to go upon. Yes, as you say, there
is a ready explanation for all this; the girl may have run
away to London, or Liverpool, or New York; the child
may be at the bottom of the disused shaft; and the letters
on the rock may be the idle whims of some vagrant. Yes,
yes, I admit all that; but I know I hold the true key.
Look!” and he held out a slip of yellow paper.

Characters found inscribed on a limestone rock on the
Grey Hills, 1 read, and then there was a word erased,
presumably the name of a county, and a date some
fifteen years back. Beneath was traced a number of un-
couth characters, shaped somewhat like wedges or daggers,
as strange and outlandish as the Hebrew alphabet.

“Now the seal,” said Professor Gregg, and he handed me
the black stone, a thing about two inches long, and some-
thing like an old-fashioned tobacco-stopper, much en-
larged.

I held it up to the light, and saw to my surprise the
characters on the paper repeated on the seal.

“Yes,” said the professor, “they are the same. And the
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marks on the limestone rock were made fifteen years
ago, with some red substance. And the characters on the
seal are four thousand years old at least. Perhaps much
more.”

“Is it a hoax?” I said.

“No, I anticipated that. I was not to be led to give my
life to a practical joke. I have tested the matter very
carefully. Only one person besides myself knows of the
mere existence of that black seal. Besides, there are other
reasons which I cannot enter into now.

But what does it all mean? ’I said. “I cannot understand
to what conclusion all this leads.”

“My dear Miss Lally, that is a question I would rather
leave unanswered for some little time. Perhaps I shall
never be able to say what secrets are held here in solution;
a few vague hints, the outlines of village tragedies, a
few marks done with red earth upon a rock, and an
ancient seal. A queer set of data to go upon? Half a
dozen pieces of evidence, and twenty years before even
so much could be got together; and who knows what mi-
rage or ferra incognita may be beyond all this? I look
across deep waters, Miss Lally, and the land beyond may
be but a haze after all. But still I believe it is not so, and
a few months will show whether I am right or wrong.”

He left me, and alone I endeavoured to fathom the
mystery, wondering to what goal such eccentric odds and
ends of evidence could lead. I myself am not wholly de-
void of imagination, and I had reason to respect the
professor’s solidity of intellect; yet I saw in the contents
of the drawer but the materials of fantasy, and vainly tried
to conceive what theory could be founded on the frag-
ments that had been placed before me, Indeed, I could
discover in what I had heard and seen but the first chapter
of an extravagant romance; and yet deep in my heart I
burned with curiosity, and day after day I looked eagerly
in Professor Gregg’s face for some hint of what was to
happen.
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It was one evening after dinner that the word came.

“I hope you can make your preparations without much
trouble,” he said suddenly to me. “We shall be leaving
here in a week’s time.”

“Really!” I said in astonishment. “Where are we going?”

“I have taken a country house in the west of England,
not far from Caermaen, a quiet little town, once a city,
and the headquarters of a Roman legion. It is very dull
there, but the country is pretty, and the air is wholesome.”

I detected a glint in his eyes, and guessed that this
sudden move had some relation to our conversation of
a few days before.

“I shall just take a few books with me,” said Professor
Gregg, “that is all, Everything else will remain here for
our return. I have got a holiday,” he went on, smiling
at me, “and I shan’t be sorry to be quit for a time of my
old bones and stones and rubbish. Do you know,” he
went on, “I have been grinding away at facts for thirty
years; it is time for fancies.”

The days passed quickly; I could see that the professor
was all quivering with suppressed excitement, and I could
scarce credit the eager appetence of his glance as we left
the old manor-house behind us and began our journey.
We set out at midday, and it was in the dusk of the
evening that we arrived at a little country station, I was
tired and excited, and the drive through the lanes seems
all a dream. First the deserted streets of a forgotten village,
while T heard Professor Gregg’s voice talking of the
Augustan Legion and the clash of arms, and all the tre-
mendous pomp that followed the eagles; then the broad
river swimming to full tide with the last afterglow glim-
mering duskily in the yellow water, the wide meadows, the
cornfields whitening, and the deep lane winding on the
slope between the hills and the water. At last we began
to ascend, and the air grew rarer, I looked down and saw
the pure white mist tracking the outline of the river like a
shroud, and a vague and shadowy country; imaginations
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and fantasy of swelling hills and hanging woods, and half-
shaped outlines of hills beyond, and in the distance the
glare of the furnace fire on the mountain, glowing by
turns a pillar of shining flame and fading to a dull point
of red. We were slowly mounting a carriage drive, and
then there came to me the cool breath and the secret of
the great wood that was above us; I seemed to wander in
its deepest depths, and there was the sound of trickling
water, the scent of the green leaves, and the breath of the
summer night. The carriage stopped at last, and I could
scarcely distinguish the form of the house, as I waited a
moment at the pillared porch. The rest of the evening
seemed a dream of strange things bounded by the great
silence of the wood and the valley and the river.

The next morning, when I awoke and looked out of
the bow window of the big, old-fashioned bedroom, I saw
under a grey sky a country that was still all mystery. The
long, lovely valley, with the river winding in and out be-
low, crossed in mid-vision by a medizval bridge of vaulted
and buttressed stone, the clear presence of the rising
ground beyond, and the woods that I had only seen in
shadow the night before, seemed tingd with enchantment,
and the soft breath of air that sighed in at the opened
pane was like no other wind. I looked across the valley,
and beyond, hill followed on hill as wave on wave,
and here a faint blue pillar of smoke rose still in the
morning air from the chimney of an ancient grey farm-
house, there was a rugged height crowned with dark firs,
and in the distance I saw the white streak of a road that
climbed and vanished into some unimagined country. But
the boundary of all was a great wall of mountain, vast
in the west, and ending like a fortress with a steep ascent
and a domed tumulus clear against the sky.

I saw Professor Gregg walking up and down the ter-
race path below the windows, and it was evident that he
was revelling in the sense of liberty, and the thought that
he had for a while bidden good-bye to task-work. When I
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joined him there was exultation in his voice as he pointed
out the sweep of valley and the river that wound beneath
the lovely hills.

“Yes,” he said, “it is a strangely beautiful country; and
to me, at least, it seems full of mystery. You have not
forgotten the drawer I showed you, Miss Lally? No; and
you have guessed that I have come here not merely for
the sake of the children and the fresh air?”

“I think I have guessed as much as that,” I replied;
“but you must remember I do not know the mere nature
of your investigations; and as for the connection between
the search and this wonderful valley, it is past my guess-

He smiled queerly at me. “You must not think I am
making a mystery for the sake of mystery,” he said. “I
do not speak out because, so far, there is nothing to be
spoken, nothing definite, I mean, nothing that can be
set down in hard black and white, as dull and sure and
irreproachable as any blue-book. And then I have another
reason: Many years ago a chance paragraph in a news-
paper caught my attention, and focussed in an instant the
vagrant thoughts and half-formed fancies of many idle
and speculative hours into a certain hypothesis. I saw at
once that I was treading on a thin crust; my theory was
wild and fantastic in the extreme, and I would not for any
consideration have written a hint of it for publication,
But I thought that in the company of scientific men like
myself, men who knew the course of discovery, and were
aware that the gas that blazes and flares in the gin-palace
was once a wild hypothesis—I thought that with such
men as these I might hazard my dream—let us say
Atlantis, or the philosopher’s stone, or what you like—
without danger of ridicule. I found I was grossly mistaken;
my friends looked blankly at me and at one another, and
[ could see something of pity, and something also of
msolent contempt, in the glances they exchanged. One of
them called on me next day, and hinted that I must be
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suffering from overwork and brain exhaustion. ‘In plain
terms,” I said, ‘you think I am going mad. I think not’;
and I showed him out with some little appearance of heat.
Since that day I vowed that I would never whisper the
nature of my theory to any living soul; to no one but
yourself have I ever shown the contents of that drawer.
After all, I may be following a rainbow; I may have
been misled by the play of coincidence; but as I stand
here in this mystic hush and silence, amidst the woods and
wild hills, I am more than ever sure that I am hot on the
scent, Come, it is time we went in.”

To me in all this there was something both of wonder
and excitement; I knew how in his ordinary work Professor
Gregg moved step by step, testing every inch of the way,
and never venturing on assertion without proof that was
impregnable. Yet I divined, more from his glance and the
vehemence of his tone than from the spoken word, that
he had in his every thought the vision of the almost in-
credible continually with him; and I, who was with some
share of imagination no little of a sceptic, offended at a
hint of the marvellous, could not help asking myself
whether he were cherishing a monomania, and barring
out from this one subject all the scientific method of his
other life.

Yet, with this image of mystery haunting my thoughts,
I surrendered wholly to the charm of the country. Above
the faded house on the hillside began the great forest—a
long, dark line seen from the opposing hills, stretching
above the river for many a mile from north to south, and
yielding in the north to even wilder country, barren and
savage hills, and ragged commonland, a territory all
strange and unvisited, and more unknown to Englishmen
than the very heart of Africa. The space of a couple of
steep fields alone separated the house from the woods, and
the children were delighted to follow me up the long
alleys of undergrowth, between smooth pleached walls of
shining beech, to the highest point in the wood, whence
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one looked on one side across the river and the rise and
fall of the country to the great western mountain wall,
and on the other over the surge and dip of the myriad
trees of the forest, over level meadows and the shining
yellow sea to the faint coast beyond. I used to sit at this
peint on the warm sunlit turf which marked the track
of the Roman Road, while the two children raced about
hunting for the whinberries that grew here and there on
the banks. Here, beneath the deep blue sky and the great
clouds rolling, like olden galleons with sails full-bellied,
from the sea to the hills, as I listened to the whispered
charm of the great and ancient wood, I lived solely for
delight, and only remembered strange things when we
would return to the house and find Professor Gregg ei-
ther shut up in the little room he had made his study, or
else pacing the terrace with the look, patient and en-
thusiastic, of the determined seeker.

One morning, some eight or nine days after our arrival,
I looked out of my window and saw the whole landscape
transmuted before me. The clouds had dipped low and
hidden the mountain in the west; a southern wind was
driving the rain in shifting pillars up the valley, and the
little brooklet that burst the hill below the house now
raged, a red torrent, down the river, We were perforce
obliged to keep snug within-doors; and when I had at-
tended to my pupils, I sat down in the morning-room,
where the ruins of a library still encumbered an old-
fashioned bookcase. I had inspected the shelves once or
twice, but their contents had failed to attract me; volumes
of eighteenth-century sermons, an old book on farriery,
a collection of poems by “persons of quality,” Prideaus’s
Connection, and an odd volume of Pope, were the bound-
aries of the library, and there seemed little doubt that
everything of interest or value had been removed. Now,
however, in desperation, I began to re-examine the musty
sheepskin and calf bindings, and found, much to my de-
light, a fine old quarto printed by the Stephani, con-
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taining the three books of Pomponius Mela, De Situ Orbis,
and other of the ancient geographers. I knew enough of
Latin to steer my way through an ordinary sentence, and
I soon became absorbed in the odd mixture of fact and
fancy—light shining on a little of the space of the world,
and beyond, mist and shadow and awful forms. Glancing
over the clear-printed pages, my attention was caught by
the heading of a chapter in Solinus, and I read the words:

MIRA DE INTIMIS GENTIBUS LIBYAE, DE LAPIDE
HEXECONTALITHO,

—“The wonders of the people that inhabit the inner parts
of Libya, and of the stone called Sixtystone.”

The odd title attracted me, and I read on:

Gens ista avia et secreta habitat, in montibus horrendis
feeda mysteria celebrat. De hominibus nihil aliud illi
praeferunt quam figuram, ab humano ritu prorsus exulant,
oderunt deum lucis. Stridunt potius quam loquuntur; vox
absona nec sine horrore auditur. Lapide quodam
gloriantur, quem Hexecontalithon vocant; dicunt enim
hunc lapidem sexaginta notas ostendere. Cujus lapidis
nomen secretum ineffabile colunt: quod Ixaxar.

“This folk,” I translated to myself, “dwells in remote
and secret places, and celebrates foul mysteries on savage
hills, Nothing have they in common with men save the
face, and the customs of humanity are wholly strange to
them; and they hate the sun. They hiss rather than speak;
their voices are harsh, and not to be heard without fear.
They boast of a certain stone, which they call Sixtystone;
for they say that it displays sixty characters. And this stone
has a secret unspeakable name; which is Ixaxar.”

I laughed at the queer inconsequence of all this, and
thought it fit for “Sinbad the Sailor,” or other of the
supplementary Nights. When I saw Professor Gregg in the
course of the day, I told him of my find in the book-
case, and the fantastic rubbish I had been reading. To
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my surprise he looked up at me with an expression of
great interest.

“That is really very curious,” he said. “I have never
thought it worth while to look into the old geographers,
and I dare say I have missed a good deal. Ah, that is
the passage, is it? It seems a shame to rob you of your
entertainment, but I really think I must carry off the
book.”

The next day the professor called me to come to the
study. I found him sitting at a table in the full light of
the window, scrutinizing something very attentively with a
magnifying glass.

“Ah, Miss Lally,” he began, “I want to use your eyes.
This glass is pretty good, but not like my old one that
I left in town. Would you mind examining the thing your-
self, and telling me how many characters are cut on it?”

He handed me the object in his hand. I saw that it
was the black seal he had shown me in London, and
my heart began to beat with the thought that I was pre-
sently to know something. I took the seal, and, holding
it up to the light, checked off the grotesque dagger-shaped
characters one by one.

“I make sixty-two,” I said at last.

“Sixty-two? Nonsense; it’s impossible, Ah, I see what
you have done, you have counted that and that,” and he
pointed to two marks which I had certainly taken as letters
with the rest.

“Yes, yes,” Professor Gregg went on, “but those are
obviously scratches, done accidentally; I saw that at
once, Yes, then that’s quite right. Thank you very much,
Miss Lally.”

I was going away, rather disappointed at my having
been called in merely to count the number of marks on
the black seal, when suddenly there flashed into my
mind what I had read in the morning.

“But, Professor Gregg,” 1 cried, breathless, “the seal,
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the seal. Why, it is the stone Hexecontalithos that Solinus
writes of; it is Ixaxar.”

“Yes,” he said, “I suppose it is. Or it may be a mere
coincidence, It never does to be too sure, you know, in
these matters. Coincidence killed the professor.”

I went away puzzled by what I had heard, and as much
as ever at a loss to find the ruling clue in this maze of
strange evidence. For three days the bad weather lasted,
changing from driving rain to a dense mist, fine and
dripping, and we seemed to be shut up in a white cloud
that veiled all the world away from wus. All the while
Professor Gregg was darkling in his room, unwilling, it
appeared, to dispense confidences or talk of any kind, and
I heard him walking to and fro with a quick, impatient
step, as if he were in some way wearied of inaction.
The fourth morning was fine, and at breakfast the
professor said briskly:

“We want some extra help about the house; a boy of
fifteen or sixteen, you know. There are a lot of little odd
jobs that take up the maids’ time which a boy could do
much better.”

“The girls have not complained to me in any way,”
I replied. “Indeed, Anne said there was much less work
than in London, owing to there being so little dust.”

“Ah, yes, they are very good girls. But I think we
shall do much better with a boy. In fact, that is what
has been bothering me for the last two days.”

“Bothering you?” I said in astonishment, for as a matter
of fact the professor never took the slightest interest in
the affairs of the house.

“Yes,” he said, “the weather, you know. I really
couldn’t go out in that Scotch mist; I don’t know the
country very well, and I should have lost my way. But
I am going to get the boy this morning.”

“But how do you know there is such a boy as you
want anywhere about?”

“Oh, I have no doubt as to that. I may have to walk
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a mile or two at the most, but I am sure to find just the
boy I require.”

I thought the professor was joking, but, though his tone
was airy enough, there was something grim and set about
his features that puzzled me. He got his stick, and stood
at the door looking meditatively before him, and as I
passed through the hall he called to me.

“By the way, Miss Lally, there was one thing I wanted
to say to you. I dare say you may have heard that some
of these country lads are not over-bright; ‘idiotic’ would be
a harsh word to use, and they are usually called ‘naturals,’
or something of the kind. I hope you won’t mind if the
boy I am after should turn out not too keen-witted; he
will be perfectly harmless, of course, and blacking boots
doesn’t need much mental effort.”

With that he was gone, striding up the road that led to
the wood, and I remained stupefied; and then for the first
time my astonishment was mingled with a sudden note of
terror, arising I knew not whence, and all unexplained
even to myself, and yet I felt about my heart for an in-
stant something of the chill of death, and that shapeless,
formless dread of the unknown that is worse than death
itself. I tried to find courage in the sweet air that blew up
from the sea, and in the sunlight after rain, but the
mystic woods seemed to darken around me; and the
vision of the river coiling between the reeds, and the silver
grey of the ancient bridge, fashioned in my mind symbols
of vague dread, as the mind of a child fashions terror
from things harmless and familiar.

Two hours later Professor Gregg returned. I met him as
he came down the road, and asked quietly if he had been
able to find a boy.

“Oh, yes,” he answered; “I found one easily enough.
His name is Jervase Cradock, and I expect he will make
himself very useful. His father has been dead for many
years, and the mother, whom I saw, seemed very glad at
the prospect of a few shillings extra coming in on Saturday
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nights. As I expected, he is not too sharp, has fits at times,
the mother said; but as he will not be trusted with the
china, that doesn’t much matter, does it? And he is not
in any way dangerous, you know, merely a little weak.”

“When is he coming?”

“To-morrow morning at eight o’clock. Anne will show
him what he has to do, and how to do it. At first he will
go home every night, but perhaps it may ultimately turn
out more convenient for him to sleep here, and only go
home for Sundays.”

I found nothing to say to all this; Professor Gregg
spoke in a quiet tone of matter-of-fact, as indeed was
warranted by the circumstance; and yet I could not quill
my sensation of astonishment at the whole affair. I knew
that in reality no assistance was wanted in the housework,
and the professor’s prediction that the boy he was to en-
gage might prove a little “simple,” followed by so exact a
fulfilment, struck me as bizarre in the extreme. The next
morning I heard from the housemaid that the boy Cradock
had come at eight, and that she had been trying to make
him useful. “He doesn’t seem quite all there, I don’t
think, miss,” was her comment, and later in the day I saw
him helping the old man who worked in the garden. He
was a youth of about fourteen, with black hair and black
eyes and an olive skin, and I saw at once from the curious
vacancy of his expression that he was mentally weak, He
touched his forehead awkwardly as I went by, and I
heard him answering the gardener in a queer, harsh voice
that caught my attention; it gave me the impression of
some one speaking deep below under the earth, and there
was a strange sibilance, like the hissing of the phonograph
as the pointer travels over the cylinder. I heard that he
seemed anxious to do what he could, and was quite docile
and obedient, and Morgan the gardener, who knew his
mother, assured me he was perfectly harmless. “He’s
always been a bit queer,” he said, “and no wonder, after
what his mother went through before he was born. I did
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know his father, Thomas Cradock, well, and a very fine
workman he was too, indeed. He got something wrong
with his lungs owing to working in the wet woods, and
never got over it, and went off quite sudden like. And
they do say as how Mrs. Cradock was quite off her head;
anyhow, she was found by Mr. Hillyer, Ty Coch, all
crouched up on the Grey Hills, over there, crying and
weeping like a lost soul. And Jervase, he was born about
eight months afterwards, and, as I was saying, he was a
bit queer always; and they do say when he could scarcely
walk he would frighten the other children into fits with
the noises he would make.”

A word in the story had stirred up some remembrance
within me, and, vaguely curious, I asked the old man
where the Grey Hills were.

“Up there,” he said, with the same gesture he had used
before; “you go past the ‘Fox and Hounds,’ and through
the forest, by the old ruins. It's a good five mile from
here, and a strange sort of a place. The poorest soil be-
tween this and Monmouth, they do say, though it’s good
feed for sheep. Yes, it was a sad thing for poor Mrs.
Cradock.”

The old man turned to his work, and I strolled on down
the path between the espaliers, gnarled and gouty with
age, thinking of the story I had heard, and groping for
the point in it that had some key to my memory. In an
instant it came before me; I had seen the phrase “Grey
Hills” on the slip of yellowed paper that Professor Gregg
had taken from the drawer in his cabinet. Again I was
seized with pangs of mingled curiosity and fear; I re-
membered the strange characters copied from the lime-
stone rock, and then again their identity with the in-
scription of the age-old seal, and the fantastic fables of
the Latin geographer. I saw beyond doubt that, unless
coincidence had set all the scene and disposed all these
bizarre events with curious art, I was to be a spectator of
things far removed from the usual and customary traffic
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and jostle of life. Professor Gregg I noted day by day;
he was hot on his trail, growing lean with eagerness; and
in the evenings, when the sun was swimming on the verge
of the mountain, he would pace the terrace to and fro
with his eyes on the ground, while the mist grew white in
the valley, and the stillness of the evening brought far
voices near, and the blue smoke rose a straight column
from the diamond-shaped chimney of the grey farmhouse,
just as I had seen it on the first morning. I have told you
I was of sceptical habit; but though I understood little or
nothing, T began to dread, vainly proposing to myself
the iterated dogmas of science that all life is material, and
that in the system of things there is no undiscovered land,
even beyond the remotest stars, where the supernatural
can find a footing. Yet there struck in on this the thought
that matter is as really awful and unknown as spirit, that
science itself but dallies on the threshold, scarcely gaining
more than a glimpse of the wonders of the inner place.

There is one day that stands up from amidst the others
as a grim red beacon, betokening evil to come. I was
sitting on a bench in the garden, watching the boy Crad-
ock weeding, when I was suddenly alarmed by a harsh and
choking sound, like the cry of a wild beast in anguish,
and I was unspeakably shocked to see the unfortunate
lad standing in full view before me, his whole body quiver-
ing and shaking at short intervals as though shocks of
electricity were passing through him, his teeth grinding,
foam gathering on his lips, and his face all swollen and
blackened to a hideous mask of humanity. I shrieked with
terror, and Professor Gregg came running; and as I pointed
to Cradock, the boy with one convulsive shudder fell face
forward, and lay on the wet earth, his body writhing like
a wounded blind-worm, and an inconceivable babble of
sounds bursting and rattling and hissing from his lips. He
seemed to pour forth an infamous jargon, with words, or
what seemed words, that might have belonged to a
tongue dead since untold ages and buried deep beneath
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Nilotic mud, or in the inmost recesses of the Mexican
forest. For a moment the thought passed through my mind,
as my ears were still revolted with that infernal clamour,
“Surely this is the very speech of hell,” and then I cried out
again and again, and ran away shuddering to my inmost
soul. I had seen Professor Gregg's face as he stooped
over the wretched boy and raised him, and I was appalled
by the glow of exultation that shone on every lineament
and feature. As I sat in my room with drawn blinds, and
my eyes hidden in my hands, I heard heavy steps beneath,
and I was told afterwards that Professor Gregg had carried
Cradock to his study, and had locked the door. I heard
voices murmur indistinctly, and I trembled to think of
what might be passing within a few feet of where I sat; I
longed to escape to the woods and sunshine, and yet I
dreaded the sights that might confront me on the way;
and at last, as I held the handle of the door nervously, I
heard Professor Gregg’s voice calling to me with a cheer-
ful ring. “It’s all right now, Miss Lally,” he said. “The
poor fellow has got over it, and I have been arranging for
him to sleep here after tomorrow. Perhaps I may be
able to do something for him.”

“Yes,” he said later, “it was a very painful sight, and I
don’t wonder you were alarmed. We may hope that good
food will build him up a little, but I am afraid he will
never be really cured,” and he affected the dismal and
conventional air with which one speaks of hopeless illness;
and yet beneath it I detected the delight that leapt up
rampant within him, and fought and struggled to find
utterance. It was as if one glanced down on the even sur-
face of the sea, clear and immobile, and saw beneath
raging depths and a storm of contending billows. It
was indeed to me a torturing and offensive problem that
this man, who had so bounteously rescued me from the
sharpness of death, and showed himself in all the rela-
tions of life full of benevolence, and pity, and kindly fore-
thought, should so manifestly be for once on the side of
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the demons, and take a ghastly pleasure in the torments of
an afflicted fellow creature. Apart, I struggled with the
horned difficulty, and strove to find the solution; but with-
out the hint of a clue, beset by mystery and contradiction.
I saw nothing that might help me, and began to wonder
whether, after all, I had not escaped from the white mist
of the suburb at too dear a rate. I hinted something of my
thought to the professor; I said enough to let him know
that I was in the most acute perplexity, but the moment
after regretted what I had done when I saw his face con-
tort with a spasm of pain.

“My dear Miss Lally,” he said, “you surely do not wish
to leave us? No, no, you would not do it. You do not
know how I rely on you; how confidently I go forward,
assured that you are here to watch over my children. You,
Miss Lally, are my rear-guard; for let me tell you the
business in which I am engaged is not wholly devoid of
peril. You have not forgotten what I said the first morning
here; my lips are shut by an old and firm resolve till they
can open to utter no ingenious hypothesis or vague sur-
mise, but irrefragable fact, as certain as a demonstration
in mathematics, Think over it, Miss Lally; not for a mo-
ment would I endeavour to keep you here against your
own instincts, and yet I tell you frankly that I am per-
suaded it is here, here amidst the woods, that your duty
lies.”

I was touched by the eloquence of his tone, and by
the remembrance that the man, after all, had been my sal-
vation, and I gave him my hand on a promise to serve
him loyally and without question. A few days later the
rector of our church—a little church, grey and severe and
quaint, that hovered on the very banks of the river and
watched the tides swim and return—came to see us, and
Professor Gregg easily persuaded him to stay and share
our dinner. Mr. Meyrick was a member of an antique
family of squires, whose old manor-house stood amongst
the hills some seven miles away, and thus rooted in the
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soil, the rector was a living store of all the old fading cus-
toms and lore of the country. His manner, genial, with
a deal of retired oddity, won on Professor Gregg; and to-
wards the cheese, when a curious Burgundy had begun
its incantations, the two men glowed like the wine, and
talked of philology with the enthusiasm of a burgess over
the peerage. The parson was expounding the pronuncia-
tion of the Welsh II, and producing sounds like the gurgle
of his native brooks, when Professor Gregg struck in.

“By the way,” he said, “that was a very odd word
I met with the other day. You know my boy, poor Jer-
vase Cradock? Well, he has got the bad habit of talking
to himself, and the day before yesterday I was walking in
the garden here and heard him; he was evidently quite
unconscious of my presence. A lot of what he said I
couldn’t make out, but one word struck me distinctly. It
was such an odd sound, half sibilant, half guttural, and as
quaint as those double I’s you have been demonstrating,
I do not know whether I can give you an idea of the
sound; ‘Ishakshar’ is perhaps as near as I can get. But
the k ought to be a Greek chi or a Spanish j. Now what
does it mean in Welsh?”

“In Welsh?” said the parson. “There is no such word
in Welsh, nor any word remotely resembling it. I know
the book-Welsh, as they call it, and the colloquial dia-
lects as well as any man, but there’s no word like that
from Anglesea to Usk. Besides, none of the Cradocks
speak a word of Welsh; it’s dying out about here.”

“Really. You interest me extremely, Mr. Meyrick. I con-
fess the word didn’t strike me as having the Welsh ring.
But I thought it might be some local corruption.”

“No, I never heard such a word, or anything like it.
Indeed,” he added, smiling whimsically, “if it belongs to
any language, I should say it must be that of the fairies—
the Tylwydd Tég, as we call them.”

The talk went on to the discovery of a Roman villa
in the neighbourhood; and soon after I left the room, and
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sat down apart to wonder at the drawing together of such
strange clues of evidence. As the professor had spoken of
the curious word, I had caught the glint in his eye upon
me; and though the pronunciation he gave was grotesque
in the extreme, I recognized the name of the stone of
sixty characters mentioned by Solinus, the black seal shut
up in some secret drawer of the study, stamped for ever
by a vanished race with signs that no man could read,
signs that might, for all I knew, be the veils of awful
things done long ago, and forgotten before the hills were
moulded into form.

When the next morning I came down, I found Professor
Gregg pacing the terrace in his eternal walk.

“Look at that bridge,” he said, when he saw me; “ob-
serve the quaint and Gothic design, the angles between
the arches, and the silvery grey of the stone in the awe of
the morning light, I confess it seems to me symbolic; it
should illustrate a mystical allegory of the passage from
one world to another.”

“Professor Gregg,” I said quietly, “it is time that I
knew something of what has happened, and of what is to
happen.”

For the moment he put me off, but I returned again
with the same question in the evening, and then Professor
Gregg flamed with excitement. “Don’t you understand
yet?” he cried. “But I have told you a good deal; yes, and
shown you a good deal; you have heard pretty nearly all
that I have heard, and seen what I have seen; or at least,”
and his voice chilled as he spoke, “enough to make a good
deal clear as noonday. The servants told you, I have no
doubt, that the wretched boy Cradock had another sei-
zure the night before last; he awoke me with cries in that
voice you heard in the garden, and I went to him, and
God forbid you should see what I saw that night. But
all this is useless; my time here is drawing to a close; I
must be back in town in three weeks, as I have a course
of lectures to prepare, and need all my books about me.
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In a very few days it will be all over, and I shall no longer
hint, and no longer be liable to ridicule as a madman
and a quack. No, I shall speak plainly, and I shall be
heard with such emotions as perhaps no other man has
ever drawn from the breasts of his fellows.”

He paused, and seemed to grow radiant with the joy of
great and wonderful discovery.

“But all that is for the future, the near future certainly,
but still the future,” he went on at length. “There is some-
thing to be done yet; you will remember my telling you
that my researches were not altogether devoid of peril?
Yes, there is a certain amount of danger to be faced; I
did not know how much when I spoke on the subject
before, and to a certain extent I am still in the dark, But
it will be a strange adventure, the last of all, the last
demonstration in the chain.”

He was walking up and down the room as he spoke,
and I could hear in his voice the contending tones of
exultation and despondence, or perhaps I should say
awe, the awe of a man who goes forth on unknown waters,
and I thought of his allusion to Columbus on the night he
had laid his book before me. The evening was a little chil-
ly, and a fire of logs had been lighted in the study where
we were; the remittent flame and the glow on the walls
reminded me of the old days. I was sitting silent in an
armchair by the fire, wondering over all I had heard, and
still vainly speculating as to the secret springs concealed
from me under all the phantasmagoria I had witnessed,
when I became suddenly aware of a sensation that change
of some sort had been at work in the room, and that there
was something unfamiliar in its aspect. For some time I
looked about me, trying in vain to localize the alteration
that I knew had been made; the table by the window,
the chairs, the faded settee were all as I had known
them. Suddenly, as a sought-for recollection flashes in-
to the mind, I knew what was amiss. I was facing the
professor’s desk, which stood on the other side of the fire,
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and above the desk was a grimy-looking bust of Pitt, that
I had never seen there before. And then I remembered
the true position of this work of art; in the furthest corner
by the door was an old cupboard, projecting into the room,
and on the top of the cupboard, fifteen feet from the
floor, the bust had been, and there, no doubt, it had de-
layed, accumulating dirt, since the early days of the cen-
tury.
I was utterly amazed, and sat silent, still in a confusion
of thought. There was, so far as I knew, no such thing as
a stepladder in the house, for I had asked for one to make
some alteration in the curtains of my room, and a tall
man standing on a chair would have found it impossible
to take down the bust. It had been placed, not on the edge
of the cupboard, but far back against the wall; and Pro-
fessor Gregg was, if anything, under the average height.

“How on earth did you manage to get down Pitt?” I
said at last.

The professor looked curiously at me, and seemed to
hesitate a little.

“They must have found you a step-ladder, or perhaps
the gardener brought in a short ladder from outside?”

“No, I have had no ladder of any kind. Now, Miss
Lally,” he went on with an awkward simulation of jest,
“there is a little puzzle for you; a problem in the manner
of the inimitable Holmes; there are the facts, plain and
patent: summon your acuteness to the solution of the
puzzle., For Heaven’s sake,” he cried with a breaking
voice, “say no more about it! I tell you, I never touched
the thing,” and he went out of the room with horror mani-
fest on his face, and his hand shook and jarred the door
behind him.

I looked round the room in vague surprise, not at all
realizing what had happened, making vain and idle sur-
mises by way of explanation, and wondering at the stir-
ring of black waters by an idle word and the trivial change
of an ornament. “This is some petty business, some whim
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on which I have jarred.” I reflected; “the professor is per-
haps scrupulous and superstitious over trifles, and my
question may have outraged unacknowledged fears, as
though one killed a spider or spilled the salt before the
very eyes of a practical Scotchwoman.” I was immersed
in these fond suspicions, and began to plume myself a
little on my immunity from such empty fears, when the
truth fell heavily as lead upon my heart, and I recognized
with cold terror that some awful influence had been at
work. The bust was simply inaccessible; without a ladder
no one could have touched it.

I went out to the kitchen and spoke as quietly as I
could to the housemaid.

“Who moved that bust from the top of the cupboard,
Anne?” I said to her. “Professor Gregg says he has not
touched it. Did you find an old step-ladder in one of the
outhouses?”

The girl looked at me blankly.

“I never touched it,” she said. “I found it where it is
now the other morning when I dusted the room. I remem-
ber now, it was Wednesday morning, because it was the
morning after Cradock was taken bad in the night. My
room is next to his, you know, miss,” the girl went on
piteously, “and it was awful to hear how he cried and
called out names that I couldn’t understand. It made me
feel all afraid; and then master came, and I heard him
speak, and he took down Cradock to the study and gave
him something.”

“And you found that bust moved the next morning?”

“Yes, miss. There was a queer sort of smell in the
study when I came down and opened the windows; a
bad smell it was, and I wondered what it could be. Do you
know, miss, I went a long time ago to the Zoo in Lon-
don with my cousin Thomas Barker, one afternoon that
I had off, when I was at Mrs. Prince’s in Stanhope Gate,
and we went into the snake-house to see the snakes, and
it was just the same sort of smell; very sick it made me
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feel, I remember, and I got Barker to take me out. And it
was just the same kind of smell in the study, as I was say-
ing, and I was wondering what it could be from, when I
see that bust with Pitt cut in it, standing on the master’s
desk, and I thought to myself, ‘Now who has done that,
and how have they done it?” And when I came to dust
the things, I looked at the bust, and I saw a great mark
on it where the dust was gone, for I don’t think it can have
been touched with a duster for years and years, and it
wasn’t like finger-marks, but a large patch like, broad and
spread out. So I passed my hand over it, without think-
ing what I was doing, and where that patch was it was
all sticky and slimy, as if a snail had crawled over it. Very
strange, isn’t it, miss? and I wonder who can have done
it, and how that mess was made.”

The well-meant gabble of the servant touched me to the
quick; I lay down upon my bed, and bit my lip that I
should not cry out loud in the sharp anguish of my terror
and bewilderment. Indeed, I was almost mad with dread;
I believe that if it had been daylight I should have fled
hot foot, forgetting all courage and all the debt of gratitude
that was due to Professor Gregg, not caring whether my
fate were that I must starve slowly, so long as I might
escape from the net of blind and panic fear that every
day seemed to draw a little closer round me. If I knew,
I thought, if I knew what there was to dread, I could
guard against it; but here, in this lonely house, shut in on
all sides by the olden woods and the vaulted hills, terror
seems to spring inconsequent from every covert, and the
flesh is aghast at the half-hearted murmurs of horrible
things. All in vain I strove to summon scepticism to my
aid, and endeavoured by cool common sense to buttress
my belief in a world of natural order, for the air that
blew in at the open window was a mystic breath, and in
the darkmess I felt the silence go heavy and sorrowful as
a mass of requiem, and I conjured images of strange shapes
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gathering fast amidst the reeds, beside the wash of the
river.

In the morning from the moment that I set foot in
the breakfast-room, I felt that the unknown plot was
drawing to a crisis; the professor’s face was firm and set,
and he seemed hardly to hear our voices when we spoke,

“I am going out for a rather long walk,” he said, when
the meal was over. “You mustn’t be expecting me, now,
or thinking anything has happened if I don’t turn up to
dinner. I have been getting stupid lately, and I dare say a
miniature walking tour will do me good. Perhaps I may
even spend the night in some little inn, if I find any
place that looks clean and comfortable.”

I heard this, and knew by my experience of Professor
Gregg’s manner that it was no ordinary business of plea-
sure that impelled him. I knew not, nor even remotely
guessed, where he was bound, nor had I the vaguest no-
tion of his errand, but all the fear of the night before
returned; and as he stood, smiling, on the terrace, ready
to set out, I implored him to stay, and to forget all his
dreams of the undiscovered continent.

“No, no, Miss Lally,” he replied, still smiling, “it’s too
late now. Vestigia nulla retrorsum, you know, is the device
of all true explorers, though I hope it won’t be literally
true in my case. But, indeed, you are wrong to alarm
yourself so; I look upon my little expedition as quite com-
monplace; no more exciting than a day with the geological
hammers. There is a risk, of course, but so there is on
the commonest excursion. I can afford to be jaunty; I am
doing nothing so hazardous as *Arry does a hundred times
over in the course of every Bank Holiday. Well, then,
you must look more cheerfully; and so good-bye till to-
morrow at latest.”

He walked briskly up the road, and I saw him open the
gate that marks the entrance of the wood, and then he
vanished in the gloom of the trees.

All the day passed heavily with a strange darkness in
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the air, and again I felt as if imprisoned amidst the ancient
woods, shut in an olden land of mystery and dread, and as
if all was long ago and forgotten by the living outside. I
hoped and dreaded; and when the dinner-hour came I
waited, expecting to hear the professor’s step in the hall,
and his voice exulting at I knew not what triumph. I com-
posed my face to welcome him gladly, but the night de-
scended dark, and he did not come.

In the morning, when the maid knocked at my door,
I called out to her, and asked if her master had returned;
and when she replied that his bedroom door stood open
and empty, I felt the cold clasp of despair. Still, I fancied
he might have discovered genial company, and would
return for luncheon, or perhaps in the afternoon, and I
took the children for a walk in the forest, and tried my
best to play and laugh with them, and to shout out the
thoughts of mystery and veiled terror. Hour after hour
I waited, and my thoughts grew darker; again the night
came and found me watching, and at last, as I was making
much ado to finish my dinner, I heard steps outside and
the sound of a man’s voice.

The maid came in and looked oddly at me. “Please,
miss,” she began, “Mr. Morgan, the gardener, wants to
speak to you for a minute, if you didn’t mind.”

“Show him in, please,” I answered, and set my lips
tight.

The old man came slowly into the room, and the ser-
vant shut the door behind him.

“Sit down, Mr. Morgan,” I said; “what is it that you
want to say to me?”

“Well, miss, Mr. Gregg he gave me something for you
yesterday morning, just before he went off, and he told
me particular not to hand it up before eight o’clock this
evening exactly, if so be as he wasn’t back again home
before, and if he should come home before I was just
to return it to him in his own hands. So, you see, as Mr.

38



Gregg isn’t here yet, I suppose I'd better give you the
parcel directly.”

He pulled out something from his pocket, and gave it
to me, half rising. I took it silently, and seeing that Mor-
gan seemed doubtful as to what he was to do next. I
thanked him and bade him good night, and he went out,
I was left alone in the room with the parcel in my hand—
a paper parcel, neatly sealed and directed to me, with the
instructions Morgan had quoted, all written in the pro-
fessor’s large, loose hand. I broke the seals with a choking
at my heart, and found an envelope inside, addressed
also, but open, and I took the letter out.

My dear Miss Lally it began— To quote the old logic
manual, the case of your reading this note is a case of my
having made a blunder of some sort, and, I am afraid, a
blunder that turns these lines into a farewell. It is prac-
tically certain that neither you nor any one else will ever
see me again. I have made my will with provision for this
eventuality, and I hope you will consent to accept the
small remembrance addressed to you, and my sincere
thanks for the way in which you joined your fortunes to
mine. The fate which has come upon me is desperate and
terrible beyond the remotest dreams of man; but this fate
you have a right to know—if you please. If you look in
the left-hand drawer of my dressing-table, you will find
the key of the escritoire, properly labelled, In the well of
the escritoire is a large envelope sealed and addressed to
your name. I advise you to throw it forthwith into the fire;
you will sleep better of nights if you do so. But if you
must know the history of what has happened, it is all
written down for you to read.

The signature was firmly written below, and again I
turned the page and read out the words one by one, aghast
and white to the lips, my hands cold as ice, and sickness
choking me. The dead silence of the room, and the thought
of the dark woods and hills closing me in on every side,
oppressed me, helpless and without capacity, and not
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knowing where to turn for counsel. At last T resolved
that though knowledge should haunt my whole life and
all the days to come, I must know the meaning of the
strange terrors that had so long tormented me, rising grey,
dim, and awful, like the shadows in the wood at dusk. I
carefully carried out Professor Gregg’s directions, and not
without reluctance broke the seal of the envelope, and
spread out his manuscript before me. That manuscript
I always carry with me, and I see that I cannot deny
your unspoken request to read it. This, then, was what I
read that night, sitting at the desk, with a shaded
lamp beside me.

The young lady who called herself Miss Lally then
proceeded to recite

THE STATEMBNT OF WILLIAM GREGG, F.R.S., ETC.

It is many years since the first glimmer of the theory
which is now almost, if not quite, reduced to fact dawned
on my mind. A somewhat extensive course of miscella-
neous and obsolete reading had done a great deal to pre-
pare the way, and, later, when I became somewhat of a
specialist, and immersed myself in the studies known as
ethnological, I was now and then startled by facts that
would not square with orthodox scientific opinion, and by
discoveries that seemed to hint at something stidl hidden
for all our research. More particularly I became convinced
that much of the folk-lore of the world is but an exag-
gerated account of events that really happened, and I was
especially drawn to consider the stories of the fairies, the
good folk of the Celtic races, Here, I thought I could de-
tect the fringe of embroidery and exaggeration, the fantas-
tic guise, the little people dressed in green and gold sport-
ing in the flowers, and I thought I saw a distinct analogy
between the name given to this race (supposed to be imag-
inary) and the description of their appearance and man-
ners. Just as our remote ancestors called the dreaded

40



beings “fair” and “good” precisely because they dreaded
them, so they had dressed them up in charming forms,
knowing the truth to be the very reverse, Literature, too,
had gone early to work, and had lent a powerful hand in
the transformation, so that the playful elves of Shakespere
are already far removed from the true original, and the
real horror is disguised in a form of prankish mischief.
But in the older tales, the stories that used to make men
cross themselves as they sat around the burning logs, we
tread a different stage; I saw a widely opposed spirit in
certain histories of children and of men and women who
vanished strangely from the earth. They would be seen by
a peasant in the fields walking towards some green and
rounded hillock, and seen no more on earth; and there are
stories of mothers who have left a child quietly sleeping,
with the cottage door rudely barred with a piece of wood,
and have returned, not to find the plump and rosy little
Saxon, but a thin and wizened creature, with sallow skin
and black, piercing eyes, the child of another race. Then,
again, there were myths darker still; the dread of witch
and wizard, the lurid evil of the Sabbath, and the hint of
demons who mingled with the daughters of men. And
just as we have turned the terrible “fair folk” into a com-
pany of benignant, if freakish elves, so we have hidden
from us the black foulness of the witch and her com-
panions under a popular diablerie of old women and
broomsticks, and a comic cat with tail on end. So the
Greeks called the hideous furies benevolent ladies, and
thus the northern nations have followed their example. I
pursued my investigations, stealing odd hours from other
and more imperative labours, and I asked myself the
question: Supposing these traditions to be true, who
were the demons who are reported to have attended the
Sabbaths? I need not say that I laid aside what I may
call the supernatural hypothesis of the Middle Ages, and
came to the conclusion that fairies and devils were of
one and the same race and origin; invention, no doubt,
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and the Gothic fancy of old days, had done much in the
way of exaggeration and distortion; yet I firmly believe
that beneath all this imagery there was a black background
of truth. As for some of the alleged wonders, I hesitated.
While I should be very loath to receive any one specific
instance of modern spiritualism as containing even a grain
of the genuine, yet I was not wholly prepared to deny
that human flesh may now and then, once perhaps in ten
million cases, be the veil of powers which seem magical
to us—powers which, so far from proceeding from the
heights and leading men thither, are in reality survivals
from the depths of being. The amceba and the snail
have powers which we do not possess; and I thought it
possible that the theory of reversion might explain many
things which seem wholly inexplicable, Thus stood my
position; I saw good reason to believe that much of the
tradition, a vast deal of the earliest and uncorrupted tra-
dition of the so-called fairies, represented solid fact, and
I thought that the purely supernatural element in these
traditions was to be accounted for on the hypothesis that
a race which had fallen out of the grand march of evolu-
tion might have retained, as a survival, certain powers
which would be to us wholly miraculous. Such was my
theory as it stood conceived in my mind; and working
with this in view, I seemed to gather confirmation from
every side, from the spoils of a tumulus or a barrow,
from a local paper reporting an antiquarian meeting in
the country, and from general literature of all kinds.
Amongst other instances, I remember being struck by the
phrase “articulate-speaking men” in Homer, as if the
writer knew or had heard of men whose speech was so
rude that it could hardly be termed articulate; and on
my hopothesis of a race who had lagged far behind the
rest, I could easily conceive that such a folk would speak
a jargon but little removed from the inarticulate noises of
brute beasts.

Thus I stood, satisfied that my conjecture was at all
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events not far removed from fact, when a chance para-
graph in a small country print one day arrested my atten-
tion. It was a short account of what was to all appearance
the usual sordid tragedy of the village—a young girl un-
accountably missing, and evil rumour blatant and busy
with her reputation. Yet I could read between the lines
that all this scandal was purely hypothetical, and in all
probability invented to account for what was in any other
manner unaccountable. A flight to London or Liverpool, or
an undiscovered body lying with a weight about its neck
in the foul depths of a woodland pool, or perhaps murder
—such were the theories of the wretched girl’s neighbours.
But as I idly scanned the paragraph, a flash of thought
passed through me with the violence of an electric shock:
what if the obscure and horrible race of the hills still
survived, still remained haunting wild places and bar-
ren hills, and now and then repeating the evil of Gothic
legend, unchanged and unchangeable as the Turanian
Shelta, or the Basques of Spain? I have said that the
thought came with violence; and indeed I drew in my
breath sharply, and clung with both hands to my elbow-
chair, in a strange confusion of horror and elation. It
was as if one of my confréres of physical science, roaming
in a quiet English wood, had been suddenly stricken ag-
hast by the presence of the slimy and loathsome terror of
the ichthyosaurus, the original of the stories of the awful
worms killed by valourous knights, or had seen the sun
darkened by the pterdactyl, the dragon of tradition. Yet
as a resolute explorer of knowledge, the thought of such a
discovery threw me into a passion of joy, and I cut out
the slip from the paper and put it in a drawer in my old
bureau, resolved that it should be but the first piece in a
collection of the strangest significance. I sat long that
evening dreaming of the conclusions I should establish,
nor did cooler reflection at first dash my confidence. Yet
as I began to put the case fairly, I saw that I might be
building on an unstable foundation; the facts might pos-
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sibly be in accordance with local opinion, and I regarded
the affair with a mood of some reserve. Yet I resloved
to remain perched on the look-out, and I hugged to my-
self the thought that I alone was watching and wakeful,
while the great crowd of thinkers and searchers stood
heedless and indifferent, perhaps letting the most prero-
gative facts pass by unnoticed.

Several years elapsed before I was enabled to add to the
contents of the drawer; and the second find was in reality
not a valuable one, for it was a mere repetition of the first,
with only the variation of another and distant locality. Yet
I gained something; for in the second case, as in the first,
the tragedy took place in a desolate and lonely country,
and so far my theory seemed justified. But the third piece
was to me far more decisive. Again, amongst outland hills,
far even from a main road of traffic, an old man was found
done to death, and the instrument of execution was left
beside him. Here, indeed, there were rumour and conjec-
ture, for the deadly tool was a primitive stone axe, bound
by gut to the wooden handle, and surmises the most ex-
travagant and improbable were indulged in. Yet, as I
thought with a kind of glee, the wildest conjectures went
far astray; and I took the pains to enter into correspon-
dence with the local doctor, who was called at the inquest.
He, a man of some acuteness, was dumbfoundered. “It
will not do to speak of these things in country places,”
he wrote to me; “but frankly, there is some hideous mys-
tery here. I have obtained possession of the stonme axe,
and have been so curious as to test its powers. I took it
into the back garden of my house one Sunday afternoon
when my family and the servants were all out, and there,
sheltered by the poplar hedges, I made my experiments,
I found the thing utterly unmanageable; whether there
is some peculiar balance, some nice adjustment of weights,
which require incessant practice, or whether an effectual
blow can be struck only by a certain trick of the muscles,
I do not know; but I can assure you that I went into the
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house with but a sorry opinion of my athletic capacities. It
was like an inexperienced man trying ‘putting the hammer’;
the force exerted seemed to return on oneself, and I
found myself hurled backwards with violence, while the
axe fell harmless to the ground. On another occasion I
tried the experiment with a clever woodman of the place;
but this man, who had handled his axe for forty years,
could do nothing with the stone implement, and missed
every stroke most ludicrously. In short, if it were not so
supremely absurd, I should say that for four thousand
years no one on earth could have struck an effective blow
with the tool that undoubtedly was used to murder the
old man.” This, as may be imagined, was to me rare
news; and afterwards, when I heard the whole story,
and learned that the unfortunate old man had babbled
tales of what might be seen at night on a certain wild
hillside, hinting at unheard-of wonders, and that he had
been found cold one morning on the very hill in question,
my exultation was extreme, for I felt I was leaving con-
jecture far behind me. But the next step was of still
greater importance. I had possessed for many years an
extraordinary stone seal—a piece of dull black stone, two
inches long from the handle to the stamp, and the stamp-
ing end a rough hexagon an inch and a quarter in diame-
ter. Altogether, it presented the appearance of an enlarged
tobacco stopper of an old-fashioned make. It had been
sent to me by an agent in the East, who informed me that
it had been found near the site of the ancient Babylon. But
the characters engraved on the seal were to me an intoler-
able puzzle. Somewhat of the cuneiform pattern, there
were yet striking differences, which 1 detected at the first
glance, and all efforts to read the inscription on the hypo-
thesis that the rules for deciphering the arrow-headed
writing would apply proved futile. A riddle such as this
stung my pride, and at odd moments I would take the
Black Seal out of the cabinet, and scrutinize it with so
much idle perseverance that every letter was familiar to
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my mind, and I could have drawn the inscription from
memory without the slightest error. Judge, then, of my
surprise when I one day received from a correspondent in
the west of England a letter and an enclosure that positive-
ly left me thunderstruck. I saw carefully traced on a large
piece of paper the very characters of the Black Seal,
without alteration of any kind, and above the inscription
my friend had written: Inscription found on a limestone
rock on the Grey Hills, Monmouthshire. Done in some red
earth, and quite recent, 1 turned to the letter. My friend
wrote: “I send you the enclosed inscription with all due
reserve. A shepherd who passed by the stone a week ago
swears that there was then no mark of any kind. The
characters, as I have noted, are formed by drawing some
red earth over the stone, and are of an average height of
one inch, They look to me like a kind of cuneiform
character, a good deal altered, but this, of course, is im-
possible. It may be either a hoax, or more probably some
scribble of the gipsies, who are plentiful enough in this
wild country. They have, as you are aware, many hiero-
glyphics which they use in cummunicating with one an-
other. I happened to visit the stone in question two days
ago in connection with a rather painful incident which
has occurred here.”

As it may be supposed, I wrote immediately to my
friend, thanking him for the copy of the inscription, and
asking him in a casual manner the history of the incident
he mentioned. To be brief, I heard that a woman named
Cradock, who had lost her husband a day before, had set
out to communicate the sad news to a cousin who lived
some five miles away. She took a short cut which led
by the Grey Hills, Mrs. Cradock, who was then quite a
young woman, never arrived at her relative’s house. Late
that night a farmer, who had lost a couple of sheep, sup-
posed to have wandered from the flock, was walking over
the Grey Hills, with a lantern and his dog. His attention
was attracted by a noise, which he described as a kind of
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wailing, mournful and pitiable to hear; and, guided by the
sound, he found the unfortunate Mrs, Cradock crouched
on the ground by the limestone rock, swaying her body to
and fro, and lamenting and crying in so heart-rending a
manner that the farmer was, as he says, at first obliged
to stop his ears, or he would have run away. The woman
allowed herself to be taken home, and a neighbour came
to see to her necessities. All the night she never ceased
her crying, mixing her lament with words of some unin-
telligible jargon, and when the doctor arrived he pro-
nounced her insane, She lay on her bed for a week, now
wailing, as people said, like one lost and damned for
eternity, and now sunk in a heavy coma; it was thought
that grief at the loss of her husband had unsettled her
mind, and the medical man did not at one time expect her
to live. I need not say that I was deeply interested in this
story, and I made my friend write to me at intervals with
all the particulars of the case. I heard then that in the
course of six weeks the woman gradually recovered the use
of her faculties, and some months later she gave birth to a
son, christened Jervase, who unhappily proved to be of
weak intellect. Such were the facts known to the village;
but to me, while I whitened at the suggested thought of
the hideous enormities that had doubtless been committed,
all this was nothing short of conviction, and I incautiously
hazarded a hint of something like the truth to some scien-
tific friends. The moment the words had left my lips I
bitterly regretted having spoken, and thus given away the
great secret of my life, but with a good deal of relief
mixed with indignation I found my fears altogether mis-
placed, for my friends ridiculed me to my face, and I was
regarded as a madman; and beneath a natural anger I
chuckled to myself, feeling as secure amidst these block-
heads as if I had confided what I knew to the desert sands.

But now, knowing so much, I resolved I would know
all, and I concentrated my efforts on the task of decipher-
ing the inscription on the Black Seal. For many years I
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made this puzzle the sole object of my leisure moments,
for the greater portion of my time was, of course, devoted
to other duties, and it was only now and then that I could
snatch a week of clear research. If I were to tell the full
history of this curious investigation, this statement would
be wearisome in the extreme, for it would contain simply
the account of long and tedious failure. But what I knew
already of ancient scripts I was well equipped for the chase,
as I always termed it to myself. I had correspondents
amongst all the scientific men in Europe, and, indeed, in
the world, and I could not believe that in these days any
character, however ancient and however perplexed, could
long resist the search-light I should bring to bear upon it,
Yet in point of fact, it was fully fourteen years before I
succeeded. With every year my professional duties in-
creased and my leisure became smaller. This no doubt re-
tarded me a good deal; and yet, when I look back on those
years, I am astonished at the vast scope of my investigation
of the Black Seal. I made my bureau a centre, and from all
the world and from all the ages I gathered transcripts of
ancient writing. Nothing, I resolved, should pass me un-
awares, and the faintest hint should be welcomed and fol-
lowed up. But as one covert after another was tried and
proved empty of result, I began in the course of years to
despair, and to wonder whether the Black Seal were the
sole relic of some race that had vanished from the world,
and left no other trace of its existence—had perished, in
fine, as Atlantis is said to have done, in some great cata-
clysm, its secrets perhaps drowned beneath the ocean or
moulded into the heart of the hills. The thought chilled
my warmth a little, and though I still persevered, it was
no longer with the same certainty of faith. A chance came
to the resue. I was staying in a considerable town in the
north of England, and took the opportunity of going over
the very creditable museum that had for some time been
established in the place. The curator was one of my cor-
respondents; and, as we were looking through one of the
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mineral cases, my attention was struck by a specimen, a
piece of black stone some four inches square, the appear-
ance of which remined me in a measure of the Black
Seal. I took it up carelessly, and was turning it over in my
hand, when I saw, to my astonishment, that the under
side was inscribed. I said, quietly enough, to my friend
the curator that the specimen interested me, and that I
should be much obliged if he would allow me to take it
with me to my hotel for a couple of days. He, of course,
made no objection, and I hurried to my rooms and found
that my first glance had not deceived me. There were
two inscriptions; one in the regular cuneiform character,
another in the character of the Black Seal, and I realized
that my task was accomplished. I made an exact copy of
the two inscriptions; and when I got to my London study,
and had the seal before me, I was able seriously to grapple
with the great problem. The interpreting inscription on
the museum specimen, though in itself curious enough,
did not bear on my quest, but the transliteration made me
master of the secret of the Black Seal. Conjucture, of
course, had to enter into my calculations; there was here
and there uncertainty about a particular ideograph, and
one sign recurring again and again on the seal baffled
me for many successive nights. But at last the secret stood
open before me in plain English, and I read the key of
the awful transmutation of the hills. The last word was
hardly written, when with fingers all trembling and un-
steady I tore the scrap of paper into the minutest frag-
ments, and saw them flame and blacken in the red hollow
of the fire, and then I crushed the grey films that remained
into finest powder. Never since then have I written those
words; never will I write the phrases which tell how man
can be reduced to the slime from which he came, and be
forced to put on the flesh of the reptile and the snake.
There was now but one thing remaining. I knew, but I
desired to see, and I was after some time able to take a
house in the neighbourhood of the Grey Hills, and not far
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from the cottage where Mrs. Cradock and her son Jer-
vase resided. I need not go into a full and detailed account
of the apparently inexplicable events which have occurred
here, where I am writing this. I knew that I should find
in Jervase Cradock something of the blood of the “Little
People,” and I found later that he had more than once
encountered his kinsmen in lonely places in that lonely
land. When I was summoned one day to the garden, and
found him in a seizure speaking or hissing the ghastly
jargon of the Black Seal, I am afraid that exultation pre-
vailed over pity. I heard bursting from his lips the secrets
of the underworld, and the word of dread, “Ishakshar,”
signification of which I must be excused from giving.

But there is one incident I cannot pass over unnoticed.
In the waste hollow of the night I awoke at the sound of
those hissing syllables I knew so well; and on going to the
wretched boy’s room, I found him convulsed and foaming
at the mouth, struggling on the bed as if he strove to
escape the grasp of writhing demons. I took him down to
my room and lit the lamp, while he lay twisting on the
floor, calling on the power within his flesh to leave him.
I saw his body swell and become distended as a bladder,
while the face blackened before my eyes; and then at the
crisis I did what was necessary according to the directions
on the Seal, and putting all scruple on one side, I became
a man of science, observant of what was passing. Yet the
sight I had to witness was horrible, almost beyond the
power of human conception and the most fearful fantasy.
Something pushed out from the body there on the fioor,
and stretched forth a slimy, wavering tentacle, across the
room, grasped the bust upon the cupboard, and laid it
down on my desk.

When it was over, and I was left to walk up and down
all the rest of the night, white and shuddering, with sweat
pouring from my flesh, I vainly tried to reason within my-
self: I said, truly enough, that I had seen nothing really
supernatural, that a snail pushing out his horns and draw-
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ing them in was but an instance on a smaller scale of
what I had witnessed; and yet horror broke through all
such reasonings and left me shattered and loathing myself
for the share I had taken in the night’s work.

There is little more to be said. I am going now to the
final trial and encounter; for I have determined that there
shall be nothing wanting, and I shall meet the “Little
People” face to face. I shall have the Black Seal and the
knowledge of its secrets to help me, and if I unhappily do
not return from my journey, there is no need to conjure up
here a picture of the awfulness of my fate.

Pausing a little at the end of Professor Gregg’s state-
ment, Miss Lally continued her tale in the following words:

Such was the almost incredible story that the professor
had left behind him. When I had finished reading it, it
was late at night, but the next morning I took Morgan
with me, and we proceeded to search the Grey Hills for
some trace of the lost professor. I will not weary you with
a description of the savage desolation of that tract of
country, a tract of utterest loneliness, of bare green hills
dotted over with grey limestone boulders, worn by the
ravages of time into fantastic semblances of men and
beast. Finally, after many hours of weary searching, we
found what I told you—the watch and chain, and purse,
and the ring—wrapped in a piece of coarse parchment.
When Morgan cut the gut that bound the parcel together,
and I saw the professor’s property, I burst into tears, but
the sight of the dreaded characters of the Black Seal re-
peated on the parchment froze me to silent horror, and I
think I understood for the first time the awful fate that
had come upon my late employer.

I have only to add that Progessor Gregg’s lawyer treated
my account of what had happened as a fairy tale, and
refused even to glance at the documents I laid before him.
It was he who was responsible for the statement that
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appeared in the public press, to the effect that Professor
Gregg had been drowned, and that his body must have
been swept into the open sea. _

Miss Lally stopped speaking, and looked at Mr. Phil-
lipps, with a glance of some inquiry. He, for his part, was
sunken in a deep reverie of thought; and when he looked
up and saw the bustle of the evening gathering in the
square, men and women hurrying to partake of dinner,
and crowds already besetting the music-halls, all the hum
and press of actual life seemed unreal and visionary, a
dream in the morning after an awakening.
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THE NOVEL OF THE WHITE POWDER

My name is Leicester; my father, Major-General Wyn
Leicester, a distinguished officer of artillery, succumbed
five years ago to a complicated liver complaint acquired
in the deadly climate of India. A year later my only
brother, Francis, came home after an exceptionally bril-
liant career at the University, and settled down with the
resolution of a hermit to master what has been well called
the great legend of the law. He was a man who seemed
to live in utter indifference to everything that is called
pleasure; and though he was handsomer than most men,
and could talk as merrily and wittily as if he were a mere
vagabond, he avoided society, and shut himself up in a
large room at the top of the house to make himself a
lawyer. Ten hours a day of hard reading was at first his
allotted portion; from the first light in the east to the late
afternoon he remained shut up with his books, taking a
hasty half-hour’s lunch with me as if he grudged the
wasting of the moments, and going out for a short walk
when it began to grow dusk. I thought that such relentless
application must be injurious, and tried to cajole him from
the crabbed textbooks, but his ardour seemed to grow
rather than diminish, and his daily tale of hours increased.
I spoke to him seriously, suggesting some occasional re-
laxation, if it were but an idle afternoon with a harmless
novel; but he laughed, and said that he read about feudal
tenures when he felt in need of amusement, and scoffed
at the notions of theatres, or a month’s fresh air. I con-
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fessed that he looked well, and seemed not to suffer from
his labours, but I knew that such unnatural toil would
take revenge at last, and I was not mistaken. A look of
anxiety began to lurk about his eyes, and he seemed
languid, and at last he avowed that he was no longer in
perfect health; he was troubled, he said, with a sensation
of dizziness, and awoke now and then of nights from fear-
ful dreams, terrified and cold with icy sweats. “I am taking
care of myself,” he said, “so you must not trouble; I passed
the whole of yesterday afternoon in idleness, leaning back
in that comfortable chair you gave me, and scribbling
nonsense on a sheet of paper. No, no; I will not overdo
my work; I shall be well enough in a week or two depend
upon it.”

Yet in spite of his assurances I could see that he grew
no better, but rather worse; he would enter the drawing-
room with a face all miserably wrinkled and despondent,
and endeavour to look gaily when my eyes fell on him,
and I thought such symptoms of evil omen, and was
frightened sometimes at the nervous irritation of his move-
ments, and at glances which I could not decipher. Much
against his will, I prevailed on him to have medical advice,
and with an ill grace he called in our old doctor.

Dr. Haberden cheered me after examination of his
patient.

“There is nothing really much amiss,” he said to me.
“No doubt he reads too hard and eats hastily, and then
goes back again to his books in too great a hurry, and
the natural sequence is some digestive trouble and a little
mischief in the nervous system. But I think—I do in-
deed, Miss Leicester—that we shall be able to set this
all right. I have written him a prescription which ought to
do great things. So you have no cause for anxiety.”

My brother insisted on having the prescription made
up by a chemist in the neighbourhood. It was an odd,
old-fashioned shop, devoid of the studied coquetry and
calculated glitter that make so gay a show on the counters
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and shelves of the modern apothecary; but Francis liked
the old chemist, and believed in the scrupulous purity of
his drugs. The medicine was sent in due course, and I
saw that my brother took it regularly after lunch and din-
ner. It was an innocent-looking white powder, of which
a little was dissolved in a glass of cold water; I stirred
it in, and it seemed to disappear, leaving the water clear
and colourless. At first Francis seemed to benefit greatly;
the weariness vanished from his face, and he became
more cheerful than he had ever been since the time when
he left school; he talked gaily of reforming himself, and
avowed to me that he had wasted his time.

“I have given too many hours to law,” he said, laugh-
ing; “I think you have saved me in the nick of time.
Come, I shall be Lord Chancellor yet, but I must not
forget life. You and I will have a holiday together before
long; we will go to Paris and enjoy ourselves, and keep
away from the Bibliothéque Nationale.”

I confessed myself delighted with the prospect.

“When shall we go?” I said. “I can start the day after
tomorrow if you like.”

“Ah! that is perhaps a little too soon; after all, I do
not know London yet, and I suppose a man ought to
give the pleasures of his own country the first choice. But
we will go off together in a week or two, so try and furbish
up your French. I only know law French myself, and I
am afraid that wouldn’t do.”

We were just finishing dinner, and he quaffed off his
medicine with a parade of carousal as if it had been wine
from some choicest bin.

“Has it any particular taste?” I said.

“No; I should not know I was not drinking water,”
and he got up from his chair and began to pace up and
down the room as if he were undecided as to what he
should do next.

“Shall we have coffee in the drawing-room?” I said;
“or would you like to smoke?”
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“No, I think I will take a turn; it seems a pleasant
evening. Look at the afterglow; why, it is as if a great
city were burning in flames, and down there between the
dark houses it is raining blood fast. Yes, I will go out;
I may be in soon, but I shall take my key; so good-night,
dear, if I don’t see you again.”

The door slammed behind him, and I saw him walk
lightly down the street, swinging his malacca cane, and
I felt grateful to Dr. Haberden for such an improvement.

I believe my brother came home very late that night,
but he was in a merry mood the next morning,.

“I walked on without thinking where I was going,”
he said, “enjoying the freshness of the air, and livened by
the crowds as I reached more frequented quarters. And
then I met an old college friend, Orford, in the press of the
pavement, and then—well, we enjoyed ourselves. I have
felt what it is to be young and a man; I find I have blood
in my veins, as other men have. I made an appointment
with Orford for to-night; there will be a little party of us
at the restaurant. Yes; I shall enjoy myself for a week
or two, and hear the chimes at midnight, and then we
will go for our little trip together.”

Such was the transmutation of my brother’s character
that in a few days he became a lover of pleasure, a care-
less and merry idler of western pavements, a hunter out of
snug restaurants, and a fine critic of fantastic dancing; he
grew fat before my eyes, and said no more of Paris, for
he had clearly found his paradise in London. I rejoiced,
and yet wondered a little; for there was, I thought, some-
thing in his gaiety that indefinitely displeased me, though
I could not have defined my feeling. But by degrees there
came a change; he returned still in the cold hours of the
morning, but I heard no more about his pleasures, and one
morning as we sat at breakfast together I looked suddenly
into his eyes and saw a stranger before me.

“Oh, Francis!” I cried. “Oh, Francis, Francis, what have
you done?” and rending sobs cut the words short. I went
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weeping out of the room; for though I knew nothing, yet
I knew all, and by some odd play of thought I remembered
the evening when he first went abroad, and the picture
of the sunset sky glowed before me; the clouds like a
city in burning flames, and the rain of blood. Yet I did
battle with such thoughts, resolving that perhaps, after all,
no great harm had been done, and in the evening at
dinner I resolved to press him to fix a day for our holiday
in Paris. We had talked easily enough, and my brother
had just taken his medicine, which he continued all the
while. I was about to begin my topic when the words
forming in my mind vanished, and I wondered for a
second what icy and intolerable weight oppressed my
heart and suffocated me as with the unutterable horror of
the coffin lid nailed down on the living.

We had dined without candles; the room had slowly
grown from twilight to gloom, and the walls and corners
were indistinct in the shadow. But from where I sat I
looked out into the street; and as I thought of what I
would say to Francis, the sky began to flush and shine,
as it had done on a well-remembered evening, and in the
gap between two dark masses that were houses an awful
pageantry of flame appeared—lurid whorls of writhed
cloud, and utter depths burning, grey masses like the
fume blown from a smoking city, and an evil glory blazing
far above ghot with tongues of more ardent fire, and
below as if there were a deep pool on blood. I looked down
to where by brother sat facing me, and the words were
shaped on my lips, when I saw his hand resting on the
table. Between the thumb and forefinger of the closed
hand there was a mark, a small patch about the size of a
sixpence, and somewhat of the colour of a bad bruise.
Yet, by some sense I cannot define, I knew that what I
saw was no bruise at all; oh! if human flesh could burn
with flame, and if flame could be black as pitch, such
was that before me. Without thought or fashioning of
words grey horror shaped within me at the sight, and in
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an inner cell it was known to be a brand. For the moment
the stained sky became dark as midnight, and when the
light returned to me I was alone in the silent room, and
soon after I heard my brother go out.

Late as it was, I put on my hat and went to Dr.
Haberden, and in his great consulting room, ill lighted
by a candle which the doctor brought in with him, with
stammering lips, and a voice that would break in spite
of my resolve, I told him all, from the day on which
my brother began to take the medicine down to the dread-
ful thing I had seen scarcely half an hour before.

When I had done, the doctor looked at me for a minute
with an expression of great pity on his face.

“My dear Miss Leicester,” he said, “you have evi-
dently been anxious about your brother; you have been
worrying over him, I am sure, Come, now, is it not so?”

“I have certainly been anxious,” I said. “For the last
week or two I have not felt at ease.”

“Quite so; you know, of course, what a queer thing the
brain is?”

“I understand what you mean; but I was not deceived.
I saw what I have told you with my own eyes.”

“Yes, yes, of course. But your eyes had been staring at
that very curious sunset we had to-night. That is the only
explanation. You will see it in the proper light tomorrow,
I am sure. But, remember, I am always ready to give any
help that is in my power; do not scruple to come to me,
or to send for me if you are in any distress.”

I went away but little comforted, all confusion and terror
and sorrow, not knowing where to turn. When my brother
and I met the next day, I looked quickly at him, and
noticed, with a sickening at heart, that the right hand, the
hand on which I had clearly seen the patch as of a black
fire, was wrapped up with a handkerchief.

“What is the matter with your hand, Francis?” I said
in a steady voice.

“Nothing of consequence. I cut a finger last night, and
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it bled rather awkwardly. So I did it up roughly to the
best of my ability.”

“I will do it neatly for you, if you like.”

“No, thank you, dear; this will answer very well.
Suppose we have breakfast; I am quite hungry.”

We sat down and I watched him. He scarcely ate or
drank at all, but tossed his meat to the dog when he
thought my eyes were turned away; there was a look in
his eyes that I had never yet seen, and the thought flashed
across my mind that it was a look that was scarcely human.
I was firmly convinced that awful and incredible as was
the thing I had seen the night before, yet it was no
illusion, no glamour of bewildered sense, and in the course
of the evening I went again to the doctor’s house.

He shook his head with an air puzzled and incredu-
lous, and seemed to reflect for a few minutes,

“And you say he still keeps up the medicine? But why?
As I understand, all the symptoms he complained of have
disappeared long ago; why should he go on taking the
stuff when he is quite well? And by the by, where did
he get it made up? At Sayce’s? I never send any one
there; the old man is getting careless, Suppose you come
with me to the chemist’s; I should like to have some talk
with him.”

We walked together to the shop; old Sayce knew Dr.
Haberden, and was quite ready to give any information.

“You have been sending that into Mr. Leicester for
some weeks, I think, on my prescription,” said the doctor,
giving the old man a pencilled scrap of paper.

The chemist put on his great spectacles with trembling
uncertainty, and held up the paper with a shaking hand.

“Oh, yes,” he said, “I have very little of it left; it is
rather an uncommon drug, and I have had it in stock
some time. I must get in some more, if Mr. Leicester
goes on with it.”

“Kindly let me have a look at the stuff,” said Haberden,
and the chemist gave him a glass bottle. He took out the
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stopper and smelt the contents, and looked strangely at
the old man.

“Where did you get this?” he said, “and what is it?
For one thing, Mr. Sayce, it is not what I prescribed.
Yes, yes, I see the label is right enough, but I tell you
this is not the drug.”

“I have had it a long time,” said the old man in feeble
terror; “I got it from Burbage’s in the usual way. It is
not prescribed often, and I have had it on the shelf for
some years. You see there is very little left.”

You had better give it to me,” said Haberden. “I am
afraid something wrong has happened.”

We went out of the shop in silence, the doctor carrying
the bottle neatly wrapped in paper under his arm.

“Dr. Haberden,” I said, when we had walked a little
way—*“Dr. Haberden.”

“Yes,” he said, looking at me gloomily enough.

“I should like you to tell me what my brother has
been taking twice a day for the last month or so.”

“Frankly, Miss Leicester, I don’t know, We will speak
of this when we get to my house.”

We walked on quickly without another word till we
reached Dr. Haberden’s. He asked me to sit down, and
began pacing up and down the room, his face clouded
over, as I could see, with no common fears.

“Well,” he said at length, “this is all very strange; it is
only natural that you should feel alarmed, and I must
confess that my mind is far from easy. We will put aside,
if you please, what you told me last night and this morning,
but the fact remains that for the last few weeks Mr.
Leicester has been impregnating his system with a drug
which is completely unknown to me. I tell you, it is not
what I ordered; and what the stuff in the bottle really is
remains to be seen.”

He undid the wrapper, and cautiously tilted a few grains
of the white powder on to a piece of paper, and peered
curiously at it.
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“Yes,” he said, “it is like the sulphate of quinine, as
you say; it is flaky. But smell it.”

He held the bottle to me, and I bent over it. It was
a strange, sickly smell, vaporous and overpowering, like
some strong anasthetic.

“I shall have it analysed,” said Haberden; “I have a
friend who has devoted his whole life to chemistry as a
science, Then we shall have something to go upon. No, no;
say no more about that other matter; I cannot listen to
that; and take my advice and think no more about it your-
self.”

That evening my brother did not go out as usual after
dinner.

“I have had my fling,” he said with a queer laugh, “and
I must go back to my old ways. A little law will be
quite a relaxation after so sharp a dose of pleasure,” and
he grinned to himself, and soon after went up to his room.
His hand was still all bandaged.

Dr. Haberden called a few days later.

“I have no special news to give you,” he said. “Chambers
is out of town, so I know no more about that stuff than
you do. But I should like to see Mr. Leicester, if he is in.”

“He is in his room,” I said; “I will tell him you are
here.”

“No, no, I will go up to him; we will have a little
quiet talk together. I dare say that we have made a good
deal of fuss about a very little; for, after all, whatever the
powder may be, it seems to have done him good.”

The doctor went upstairs, and standing in the hall I
heard his knock, and the opening and shutting of the door;
and then I waited in the silent house for an hour, and
the stillness grew more and more intense as the hands of
the clock crept round. Then there sounded from above
the noise of a door shut sharply, and the doctor was
coming down the stairs. His footsteps crossed the hall, and
there was a pause at the door; I drew a long, sick breath
with difficulty, and saw my face white in a little mirror,
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and he came in and stood at the door. There was an
unutterable horror shining in his eyes; he steadied himself
by holding the back of a chair with one hand, his lower
lip trembled like a horse’s, and he gulped and stammered
unintelligible sounds before he spoke.

“I have seen that man,” he began in a dry whisper.
“I have been sitting in his presence for the last hour.
My God! And I am alive and in my senses! I, who have
dealt with death all my life, and have dabbled with the
melting ruins of the earthly tabernacle. But not this, oh!
not this,” and he covered his face with his hands as if
to shut out the sight of something before him.

“Do not send for me again, Miss Leicester,” he said
with more composure. “I can do nothing in this house,
Good-bye.”

As I watched him totter down the steps, and along the
pavement towards his house, it seemed to me that he had
aged by ten years since the morning.

My brother remained in his room. He called out to me
in a voice I hardly recognized that he was very busy, and
would like his meals brought to his door and left there, and
I gave the order to the servants. From that day it seemed
as if the arbitrary conception we call time had been
annihilated for me; I lived in an ever present sense of hor-
ror, going through the routine of the house mechanically,
and only speaking a few necessary words to the servants.
Now and then I went out and paced the streets for an
hour or two and came home again; but whether I were
without or within, my spirit delayed before the closed
door of the upper room, and, shuddering, waited for it
to open. I have said that I scarcely reckoned time; but I
suppose it must have been a fortnight after Dr. Haberden’s
visit that I came home from my stroll a little refreshed
and lightened. The air was sweet and pleasant, and the
hazy form of green leaves, floating cloud-like in the
square, and the smell of blossoms, had charmed my
senses, and I felt happier and walked more briskly. As
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I delayed a moment at the verge of the pavement, waiting
for a van to pass by before crossing over to the house,
I happened to look up at the windows, and instantly
there was the rush and swirl of deep cold waters in my
ears, my heart leapt up and fell down, down as into a
deep hollow, and I was amazed with a dread and terror
without form or shape. I stretched out a hand blindly
through the folds of thick darkness, from the black and
shadowy valley, and held myself from falling, while the
stones beneath my feet rocked and swayed and tilted,
and the sense of solid things seemed to sink away from
under me. I had glanced up at the window of my brother’s
study, and at that moment the blind was drawn aside,
and something that had life stared out into the world. Nay,
I cannot say I saw a face or any human likeness; a living
thing, two eyes of burning flame glared at me, and they
were in the midst of something as formless as my fear,
the symbol and presence of all evil and all hideous cor-
ruption. I stood shuddering and quaking as with the grip
of ague, sick with unspeakable agonies of fear and
loathing, and for five minutes I could not summon
force or motion to my limbs. When I was within the
door, I ran up the stairs to my brother’s room and
knocked.

“Francis, Francis,” I cried, “for Heaven’s sake, answer
me. What is the horrible thing in your room? Cast it
out, Francis; cast it from you.”

I heard a noise as of feet shuffling slowly and awkward-
ly, and a choking, gurgling sound, as if some one was
struggling to find utterance, and then the noise of a
voice, broken and stifled, and words that I could scarcely
understand. :

“There is nothing here,” the voice said. “Pray do not
disturb me. I am not very well to-day.”

I turned away, horrified, and yet helpless. I could do
nothing, and I wondered why Francis had lied to me, for
I had seen the appearance beyond the glass too plainly to
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be deceived, though it was but the sight of a moment.
And I sat still, conscious that there had been something
else, something I had seen in the first flash of terror, be-
fore those burning eyes had looked at me. Suddenly I
remembered; as I lifted my face the blind was being
drawn back, and I had had an instant’s glance of the thing
that was moving it, and in my recollection I knew that a
hideous image was engraved forever on my brain. It was
not a hand; there were no fingers that held the blind, but a
black stump pushed it aside, the mouldering outline and
the clumsy movement as of a beast’s paw had glowed into
my senses before the darkling waves of terror had over-
whelmed me as I went down quick into the pit. My mind
was aghast at the thought of this, and of the awful pres-
ence that dwelt with my brother in his room; I went to his
door and cried to him again, but no answer came. That
night one of the servants came up to me and told me in a
whisper that for three days food had been regularly placed
at the door and left untouched; the maid had knocked but
had received no answer; she had heard the noise of shuf-
fling feet that I had noticed. Day after day went by, and
still my brother’s meals were brought to his door un-
touched; and though I knocked and called again and
again, I could get no answer. The servants began to talk
to me; it appeared they were as alarmed as I; the cook said
that when my brother first shut himself up in his room she
used to hear him come out at night and go about the
house; and once, she said, the hall door had opened and
closed again, but for several nights she had heard no sound.
The climax came at last; it was in the dusk of the evening,
and I was sitting in the darkening dreary room when a
terrible shriek jarred and rang harshly out of the silence,
and I heard a frightened scurry of feet dashing down
the stairs. I waited, and the servant maid staggered into
the room and faced me, white and trembling.

“Oh, Miss Helen!” she whispered; “oh! for the Lord’s
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sake, Miss Helen, what has happened? Look at my hand,
miss; look at that hand!”

I drew her to the window, and saw there was a black
wet stain upon her hand.

“I do not understand you,” I said. “Will you explain
to me?”

“I was doing your room just now,” she began. “I was
turning down the bedclothes, and all of a sudden there
was something fell upon my hand, wet, and I looked up,
and the ceiling was black and dripping on me.”

I looked hard at her and bit my lip.

“Come with me,” I said. “Bring your candle with you.”

The room I slept in was beneath my brother’s, and
as I went in I felt I was trembling. I looked up at the
ceiling, and saw a patch, all black and wet, and a dew of
black drops upon it, and a pool of horrible liquor
soaking into the white bedclothes.

I ran upstairs, and knocked loudly.

“Oh, Francis, Francis, my dear brother,” I cried, “what
has happened to you.”

And I listened. There was a sound of choking, and
a noise like water bubbling and regurgitating, but noth-
ing else, and I called louder, but no answer came.

In spite of what Dr. Haberden had said, I went to
him; with tears streaming down my cheeks I told him all
that had happened, and he listened to me with a face
set hard and grim.

“For your father’s sake,” he said at last, “I will go
with you, though I can do nothing.”

We went out together; the streets were dark and silent,
and heavy with heat and a drought of many weeks. I
saw the doctar’s face white under the gas-lamps, and when
we reached the house his hand was shaking. '

We did not hesitate, but went upstairs directly. I held
the lamp, and he called out in a loud, determined voice.

“Mr, Leicester, do you hear me? I insist on seeing you.
Answer me at once.”
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There was no answer, but we both heard that choking
noise I have mentioned.

“Mr. Leicester, I am waiting for you. Open the door
this instant, or I shall break it down.” And he called a
third time in a voice that rang and echoed from the walls—

“Mr. Leicester! For the last time I order you to open
the door.”

“Ah!” he said, after a pause of heavy silence, “we are
wasting time here. Will you be so kind as to get me a
poker, or something of the kind?”

I ran into a little room at the back where odd articles
were kept, and found a heavy adze-like tool that I
thought might serve the doctor’s purpose.

“Very good,” he said, “that will do, I dare say, I give
you notice, Mr. Leicester,” he cried loudly at-the key-
hole, “that I am now about to break into your room.”

Then I heard the wrench of the adze, and the wood-
work split and cracked under it; with a loud crash the
door suddenly burst open, and for a moment we started
back aghast at a fearful screaming cry, no human voice,
but as the roar of a monster, that burst forth inarticulate
and struck at us out of the darkness.

“Hold the lamp,” said the doctor, and we went in and
glanced quickly round the room.

“There it is,” said Dr. Haberden, drawing a quick
breath; “look, in that corner.”

I looked, and a pang of horror seized my heart as with
a white-hot iron. There upon the floor was a dark and
putrid mass, seething with corruption and hideous rotten-
ness, neither liquid nor solid, but melting and changing
before our eyes, and bubbling with unctuous oily bubbles
like boiling pitch. And out of the midst of it shone two
burning points like eyes, and I saw a writhing and stirring
as of limbs, and something moved and lifted up what
might have been an arm. The doctor took a step forward,
raised the iron bar and struck at the burning points; he
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drove in the weapon, and struck again and again in the
fury of loathing.

A week or two later, when I had recovered to some ex-
tent from the terrible shock, Dr. Haberden came to see
me.

“I have sold my practice,” he began, “and to-morrow
I am sailing on a long voyage. I do not know whether I
shall ever return to England; in all probability I shall buy
a little land in California, and settle there for the remainder
of my life. I have brought you this packet, which you may
open and read when you feel able to do so. It contains
the report of Dr. Chambers on what I submitted to him.
Good-bye, Miss Leicester, good-bye.”

When he was gone I opened the envelope; I could not
wait, and proceeded to read the papers within. Here is
the manuscript, and if you will allow me, I will read you
the astounding story it contains.

My dear Haberden, the letter began, I have delayed
inexcusably in answering your questions as to the white
substance you sent me. To tell you the truth, I have hesi-
tated for some time as to what course I should adopt, for
there is a bigotry and orthodox standard in physical sci-
ence as in theology, and 1 knew that if I told you the
truth I should offend rooted prejudices which I once held
dear myself. However, I have determined to be plain with
you, and first I must enter into a short personal explana-
tion.

You have known me, Haberden, for many years as a
scientific man; you and I have often talked of our pro-
fession together, and discussed the hopeless gulf that opens
before the feet of those who think to attain to truth by any
means whatsoever except the beaten way of experiment
and observation in the sphere of material things. I remem-
ber the scorn with which you have spoken to me of men of
science who have dabbled a little in the unseen, and have
timidly hinted that perhaps the senses are not, after all,
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the eternal, impenetrable bounds of all knowledge, the
everlasting walls beyond which no human being has
ever passed, We have laughed together heartily, and 1
think justly, at the “occult’ follies of the day, disguised
under various names—the mesmerism, spiritualisms, ma-
terializations, theosophies, all the rabble rout of imposture,
with their machinery of poor tricks and feeble conjuring,
the true back parlour of shabby London streets. Yet, in
spite of what I have said, I must confess to you that I am
no materialist, taking the word of course in its usual sig-
nification, It is now many Yyears since 1 have convinced
myself—convinced myself, a sceptic, remember—that
the old ironbound theory is utterly and entirely false.
Perhaps this confession will not wound you so sharply as
it would have done twenty years ago; for I think you can-
not have failed to notice that for some time hypotheses
have been advanced by men of pure science which are
nothing less than transcendental, and 1 suspect that most
modern chemists and biologists of repute would not hesi-
tate to subscribe the dictum of the old Schoolman, Omnia
exeunt in mysterium, which means, I take it, that every
branch of human knowledge if traced up to its source and
final principles vanishes into mystery. 1 need not trouble
you now with a detailed account of the painful steps which
led me to my conclusions; a few simple experiments sug-
gested a doubt as to my then standpoint, and a train of
thought that rose from circumstances comparatively tri-
fling brought me far; my old conception of the universe has
been swept away, and I stand in a world that seems as
strange and awful to me as the endless waves of the ocean
seen for the first time, shining, from a peak in Darien.
Now I know that the walls of sense that seemed so im-=
penetrable, that seemed to loom up above the heavens
and to be founded below the depths, and to shut us in for
evermore, are no such everlasting impassable barriers as
we fancied, but thinnest and most airy veils that melt away
before the seeker, and dissolve as the early mist of the
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morning about the brooks. I know that you never adopted
the extreme materialistic position; you did not go about
trying to prove a universal negative, for your logical sense
withheld you from that crowning absurdity; but I am sure
that you will find all that I am saying strange and re-
pellent to your habits of thought. Yet, Haberden, what I
tell you is the truth, nay, to adopt our common language,
the sole and scientific truth, verified by experience; and
the universe is verily more splendid and more awful
than we used to dream. The whole universe, my friend
is a tremendous sacrament; a mystic, ineffable force and
energy, veiled by an outward form of matter; and man,
and the sun and the other stars, and the flower of the grass,
and the crystal in the test-tube, are each and every one as
spiritual, as material, and subject to an inner working.

You will perhaps wonder, Haberden, whence all this
tends; but I think a little thought will make it clear. You
will understand that from such a standpoint the whole
view of things is changed, and what we thought incred-
ible and absurd may be possible enough. In short, we
must look at legend and belief with other eyes, and be
prepared to accept tales that had become mere fables.
Indeed this is no such great demand, After all, modern
science will concede as much, in a hypocritical manner; you
must not, it is true, believe in witchcraft, but you may
credit hypnotism; ghosts are out of date, but there is a
good deal to be said for the theory of telepathy. Give
superstition a Greek name, and believe in it, should al-
most be a proverb.

So much for my personal explanation. You sent me,
Haberden, a phial, stoppered and sealed, containing a
small quantity of flaky white powder, obtained from a
chemist who has been dispensing it to one of your patients.
1 am not surprised to hear that this powder refused to
yield any results to your analysis. It is a substance which
was known to a few many hundred years ago, but which
I never expected to have submitted to me from the shop
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of a modern apothecary. There seems no reason to doubt
the truth of the man’s tale; he no doubt got, as he says,
the rather uncommon salt you prescribed from the whole-
sale chemist’s; and it has probably remained on his shelf
for twenty years, or perhaps longer. Here what we call
chance and coincidence begin to work; during all these
years the salt in the bottle was exposed to certain recurring
variations of temperature, variations probably ranging
from 40° to 80°, And, as it happens, such changes, re-
curring year after year at irregular intervals, and with
varying degrees of intensity and duration, have constituted
a process, and a process so complicated and so delicate,
that 1 question whether modern scientific apparatus di-
rected with the utmost precision could produce the same
result. The white powder you sent me is something very
different from the drug you prescribed; it is the powder
from which the wine of the Sabbath, the Vinum Sabbati,
was prepared. No doubt you have read of the Witches’
Sabbath, and have laughed at the tales which terrified
our ancestors; the black cats, and the broomsticks, and
dooms pronounced against some old woman’s cow. Since
I have known the truth I have often reflected that it is on
the whole a happy thing that such burlesque as this is
believed, for it serves to conceal much that it is better
should not be known generally. However, if you care to
read the appendix to Payne Knight's monograph, you will
find that the true Sabbath was something very different,
though the writer has bery nicely refrained from printing
all he knew. The secrets of the true Sabbath were the
secrets of remote times surviving into the Middle Ages,
secrets of an evil science which existed long before Aryan
man entered Europe, Men and women, seduced from their
homes on specious pretences, were met by beings well
qualified to assume, as they did assume, the part of devils,
and taken by their guides to some desolate and lonely
place, known to the initiate by long tradition, and un-
known to all else. Perhaps it was a cave in some bare
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and windswept hill, perhaps some inmost recess of a
great forest, and there the Sabbath was held. There, in
the blackest hour of night, the Vinum Sabbati was pre-
pared, and this evil graal was poured forth and offered to
the neophytes, and they partook of an infernal sacrament;
sumentes calicem principis inferorum, as an old author
well expresses it. And suddenly, each one that had drunk
found himself attended by a companion, a shape of glam-
our and unearthly allurement, beckoning him apart, to
share in joys more exquisite, more piercing than the thrill
of any dream, to the consummation of the marriage of
the Sabbath, It is hard to write of such things as these, and
chiefly because that shape that allured with loveliness was
no hallucination, but, awful as it is to express, the man
himself. By the power of that Sabbath wine, a few grains
of white powder thrown into a glass of water, the house of
life was driven asunder and the human trinity dissolved, and
the worm which never dies, that which lies sleeping within
us all, was made tangible and an external thing, and clothed
with a garment of flesh. And then, in the hour of midnight,
the primal fall was repeated and re-presented, and the
awful thing veiled in the mythos of the Tree in the Gar-
den was done anew. Such was the nuptiae Sabbati.

I prefer to say no more; you, Haberden, know as well
as I do that the most trivial laws of life are not to be bro-
ken with impunity; and for so terrible an act as this, in
which the very inmost place of the temple was broken
open and defiled, a terrible vengeance followed. What be-
gan with corruption ended also with corruption.

Underneath is the following in Dr. Haberden’s writing:

The whole of the above is unfortunately strictly and
entirely true, Your brother confessed all to me on that
morning when I saw him in his room. My attention was
first attracted to the bandaged hand, and I forced him to
show it me. What I saw made me, a medical man of many
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years’ standing, grow sick with loathing, and the story I
was forced to listen to was infinitely more frightful than I
could have believed possible, It has tempted me to doubt
the Eternal Goodness which can permit nature to offer
such hideous possibilities; and if you had not with your
own eyes seen the end, 1 should have said to you—dis-
believe it all. 1 have not, I think, many more weeks to
live, but you are young, and may forget all this.
Joseph Haberden, M. D.

In the course of two or three months I heard that Dr.

Haberden had died at sea shortly after the ship left En-
gland.
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THE BOWMEN

It was during the retreat of the eighty thousand, and the
authority of the censorship is sufficient excuse for not
being more explicit. But it was on the most awful day
of that awful time, on the day when ruin and disaster
came so near that their shadow fell over London far away;
and, without any certain news, the hearts of men failed
within them and grew faint; as if the agony of the army
in the battlefield had entered into their souls,

On this dreadful day, then, when three hundred thou-
sand men in arms with all their artillery swelled like a
flood against the little English company, there was one
point above all other points in our battle line that was
for a time in awful danger, not merely of defeat, but of
utter annihilation. With the permission of the censorship
and of the military expert, this corner may, perhaps, be
described as a salient, and if this angle were crushed and
broken, then the English force as a whole would be
shattered, the Allied left would be turned, and Sedan
would inevitably follow.

All the morning the German guns had thundered and
shrieked against this corner, and against the thousand or
so of men who held it. The men joked at the shells,
and found funny names for them, and had bets about
them, and greeted them with scraps of music-hall songs.
But the shells came on and burst, and tore good English-
men limb from limb, and tore brother from brother, and
as the heat of the day increased so did the fury of that
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terrific cannonade. There was no help it seemed. The
English artillery was good, but there was not nearly enough
of it; it was being steadily battered into scrap iron.

There comes a moment in a storm at sea when people
say to one another: “It is at its worst; it can blow no
harder,” and then there is a blast ten times more fierce
than any before it. So it was in these British trenches,

There were no stouter hearts in the whole world than
the hearts of these men; but even they were appalled as
this seven-times-heated hell of the German cannonade
fell upon them and overwhelmed them and destroyed
them. And at this very moment they saw from their
trenches that a tremendous host was moving against their
lines. Five hundred of the thousand remained, and as far
as they could see the German infantry was pressing on
against them, column upon column, a grey world of men,
ten thousand of them, as it appeared afterwards.

There was no hope at all. They shook hands, some
of them, One man improvised a new version of the battle-
song, Good-bye, Good-bye to Tipperary, ending with
“And we shan’t get there.” And they all went on firing
steadily. The officers pointed out that such an opportunity
for high-class, fancy shooting might never occur again; the
Germans dropped line after line; the Tipperary humorist
asked: “What price Sidney Street?” And the few machine
guns did their best. But everybody knew it was of no
use. The dead grey bodies lay in companies and battalions,
as others came on and on and on, and they swarmed and
stirred and advanced from beyond and beyond.

“World without end. Amen,” said one of the British
soldiers with some irrelevance as he took aim and fired,
And then he remembered—he says he cannot think why
or wherefore—a queer vegetarian restaurant in London
where he had once or twice eaten eccentric dishes of cut-
lets made of lentils and nuts that pretended to be steak.
On all the plates in this restaurant there was printed a
figure of St. George in blue, with the motto, Adsit Anglis
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Sanctus Georgius—May St. George be a present help
to the English. This soldier happened to know Latin and
other usless things, and now, as he fired at his man in the
grey advancing mass—three hundred yards away—he
uttered the pious vegetarian motto. He went on firing to
the end, and at last Bill on his right had to clout him
cheerfully over the head to make him stop, pointing out as
he did so that the King’s ammunition cost money and was
not lightly to be wasted in drilling funny patterns into
dead Germans.

For as the Latin scholar uttered his invocation he feIt
something between a shudder and an electric shock pass
through his body. The roar of the battle died down in his
ears to a gentle murmur; instead of it, he says, he heard a
great voice and a shout louder than a thunder-peal crying;
“Array, array, array!”

His heart grew hot as a burning coal, it grew cold as
ice within him, as it seemed to him that a tumult of
voices answered to his summons. He heard, or seemed to
hear, thousands shouting: “St. George! St. George!”

“Ha! messire; ha sweet Saint, grant us good deliv-
erance!”

“St. George for merry England!”

“Harow! Harow! Monseigneur St. George, succour us.”

“Hal! St. George! Ha! St. George! a long bow and a
strong bow.”

“Heaven’s Knight, aid us!”

And as the soldier heard these voices he saw before
him, beyond the trench, a long line of shapes, with a
shining about them. They were like men who drew the
bow, and with another shout their cloud of arrows flew
singing and tingling through the air towards the German
hosts.

The other men in the trench were firing all the while,
They had no hope; but they aimed just as if they had been
shooting at Bisley.
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Suddenly one of them lifted up his voice in the plainest
English.

“Gawd help us!” he bellowed to the man next to him,
“but we're blooming marvels! Look at those grey . . .
gentlemen, look at them! D’ye see them? They’re not go-
ing down in dozens, nor in ’undreds; it’s thousands, it is.
Look! Look! there’s a regiment gone while I'm talking to

[

“Shut it!” the other soldier bellowed, taking aim, “what
are ye gassing about?”

But he gulped with astonishment even as he spoke, for,
indeed, the grey men were falling by the thousands. The
English could hear the guttural scream of the German
officers, the crackle of their revolvers as they shot the re-
luctant; and still line after line crashed to the earth.

All the while the Latin-bred soldier heard the cry:

“Harow! Harow! Monseigneur, dear Saint, quick to our
aid! St. George help us!”

“High Chevalier, defend us!”

The singing arrows fled so swift and thick that they
darkened the air; the heathen horde melted from before
them.

“More machine guns!” Bill yelled to Tom.

“Don’t hear them,” Tom yelled back. “But, thank God,
anyway; they’ve got it in the neck.”

In fact, there were ten thousand dead German soldiers
left before that salient of the English army, and con-
sequently there was no Sedan. In Germany, a country
ruled by scientific principles, the great general staff de-
cided that the contemptible English must have employed
shells containing an unknown gas of a poisonous nature,
as no wounds were discernible on the bodies of the
dead German soldiers. But the man who knew what nuts
tasted like when they called themselves steak knew also
that St. George had brought his Agincourt bowmen to
help the English.
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THE HAPPY CHILDREN

A day after the Christmas of 1915, my professional duties
took me up north; or to be as precise as our present con-
ventions, allow, to “the north-eastern district.” There was
some singular talk; mad gossip of the Germans having a
“dug-out” somewhere by Malton Head. Nobody seemed
to be quite clear as to what they were doing there or what
they hoped to do there; but the report ran like wildfire
from one foolish mouth to another, and it was thought
desirable that the whole silly tale should be tracked down
to its source and exposed or denied once and for all

I went up, then, to that north-eastern district on Sunday,
December 26th, 1915, and pursued my investigations
from Helmsdale Bay, which is a small watering-place with-
in a couple of miles of Malton Head. The people of the
dales and the moors had just heard of the fable, I found,
and regarded it all with supreme and sour contempt. So
far as I could make out, it originated from the games of
some children who had stayed at Helmsdale Bay in the
summer, They had acted a rude drama of German spies
and their capture, and had used Helby Cavern, between
Helmsdale and Malton Head, as the scene of their play.
That was all; the fools apparently had done the rest; the
fools who believed with all their hearts in “the Russians,”
and got cross with anyone who expressed a doubt as to
“the Angels of Mons.”

“Gang oop to beasten and tell them sike a tale and
they’ll not believe it,” said one dalesman to me; and I
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have a suspicion that he thought that I, who had come so
many hundred miles to investigate the story, was but
little wiser than those who credited it. He could not be
expected to understand that a journalist has two offices—
to proclaim the truth and to denounce the lie.

I had finished with “the Germans” and their dug-out
early in the afternoon of Monday, and I decided to break
the journey home at Banwick, which I had often heard
of as a beautiful and curious old place. So I took the
one-thirty train, and went wandering inland, and stopped
at many unknown stations in the midst of great levels, and
changed at Marishes Ambo, and went on again through
a strange land in the dimness of the winter afternoon.
Somehow the trail left the level and glided down into a
deep and narrow dell, dark with winter woods, brown
with withered bracken, solemn in its loneliness. The only
thing that moved was the swift and rushing stream that
foamed over the boulders and then lay still in brown pools
under the bank.

The dark woods scattered and thinned into groups of
stunted, ancient thorns; great grey rocks, strangely shaped,
rose out of the ground; crenellated rocks rose on the
heights on either side. The brooklet swelled and became
a river, and always following this river we came to Ban-
wick soon after the setting of the sun.

I saw the wonder of the town in the light of the after-
glow that was red in the west. The clouds blossomed
into rose-gardens; there were seas of fairy green that swam
about isles of crimson light; there were clouds like spears
of flame, like dragons of fire. And under the mingling
lights and colours of such a sky Banwick went down to
the pools of its land-locked harbour and climbed again
across the bridge towards the ruined abby and the great
church on the hill.

I came from the station by an ancient street, winding
and narrow, with cavernous closes and yards opening
from it on either side, and flights of uneven steps going
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upward to high terraced houses, or downward to the har-
bour and the incoming tide. I saw there many gabled
houses, sunken with age far beneath the level of the pave-
ment, with dipping roof-trees and bowed doorways, with
traces of grotesque carving on their walls, And when I
stood on the quay, there on the other side of the harbour
was the most amazing confusion of red-tiled roofs
that T had ever seen, and the great grey Norman church
high on the bare hill above them; and below them the
boats swinging in the swaying tide, and the water burning
in the fires of the sunset. It was the town of a magic
dream. I stood on the quay till the shining had gone
from the sky and the waterpools, and the winter night
came down dark upon Banwick.

I found an old snug inn just by the harbour, where I
had been standing. The walls of the rooms met each other
at odd and unexpected angles; there were strange projec-
tions and juttings of masonry, as if one room were trying
to force its way into another; there were indications as
of unthinkable staircases in the cormers of the ceilings.
But there was a bar where Tom Smart would have loved
to sit, with a roaring fire and snug, old elbow chairs
about it and pleasant indiactions that if “something warm”
were wanted after supper it could be generously supplied.

I sat in this pleasant place for an hour or two and
talked to the pleasant people of the town who came in
and out. They told me of the old adventures and indus-
tries of the town. It had once been, they said, a great
whaling port, and then there had been a lot of shipbuild-
ing, and later Banwick had been famous for its amber-
cutting. “And now there’s nowt,” said one of the men in
the bar; “but we get on none so badly.”

I went out for a stroll before my supper. Banwick was
now black, in thick darkness. For good reasons not a sin-
gle lamp was lighted in the streets, hardly a gleam showed
from behind the closely curtained windows. It was as if
one walked a town of the Middle Ages, and with the an-
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cient overhanging shapes of the houses dimly visible I
was reminded of those strange, cavernous pictures of
medizval Paris and Tours that Doré drew.

Hardly anyone was abroad in.the streets; but all the
courts and alleys seemed alive with children. I could just
see little white forms fluttering to and fro as they ran in
and out, And I never heard such happy children’s voices,
Some were singing, some were laughing; and peering into
one black cavern, I made out a ring of children dancing
round and round and chanting in clear voices a wonder-
ful melody; some old tune of local tradition, as I supposed,
for its modulations were such as I had never heard be-
fore.

I went back to my tavern and spoke to the landlord
about the number of children who were playing about
the dark streets and courts, and how delightfully happy
they all seemed to be.

He looked at me steadily for a moment, and then said:

“Well, you see, sir, the children have got a bit out of
hand of late; their fathers are out at the front, and their
mothers can’t keep them in order. So they’re running a
bit wild.”

There was something odd about his manner. I could
not make out exactly what the oddity was, or what it
meant. I could see that my remark had somehow made
him uncomfortable; but I was at a loss to know what I
had done. I had my supper, and then sat down for a
couple of hours to settle “the Germans” of Malton Head.

I finished my account of the German myth, and instead
of going to bed, I determined that I would have one more
look at Banwick in its wonderful darkness. So I went
out and crossed the bridge, and began to climb up the
street on the other side, where there was that strange
huddle of red roofs mounting one above the other that
I had seen in the afterglow. And to my amazement I
found that these extraordinary Banwick children were
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still about and abroad, still revelling and carolling, danc-
ing and singing, standing, as I supposed, on the top of the
flights of steps that climbed from the courts up the hill-
side, and so having the appearance of floating in mid air,
And their happy laughter rang out like bells on the night,

It was a quarter past eleven when I had left my inn,
and I was just thinking that the Banwick mothers had
indeed allowed indulgence to go too far, when the chil-
dren began again to sing that old melody that I had
heard in the evening. And now the sweet, clear voices
swelled out into the night, and, I thought, must be num-
bered by hundreds. I was standmg in a dark alleyway,
and I saw with amazement that the children were passing
me in a long procession that wound up the hill towards
the abbey. Whether a faint moon now rose, or whether
clouds passed from before the stars, I do not know; but
the air lighténed, and I could see the children plainly as
they went by singing, with the rapture and exultation of
them that sing in the woods in springtime.

They were all in white, but some of them had strange
marks upon them which, I supposed, were of significance
in this fragment of some traditional mystery-play that I
was beholding. Many of them had wreaths of dripping
seaweed about their brows; one showed a painted scar
on her throat; a tiny boy held open his white robe, and
pointed to a dreadful wound above his heart, from which
the blood seemed to flow; another child held out his
hands wide apart and the palms looked torn and bleed-
ing, as if they had been pierced. One of the children held
up a little baby in her arms, and even the infant showed
the appearance of a wound on its face.

The procession passed me by, and I heard it still sing-
ing as if in the sky as it went on its steep way up the
hill to the ancient church. I went back to my inn, and as
I crossed the bridge it suddenly struck me that this was
the eve of the Holy Innocents’. No doubt I had seen a
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confused relic of some medizval observance, and when
I got back to the inn I asked the landlord about it.

Then I understood the meaning of the strange expres-
sion I had seen on the man’s face, He was sick and shud-
dering with terror; he drew away from me as though I
were a messenger from the dead.

Some weeks after this I was reading in a book called
The Ancient Rites of Banwick. It was written in the reign
of Queen Elizabeth by some anonymous person who had
seen the glory of the old abbey, and then the desolation
that had come to it. I found this passage:

And on Childermas Day, -at midnight, there was
done there a marvellous. solemn service. For when
the monks had ended their singing of Te Deum at
their Mattins, there came unto the altar the lord ab-
bot, gloriously arrayed in a vestment of cloth of
gold, so that it was a great marvel to behold him.
And there came also into the church all the chil-
dren that were of tender years of Banwick, and they
were all clothed in white robes. And then began
the lord abbot to sing the Mass of the Holy Inno-
cents. And when the sacring of the Mass was ended,
then there came up from the church into the quire
the youngest child that there was present that might
hold himself aright. And this child was borne up to
the high altar, and the lord abbot set the little child
upon a golden and glistering throne afore the high
altar, and bowed down and worshipped him, sing-
ing, “Talium Regnum Coelorum, Alleluya. Of such
is the Kingdom of Heaven. Alleluya,” and all the
quire answered singing, “Amicti sunt stolis albis,
Alleluya, Alleluya; They are clad in white robes,
Alleluya, Alleluya.” And then the prior and all the
monks in their order did like worship and reverence
to the little child that was upon the throne.
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I had seen the White Order of the Innocents. I had
seen those who came singing from the deep waters that
are about the Lusitania; 1 had seen the innocent martyrs
of the fields of Flanders and France rejoicing as they went
up to hear their Mass in the spiritual place.
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THE BRIGHT BOY

1

Young Joseph Last, having finally gone down from
Oxford, wondered a good deal what he was to do next
and for the years following next. He was an orphan from
early boyhood, both his parents having died of typhoid
within a few days of each other when Joseph was ten
years old, and he remembered very little of Dunham,
where his father ended a long line of solicitors, practising
in the place since 1707. The Lasts had once been very
comfortably off. They had intermarried now and again
with the gentry of the neighbourhood and did a good
deal of the county business, managing estates, collecting
rents, officiating as stewards for several manors, living
generally in a world of quiet but snug prosperity, rising
to their greatest height, perhaps, during the Napoleonic
Wars and afterwards. And then they began to decline,
not violently at all, but very gently, so that it was many
years before they were aware of the process that was go-
ing on, slowly, surely. Economists, no doubt, understand
very well how the country and the country town grad-
ually became less important soon after the Battle of Wa-
terloo; and the causes of the decay and change which
vexed Cobbett so sadly, as he saw, or thought he saw,
the life and strength of the land being sucked up to nour-
ish the monstrous excrescence of London, Anyhow, even
before the railways came, the assembly rooms of the
country towns grew dusty and desolate, the county fami-
lies ceased to come to their “town houses” for the winter
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season, and the little theatres, where Mrs. Siddons and
Grimaldi had appeared in their divers parts, rarely opened
their doors, and the skilled craftsmen, the clock-makers
and the furniture-makers and the like began to drift away
to the big towns and to the capital city. So it was with
Dunham. Naturally the fortunes of the Lasts sank with
the fortunes of the town; and there had been speculations
which had not turned out well, and people spoke of a
heavy loss in foreign bonds. When Joseph’s father died,
it was found that there was enough to educate the boy
and keep him in strictly modest comfort and not much
more.

He had his home with an uncle who lived at Blackheath,
and after a few years at Mr, Jones’s well-known prepara-
tory school, he went to Merchant Taylors and thence to
Oxford. He took a decent degree (2nd in Greats) and
then began that wondering process as to what he was to
do with himself. His income would keep him in chops
and steaks, with an occasional roast fowl, and three or
four weeks on the Continent once a year. If he liked,
he could do nothing, but the prospect seemed tame and
boring. He was a very decent classical scholar, with some-
thing more than the average schoolmaster’s purely tech-
nical knowledge of Latin and Greek and professional in-
terest in them: still, schoolmastering seemed his only clear
and obvious way of employing himself. But it did not
secem likely that he would get a post at any of the big
public schools. In the first place, he had rather neglected
his opportunities at Oxford. He had gone to one of the
obscurer colleges, one of those colleges which you may
read about in memoirs dealing with the first years of the
nineteenth century as centres and fountains of intellec-
tual life; which for some reason or no reason have fallen
into the shadow. There is nothing against them in any
way; but nobody speaks of them any more. In one of
these places Joseph Last made friends with good fellows,
quiet and cheerful men like himself; but they were not, in
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the technical sense of the term, the “good friends” which
a prudent young man makes at the university. One or two
had the bar in mind, and two or three the civil service;
but most of them were bound for country curacies and
country offices. Generally, and for practical purposes,
they were “out of it”: they were not the men whose
whispers could lead to anything profitable in high quar-
ters. And then, again, even in those days, games were
getting important in the creditable schools; and there,
young Last was very decidedly out of it. He wore spec-
tacles with lenses divided in some queer manner: his ath-
letic disability was final and complete.

He pondered, and thought at first of setting up a small
preparatory school in one of the well-to-do London sub-
urbs; a dayschool where parents might have their boys
well grounded from the very beginning, for compara-
tively modest fees, and yet have their upbringing in their
own hands. It had often struck Last that it was a bar-
barous business to send a little chap of seven or eight
away from the comfortable and affectionate habit of his
home to a strange place among cold strangers; to bare
boards, an inky smell, and grammar on an empty stom-
ach in the morning. But consulting with Jim Newman
of his old college, he was warned by that sage to drop
his scheme and leave it on the ground. Newman pointed
out in the first place that there was no money in teaching
unless it was combined with hotel-keeping. That, he said,
was all right, and more than all right; and he surmised
that many people who kept hotels in the ordinary way
would give a good deal to practise their art and mystery
under housemaster’s rules. “You needn’t pay so very much
for your furniture, you know. You don’t want to make
the boys into young sybarites. Besides, there’s nothing a
healthy-minded boy hates more than stuffiness: what he
likes is clean fresh air and plenty of it. And, you know,
old chap, fresh air is cheap enough. And then with the
food, there’s apt to be trouble in the ordinary hotel if it’s
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uneatable; but in the sort of hotel we’re talking of, a little
accident with the beef or mutton affords a very valuable
opportunity for the exercise of the virtue of self-denial.”

Last listened to all this with a mournful grin.

“You seem to know all about it,” he said, “Why don’t
you go in for it yourse

“I couldn’t keep my tongue in my cheek. Besides, I
don’t think it’s fair sport. 'm going out to India in the
autumn. What about pig-sticking?”

“And there’s another thing,” he went on after a medita-
tive pause. “That notion of yours about a day prep school
is rotten. The parents wouldn’t say thank you for letting
them keep their kids at home when they’re all small and
young. Some people go so far as to say that the chief
purpose of schools is to allow parents a good excuse for
getting rid of their children. That’s nonsense, Most fa-
thers and mothers are very fond of their children and
like to have them about the house; when they’re young, at
all events. But somehow or other, they’ve got it into their
heads that strange schoolmasters know more about bring-
ing up a small boy than his own people; and there it is.
So, on all counts, drop that scheme of yours.”

Last thought it over, and looked about him in the
scholastic world, and came to the conclusion that Newman
was right, For two or three years he took charge of reading
parties in the long vacation. In the winter he found oc-
cupation in the coaching of backward boys, in preparing
boys not so backward for scholarship examinations; and
his little text-book, Beginning Greek, was found quite use-
ful in lower school. He did pretty well on the whole,
though the work began to bore him sadly, and such
money as he earned, added to his income, enabled him
to live in the way he liked, comfortably enough. He had a
couple of rooms in one of the streets going down from the
Strand to the river, for which he paid a pound a week, had
bread and cheese and odds and ends for lunch, with beer
from his own barrel in the cellar, and dined simply but
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sufficiently now in one, now in another of the snug taverns
which then abounded in the quarter. And, now and again,
once a month or so, perhaps, instead of the tavern din-
ners, there was the play at the Vaudeville or the Olympic,
the Globe or the Strand, with supper and something hot
to follow. The evening might turn into a little party: old
Oxford friends would look him up in his rooms between
six and seven; Zouch would gather from the Temple and
Medwin from Buckingham Street, and possibly Garraway,
taking the Yellow Albion bus, would descend from his
remote steep in the northern parts of London, would
knock at 14, Mowbray Street, and demand pipes, porter,
and the pit at a good play. And, on rare occasions, an-
other member of the little society, Noel, would turn up.
Noel lived at Turnham Green in a red brick house which
was then thought merely old-fashioned, which would
now—but it was pulled down long ago—be distinguished
as choice Queen Anne or Early Georgian. He lived there
with his father, a retired official of the British Museum,
and through a man whom he had known at Oxford, he
had made some way in literary journalism, contributing
regularly to an important weekly paper, Hence the con-
sequence of his occasional descents on Buckingham Street,
Mowbray Street, and the Temple, Noel, as in some sort
a man of letters, or, at least, a professional journalist,
was a member of Blacks’ Club, which in those days had
exiguous premises in Maiden Lane. Noel would go round
the haunts of his friends, and gather them to stout and
oysters, and guide them into some neighbouring theatre
pit, whence they viewed excellent acting and a cheerful,
nonsensical play, enjoyed both, and were ready for sup-
per at the Tavistock. This done, Noel would lead the
party to Blacks’, where they, very likely, saw some of the
actors who had entertained them earlier in the evening,
and Noel's friends, the journalists and men of letters,
with a painter and a black-and-white man here and
there, Here, Last enjoyed himself very much, more es-
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pecially among the actors, who seemed to him more
genial than the literary men. He became especially friend-
ly with one of the players, old Meredith Mandeville, who
had talked with the elder Kean, was reliable in the smaller
Shakespearean parts, and had engaging tales to tell of
early days in county circuits. “You had nine shillings a
week to begin with. When you got to fifteen shillings you
gave your landlady eight or nine shillings, and had the
rest to play with. You felt a prince. And the county fami-
lies often used to come and see us in the Green Room:
most agreeable.”

With this friendly old gentleman, whose placid and
genial serenity was not marred at all by incalculable quan-
tities of gin, Last loved to converse, getting glimpses of a
life strangely remote from his own: vagabondage, inse-
curity, hard times, and jollity; and against it all as a back-
ground, the lighted murmur of the stage, voices uttering
tremendous things, and the sense of moving in two worlds.
The old man, by his own account, had not been eminently
prosperous or successful, and yet he had relished his life,
and drew humours from its disadvantages, and made hard
times seem an adventure. Last used to express his envy
of the player’s career, dwelling on the dull insignificance
of his own labours, which, he said, were a matter of tin-
kering small boys’ brains, teaching older boys the tricks
of the examiners, and generally doing things that didn’t
matter.

“It’s no more education than bricklaying is architec~
ture,” he said one night. “And there’s no fun in it.”

Old Mandeville, on his side, listened with interest to
these revelations of a world as strange and unknown to
him as the life of the floats was to the tutor. Broadly
speaking, he knew nothing of any books but play books.
He had heard, no doubt, of things called examinations,
as most people have heard of Red Indian initiations; but
to him one was as remote as the other. It was interesting
and strange to him to be sitting at Blacks’ and actually
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talking to a decent young fellow who was seriously en-
gaged in this queer business. And there were—DLast noted
with amazement—points at which their two circles
touched, or so it seemed. The tutor, wishing to be agree-
able, began one night to talk about the origins of King
Lear. The actor found himself listening to Celtic legends
which to him sounded incomprehensible nonsense. And
when it came to the Knight who fought the King of
Fairyland for the hand of Cordelia till Doomsday, he
broke in: “Lear is a pill; there’s no doubt of that. You're
too young to have seen Barry O’Brien’s Lear: magnifi-
cent. The part has been attempted since his day, But it
has never been played. I have depicted the Fool myself,
and, I must say, not without some meed of applause. I
remember once at Stafford . . .” and Last was content to
let him tell his tale, which ended, oddly enough, with a
bullock’s heart for supper.

But one night when Last was grumbling, as he often
did, about the fragmentary, desultory, and altogether un-
satisfactory nature of his occupation, the old man inter-
rupted him in a wholly unexpected vein.

“It is possible,” he began, “mark you, I say possible,
that I may be the means of alleviating the tedium of your
lot. I was calling some days ago on a cousin of mine, a
Miss Lucy Pilliner, a very agreeable woman. She has a
considerable knowledge of the world, and, I hope you
will forgive the liberty, but I mentioned in the course of
our conversation that I had lately became acquainted with
a young gentleman of considerable scholastic distinction,
who was somewhat dissatisfied with the too abrupt and
frequent entrances and exits of his present tutorial em-
ployment. It struck me that my cousin received these re-
marks with a certain reflective interest, but I was not pre-
pared to receive this letter.”

Mandeville handed Last the letter, It began: “My dear
Ezekiel,” and Last noted out of the cormer of his eye a
glance from the actor which pleaded for silence and se-
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crecy on this point. The letter went on to say in a manner
almost as dignified as Mandeville’s, that the writer had
been thinking over the circumstances of the young tutor,
as related by her cousin in the course of their most agree-
able conversation of Friday last, and she was inclined to
think that she knew of an educational position shortly
available in a private family, which would be of a more
permanent and satisfactory nature. “Should your friend
feel interested,” Miss Pilliner ended, “I should be glad if
he would communicate with me, with a view to a meeting
being arranged, at which the matter could be discussed
with more exact particulars.

“And what do you think of it?” said Mandeville, as
Last returned Miss Pilliner’s letter.

For a moment Last hesitated. There is an attraction
and also a repulsion in the odd and the improbable, and
Last doubted whether educational work obtained through
an actor at Blacks’ and a lady at Islington—he had seen
the name at the top of the letter—could be altogether
solid or desirable. But brighter thoughts prevailed, and
he assured Mandeville that he would be only too glad to
go thoroughly into the matter, thanking him very warmly
for his interest. The old man nodded benignly, gave him
the letter again that he might take down Miss Pilliner’s
address, and suggested an immediate note asking for an
appointment.

“And now,” he said, “despite the carping objections of
the Moody Prince, I propose to drink your jocund health
to-night.”

And he wished Last all the good luck in the world with
hearty kindliness.

In a couple of days Miss Pilliner presented her compli-
ments to Mr, Joseph Last and begged him to do her the
favour of calling on her on a date three days ahead, at
noon, “if neither day nor hour were in any way incom-
patible with his convenience.” They might then, she pro-
ceeded, take advantage of the occasion to discuss a cer-

91



tain proposal, the nature of which, she believed,.had been
indicated to Mr. Last by her good cousin, Mr. Meredith
Mandeville.

Corunna Square, where Miss Pilliner lived, was a
small, almost a tiny, square in the remoter parts of Isling-
ton. Its two-storied houses of dim, yellowish brick were
fairly covered with vines and clematis and all manner of
creepers. In front of the houses were small paled gar-
dens, gaily flowering, and the square enclosure held little
else besides a venerable, wide-spreading mulberry, far
older than the buildings about it. Miss Pilliner lived in
the quietest corner of the square. She welcomed Last with
some sort of compromise between a bow and a curtsy, and
begged him to be seated in an upright arm-chair, uphol-
stered in horse-hair. Miss Pilliner, he noted, looked about
sixty, and was, perhaps, a little older. She was spare,
upright, and composed; and yet one might have suspected
a lurking whimsicality, Then, while the weather was dis-
cussed, Miss Pilliner offered a choice of port or sherry,
sweet biscuits or plum cake. And so to the business of
the day.

“My cousin, Mr. Mandeville, informed me,” she be-
gan, “of a young friend of great scholastic ability, who
was, nevertheless, dissatisfied with the somewhat casual
and occasional nature of his employment. By a singular
coincidence, I had received a letter a day or two before
from a friend of mine, a Mrs. Marsh. She is, in fact, a dis-
tant connection, some sort of cousin, I suppose, but not
being a Highlander or a Welshwoman, I really cannot say
how many times removed, She was a lovely creature; she
is still a handsome woman. Her name was Manning, Ara-
bella Manning, and what possessed her to marry Mr.
Marsh I really cannot say. I only saw the man once, and
I thought him her inferior in every respect, and consid-
erably older. However, she declares that he is a devoted
husband and an excellent person in every respect. They
first met, odd as it must seem, in Pekin, where Arabella
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was governess in one of the legation families. Mr. Marsh,
I was given to understand, represented highly important
commercial interests at the capital of the Flowery Land,
and being introduced to my connection, a mutual attrac-
tion seems to have followed. Arabella Manning resigned
her position in the attaché’s family, and the marriage was
solemnized in due course. I received this intelligence nine
years ago in a letter from Arabella, dated at Pekin, and
my relative ended by saying that she feared it would be
impossible to furnish an address for an immediate reply,
as Mr. Marsh was about to set out on a mission of an
extremely urgent nature on behalf of his firm, involving a
great deal of travelling and frequent changes of address.
I suffered a good deal of uneasiness on Arabella’s account,
it seemed such an unsettled way of life, and so unhome-
like. However, a friend of mine who is in the City as-
sured me that there was nothing unusual in the circum-
stances, and that there was no cause for alarm. Still, as
the years went on, and I received no further communica-
tion from my cousin, I made up my mind that she had
probably contracted some tropical disease which had car-
ried her off, and that Mr, Marsh had heartlessly neglected
to communicate to me the intelligence of the sad event,
But a month ago, almost to the day—Miss Pilliner re-
ferred to an almanac on the table beside her—I was as-
tonished and delighted to receive a letter from Arabella,
She wrote from one of the most luxurious and exclusive
hotels in the West End of London, announcing the return
of her husband and herself to their native land after many
years of wandering, Mr. Marsh’s active concern in busi-
ness had, it appeared, at length terminated in a highly
prosperous and successful manner, and he was now in
negotiation for the purchase of a small estate in the coun-
try, where he hoped to spend the remainder of his days
in peaceful retirement.”

Miss Pilliner paused and replenished Last’s glass. _

“I am so sorry,” she continued, “to trouble you with
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this long narrative, which, I am sure, must be a sad trial
of your patience. But, as you will see presently, the cir-
cumstances are a little out of the common, and as you
are, I trust, to have a particular interest in them, I think
it is only right that you should be fully informed—fair
and square, and all above board, as my poor father used
to say in his bluff manner.

“Well, Mr. Last, I received, as I have said, this letter
from Arabella with its extremely gratifying intelligence.
As you may guess, I was very much relieved to hear that
all had turned out so felicitously. At the end of her letter,
Arabella begged me to come and see them at Billing’s
Hotel, saying that her husband was most anxious to have
the pleasure of meeting me.” '

Miss Pilliner went to a drawer in a writing-table by the
window and took out a letter.

“Arabella was always considerate. She says: ‘I know
that you have always lived very quietly, and are not ac-
customed to the turmoil of fashionable London. But you
need not be alarmed. Billing’s Hotel is no bustling mod-
ern caravanserai. BEverything is very quiet, and, besides,
we have our own small suite of apartments. Herbert—
her husband, Mr. Last—positively insists on your paying
us a visit, and you must not disappoint us. If next Thurs-
day, the 22nd, suits you, a carriage shall be sent at four
o’clock to bring you to the hotel, and will take you back
to Corunna Square, after you have joined us in a little
dinner.’

“Very kind, most considerate; don’t you agree with me,
Mr. Last? But look at the postscript.”

Last took the letter, and read in a tight, neat script:
“PS. We have a wonderful piece of news for you. It is too
good to write, so I shall keep it for our meeting.”

Last handed back Mrs, Marsh’s letter, Miss Pilliner’s
long and ceremonious approach was lulling him into a
mild stupor; he wondered faintly when she would come
to the point, and what the point would be like when she
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came to it, and, chiefly, what on earth this rather dull
family history could have to do with him.

Miss Pilliner proceeded.

“Naturally, I accepted so kindly and urgent an invita-
tion. I was anxious to see Arabella once more after her
long absence, and I was glad to have the opportunity of
forming my own judgment as to her husband, of whom
I knew absolutely nothing. And then, Mr. Last, I must
confess that I am not deficient in that spirit of curiosity,
which gentlemen have scarcely numbered with female
virtues. I longed to be made partaker in the wonderful
news which Arabella had promised to impart on our
meeting, and I wasted many hours in speculating as to
its nature,

“The day came. A neat brougham with its attendant
footman arrived at the appointed hour, and I was driven
in smooth luxury to Billing’s Hotel in Manners Sweet,
Mayfair. There a majordomo led the way to the suite of
apartments on the first floor occupied by Mr. and Mrs,
Marsh. I will not waste your valuable time, Mr. Last, by
expiating on the rich but quiet luxury of their apart-
ments; I will merely mention that my relative assured me
that the Sévres ornaments in their drawing-room had been
valued at nine hundred guineas, I found Arabella still a
beautiful woman, but I could not help seeing that the
tropical countries in which she had lived for so many
years had taken their toll of her once resplendent beauty;
there was a weariness, a lassitude in her appearance and
demeanour which I was distressed to observe. As to her
husband, Mr. Marsh, I am aware that to form an un-
favourable judgment after an acquaintance which has only
lasted a few hours is both uncharitable and unwise; and I
shall not soon forget the discourse which dear Mr. Venn
delivered at Emmanuel Church on the very Sunday after
my visit to my relative: it really seemed, and I confess it
with shame, that Mr. Venn had my own case in mind,
and felt it his bounden duty to warn me while it was yet
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time. Still, I must say that I did not take at all to Mr.
Marsh. I really can’t say why. To me he was most polite;
he could not have been more so. He remarked more than
once on the extreme pleasure it gave him to meet at last
one of whom he had heard so much from his dear Bella;
he trusted that now his wandering days were over, the
pleasure might be frequently repeated; he omitted nothing
that the most genial courtesy might suggest. And yet, I
cannot say that the impression I received was a favourable
one. However; I dare say that I was mistaken.”

There was a pause. Last was resigned. The point of the
long story seemed to recede into some far distance, into
vanishing prospective.

“There was nothing definite?”” he suggested.

“No; nothing definite. I may have thought that I de-
tected a lack of candour, a hidden reserve behind all the
generosity of Mr. Marsh’s expressions. Still; I hope I
was mistaken.

“But I am forgetting in these trivial and I trust erroneous
observations, the sole matter that is of consequence; to
you, at least, Mr. Last. Soon after my arrival, before Mr.
Marsh had appeared, Arabella confided to me her great
piece of intelligence. Her marriage had been blessed by
offspring. Two years after her union with Mr. Marsh, a
child had been born, a boy. The birth took place at a
town in South America, Santiago de Chile—I have veri-
fied the place in my atlas—where Mr. Marsh’s visit had
been more protracted than usual. Fortunately, an En-
glish doctor was available, and the little fellow throve
from the first, and as Arabella, his proud mother, boasted,
was now a beautiful little boy, both handsome and in-
telligent to a remarkable degree. Naturally, I asked to see
the child, but Arabella said that he was not in the hotel
with them. After a few days it was thought that the dense
and humid air of London was not suiting little Henry very
well; and he had been sent with a nurse to a resort in the
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Isle of Thanet, where he was reported to be in the best
of health and spirits.

“And now, Mr, Last, after this tedious but necessary
preamble, we arrive at that point where you, I trust, may
be interested. In any case, as you may suppose, the life
which the exigencies of business compelled the Marshes
to lead, involving as it did almost continual travel, would
have been little favourable to a course of systematic edu-
cation for the child. But this obstacle apart, I gathered
that Mr. Marsh holds very strong views as to the folly
of premature instruction. He declared to me his convic-
tion that many fine minds had been grievously injured by
being forced to undergo the process of early stimulation;
and he pointed out that, by the nature of the case, those
placed in charge of very young children were not persons
of the highest acquirements and the keenest intelligence.
‘As you will readily agree, Miss Pilliner,” he remarked to
me, ‘great scholars are not employed to teach infants
their alphabet, and it is not likely that the mysteries of
the multiplication table will be imparted by a master of
mathematics.” In consequence, he urged, the young and
budding intelligence is brought into contact with dull and
inferior minds, and the damage may well be irreparable.”

There was much more, but gradually light began to
dawn on the dazed man. Mr. Marsh had kept the virgin
intelligence of his son Henry undisturbed and uncor-
rupted by inferior and incompetent culture. The boy, it
was judged, was now ripe for true education, and Mr.
and Mrs. Marsh had begged Miss Pilliner to make en-
quiries, and to find, if she could, a scholar who would un-
dertake the whole charge of little Henry’s mental up-
bringing. If both parties were satisfied, the engagement
would be for seven years at least, and the appointments,
as Miss Pilliner called the salary, would begin with five
hundred pounds a year, rising by an annual increment
of fifty pounds. References, particulars of university dis-
tinctions would be required: Mr. Marsh, long absent from
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England, was ready to proffer the names of his bankers.
Miss Pilliner was quite sure, however, that Mr, Last might
consider himself engaged, if the position appealed to him.

Last thanked Miss Pilliner profoundly. He told her
that he would like a couple of days in which to think the
matter over. He would then write to her, and she would
put him into communication with Mr. Marsh. And so he
went away from Corunna Square in a mood of great
bewilderment and doubt. Unquestionably, the position
had many advantages. The pay was very good. And he
would be well lodged and well fed. The people were
wealthy, and Miss Pilliner had assured him: “You will
have no cause to complain of your entertainment.” And
from the educational point of view, it would certainly be
an improvement on the work he had -been doing since
he left the university. He had been an odd-job man, a
tinker, a patcher, a cobbler of other people’s work; here
was a chance to show that he was a master craftsman. Very
few people, if any, in the teaching profession had ever
enjoyed such an opportunity as this. Even the sixth-form
masters in the big public schools must sometimes groan
at having to underpin and relay the bad foundations of
the fifth and fourth. He was to begin at the beginning,
with no false work to hamper him: “from A B C to Plato,
ZEschylus, and Aristotle,” he murmured to himself. Un-
doubtedly it was a big chance.

And on the other side? Well, he would have to give up
London, and he had grown fond of the homely, cheerful
London that he knew; his comfortable rooms in Mowbray
Street, quiet enough down by the unfrequented Embank-
ment, and yet but a minute or two from the ringing
Strand. Then there were the meetings with the old Ox-
ford friends, the nights at the theatre, the snug taverns
with their curtained boxes, and their good chops and
steaks and stout, and chimes of midnight and after, heard
in cordial company at Blacks’: all these would have to
go. Miss Pilliner had spoken of Mr. Marsh as looking for
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some place a considerable distance from town, “in the
real country.” He had his eye, she said, on a house on the
Welsh border, which he thought of taking furnished, with
the option of buying, if he eventually found it suited him.
You couldn’t look up old friends in London and get back
the same night, if you lived somewhere on the Welsh
border. Still, there would be the holidays, and a great deal
might be done in the holidays.

And yet; there was still debate and doubt within his
mind, as he sat eating his bread and cheese and potted
meat, and drinking his beer in his sitting-room in peaceful
Mowbray Street. He was influenced, he thought, by Miss
Pilliner’s evident dislike of Mr. Marsh, and though Miss
Pilliner talked in the manner of Dr. Johnson, he had a
feeling that, like a lady of the Doctor’s own day, she had
a bottom of good sense. Evidently she did not trust Mr.
Marsh overmuch. Yet, what can the most cunning swin-
dler do to his resident tutor? Give him cold mutton for
dinner or forget to pay his salary? In either case, the
remedy was simple: the resident tutor would swiftly cease
to reside, and go back to London, and not be much the
worse. After all, Last reflected, a man can’t compel his
son’s tutor to invest in Uruguayan silver or Java spices
or any other fallacious commercial undertaking, so what
mattered the supposed trickiness of Marsh to him?

But again, when all had oeen summed up and con-
sidered, for and against; there was a vague objection re-
maining. To oppose this, Last could bring no argument,
since it was without form of words, shapeless, and mut-
able as a cloud.

However, when the next morning came, there came with
it a couple of letters inviting him to cram two young
dunderheads with facts and figures and verbs in mi. The
prospect was so terribly distasteful that he wrote to Miss
Pilliner directly after breakfast, enclosing his college tes-
timonials and certain other commendatory letters he had
in his desk. In due course, he had an interview with Mr.
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Marsh at Billing’s Hotel. On the whole, each was well
enough pleased with the other. Last found Marsh a lean,
keen, dark man in later middle age; there was a grizzle in
his black hair above the ears, and wrinkles seamed his
face about the eyes, His eyebrows were heavy, and there
was a hint of a threat in his jaw, but the smile with which
he welcomed Last lit up his grimmish features into a
genial warmth. There was an oddity about his accent and
his tone in speaking; something foreign, perhaps? Last re-
membered that he had journeyed about the world for
many years, and supposed that the echoes of many lan-
guages sounded in his speech. His manner and address
were certainly suave, but Last had no prejudice against
suavity, rather, he cherished a liking for the decencies of
common intercourse, Still, no doubt, Marsh was not the
kind of man Miss Pilliner was accustomed to meet in
Corunna Square society or among Mr. Venn’s congrega-
tion. She probably suspected him of having been a pirate,

And Mr. Marsh on his side was delighted with Last.
As appeared from a letter addressed by him to Miss
Pilliner—*or, may I venture to say, Cousin Lucy?”—
Mr. Last was exactly the type of man he and Arabella
had hoped to secure through Miss Pilliner’s recommen-
dation. They did not want to give their boy into the
charge of a flashy man of the world with a substratum
of learning. Mr, Last was, it was evident, a quiet and un-
worldly scholar, more at home among books than among
men; the very tutor Arabella and himself had desired for
their little son. Mr. Marsh was profoundly grateful to
Miss Pilliner for the great service she had rendered to
Arabella, to himself, and to Henry.

And, indeed, as Mr., Meredith Mandeville would have
said, Last looked the part. No doubt, the spectacles
!lelped to create the remote, retired, Dominie Sampson
impression.

In a week’s time it was settled, he was to begin his
duties. Mr. Marsh wrote a handsome cheque, “to de-
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fray any little matters of outfit, travelling expenses, and
so forth; nothing to do with your salary.” He was to take
train to a certain large town in the west, and there he
would be met and driven to the house, where Mrs. Marsh
and his pupil were already established—“beautiful coun-
try, Mr. Last; I am sure you will appreciate it.”

There was a famous farewell gathering of the old
friends. Zouch and Medwin, Garraway and Noel came
from near and far. There was grilled sole before the
mighty steak, and a roast fowl after it. They had decided
that as it was the last time, perhaps, they would not go to
the play, but sit and talk about the mahogany. Zouch, who
was understood to be the ruler of the feast, had conferred
with the head waiter, and when the cloth was removed, a
rare and curious port was solemnly set before them. They
talked of the old days when they were up at Wells to-
gether, pretended—though they knew better—that the un-
dergraduate who had cut his own father in Piccadilly was
a friend of theirs, retold jokes that must have been older
than ‘the wine, related tales of Moll and Meg, and the
famous history of Melcombe, who screwed up the dean
in his own rooms. And then there was the affair of the
Poses Plastiques. Certain lewd fellows, as one of the dons
of Wells College expressed it, had procured scandalous
figures from the wax-work booth at the fair, and had
disposed them by night about the fountain in the col-
lege garden in such a manner that their scandal was
shamefully increased. The perpetrators of this infamy had
never been discovered: the five friends looked knowingly
at each other, pursed their lips, and passed the port.

The old wine and the old stories blended into a mood
of gentle meditation; and then, at the right moment, Noel
carried them off to Blacks’ and new company. Last sought
out old Mandeville and related, with warm gratitude, the
happy issue of his intervention.

The chimes sounded, and they all went their several
ways.
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I

Though Joseph Last was by. no means a miracle of ob-
servation and deduction, he was not altogether the sim-
pleton among his books that Mr, Marsh had judged him.
It was not so very long before a certain uneasiness beset
him in his new employment.

At first everything had seemed very well. Mr. Marsh
had been right in thinking that he would be charmed by
the scene in which the White House was set. It stood,
terraced on a hill-side, high above a grey and silver river
winding in esses through a lonely, lovely valley. Above it,
to the east, was a vast and shadowy and ancient wood,
climbing to the high ridge of the hill, and descending by
height and by depth of green to the level meadows and to
the sea. And, standing on the highest point of the wood
above the White House, Last looked westward between
the boughs and saw the lands across the river, and saw
the country rise and fall in billow upon billow to the huge
dim wall of the mountain, blue in the distance, and white
farms shining in the sun on its vast side. Here was a man
in a new world. There had been no such country as this
about Dunham in the Midlands, or in the surroundings of
Blackheath or Oxford; and he had visited nothing like it
on his reading parties. He stood amazed, enchanted under
the green shade, beholding a great wonder. Close beside
him the well bubbled from the grey rocks, rising out of
the heart of the hill.

And in the White House, the conditions of life were al-
together pleasant. He had been struck by the dark beauty
of Mrs, Marsh, who was clearly, as Miss Pilliner had told
him, a great many years younger than her husband. And
he noted also that effect which her cousin had ascribed to
years of living in the tropics, though he would hardly have
called it weariness or lassitude. It was something stranger
than that; there was the mark of flame upon her, but Last
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did not know whether it were the flame of the sun, or the
stranger fires of places that she had entered, perhaps long
ago.

But the pupil, little Henry, was altogether a surprise
and a delight. He looked rather older than seven, but
Last judged that this impression was not so much due to
his height or physical make as to the bright alertness and
intelligence of his glance. The tutor had dealt with many
little boys, though with none so young as Henry; and
he had found them as a whole a stodgy and podgy race,
with faces that recorded a fixed abhorrence of learning
and a resolution to learn as little as possible. Last was
never surprised at this customary expression. It struck him
as eminently natural. He knew that all elements are damn-
ably dull and difficult. He wondered why it was inexor-
ably appointed that the unfortunate human creature
should pass a great portion of its life from the very be-
ginning in doing things that it detested; but so it was, and
now for the syntax of the optative.

But there were no such obstinate entrenchments in the
face or the manner of Henry Marsh. He was a handsome
boy, who looked brightly and spoke brightly, and evi-
dently did not regard his tutor as a hostile force that had
been brought against him. He was what some people
would have called, oddly enough, old-fashioned; child-
like, but not at all childish, with now and then a whimsi-
cal turn of phrase more suggestive of a humorous man
than a little boy. This older habit was no doubt to be put
down partly to the education of travel, the spectacle of the
changing scene and the changing looks of men and things,
but very largely to the fact that he had always been with
his father and mother, and knew nothing of the ocmpany
of children of his own age.

“Henry has had no playmates,” his father explained.
“He’s had to be content with his mother and myself. It
couldn’t be helped. We’ve been on the move all the time;
on shipboard or staying at cosmopolitan hotels for a few
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weeks, and then om the road again. The little chap had
no chance of making any small friends.”

And the consequence was, no doubt, that lack of child-
ishness that Last had noted. It was, probably, a pity that
it was so, Childishness, after all, was a wonder world, and
Henry seemed to know nothing of it: he had lost what
might be, perhaps, as valuable as any other part of human
experience and he might find the lack of it as he grew old-
er. Still, there it was; and Last ceased to think of these pos-
sibly fa.ncxful deprivations, when he began to teach the
boy, as he had promised himself, from the very beginning,.
Not quite from the beginning; the small boy confessed
with a disarming grin that he had taught himself to read
a little: “But please, sir, don’t tell my father, as I know
he wouldn’t like it. You see, my father and mother had to
leave me alone sometimes, and it was so dull, and I
thought it would be such fun if I learnt to read books
all by myself.”

Here, thought Last, is a lesson for schoolmasters. Can
learning be made a desirable secret, an excellent sport,
instead of a horrible penance? He made a mental note,
and set about the work before him. He found an extraor-
dinary aptitude, a quickness in grasping his indications
and expanations such as he had never known before—*not
in boys twice his age, or three times his age, for the mat-
ter of that,” as he reflected. This child, hardly removed
from strict infancy, had something almost akin to genius—
so the happy tutor was inclined to believe. Now and
again, with his, “Yes, sir, I see. And then, of course . . .”
he would veritably take the coming words out of Last’s
mouth, and anticipate what was, no doubt, logically
the next step in the demonstration, But Last had not been
accustomed to pupils who anticipated anything—save
the hour for putting the books back on the shelf. And
above all, the instructor was captured by the eager and
intense curiosity of the instructed. He was like a man
reading The Moonstone, or some such sensational novel,
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and unable to put the book down till he had read to the
very last page and found out the secret. This small boy
brought just this spirit of insatiable curiosity to every
subject put before him. “I wish I had taught him to
read,” thought Last to himself. “I have no doubt he would
have regarded the alphabet as we regard those entrancing
and mysterious cyphers in Edgar Allan Poe’s stories. And,
after all, isn’t that the right and rational way of looking
at the alphabet?”

And then he went on to wonder whether curiosity, of-
ten regarded as a failing, almost a vice, is not, in fact,
one of the greatest virtues of the spirit of man, the key to
all knowledge and all the mysteries, the very sense of the
secret that must be discovered.

With one thing and another: with this treasure of a
pupil, with the enchantment of the strange and beauti-
ful country about him, and with the extreme kindness and
consideration shown him by Mr. and Mrs. Marsh, Last
was in rich clover. He wrote to his friends in town, telling
them of his happy experiences, and Zouch and Noel, meet-
ing by chance at the Sun, the Dog, or the Triple Tun,
discussed their friend’s felicity.

“Proud of the pup,” said Zouch.

“And pleased with the prospect,” responded Noel,
thinking of Last’s lyrics about the woods and the waters,
and the scene of the White House. “Still, timeo Hesperides
et dona ferentes. 1 mistrust the west. As one of its own
people said, it is a land of enchantment and illusion. You
never know what may happen next. It is a fortunate
thing that Shakespeare was born within the safety line.
If Stratford had been twenty or thirty miles farther west
. . . I don’t like to think of it. I am quite sure that only
fairy gold is dug from Welsh gold-mines. And you know
what happens to that.”

Meanwhile, far from the lamps and rumours of the
Strand, Last continued happy in his outland territory, un-
der the great wood. But before long he received a shock.,
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He was strolling in the terraced garden one afternoon be-
tween tea and dinner, his work done for the day; and
feeling inclined for tobacco with repose, drifted towards
the stone summer-house—or, perhaps, gazebo—that
stood on the verge of the lawn in a coolness of dark
ilex-trees. Here one could sit and look down on the silver
winding of the river, crossed by a grey bridge of ancient
stone. Last was about to settle down when he noticed a
book on the table before him. He took it up, and glanced
into it, and drew in his breath, and turning over a few
more pages, sank aghast upon the bench. Mr. Marsh
had always deplored his ignorance of books. “I knew how
to read and write and not much more,” he would say,
“when I was thrown into business—at the bottom of the
stairs, And I’ve been so busy ever since that I'm afraid
it’s too late now to make up for lost time.” Indeed, Last
had noted that though Marsh usually spoke carefully
enough, perhaps too carefully, he was apt to lapse in the
warmth of conversation: he would talk of “fax,” meaning
“facts.” And yet, it seemed, he had not only found time
for reading, but had acquired sufficient scholarship to
make out the Latin of a terrible Renaissance treatise,
not generally known even to collectors of such things.
Last had heard of the book; and the few pages he had
glanced at showed him that it thoroughly deserved its
very bad character.

It was a disagreeable surprise. He admitted freely to
himself that his employer’s morals were no business of
his. But why should the man trouble to tell lies? Last re-
membered queer old Miss Pilliner’s account of her im-
pressions of him; she had detected “a lack of candour,”
something reserved behind a polite front of cordiality.
Miss Pilliner was, certainly, an acute woman: there was
an undoubted lack of candour about Marsh.

Last left the wretched volume on the summer-house
table, and walked up and down the garden, feeling a
good deal perturbed. He knew he was awkward at din-
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ner, and said he felt a bit seedy, inclined to a headache.
Marsh was bland and pleasant as usual, and Mrs. Marsh
sympathized with Last. She had hardly slept at all last
night, she complained, and felt heavy and tired. She
thought there was thunder in the air. Last, admiring her
beauty, confessed again that Miss Pilliner had been right.
Apart from her fatigue of the moment, there was a certain
tropical languor about her, something of still, burning
nights and the odour of strange flowers.

Marsh brought out a very special brandy which he ad-
ministered with the black coffee; he said it would do both
the invalids good, and that he would keep them company.
Indeed, Last confessed to himself that he felt considerably
more at ease after the good dinner, the good wine, and the
rare brandy. It was humiliating, perhaps, but it was im-
possible to deny the power of the stomach. He went to
his room early and tried to convince himself that the du-
plicity of Marsh was no affair of his. He found an inno-
cent, or almost innocent explanation of it before he had
finished his last pipe, sitting at the open window, hearing
faintly the wash of the river and gazing towards the dim
lands beyond it.

“Here,” he meditated, “we have a modified form of
Bounderby’s Disease. Bounderby said that he began life
as a wretched, starved, neglected little outcast. Marsh says
that he was made into an office boy or something of the
sort before he had time to learn anything. Bounderby
lied, and no doubt Marsh lies. It is the trick of wealthy
men; to magnify their late achievements by magnifying
their early disadvantages.”

By the time he went to sleep he had almost decided
that the young Marsh had been to a good grammar
school, and had done well.

The next morning, Last awoke almost at ease again.
It was no doubt a pity that Marsh indulged in a subtle and
disingenuous form of boasting, and his taste in books was
certainly deplorable: but he must look after that himself,
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And the boy made amends for all. He showed so clean a
grasp of the English sentence, that Last thought he might
well begin Latin before very long. He mentioned this one
night at dinner, looking at Marsh with a certain humorous
intention. But Marsh gave no sign that the dart had
pricked him.

“That shows I was right,” he remarked. “I've always
said there’s no greater mistake than forcing learning on
children before they’re fit to take it in. People will do it,
and in nine cases out of ten the children’s heads are mud-
dled for the rest of their lives. You see how it is with
Henry; I've kept him away from books up to now, and
you see for yourself that I've lost him no time. He’s ripe
for learning, and I shouldn’t wonder if he got ahead bet-
ter in six months than the ordinary, early-crammed child
would in six years.”

It might be so, Last thought, but on the whole he was
inclined to put down the boy’s swift progress rather to
his own exceptional intelligence than to his father’s sys-
tem, or no system. And in any case, it was a great pleasure
to teach such a boy. And his application to his books
had certainly no injurious effect on his spirits. There was
not much society within easy reach of -the White House,
and, besides, people did not know whether the Marshes
were to settle down or whether they were transient visi-
tors: they were chary of paying their calls while there was
this uncertainty. However, the rector had called; first of
all the rector and his wife, she cheery, good-humoured
and chatty; he somewhat dim and vague. It was under-
stood that the rector, a high wrangler in his day, divided
his time between his garden and the invention of a flying
machine. He had the character of being slightly eccentric,
He came not again, but Mrs, Winslow would drive over by
the forest road in the governess car with her two children;
Nancy, a pretty fair girl of seventeen, and Ted, a boy of
eleven or twelve, of that type which Last catalogued as
“stodgy and podgy,” broad and thick set, with bulgy
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cheeks and eyes, and something of the determined expres-
sion of a young bulldog. After tea Nancy would organize
games for the two boys in the garden and join in them
herself with apparent relish, Henry, who had known few
companions besides his parents, and had probably never
played a game of any kind, squealed with delight, ran
here and there and everywhere, hid behind the summer-
house and popped out from the screen of the French
beans with the greatest gusto, and Ted Winslow joined in
with an air of protest. He was on his holidays, and his
expression signified that all that sort of thing was only fit
for girls and kids. Last was delighted to see Henry so
ready and eager to be amused; after all, he had something
of the child in him. He seemed a little uncomfortable
when Nancy Winslow took him on her knee after the
sports were over; he was evidently fearful of Ted Wins-
low’s scornful eye. Indeed, the young bulldog looked as if
he feared that his character would be compromised by
associating with so manifest and confessed a kid. The
next time Mrs, Winslow took tea at the White House, Ted
had a diplomatic headache and stayed at home. But Nancy
found games that two could play, and she and Henry
were heard screaming with joy all over the gardens. Henry
wanted to show Nancy a wonderful well that he had
discovered in the forest; it came, he said, from under the
roots of a great yew-tree. But Mrs, Marsh seemed to think
that they might get lost.

Last had got over the uncomfortable incident of that
villainous book in the summer-house. Writing to Noel, he
had remarked that he feared his employer was a bit of an
old rascal in some respects, but all right so far as he was
concerned; and there it was. He got on with his job and
minded his own business. Yet, now and again, his doubt-
ful uneasiness about the man was renewed. There was a
bad business at a hamlet a couple of miles away, where
a girl of twelve or thirteen, coming home after dusk from
a visit to a neighbour, had been set on in the wood and
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very vilely misused. The unfortunate child, it would ap-
pear, had been left by the scoundrel in the black dark of
the forest, at some distance from the path she must have
taken on her way home. A man who had been drinking
late at the Fox and Hounds heard crying and screaming,
“like someone in a fit,” as he expressed it, and found the
girl in a terrible state, and in a terrible state she had re-
mained ever since. She was quite unable to describe the
person who had so shamefully maltreated her; the shock
had left her beside herself; she cried out once that some-
thing had come behind her in the dark, but she could say
no more, and it was hopeless to try to get her to describe
a person that, most likely, she had not even seen. Nat-
urally, this very horrible story made something of a fea-
ture in the local paper, and one night, as Last and Marsh
were sitting smoking after dinner, the tutor spoke of the
affair; said something about the contrast between the peace
and beauty and quiet of the scene and the villainous crime
that had been done hard by. He was surprised to find
that Marsh grew at once ill at ease. He rose from his
chair and walked up and down the room, muttering “hor-
rible business, shameful business”; and when he sat down
again, with the light full on him, Last saw the face of a
frightened man. The hand that Marsh laid on the table
was twitching uneasily; he beat with his foot on the floor
as he tried to bring his lips to order, and there was a
dreadful fear in his eyes.

Last was shocked and astonished at the effect he had
produced with a few conventional phrases, Nervously,
willing to tide over a painful situation, he began to utter
something even more conventional to the effect that the
loveliness of external nature had never tonferred immun-
ity from crime, or some stuff to the same inane purpose.
But Marsh, it was clear, was not to be soothed by any-
thing of the kind. He started again from his chair and
struck his hand upon the table, with a fierce gesture of
denial and refusal. ’
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“Please, Mr. Last, let it be. Say no more about it. It
has upset Mrs. Marsh and myself very much indeed. It
horrifies us to think that we have brought our boy here,
to this peaceful place as we thought, only to expose him
to the contagion of this dreadful affair. Of course we
have given the servants strict orders not to say a word
about it in Henry’s presence; but you know what servants
are, and what very sharp ears children have. A chance
word or two may take root in a child’s mind and con-
taminate his whole nature. It is, really, a very terrible
thought. You must have noticed how distressed Mrs,
Marsh has been for the last few days. The only thing we
can do is to try and forget it all, and hope no harm has
been done.”

Last murmured a word or two of apology and agree-
ment, and the talk moved off into safer country. But when
the tutor was alone, he considered what he had seen and
heard very curiously. He thought that Marsh’s looks did
not match his words. He spoke as the devoted father,
afraid that his little boy should overhear nauseous and
offensive gossip and conjecture about a horrible and ob-
scene crime. But he looked like a man who had caught
sight of a gallows, and that, Last felt, was altogether a
very different kind of fear, And, then, there was his ref-
erence to his wife. Last had noticed that since the crime
in the forest there had been something amiss with her; but,
again, he mistrusted Marsh’s comment. Here was a wom-~
an whose usual habit was a rather lazy good humour;
but of late there had been a look and an air of sup-
pressed fury, the burning glance of a jealous woman, the
rage of despised beauty. She spoke little, and then as
briefly as possible; but one might suspect flames and fires
within. Last had seen this and wondered, but not very
much, being resolved to mind his own business. He had
supposed there had been some difference of opinion be-
tween her and her husband; very likely about the rear-
rangement of the drawing-room furniture and hiring a
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grand piano. He certainly had not thought of tracing Mrs.
Marsh’s altered air to the villainous crime that had been
committed. And now Marsh was telling him that these
glances of concealed rage were the outward signs of tender
maternal anxiety; and not one word of all that did he:
believe. He put Marsh’s half-hidden terror beside his wife’s
half-hidden fury; he thought of the book in the summer-
house and things that were being whispered about the
horror in the wood: and loathing and dread possessed
him. He had no proof, it was true; merely conjecture,
but he felt no doubt. There could be no other explana-
tion. And what could he do but leave this terrible place?

Last could get no sleep. He undressed and went to bed,
and tossed about in the half dark of the summer night.
Then he lit his lamp and dressed again, and wondered
whether he had better not steal away without a word,
and walk the eight miles to the station, and escape by the
first train that went to London. It was not merely loath-
ing for the man and his works; it was deadly fear, also,
that urged him to fly from the White House. He felt sure
that if Marsh guessed at his suspicions of the truth, his
life might well be in danger. There was no mercy or
scruple in that evil man. He might even now be at his
door, listening, waiting. There was cold terror in his heart,
and cold sweat pouring at the thought. He paced softly
up and down his room in his bare feet, pausing now and
again to listen for that other soft step outside. He locked
the door as silently as he could, and felt safer. He would
wait till the day came and people were stirring about the
house, and then he might venture to come out and make
his escape.

And yet when he heard the servants moving over their
work, he hesitated. The light of the sun was shining in
the valley, and the white mist over the silver river floated
upward and vanished; the sweet breath of the wood en-
tered the window of his room. The black horror and fear
were raised from his spirit. He began to hesitate, to sus-
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pect his judgment, to inquire whether he had not rushed
to his black conclusions in a panic of the night. His logical
deductions at midnight seemed to smell of nightmare in
the brightness of that valley; the song of the aspiring
lark confuted him. He remembered Garraway’s great argu-
ment after a famous supper at the Turk’s Head: that it
was always unsafe to make improbability the guide of
life. He would delay a little, and keep a sharp look out,
and be sure before taking sudden and violent action. And
perhaps the truth was that Last was influenced very
strongly by his aversion from leaving young Henry, whose
extraordinary brilliance and intelligence amazed and de-
lighted him more and more.

It was still early when at last he left his room, and
went out into the pure morning air. It was an hour or
more before breakfast time, and he set out on the path
that led past the wall of the kitchen garden up the hill
and into the heart of the wood. He paused a moment at
the upper corner, and turned round to look across the
river at the happy country showing its morning magic
and delight. As he dawdled and gazed, he heard soft steps
approaching on the other side of the wall, and low voices
murmuring. Then, as the steps drew near, one of the
voices was raised a little, and Last heard Mrs. Marsh
speaking:

“Too old, am I? And thirteen is too young. Is it to
be seventeen next when you can get her into the wood?
And after all I have done for you, and after what you
have done to me.”

Mrs. Marsh enumerated all these things without remis-
sion, and without any quiver of shame in her voice. She
paused for a moment. Perhaps her rage was choking her;
and there was a shrill piping cackle of derision, as if
Marsh’s voice had cracked in its contempt.

Very softly, but very swiftly, Last, the man with the
grey face and the staring eyes, bolted for his life, down
and away from the White House. Once in the road, free
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from the fields and brakes, he changed his run into a walk,
and he never paused or stopped, till he came with a gulp
of relief into the ugly streets of the big industrial town.
He made his way to the station at once, and found that he
was an hour too soon for the London express. So there
was plenty of time for breakfast; which consisted of
brandy.

i

The tutor went back to his old life and his old ways,
and did his best to forget the strange and horrible inter-
lude of the White House. He gathered his podgy pups once
more about him; crammed and coached, read with under-
graduates during the long vacation, and was moderately
satisfied with the course of things in general. Now and
then, when he was endeavouring to persuade the podges
against their deliberate judgment that Latin and Greek
were languages once spoken by human beings, not sense-
less enigmas invented by demons, he would think with a
sigh of regret of the boy who understood and longed to
understand. And he wondered whether he had not been a
coward to leave that enchanting child to the evil mercies
of his hideous parents. But what could he have done?
But it was dreadful to think of Henry, slowly or swiftly
corrupted by his detestable father and mother, growing
up with the fat slime of their abominations upon him.

He went into no detail with his old friends. He hinted
that there had been grave unpleasantness, which made it
impossible for him to remain in the west. They nodded,
and perceiving that the subject was a sore one, asked no
questions, and talked of old books and the new steak in-
stead. They all agreed, in fact, that the steak was far too
new, and William was summoned to explain this horror.
Didn’t he know that beefsteak, beefsteak meant for the
consumption of Christian men, as distinguished from Hot-
tentots, required hanging just as much as game? William,
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the ponderous and benignant, tasted and tested, and
agreed; with sorrowful regret. He apologized, and went on
to say that as the gentlemen would not care to wait for
a fowl, he would suggest a very special, tender, and juicy
fillet of roast veal, then in cut. The suggestion was ac-
cepted, and found excellent. The conversation turned to
Choric metres and Florence St. John at the Strand. There
was port later.

It was many years afterwards, when this old life, after
crumbling for a long while, had come down with a final
crash, that Last heard the real story of his tutorial en-
gagement at the White House. Three dreadful people were
put in the dock at the Old Bailey. There was an old man,
with the look of a deadly snake; a fat, sloppy, deplorable
woman with pendulous cheeks and a faint hint of perished
beauty in her eyes; and to the utter blank amazement of
those who did not know the story, a wonderful little boy.
The people who saw him in court said he might have been
taken for a child of nine or ten; no more. But the evi-
dence that was given showed that he must be between
fifty and sixty at the least; perhaps more than that.

The indictment charged these three people with an un-
speakable and hideous crime. They were charged under
the name of Mailey, the name which they had borne at
the time of their arrest; but it turned out at the end of
the trial that they had been known by many names in
the course of their career: Mailey, Despasse, Lartigan, De-
larue, Falcon, Lecossic, Hammond, Marsh, Haringworth.
It was established that the apparent boy, whom Last had
known as Henry Marsh, was no relation of any kind to
the elder prisoners. “Henry’s” orgins were deeply obscure.
It was conjectured that he was the illegitimate son of a
very high Englishman, a diplomatist, whose influence had
counted for a great deal in the Far East. Nobody knew
anything about the mother., The boy showed brilliant
promise from very early years, and the father, a bache-
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lor, and disliking what little he knew of his relations, left
his very large fortune to his son. The diplomatist died
when the boy was twelve years old; and he had been aged,
and more than aged when the child was born. People re-
marked that Arthur Wesley, as he was then called, was
very short for his years, and he remained short, and his
face remained that of a boy of seven or eight. He could
not be sent to a school, so he was privately educated.
When he was of age, the trustees had the extraordinary
experience of placing a very considerable property in the
hands of a young man who looked like a little boy. Very
soon afterwards, Arthur Wesley disappeared. Dubious ru-
mours spoke of reappearances, now here, now there, in
all quarters of the world. There were tales that he had
“gone fantee” in what was then unknown Africa, when the
Mountains of the Moon still lingered on the older maps.
It was reported, again, that he had gone exploring in the
higher waters of the Amazon, and had never come back;
but a few years later a personage that must have been
Arthur Wesley was displaying unpleasant activities in
Macao. It was soon after this period, according to the
prosecution, that—in the words of counsel—he realized
the necessity of “taking cover.” His extraordinary per-
sonality, naturally enough, drew attention to him and his
doings, and these doings being generally or always of an
infamous kind, such attention was both inconvenient and
dangerous. Somewhere in the East, and in very bad com-
pany, he came upon the two people who were charged
with him. Arabella Manning, who was said to have respec-
table connections in Wiltshire, had gone out to the East
as a governess, but had soon found other occupations.
Meers had been a clerk in a house of business at Shang-
hai. His very ingenious system of fraud obtained his dis-
charge, but, for some reason or other, the firm refused
to prosecute, and Meers went—where Arthur Wesley
found him. Wesley thought of his great plan. Manning and
Meers were to pretend to be Mr. and Mrs. Marsh—that
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seemed to have been their original style—and he was to
be their little boy. He paid them well for their various
services: Arabella was his mistress-in-chief, the compan-
ion of his milder moments, for some years. Occasionally,
a tutor was engaged to make the situation more plausi-
ble. In this state, the horrible trio peregrinated over the
earth.

The court heard all this, and much more, after the jury
had found the three prisoners guilty of the particular of-
fence with which they were charged. This last crime—
which the press had to enfold in paraphrase and peri-
phrase—had been discovered, strange as it seemed, large-
ly as a result of the woman’s jealousy. Wesley's—affec-
tions, let us call them, were still apt to wander, and Ara-
bella’s jealous rage drove her beyond all caution and all
control, She was the weak joint in Wesley’s armour, the
rent in his cover. People in court looked at the two; the
debauched, deplorable woman with her flagging, sagging
cheeks, and the dim fire still burning in her weary old eyes,
and at Wesley, still, to all appearance, a bright and hand-
some little boy; they gasped with amazement at the gro-
tesque, impossible horror of the scene. The judge raised
his head from his notes, and gazed steadily at the con-
victed persons for some moments; his lips were tightly
compressed.

The detective drew to the end of his portentous his-
tory. The track of these people, he said, had been marked
by many terrible scandals, but till quite lately there had
been no suspicion of their guilt. Two of these cases in-
volved the capital charge, but formal evidence was lack-
ing.
He drew to his close.

“In spite of his diminutive stature and juvenile appear-
ance, the prisoner, Charles Mailey, alias Arthur Wesley,
made a desperate resistance to his arrest. He is possessed
of immense strength for his size, and almost choked one
of the officers who arrested him.”
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The formulas of the court were uttered. The judge,
without a word of comment, sentenced Mailey, or Wesley,
to imprisonment for life, John Meers to fifteen years’
imprisonment, Arabella Manning to ten years’ imprison-
ment.

The old world, it has been noted, had crashed down.
Many, many years had passed since Last had been hunted
out of Mowbray Street, that went down dingily, peace-
fully from the Strand. Mowbray Street was now all blaz-
ing office buildings. Later, he had been driven from one
nook and corner and snug retreat after another as new
London rose in majesty and splendour. But for a year or
more he had lain hidden in a by-street that had the ad-
vantage of leading into a disused graveyard near the
Gray’s Inn Road, Medwin and Garraway were dead; but
Last summoned the surviving Zouch and Noel to his abode
one night; and then and there made punch, and good
punch for them.

“It’s so jolly it must be sinful,” he said, as he pared
his lemons, “but up to the present I believe it is not illegal.
And I still have a few bottles of that port I bought in
ninety-two.”

And then he told them for the first time all the whole
story of his engagement at the White House.
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OUT OF THE EARTH

There was some sort of confused complaint during last
August of the ill behaviour of the children at certain
Welsh watering-places. Such reports and vague rumours
are most difficult to trace to their heads and fountains;
none has better reason to know that than myself. I need
not go over the old ground here, but I am afraid that
many people are wishing by this time that they had never
heard my name; again, a considerable number of estim-
able persons are concerning themselves gloomily enough,
from my point of view, with my everlasting welfare. They
write me letters, some in kindly remonstrance, begging
me not to deprive poor, sick-hearted souls of what little
comfort they possess amidst their sorrows. Others send
me tracts and pink leaflets with allusion to “the daughter
of a well-known canon”; others again are violently and
anonymously abusive. And then in open print, in fair
book form, Mr, Begbie has dealt with me righteously
but harshly, as I cannot but think.

Yet, it was all so entirely innocent, nay casual, on my
part. A poor linnet of prose, I did but perform my in-
different piping in the Evening News because I wanted to
do so, because I felt that the story of “The Bowmen”
ought to be told. An inventor of fantasies is a poor
creature, heaven knows, when all the world is at war;
but I thought that no harm would be done, at any rate,
if I bore witness, after the fashion of the fantastic craft,
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to my belief in the heroic glory of the English host who
went back from Mons fighting and triumphing.

And then, somehow or other, it was as if I had touched
a button and set in action a terrific, complicated mecha-
nism of rumors that pretended to be sworn truth, of
gossip that posed as evidence, of wild tarradiddles that
good men most firmly believed. The supposed testimony
of that “daughter of a well-known canon” took parish
magazines by storm, and equally enjoyed the faith of dis-
senting divines. The “daughter” denied all knowledge of
the matter, but people still quoted her supposed sure
word; and the issues were confused with tales, probably
true, of painful hallucinations and deliriums of our re-
treating soldiers, men fatigued and shattered to the very
verge of death, It all became worse than the Russian
myths, and as in the fable of the Russians, it seemed
impossible to follow the streams of delusion to their
fountain-head—or heads. 'Who was it who said that “Miss
M. knew two officers who, etc., etc.”? I suppose we shall
never know his lying, deluding name.

And so, I dare say, it will be with this strange affair
of the troublesome children of the Welsh seaside town,
or rather of a group of small towns and villages lying
within a certain section or zone, which I am not going to
indicate more precisely than I can help, since I love that
country, and my recent experiences with “The Bowmen”
have taught me that no tale is too idle to be believed.
And, of course, to begin with, nobody knew how this odd
and malicious piece of gossip originated. So far as I know,
it was more akin to the Russian myth than to the tale
of “The Angels of Mons.” That is, rumour preceded print;
the thing was talked of here and there and passed from
letter to letter long before the papers were aware of its
existence, And—here it resembles rather the Mons affair
—London and Manchester, Leeds and Birmingham were
muttering vague unpleasant things while the little villages
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concerned basked innocently in the sunshine of an un-
ususal prosperity.

In this last circumstance, as some believe, is to be
sought the root of the whole matter. It is well known
that certain east coast towns suffered from the dread of
air-raids, and that a good many of their usual visitors
went westward for the first time. So there is a theory that
the east coast was mean enough to circulate reports against
the west coast out of pure malice and envy. It may be
so; I do not pretend to know. But here is a personal ex-
perience, such as it is, which illustrated the way in which
the rumour was circulated. I was lunching one day at my
Fleet Street tavern—this was early in July—and a friend
of mine, a solicitor, of Serjeants’ Inn, came in and sat at
the same table. We began to talk of holidays and my
friend Eddis asked me where I was going. “To the same
old place,” I said. “Manavon. You know we always go
there.” “Are you really?” said the lawyer; “I thought
that coast had gone off a lot. My wife has a friend who’s
heard that it’s not at all that it was.”

I was astonished to hear this, not seeing how a little
village like Manavaon could have “gone off.” I had known
it for ten years as having accommodation for about twenty
visitors, and I could not believe that rows of lodging
houses had sprung up since the August of 1914. Still I
put the question to Eddis: “Trippers?” 1 asked, knowing
firstly that trippers hate the solitudes of the country and
the sea; secondly, that there are no industrial towns
within cheap and easy distance, and thirdly, that the rail-
ways were issuing no excursion tickets during the war.

“No, not exactly trippers,” the lawyer replied. “But my
wife’s friend knows a clergyman who says that the beach
at Tremaen is not at all pleasant now, and Tremaen’s only
a few miles from Manavon, isn’t it?”

“In what way not pleasant?” I carried on my examina-
tion. “Pierrots and shows, and that sort of thing?” I felt
that it could not be so, for the solemn rocks of Tremaen

121



would have turned the liveliest Pierrot to stone. He would
have frozen into a crag on the beach, and the seagulls
would carry away his song and make it a lament by lone-
ly, booming caverns that look on Avalon. Eddis said he
had heard nothing about showmen; but he understood that
since the war the children of the whole district had gone
quite out of hand.

“Bad language, you know,” he said, “and all that sort
of thing, worse than London slum children. One doesn’t
want one’s wife and children to hear foul talk at any time,
much less on their holiday. And they say that Castell
Coch is quite impossible; no decent woman would be seen
there!”

I said: “Really, that’s a great pity,” and changed the
subject. But I could not make it out at all. I knew Castell
Coch well—a little bay bastioned by dunes and red sand-
stone cliffs, rich with greenery. A stream of cold water
runs down there to the sea; there is the ruined Norman
Castle, the ancient church and the scattered village; it is
altogether a place of peace and quiet and great beauty.
The people there, children and grown-ups alike, were not
merely decent but courteous folk: if one thanked a child
for opening a gate, there would come the inevitable re-
sponse: “And welcome kindly, sir.” I could not make it
out at all. I didn’t believe the lawyer’s tales; for the life
of me I could not see what he could be driving at. And,
for the avoidance of all unnecessary mystery, I may as well
say that my wife and child and myself went down to
Manavon last August and had a most delightful holiday.
At the time we were certainly conscious of no annoyance
or unpleasantness of any kind. Afterwards, I confess, I
heard a story that puzzled and still puzzles me, and this
story, if it be received, might give its own interpretation
to one or two circumstances which seemed in themselves
quite insignificant.

But all through July I came upon traces of eyil rumours
affecting this most gracious corner of the earth. Some
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of these rumours were repetitions of Eddis’s gossip; others
amplified this vague story and made it more definite. Of
course, no first-hand evidence was available. There never
is any first-hand evidence in these cases. But A knew B
who had heard from C that her second cousin’s little girl
had been set upon and beaten by a pack of young Welsh
savages. Then people quoted “a doctor in large prac-
tice in a well-known town in the Midlands,” to the effect
that Tremaen was a sink of juvenile depravity. They said
that a responsible medical man’s evience was final and
convincing; but they didn’t bother to find out who the
doctor was, or whether there was any doctor at all—or
any doctor relevant to the issue. Then the thing began to
get into the papers in a sort of oblique, by-the-way sort
of manner. People cited the case of these imaginary bad
children in support of their educational views. One side
said that “these unfortunate little ones” would have been
quite well behaved if they had had no education at all;
the opposition declared that continuation schools would
speedily reform them and make them into admirable
citizens. Then the poor Arfonshire children seemed to be-
come involved in quarrels about Welsh disestablishment
and in the question of the miners; and all the while they
were going about behaving politely and admirably as they
always do behave. I knew all the time that it was all
nonsense, but I couldn’t understand in the least what it
meant, or who was pulling the wires of rumour, or their
purpose in so pulling. I began to wonder whether the pres-
sure and anxiety and suspense of a terrible war had un-
hinged the public mind, so that it was ready to believe
any fable, to debate the reasons for happenings which had
never happened. At last, quite incredible things began to
be whispered: visitors’ children had not only been beaten,
they had been tortured; a little boy had been found im-
paled on a stake in a lonely field near Manvon; another
child had been lured to destruction over the cliffs at
Castell Coch. A London paper sent a good man down
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quietly to Arfon to investigate. He was away for a week,
and at the end of that period returned to his office and
in his own phrase, “threw the whole story down.” There
was not a word of truth, he said, in any of these rumours;
no vestige of a foundation for the mildest forms of all
this gossip. He had never seen such a beautiful country;
he had never met pleasanter men, women or children;
there was not a single case of anyone having been an-
noyed or troubled in any sort or fashion.

Yet all the while the story grew, and grew more mon-
strous and incredible. I was too much occupied in watch-
ing the progress of my own mythological monster to pay
much attention. The town clerk of Tremaen, to which
the legend had at length penetrated, wrote a brief letter to
the press indignantly denying that there was the slightest
foundation for “the unsavoury rumours” which, he under-
stood, were being circulated; and about this time we went
down to Manavon and, as I say, enjoyed ourselves ex-
tremely. The weather was perfect: blues of paradise in
the skies, the seas all a shimmering wonder, olive greens
and emeralds, rich purples, glassy sapphires changing by
the rocks; far away a haze of magic lights and colours
at the meeting of sea and sky. Work and anxiety had
harried me; I found nothing better than to rest on the
thymy banks by the shore, finding an infinite balm and
refreshment in the great sea before me, in the tiny flowers
beside me. Or we would rest all the summer afternoon on a
“shelf”” high on the grey cliffs and watch the tide cream-
ing and surging about the rocks, and listen to it booming
in the hollows and caverns below. Afterwards, as I say,
there were one or two things that struck cold. But at the
time those were nothing. You see a man in an odd white
hat pass by and think little or nothing about it. After-
wards, when you hear that a man wearing just such a hat
had committed murder in the next street five minutes be-
fore, then you find in that hat a certain interest and
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significance. “Funny children,” was the phrase my little
boy used; and I began to think they were “funny” indeed.

If there be a key at all to this queer business, I think
it is to be found in a talk I had not long ago with a
friend of mine named Morgan. He is a Welshman and
a dreamer, and some people say he is like a child who
has grown up and yet has not grown up like other chil-
dren of men. Though I did not know it, while I was at
Manavon, he was spending his holiday time at Castell
Coch. He was a lonely man and he liked lonely places,
and when we met in the autumn he told me how, day
after day, he would carry his bread and cheese and beer
in a basket to a remote headland on that coast known
as the Old Camp. Here, far above the waters, are solemn,
mighty walls, turf-grown; circumvallations rounded and
smooth with the passing of many thousand years. At one
end of this most ancient place there is a tumulus, a tower
of observation, perhaps, and underneath it slinks the
green, deceiving ditch that seems to wind into the heart
of the camp, but in reality rushes down to sheer rock
and a precipice over the waters.

Here came Morgan daily, as he said, to dream of Ava-
lon, to purge himself from the fuming corruption of the
streets.

And so, as he told me, it was with singular horror that
one afternoon as he dozed and dreamed and opened his
eyes now and again to watch the miracle and magic of
the sea, as he listened to the myriad murmurs of the
waves, his meditation was broken by a sudden burst of
horrible raucous cries—and the cries of children, too, but
children of the lowest type. Morgan says that the very
tones made him shudder—“They were to the ear what
slime is to the touch,” and then the words: every foul-
ness, every filthy abomination of speech; blasphemies that
struck like blows at the sky, that sank down into the pure,
shining depths, defiling them! He was amazed. He peered
over the green wall of the fort, and there in the ditch
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he saw a swarm of noisome children, horrible little stunted
creatures with old men’s faces, with bloated faces, with
little sunken eyes, with leering eyes. It was worse than
uncovering a brood of snakes or a nest of worms.

No; he would not describe what they were about. “Read
about Belgium,” said Morgan, “and think they couldn’t
have been more than five or six years old.” There was no
infamy, he said, that they did not perpetrate; they spared
no horror of cruelty. “I saw blood running in streams, as
they shrieked with laughter, but I could not find the mark
of it on the grass afterwards.”

Morgan said he watched them and could not utter a
word; it was as if a hand held his mouth tight. But at
last he found his voice and shrieked at them, and they
burst into a yell of obscene laughter and shrieked back
at him, and scattered out of sight. He could not trace
them; he supposes that they hid in the deep bracken
behind the Old Camp.

“Sometimes I can’t understand my landlord at Castell
Coch,” Morgan went on. “He’s the village postmaster and
has a little farm of his own—a decent, pleasant, ordinary
sort of chap. But now and again he will talk oddly. I
was telling him about these beastly children and wonder-
ing who they could be when he broke into Welsh, some-
thing like ‘the battle that is for age unto ages; and the
People take delight in it.>

So far Morgan, and it was evident that he did not un-
derstand at all. But this strange tale of his brought back
an odd circumstance or two that I recollected: a matter
of our little boy straying away more than once, and get-
ting lost among the sand dunes and coming back scream-
ing, evidently frightened horribly, and babbling about
“funny children.” We took no notice; did not trouble,
I think, to look whether there were any children wander-
ing about the dunes or not. We were accustomed to his
small imaginations.

But after hearing Morgan’s story I was interested and

126



I wrote an account of the matter to my friend, old Doctor
Duthoit, of Hereford. And he:

“They were only visible, only audible to children and
the childlike. Hence the explanation of what puzzled you
at first; the rumours, how did they arise? They arose from
nursery gossip, from scraps and odds and ends of half-
articulate children’s talk of horrors that they didn’t under-
stand, of words that shamed their nurses and their moth-
ers.
“These little people of the earth rise up and rejoice in
these times of ours., For they are glad, as the Welsh-
man said, when they know that men follow their ways.”
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1

They were talking about old days and old ways and all
the changes that have come on London in the last weary
years; a little party of three of them, gathered for a rare
meeting in Perrott’s rooms.

One man, the youngest of the three, a lad of fifty-five or
so0, had begun to say:

“I know every inch of that neighbourhood, and I tell
you there’s no such place.”

His name was Harliss; and he was supposed to have
something to do with chemicals and carboys and crystals.

They had been recalling many London vicissitudes, these
three; and it must be noted that the boy of the party,
Harliss, could remember very well the Strand as it used
to be, before they spoilt it all. Indeed, if he could not
have gone as far back as the years of those doings, it is
doubtful whether Perrott would have let him into the meet-
ing in Mitre Place, an alley which was an entrance of the
inn by day, but was blind after nine o’clock at night,
when the iron gates were shut, and the pavement grew
silent. The rooms were on the second floor, and from the
front windows could be seen the elms in the inn gar-
den, where the rooks used to build before the war. Within,
the large, low room was softly, deeply carpeted from
wall to wall; the winter night, with a bitter dry wind ris-
ing, and moaning even in the heart of London, was shut
out by thick crimson curtains, and the three men sat about
a blazing fire in an old fireplace, a fireplace that stood
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high from the hearth, with hobs on each side of it, and a
big kettle beginning to murmur on one of them. The arm-
chairs on which the three sat were of the sort that Mr.
Pickwick sits on for ever in his frontispiece. The round
table of dark mahogany stood on one leg, very deeply
and profusely carved, and Perrott said it was a George IV
table, though the third friend, Arnold, held that William
IV, or even very early Victoria, would have been nearer
the mark. On the dark red wall-paper there were eigh-
teenth-century engravings of Durham Cathedral and Peter-
borough Cathedral, which showed that, in spite of Horace
Walpole and his friend Mr. Gray, the eighteenth century
couldn’t draw a Gothic building when its towers and trac-
eries were before its eyes: “because they couldn’t see
it,” Arnold had insisted, late one night, when the gliding
signs were far on in their course, and the punch in the
jar had begun to thicken a little on its spices. There
were other engravings of a later date about the walls, things
of the thirties and forties by forgotten artists, known well
enough in their day; landscapes of the Valley of the Usk,
and the Holy Mountain, and Llanthony: all with a certain
enchantment and vision about them, as if their domed
hills and solemn woods were more of grace than of na-
ture. Over the hearth was Bolton Abbey in the Olden Time.

Perrott would apologize for it.

“I know,” he would say. “I know all about it. It is a
pig, and a goat, and a dog, and a damned nonsense—
he was quoting a Welsh story—but it used to hang over
the fire in the dining-room at home. And I often wish I
had brought along Te Deun Laudamus as well.”

“What'’s that?” Harliss asked.

“Ah, you're too young to have lived with it. It depicts
three choir-boys in surplices; one singing for his life, and
the other two looking about them—just like choir-boys.
And we were always told that the busy boy was hanged
at last. The companion picture showed three charity girls,
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also singing. This was called Te Dominum Confitemur.
I never heard their story.”

“I know.” Harliss brightened. “I came upon them both
in lodgings near the station at Brighton, in Mafeking year.
And, a year or two later, I saw Sherry, Sir in an hotel
at Tenby.”

“The finest wax fruit I ever saw,” Arnold joined in,
“was in a window in the King’s Cross Road.”

So they would maunder along, about the old-fashioned
rather than the old. And so on this winter night of the
cold wind they lingered about the London streets of forty,
forty-five, fifty-five years ago.

One of them dilated on Bloomsbury, in the days when
the bars were up, and the Duke’s porters had boxes be-
side the gates, and all was peace, not to say profound
dullness, within those solemn boundaries. Here was the
high vaulted church of a strange sect, where, they said,
while the smoke of incense fumed about a solemn rite,
a wailing voice would suddenly rise up with the sound
of an incantation in magic. Here, another church, where
Christina Rossetti bowed her head; all about, dim
squares where no one walked, and the leaves of the trees
were dark with smoke and soot.

“l remember one spring,” said Arnold, “when they
were the brightest green I ever saw. In Bloomsbury
Square. Long ago.”

“That wonderful little lion stood on the iron posts in
the pavement in front of the British Museum,” Perrott
put in, “I believe they have kept a few and hidden them
in museums. That’s one of the reasons why the streets
grow duller and duller. If there is anything curious, any-
thing beautiful in a street, they take it away and stick
it in a museum. I wonder what has become of that odd
little figure, I think it was in a cocked hat, that stood by
the bar-parlour door in the courtyard of the bell in Hol-
born.”

They worked their way down by Fetter Lane, and la-
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mented Dryden’s house—*“I think it was in 87 that they
pulled it down”—and lingered on the site of Clifford’s
Inn—*“you could walk into the seventeenth century”—
and so at last into the Strand.

“Someone said it was the finest street in Europe.”

“Yes, no doubt—in a sense, Not at all in the obvious
sense; it wasn’t belle architecture de ville. It was of all
ages and all sizes and heights and styles: a unique en-
chantment of a street; an incantation, full of words that
meant nothing to the uninitiated.”

A sort of Litany followed.

“The Shop of the Pale Puddings, where little David
Copperfield might have bought his dinner.”

“That was close to Bookseller’s Row—sixteenth-century
houses.”

“And ‘Chocolate as in Spain’; opposite Charing Cross.”

“The Globe office, where one sent one’s early turn-
overs.”

“The narrow alleys with steps going down to the river.”

“The smell of making soap from the scent shop.”

“Nutt’s bookshop, near the Welsh mutton butcher’s,
where the street was narrow.”

“The Family Herald office; with a picture in the win-
dow of an early type-setting machine, showing the opera-
tor working a contraption with long arms, that hovered
over the case.”

“And Garden House in the middle of a lawn, in Cle-
ment’s Inn.”

“And the flicker of those old yellow gas-lamps, when
the wind blew up the street, and the people were pack-
ing into that passage that led to the Lyceum pit.”

One of them, his ear caught by a phrase that another
had used, began to murmur verses from “Oh, plump head
waiter at the Cock.”

“What chops they were!” sighed Perrott. And he began
to make the punch, grating first of all the lumps of sugar
against the lemons; drawing forth thereby the delicate,
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aromatic oils from the rind of the Mediterranean fruit.
Matters were brought forth from cupboards at the dark
end of the room: rum from the Jamaica Coffee House in
the City spices in blue china boxes, one or two old bottles
containing secret essences, The kettle boiled, the ingredi-
ents were dusted in and poured into the red-brown jar,
which was then muffled and set to digest on the hearth,
in the heat of the fire.

“Misce, fiat mistura,” said Harliss.

“Very well,” answered Arnold. “But remember that all
the true matters of the work are invisible.”

Nobody minded him or his alchemy; and after a due
interval, the glasses were held over the fragrant steam of
the jar, and then filled. The three sat round the fire,
drinking and sipping with grateful hearts.

i

Let it be noted that the glasses in question held no
great quantity of the hot liquor. Indeed, they were what
used to be called rummers; round, and of a bloated
aspect, but of comparatively small capacity. Therefore,
nothing injurious to the clearness of those old heads is
to be inferred, when it is said that between the third and
fourth filling, the talk drew away from central London
and the lost, beloved Strand and began to go farther afield,
into stranger, less-known territories. Perrott began it, by
tracing a curious passage he had once made northward,
dodging by the Globe and the Olympic theatres into the
dark labyrinth of Clare Market, under arches and by al-
leys, till he came into Great Queen Street, near the Free-
mason’s Tavern and Inigo Jones’s red pilasters. Another
took up the tale, and drifting into Holborn by Whetstone’s
Park, and going astray a little to visit Kingsgate Street—
“just like Phiz’s plate: mean, low, deplorable; but I wish
they hadn’t pulled it down”—finally reached Theobald’s
Road. There, they delayed a little, to consider curiously
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decorated leaden water-cisterns that were once to be seen
in the areas of a few of the older houses, and also to
speculate on the legend that an ancient galleried inn, now
used as a warehouse, had survived till quite lately at the
back of Tibbles Road—for so they called it. And thence,
northward and eastward, up the Gray’s Inn Road, cross-
ing the King’s Cross Road, and going up the hill.

“And here,” said Arnold, “we begin to touch on the
conjectured. We have left the known world behind us.”

Indeed, it was he who now had the party in charge.

“Do you know,” said Perrott, “that sounds awful rot,
but it’s true; at least so far as I am concerned. I don’t
think I ever went beyond Holborn Town Hall, as it used
to be—I mean walking. Of course, I've driven in a han-
som to King’s Cross Railway Station, and I went once or
twice to the Military Tournament, when it was at the
Agricultural Hall, in Islington; but I don’t remember how
I got there.”

Harliss said he had been brought up in North London,
but much farther north—Stoke Newington way.

“] once knew a man,” said Perrott, “who knew all
about Stoke Newington; at least he ought to have known
about it. He was a Poe enthusiast, and he wanted to find
out whether the school where Poe boarded when he was
a little boy was still standing. He went again and again;
and the odd thing is that, in spite of his interest in the
matter, he didn’t seem to know whether the school was
still there, or whether he had seen it. He spoke of cer-
tain survivals of the Stoke Newington that Poe indicates
in a phrase or two in ‘William Wilson’: the dreamy vil-
lage, the misty trees, the old rambling red-brick houses,
standing in their gardens, with high walls all about them.
But though he declared that he had gone so far as to
interview the vicar, and could describe the old church with
the dormer windows, he could never make up his mind
whether he had seen Poe’s school.”

“I never heard of it when I lived there,” said Harliss.
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“But I came of business stock, We didn’t gossip much
about authors. I have a vague sort of notion that I once
heard somebody speak of Poe as a notorious drunkard—
and that’s about all I ever heard of him till a good deal
later.”

“It is queer, but it’s true,” Arnold broke in, “that there’s
a general tendency to seize on the accidental, and ignore
the essential. You may be vague enough about the treble
works, the vast designs of the laboured rampart lines; but
at least you knew that the Duke of Wellington had a very
big nose. I remember it on the tins of knife polish.”

“But that fellow I was speaking of,” said Perrott, go-
ing back to his topic, “I couldn’t make him out. I put
it to him; ‘Surely you know one way or the other: this
old school is still standing—or was still standing—or not:
you either saw it or you didn’t: there can’t be any doubt
about the matter.” But we couldn’t get to negative or posi-
tive. He confessed that it was strange; ‘But upon my word
I don’t know. I went once, I think, about 95, and then,
again, in 99—that was the time I called on the vicar; and
I have never been since.” He talked like a man who had
gone into a mist, and could not speak with any certainty
of the shapes he had seen in it.

“And that reminds me. Long after my talk with Hare
—that was the man who was interested in Poe—a distant
cousin of mine from the country came up to town to see
about the affairs of an old aunt of his who had lived all
her life somewhere Stoke Newington way, and had just
died. He came in here one evening to look me up—we had
not met for many years—and he was saying, truly enough,
I am sure, how little the average Londoner knew of Lon-
don, when you once took him off his beaten track. ‘For
example,” he said to me, ‘have you ever been in Stoke
Newington?’ I confessed that I hadn’t, that I had never
had any reason to go there. “Exactly; and I don’t suppose
you’ve ever even heard of Canon’s Park? I confessed
ignorance again. He said it was an extraordinary thing
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that such a beautiful place as this, within four or five
miles of the centre of London, seemed absolutely un-
known and unheard of by nine Londoners out of ten.”

“I know every inch of that neighbourhood,” broke
in Harliss. “I was born there and lived there till I was
sixteen. There’s no such place anywhere near Stoke New-
ington.”

“But, look here, Harliss,” said Arnold. “I don’t know
that you’re really an authority.”

“Not an authority on a place I knew backwards for six-
teen years? Besides, I represented Crosbies in that dis-
trict later, soon after I went into business.”

“Yes, of course. But—I suppose you know the Haymar-
ket pretty well, don’t you?”

“Of course I do; both for business and pleasure. Every=
body knows the Haymarket.”

“Very good. Then tell me the way to St. James’s Mar-
ket.”

“There’s no such market.”

“We have him,” said Arnold, with bland triumph. “Lit-
erally, he is correct: I believe it’s all pulled down now.
But it was standing during the war: a small open space
with old, low buildings in it, a stone’s throw from the back
of the tube station. You turned to the right, as you walked
down the Haymarket.”

“Quite right,” confirmed Perrott. “I went there, only
once, on the business of an odd magazine that was pub-
lished in one of those low buildings. But I was talking
of Canon’s Park, Stoke Newington—"

“I beg your pardon,” said Harliss. “I remember now.
There is a part in Stoke Newington or mear it called
Canon’s Park. But it isn’t a park at all; nothing like a
park. That’s only a builder’s name. It’s just a lot of streets.
I think there’s a Canon’s Square, and a Park Crescent, and
an Esplanade: there are some decent shops there, But it’s
all quite ordinary; there’s nothing beautiful about it.”

“But my cousin said it was an amazing place. Not a

135



bit like the ordinary London parks or anything of the
kind he’d seen abroad, You go in through a gateway,
and he said it was like finding yourself in another gate-
way. Such trees, that must have been brought from the
end of the world: there were none like them in England,
though one or two reminded him of trees in Kew Gar-
dens; deep hollows with streams running from the rocks;
lawns all purple and gold with flowers, and golden lilies
too, towering up into the trees, and mixing with the crim-
son of the flowers that hung from the boughs. And here
and there, there were little summer-houses and temples,
shining white in the sun, like a view in China, as he put it.”

Harliss did not fail with his response, “I tell you there’s
no such place.”

And he added:

“And, anyhow, it all sounds a bit too flowery. But
perhaps your cousin was that sort of man: ready to be
enthusiastic over a patch of dandelions in a back-garden.
A friend of mine once sent me a wire to ‘come at once:
most important: meet me St. John’s Wood Station.” Of
course I went, thinking it must be really important; and
what he wanted was to show me the garden of a house
to let in Grove End Road, which was a blaze of dande-
lions.”

“And a very beautiful sight,” said Arnold, with fervour.

“It was a fine sight; but hardly a thing to wire a man
about. And I should think that’s the secret of all this stuff
your cousin told you, Perrott, There used to be one or
two big well-kept gardens at Stoke Newington; and I sup-
pose he strolled into one of them by mistake, and then
got rather wildly enthusiastic about what he saw.”

“It’s possible, of course,” said Perrott, “but in a general
way he wasn’t that sort of man. He had an experimental
farm, not far from Wells, and bred new kinds of wheat,
and improved grasses. I have heard him called stodgy,
though I always found him pleasant enough when we
met.”
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“Well, I tell you there’s no such place in Stoke New-
ington or anywhere near it. T ought to know.”

“How about St. James’s Market?” asked Arnold.

Then, they “left it at that.” Indeed, they had felt for
some time that they had gone too far away from their
known world, and from the friendly tavern fires of the
Strand, into the wild no man’s land of the north. To
Harliss, of course, those regions had once been familiar,
common, and uninteresting: he could not revisit them in
talk with any glow of feeling. The other two held them
unfriendly and remote; as if one were to discourse of
Arctic explorations, and lands of everlasting darkness,

They all returned with relief to their familiar hunting-
grounds, and saw the play in theatres that had been pulled
down for thirty-five years or more, and had steaks and
strong ale afterwards, in the box by the fire, by the fire
that had been finally raked out soon after the new law
courts were opened.

ir

So, at least, it appeared at the time; but there was
something in the tale of this suburban park that remained
with Arnold and beset him, and sent him at last to the
remote north of the story. For, as he was meditating on
this vague attraction, he chanced to light on a shabby
brown book on his untidy shelves; a book gathered from
a stall in Farringdon Street, where the manuscript of
Traherne’s Centuries of Meditations had been found. So
far, Arnold had scarcely glanced at it. It was called, 4
London Walk: Meditations in the Streets of the Metropolis.
The author was the Reverend Thomas Hampole, and
the book was dated 1853. It consisted for the most part
of moral and obvious reflections, such as might be ex-
pected from a pious and amiable clergyman of the day.
In the middle of the nineteenth century, the relish of moral-
izing which flourished so in the age of Addison and Pope
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and Johnson, which made the Rambler a popular book,
and gave fortunes to the publishers of sermons, had still
a great deal of vigour. People liked to be warned of the
consequences of their actions, to have lessons in punc-
tuality, to learn about the importance of little things, to
hear sermons from stones, and to be taught that there
were gloomy reflections to be drawn from almost every-
thing. So then, the Reverend Thomas Hampole stalked
the London streets with a moral and monitory glance in
his eye: saw Regent Street in its early splendour and
thought of the ruins of mighty Rome, preached on the
text of solitude in a multitude as he viewed what he called
the teeming myriads, and allowed a desolate, half-ruin-
ous house “in Chancery” to suggest thoughts of the happy
Christmas parties that had once thoughtlessly revelled be-
hind the crumbling walls and broken windows.

But here and there, Mr. Hampole became less obvious,
and perhaps more really profitable. For example, there is
a passage—it has already been quoted, I think, by some
modern author—which seems curious enough.

Has it ever been your fortune, courteous reader [Mr.
Hampole inquired] to rise in the earliest dawning of a
summer day, ere yet the radiant beams of the sun have
done more than touch with light the domes and spires
of the great city? . . . If this has been your lot, have

you not observed that magic powers have apparently been
at work? The accustomed scene has lost its familiar ap-

pearance. The houses which you have passed daily, it
may be for years, as you have issued forth on your busi-
ness or on your pleasure, now seem as if you beheld them
for the first time. They have suffered a mysterious change,
into something rich and strange. Though they may have
been designed with no extraordinary exertion of the art
of architecture . . . yet you have been ready to admit
that they now “stand in glory, shine like stars, apparelled
in a light serene.” They have become magical habitations,
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supernal dwellings, more desirable to the eye than the
fabled pleasure dome of the Eastern potentate, or the be-
jewelled hall built by the Genie for Aladdin in the Ara-
bian tale.

A good deal in this vein; and then, when one expected
the obvious warning against putting trust in appearances,
both transitory and delusory, there came a very odd pas-
sage:

Some have declared that it lies within our own choice
to gaze continually upon a world of equal or even greater
wonder and beauty. It is said by these that the experi-
ments of the alchemists of the Dark Ages . . . are, in
fact, related, not to the transmutation of metals, but to
the transmutation of the entire Universe. . . . This method,
or art, or science, or whatever we choose to call it (sup-
posing it to exist, or to have ever existed), is simply con-
cerned to restore the delights of the primal Paradise; to
enable men, if they will, to inhabit a world of joy and
splendour. It is perhaps possible that there is such an ex-
periment, and that there are some who have made it.

The reader was referred to a note—one of several—
at the end of the volume, and Arnold, already a good deal
interested by this unexpected vein in the Reverend
Thomas, looked it up. And thus it ran:

I am aware that these speculations may strike the read-
er as both singular and (I may, perhaps, add) chimeric-
al; and, indeed, I may have been somewhat rash and
ill-advised in committing them to the printed page. If I
have done wrong, I hope for pardon; and, indeed, I am
far from advising anyone who may read these lines to
engage in the doubtful and difficult experiment which they
adumbrate. Still; we are bidden to be seekers of the truth:
veritas contra mundum. :
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I am strengthened in my belief that there is at least
some foundation for the strange theories at which I have
hinted, by an experience that befell me in the early
days of my ministry. Soon after the termination of my
first curacy, and after I had been admitted to Priest’s
Orders, I spent some months in London, living with rela-
tions in Kensington. A college friend of mine, whom I
will call the Reverend Mr. S——, was, I was aware, a
curate in a suburb of the north of London, S.N. I wrote
to him, and afterwards called at his lodgings at his in-
vitation. I found S—— in a state of some perturbation.
He was threatened, it seemed, with an affection of the lungs
and his medical adviser was insistent that he should leave
London for awhile, and spend the four months of the
winter in the more genial climate of Devonshire. Unless
this were done, the doctor declared, the consequences to
my friend’s health might be of a very serious kind. S——
was very willing to act on this advice, and indeed, an-
xious to do so; but, on the other hand, he did not wish
to resign his curacy, in which, as he said, he was both
happy and, he trusted, useful. On hearing this, I at once
proffered my services, telling him that if his Vicar ap-
proved, I should be happy to do his duty till the end of
the ensuing March; or even later, if the physicians con-
sidered a longer stay in the south would be advisable.
S——was overjoyed. He took me at once to see the Vicar;
the fitting inquiries were made, and I entered on my
temporary duties in the course of a fortnight.

It was during this brief ministry in the environs of
London, that I became acquainted with a very singular
person, whom I shall call Glanville. He was a regular at-
tendant at our services, and, in the course of my duty, I
called on him, and expressed my gratification at his evi-
dent attachment to the Liturgy of the Church of England.
He replied with due politeness, asked me to sit down and
partake with him of the soothing cup, and we soon found
ourselves ‘engaged in conversation, I discovered early in
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our association that he was conversant with the reveries
of the German Theosophist, Behmen, and the later works
of his English disciple, William Law; and it was clear to
me that he looked on these labyrinths of mystical theology
with a friendly eye. He was a middle-aged man, spare of
habit, and of a dark complexion; and his face was il-
luminated in a very impressive manner, as he discussed
the speculations which had evidently occupied his thoughts
for many years. Based as these theories were on the
doctrines (if we may call them by that name) of Law and
Behmen, they struck me as of an extremely fantastic, I
would even say fabulous, nature, but I confess that I
listened with a considerable degree of interest, while mak-
ing it evident that as a Minister of the Church of En-
gland I was far from giving my free assent to the proposi-
tions that were placed before me. They were not, it is
true, manifestly and certainly opposed to orthodox belief,
but they were assuredly strange, and as such to be re-
ceived with salutary caution. As an example of the ideas
which beset a mind which was ingenious, and I may say,
devout, I may mention that Mr. Glanville often dwelt on a
consequence, not generally acknowledged, of the Fall of
Man, “When man yielded,” he would say, “to the mysteri-
ous temptation intimated by the figurative language of
Holy Writ, the universe, originally fluid and the servant
of his spirit, became solid, and crashed down upon him
overwhelming him beneath its weight and its dead mass.”
I requested him to furnish me with more light on this re-
markable belief; and I found that in his opinion that which
we now regard as stubborn matter was, primally, to use
his singular phraseology, the Heavenly Chaos, a soft and
ductile substance, which could be moulded by the imagi-
nation of uncorrupted man into whatever forms he chose
it to assume, “Strange as it may seem,” he added, “the
wild inventions (as we consider them) of the Arabian
Tales give us some notion of the powers of the homo
protoplastus. The prosperous city becomes a lake, the car-
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pet transports us in an instant of time, or rather without
time, from one end of the earth to another, the palace
rises at a word from nothingness. Magic, we call all this,
while we deride the possibility of any such feats; but
this magic of the East is but a confused and fragmentary
recollection of operations which were of the first nature of
man, and of the fiar which was then entrusted to him.”

I listened to this and other similar expositions of Mr.
Glanville’s extraordinary beliefs with some interest, as I
have remarked. I could not but feel that such opinions
were in many respects more in accordance with the doc-
trine I had undertaken to expound than much of the
teaching of the philosophers of the day, who seemed to
exalt rationalism at the expense of Reason, as that di-
vine faculty was exhibited by Coleridge. Still, when I as-
sented, I made it clear to Glanville that my assent was
qualified by my firm adherence to the principles which I
had solemnly professed at my ordination.

The months went by in the peaceful performance of
the pastoral duties of my office. Early in March, I re-
ceived a letter from my friend Mr. S——, who informed
me that he had greatly benefited by the air of Torquay,
and that his medical adviser had assured him that he
need no longer hesitate to resume his duties in London.
Consequently, S—— proposed to return at once, and,
after warmly expressed thanks for my extreme kindness,
as he called it, he announced his wish to perform his
partyjn the Church services on the following Sunday. Ac-
cordingly, I paid my final visits to those of the parishion-
ers with whom I had more particularly associated, re-
serving my call on Mr. Glanville for the last day of my
residence at S. N. He was sorry, I think, to hear of my
impending departure, and told me that he would always
recollect our conversational exchanges with much pleasure.

“I, too, am leaving S.N.,” he added. “Early next week
I sail for the East, where my stay may be prolonged for a
considerable period.”
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After mutual expressions of polite regret, I rose from
my chair, and was about to make my farewells, when I
observed that Glanville was gazing at me with a fixed and
singular regard.

“One moment,” he said, beckoning me to the window,
where he was standing. “I want to show you the view. I
don’t think you have seen it.”

The suggestion struck me as peculiar, to say the least
of it. I was, of course, familiar with the street in which
Glanville resided, as with most of the S.N. streets; and he
on his side must have been well aware that no prospect
that his window might command could show me any-
thing that I had not seen many times during my four
months’ stay in the parish. In addition to this, the streets
of our London suburbs do not often offer a spectacle to
engage the amateur of landscape and the picturesque. I
was hesitating, hardly knowing whether to comply with
Glanville’s request, or to treat it as a piece of pleasantry,
when it struck me that it was possible that his first-floor
window might afford a distant view of St. Paul’s Cathedral;
I accordingly stepped to his side, and waited for him to
indicate the scene which he, presumably, wished me to
admire,

His features still wore the odd expression which I have
already remarked.

“Now,” said he, “look out and tell me what you see.”

Still bewildered, I looked through the window, and saw
exactly that which I had expected to see: a row or terrace
of neatly designed residences, separated from the highway
by a parterre or miniature park, adorned with trees and
shrubs. A road, passing to the right of the terrace, gave a
view of streets and crescents of more recent construction,
and of some degree of elegance. Still, in the whole of the
familiar spectacle I saw nothing to warrant any particular
attention; and, in a more or less jocular manner, I said
as much to Glanville.
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By way of reply, he touched me lightly with his finger-
tips on the shoulder, and said:

“Look again.”

I did so. For a moment, my heart stood still, and I
gasped for breath. Before me, in place of the familiar
structures, there was disclosed a panorama of unearthly,
of astounding beauty. In deep dells, bowered by overhang-
ing trees, there bloomed flowers such as only dreams can
show; such deep purples that yet seemed to glow like
precious stones with a hidden but ever-present radiance,
roses whose hues outshone any that are to be seen in our
gardens, tall lilies alive with light, and blossoms that were
as beaten gold. I saw well-shaded walks that went down
to green hollows bordered with thyme; and here and there
the grassy eminence above, and the bubbling well below,
were crowned with architecture of fantastic and unac-
customed beauty, which seemed to speak of fairyland it-
self. I might almost say that my soul was ravished by the
spectacle displayed before me. I was possessed by a de-
gree of rapture and delight such as I had never ex-
perienced. A sense of beatitude pervaded my whole
being; my bliss was such as cannot be expressed by
words. I uttered an inarticulate cry of joy and wonder.
And then, under the influence of a swift revulsion of
terror, which even now I cannot explain, I turned and
rushed from the room and from the house, without one
-word of comment or farewell to the extraordinary man
who had done—I knew not what.

In great perturbation and confusion of mind, I made
my way into the street. Needless to say, no trace of the
phantasmagoria that had been displayed before me re-
mained. The familiar street had resumed its usual aspect,
the terrace stood as I had always seen it, and the newer
buildings beyond, where I had seen oh! what dells of de-
light, what blossoms of glory, stood as before in their
neat, though unostentatious order. Where I had seen val-
leys embowered in green leafage, waving gently in the
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sunshine and the summer breeze, there were now boughs
bare and black, scarce showing so much as a single bud.
As I have mentioned, the season was early in March, and a
black frost which had set in ten days or a fortnight before
still constrained the earth and its vegetation.

I walked hurriedly away to my lodgings, which were
some distance from the abode of Glanville. I was sincerely
glad to think that 1 was leaving the neighbourhood on
the following day. I may say that up to the present mo-
ment I have never revisited S.N.

Some months later I encountered my friend Mr. S——,
and under cover of asking about the affairs of the parish
in which he still ministered, I inquired after Glanville,
with whom (I said) I had made acquaintance. It seemed
he had fulfilled his intention of leaving the neighbourhood
within a few days of my own departure. He had not con-
fided his destination or his plans for the future to anyone
in the parish.

“My acquaintance with him,” said S——, “was of the
slightest, and I do not think that he made any friends in
the locality, though he had resided in S.N. for more than
five years.”

It is now some fifteen years since this most strange ex-
perience befell me; and during that period I have heard
nothing of Glanville. Whether he is still alive in the dis-
tant Orient, or whether he is dead, I am completely ig-
norant.

v

Arnold was generally known as an idle man; and, as
he said himself, he hardly knew what the inside of an
office was like. But he was laborious in his idleness, and
always ready to take any amount of pains, over anything in
which he was interested. And he was very much interested
in this Canon’s Park business. He felt sure that there was
a link between Mr. Hampole’s odd story—‘“more than
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odd,” he meditated—and the experience of Perrott’s cou-
sin, the wheat-breeder from the west country. He made
his way to Stoke Newington, and strolled up and down it,
looking about him with an inquisitive eye. He found
Canon’s Park, or what remained of it, without any trou-
ble. It was pretty well as Harliss had described it: a
neighbourhood laid out in the twenties or thirties of the
last century for City men of comfortable down to tolerable
incomes.

Some of these houses remained, and there was an at-
tractive row of old-fashioned shops still surviving. Again,
in one place there was the modest cot of late Georgian or
early Victorian design, with its trellised porch of faded
blue-green paint, its patterned iron balcony, not displeas-
ing, its little garden in the front, and its walled garden
at the back; a small coach-house, a small stable. In an-
other, something more exuberant and on a much larger
scale: ambitious pilasters and stucco, broad lawns and
sweeping drives, towering shrubs, and glass in the back
premises. But on all the territory modernism had deliv-
ered its assault. The big houses remaining had been made
into maisonettes, the small ones were down-at-heel, no
longer objects of love; and everywhere there were blocks
of flats in wicked red brick, as if Mrs. Todgers had given
Mr. Pecksniff her notion of an up-to-date gaol, and he
had worked out her design. Opposite Canon’s Park, and
occupying the site on which Mr. Glanville’s house must
have stood, was a technical college; next to it a school of
economics. Both buildings curdled the blood: in their pur-
pose and in their architecture. They looked as if Mr. H. G.
Wells’s bad dreams had come true.

In none of this, whether moderately ancient or grossly
modern, could Arnold see anything to his purpose. In the
period of which Mr. Hampole wrote, Canon’s Park may
have been tolerably pleasant; it was now becoming intol-
erably unpleasant. But at its best, there could not have
been anything in its aspect to suggest the wonderful vi-
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sion which the clergyman thought he had seen from Glan-
ville’s window. And suburban gardens, however well kept,
could not explain the farmer’s rhapsodies. Arnold repeated
the sacred words of the explanation formula: telepathy,
hallucination, hypnotism; but felt very little easier. Hyp-
notism, for example: that was commonly used to explain
the Indian rope trick. There was no such trick, and in any
case, hypnotism could not explain that or any other mar-
vel seen by a number of people at once, since hypnotism
could only be applied to individuals, and with their full
knowledge, consent, and conscious attention. Telepathy
might have taken place between Glanville and Hampole;
but whence did Perrott’s cousin receive the impression
that he not only saw a sort of Kubla Khan, or Old Man
of the Mountain paradise, but actually walked abroad in
it? The S.P.R. had, one might say, discovered telepathy,
and had devoted no small part of their energies for the
last forty-five years or more to a minute and thorough-
going investigation of it; but, to the best of his belief,
their recorded cases gave no instance of anything so elab-
orate as this business of Canon’s Park. And again; so far
as he could remember, the appearances ascribed to a tele-
pathic agency were all personal; visions of people, not of
places: there were no telepathic landscapes. And as for
hallucination: that did not carry one far. That stated a
fact, but offered no explanation of it. Arnold had suffered
from liver trouble: he had come down to breakfast one
morning and had been vexed to see the air all dancing
with black specks. Though he did not smell the nauseous
odour of a smoky chimney, he made no doubt at first that
the chimney had been smoking, or that the black specks
were floating soot. It was some time before he realized
that, objectively, there were no black specks, that they
were optical illusions, and that he had been hallucinated.
And no doubt the parson and the farmer had been halluci-
nated: but the cause, the motive power, was to seek. Dick-
ens told how, waking one morning, he saw his father
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sitting by his bedside, and wondered what he was doing
there. He addressed the old man, and got no answer, put
out his hand to touch him: and there was no such thing.
Dickens was hallucinated; but since his father was per-
fectly well at the time, and in no sort of trouble, the
mystery remained insoluble, unaccountable. You had to
accept it; but there was no rationale of it. It was a problem
that had to be given up.

But Arnold did not like giving problems up. He beat
the coverts of Stoke Newington, and dived into pubs of
promising aspect, hoping to meet talkative old men, who
might remember their fathers’ stories and repeat them. He
found a few, for though London has always been a place
of restless, migratory tribes, and shifting populations; and
now more than ever before; yet there still remains in many
places, and above all in the remoter northern suburbs, an
old fixed element, which can go back in memory some-
times for a hundred, even a hundred and fifty years. So
in a venerable tavern—it would have been injurious and
misleading to call it a pub—on the borders of Canon’s
Park he found an ancient circle that gathered nightly for
an hour or two in a snug, if dingy, parlour. They drank
little and that slowly, and went early home. They were
small tradesmen of the neighbourhood, and talked their
business and the changes they had seen, the curse of
multiple shops, the poor stuff sold in them, and the cutting
of prices and profits. Arnold edged into the conversa-
tion by degrees, after one or two visits—“Well, sir, I am
very much obliged to you, and I won’t refuse”—and said
that he thought of settling in the neighbourhood: it
seemed quiet. “Best wishes, I’'m sure., Quiet; well it was,
once; but not much of that now in Stoke Newington. All
pride and dress and bustle now; and the people that had
the money and spent it, they’re gone, long ago.”

“There were well-to-do people here?” asked Arnold,
treading cautiously, feeling his way, inch by inch.

“There were, I assure you. Sound men—warm men, my
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father used to call them. There was Mr. Tredegar, head
of Tredegar’s Bank. That was amalgamated with the City
and National many years ago nearer fifty than forty, I
suppose. He was a fine gentleman, and grew beautiful
pineapples. I remember his sending us one, when my wife
was poorly all one summer. You can’t buy pineapples like
that now.”

“Youre right, Mr. Reynolds, perfectly right. I have
to stock what they call pineapples, but I wouldn’t touch
them myself, No scent, no flavour. Tough and hard; you
can’t compare a crab apple with a Cox’s pippin.”

There was a general assent to this proposition; and
Arnold felt that it was slow work.

And even when he got to his point, there was no much
gained.

He said he had heard that Canon’s Park was quiet
part; off the main track.

“Well, there’s something in that,” said the ancient who
had accepted the half-pint. “You don’t get very much
traffic there, it’s true: no trams or buses or motor coaches.
But they’re pulling it all to pieces; building new blocks
of flats every few months. Of course, that might suit your
views. Very popular these flats are, no doubt, with many
people; most economical, they tell me. But I always liked
a house of my own, myself.”

“T’'ll tell you one way a flat is economical,” the green-
grocer said with a preparatory chuckle, “If you're fond of
the wireless, you can save the price and the licence.
You'll hear the wireless on the floor above, and the wire-
less on the floor below, and one or two more besides when
they’ve got their windows open on summer evenings.”

“Very true, Mr. Batts, very true. Still, I must say, I'm
rather partial to the wireless myself, I like to listen to a
cheerful tune, you know, at tea time.”

“You don’t tell me, Mr. Potter, that you like that hor-
rible jazz, as they call it?”

“Well, Mr. Dickson, I must confess . . .” and so forth,
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and so forth. It became evident that there were modern-
ists even here: Arnold thought that he heard the term
“hot blues” distinctly uttered. He forced another half-pint
—“very kind of you; mild this time, if you don’t mind”
—on his neighbour, who turned out to be Mr. Reynolds,
the pharmaceutical chemist, and tried back.

“So you wouldn’t recommend Canon’s Park as a desir-
able residence.”

“Well, no, sir; not to a gentleman who wants quiet, I
should not. You can’t have quiet when a place is being
pulled down about your ears, as you may say. It certainly
was quiet enough in former days. Wouldn’t you say so,
Mr. Batts?”—breaking in on the musical discussion—
“Canon’s Park was quiet enough in our young days,
wasn’t it? It would have suited this gentleman then, I'm
sure.”

“Perhaps so,” said Mr. Batts. “Perhaps so, and perhaps
not. There’s quiet, and quiet.”

And a certain stillness fell upon the little party of old
men. They seemed to ruminate, to drink their beer in
slower sips.

“There was always something about the place I didn’t
altogether like,” said one of them at last. “But I’'m sure I
don’t know why.”

“Wasn’t there some tale of a murder there, a long time
ago? Or was it a man that killed himself, and was buried
at the crossroads by the green, with a stake through his
heart?”

“I never heard of that, but I've heard my father say
that there was a lot of fever about there formerly.”

“I think you’re all wide of the mark, gentlemen, if
you’ll excuse my saying so”—this from an elderly man in
a corner, who had said very little hitherto, “I wouldn’t
say Canon’s Park had a bad name, far from it. But there
certainly was something about it that many people didn’t
like; fought shy of, you may say. And it’s my belief that
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it was all on account of the lunatic asylum that used to be
there, awhile ago.”

“A lunatic asylum was there?” Arnold’s particular
friend asked. “Well, I think I remember hearing something
to that effect in my very young days, now you recall
the circumstances. I know we boys used to be very shy
of going through Canon’s Park after dark. My father used
to send me on errands that way now and again, and I
always got another boy to come along with me if I could.
But I don’t remember that we were particularly afraid of
the lunatics either. In fact, I hardly know what we were
afraid of, now I come to think of it.”

“Well, Mr. Reynolds, it's a long time ago; but I do
think it was that madhouse put people off Canon’s Park
in the first place. You know where it was, don’t you?”

“I can’t say I do.”

“Well, it was that big house right in the middle of the
park, that had been empty years and years—forty years,
I dare say, and going to ruin.”

“You mean the place where Empress Mansions are
now? Oh, yes, of course. Why they pulled it down more
than twenty years ago, and then the land was lying idle all
through the war and long after. A dismal-looking old place
it was; I remember it well: the ivy growing over the
chimney-pots, and the windows smashed, and the ‘To
Let’ boards smothered in creepers. Was that house an asy-
lum in its day?”

“That was the very house, sir. Himalaya House, it was
called. In the first place it was built on to an old farm-
house by a rich gentleman from India, and when he died,
having no children, his relations sold the property to a
doctor. And he turned it into a madhouse. And as I was
saying, I think people didn’t much like the idea of it. You
know, those places weren’t so well looked after as they
say they are now, and some very unpleasant stories got
about; I'm not sure if the doctor didn’t get mixed up in a
lawsuit over a gentleman, of good family, I believe, who
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had been shut up in Himalaya House by his relations for
years, and as sensible as you or me all the time. And then
there was that young fellow that managed to escape: that
was a queer business. Though there was no doubt that he
was mad enough for anything.”

“One of them got away, did he?” Arnold inquired,
wishing to break the silence that again fell on the circle,

“That was so. I don’t know how he managed it, as they
were said to be very strictly kept, but he contrived to
climb out or creep out somehow or other, one evening
about tea time, and walked as quietly as you please up the
road, and took lodgings close by here, in that row of old
red-brick houses that stood where the technical college is
now. I remember well hearing Mrs. Wilson that kept the
lodgings—she lived to be a very old woman—telling my
mother that she never saw a nice-looking, better-spoken
young man than this Mr. Vallance—I think he called him-
self: pot his real name, of course. He told her a proper
story enough about coming from Norwich, and having to
be very quiet on account of his studies and all that. He
had his carpetbag in his hand, and said the heavy luggage
was coming later, and paid a fortnight in advance, quite
regular., Of course, the doctor’s men were after him di-
rectly and making inquiries in all directions, but Mrs.
Wilson never thought for a moment that this quiet young
lodger of hers was the missing madman. Not for some
time, that is.”

Arnold took advantage of a rhetorical pause in the
story. He leaned forward to the landlord, who was leaning
over the bar, and listening like the rest. Presently orders
round were solicited, and each of the circle voted for a
small drop of gin, feeling “mild” or even “bitter” to be
inadequate to the crisis of such a tale. And then, with
courteous expressions, they drank the health of “our friend
sitting by our friend Mr. Reynolds.” And one of them
said:

“So she found out, did she?”
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“I believe,” the narrator continued, “that it was a week
or thereabouts before Mrs, Wilson saw there was some-
thing wrong. It was when she was clearing away his tea,
he suddenly spoke up, and says:

“‘What I like about these apartments of yours, Mrs.
Wilson, is the amazing view you have from your windows.’

“Well, you know, that was enough to startle her. We
all of us know what there was to see from the windows of
Rodman’s Row: Fothergill Terrace, and Chatham Street,
and Canon’s Park: very nice properties, no doubt, all of
them, but nothing to write. home about, as the young
people say. So Mrs. Wilson didn’t know how to take it
quite, and thought it might be a joke. She put down the
tea-tray, and looked the lodger straight in the face.

““What is it, sir, you particularly admire, if I might
ask?

“‘What do I admire? said he. ‘Everything.’ And then,
it seems, he began to talk the most outrageous nonsense
about golden and silver and purple flowers, and the bub-
bling well, and the walk that went under the trees right
into the wood, and the fairy house on the hill; and I don’t
know what, He wanted Mrs, Wilson to come to the win-
dow and look at it all: She was frightened, and took up
her tray, and got out of the room as quick as she could;
and I don’t wonder at it. And that night, when she was
going up to bed, she passed her lodger’s door, and heard
him talking out loud, and she stopped to listen. Mind
you, I don’t think you can blame the woman for listening.
I dare say she wanted to know who and what she had got
in her house. At first she couldn’t make out what he was
saying. He was jabbering in what sounded like a foreign
language; and then he cried out in plain English as if he
were talking to a young lady, and making use of very af-
fectionate expressions.

“That was too much for Mrs, Wilson, and she went
off to bed with her heart in her boots, and hardly got to
sleep all through the night. The next morning the gentle-
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man seemed quiet enough, but Mrs. Wilson knew he
wasn’t to be trusted, and directly after breakfast she went
round to the neighbours, and began to ask questions.
Then, of course, it came out who her lodger must be, and
she sent word round to Himalaya House. And the doc-
tor’s men took the young fellow back. And, bless my soul,
gentlemen,; it’s close on ten o’clock.”

The meeting broke up in a kind of cordial bustle. The
old man who had told the story of the escaped lunatic
had remarked, it appeared, the very close attention that
Arnold had given to the tale. He was evidently gratified.
He shook Arnold warmly by the hand, remarking: “So
you see, sir, the grounds I have for my opinion that it was
that madhouse that gave Canon’s Park rather a bad name
in our neighbourhood.”

And Arnold, revolving many things, set out on the way
back to London. Much seemed heavily obscure, but he
wondered whether Mrs. Wilson’s lodger was a madman at
all; any madder than Mr. Hampole, or the farmer from
Somerset or Charles Dickens, when he saw the appearance
of his father by his bed.

Vv

Arnold told the story of his researches and perplexities
at the next meeting of the three old friends in the quiet
court leading into the inn. The scene had changed into a
night in June, with the trees in the inn garden fluttering
in a cool breeze, that wafted a vague odour of hayfields far
away into the very heart of London. The liquor in the
brown jar smelt of Gascon vineyards and herb-gardens,
and ice had been laid about it, but not for too long a time.

Harliss’s word all through Arnold’s tale was:

“I know every inch of that neighbourhood, and I told
you there was no such place.”

Perrott was judicial. He allowed that the history was a
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remarkable one: “You have three witnesses,” Arnold had
pointed out.

“Yes,” said Perrott, “but have you allowed for the
marvellous operation of the law of coincidences? There’s
a case, trivial enough, perhaps you may think, that made
a deep impression on me when I read it, a few years
ago. Forty years before, a man had bought a watch in
Singapore—or Hong Kong, perhaps. The watch went
wrong, and he took it to a shop in Holborn to be seen to.
The man who took it from him over the counter was
the man who had sold him the watch in the East all those
years before. You can never put coincidence out of court,
and dismiss it as an impossible solution. Its possibilities
are infinite.”

Then Arnold told the last broken, imperfect chapter of
the story.

“After that night at the King of Jamaica,” he began, “I
went home and thought it all over. There seemed no more
to be done, Still, I felt as if I would like to have another
look at this singular park, and I went up there one dark
afternoon. And then and there I came upon the young
man who had lost his way, and had lost—as he said—the
one who lived in the white house on the hill. And I am
not going to tell you about her, or her house, or her en-
chanted gardens. But I am sure that the young man was
lost also—and for ever.”

And after a pause, he added:

“I believe that there is a perichoresis, an interpenetra-
tion, It is possible, indeed, that we three are now sitting
among desolate rocks, by bitter streams.

“. .. And with what companions?”
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THE CHILDREN OF THE POOL

A couple of summers ago I was staying with old friends
in my native county, on the Welsh border. It was in the
heat and drought of a hot and dry year, and I came into
those green, well-watered valleys with a sense of a great
refreshment; Here was relief from the burning of London
streets, from the close and airless nights, when all the
myriad walls of brick and stone and concrete and the
pavements that are endless give out into the heavy dark-
ness the fires that all day long have been drawn from the
sun, And from those roadways that have become like rail-
ways, with their changing lamps, and their yellow globes,
and their bars and studs of steel; from the menace of
instant death if your feet stray from the track: from all this
what a rest to walk under the green leaf in quiet, and hear
the stream trickling from the heart of the hill.

My friends were old friends, and they were urgent that
I should go my own way. There was breakfast at nine,
but it was equally serviceable and excellent at ten; and I
could be in for something cold for lunch, if I liked; and if
I didn’t like I could stay away till dinner at half past
seven; and then there was all the evening for talks about
old times and about the changes, with comfortable
drinks, and bed soothed by memories and tobacco, and
by the brook that twisted under dark alders through the
meadow below. And not a red bungalow to be seen for
many a mile around! Sometimes, when the heat even in
that green land was more than burning, and the wind
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from the mountains in the west ceased, I would stay all
day under shade on the lawn, but more often I went
afield and trod remembered ways, and tried to find new
ones, in that happy and bewildered country, There, paths
go wandering into undiscovered valleys, there from deep
and narrow lanes with overshadowing hedges, still smaller
tracks that I suppose are old bridle-paths, creep obscurely,
obviously leading nowhere in particular.

It was on a day of cooler air that I went adventuring
abroad on such an expedition. It was a “day of the veil.”
There were no clouds in the sky, but a high mist, grey
and luminous, had been drawn all over it. At one mo-
ment, it would seem that the sun must shine through,
and the blue appear; and then the trees in the wood would
seem to blossom, and the meadows lightened; and then
again the veil would be drawn. I struck off by the stony
lane that led from the back of the house up over the hill;
I had last gone that way a-many years ago, of a winter
afternoon, when the ruts were frozen into hard ridges,
and dark pines on high places rose above snow, and the
sun was red and still above the mountain. I remembered
that the way had given good sport, with twists to right
and left, and unexpected descents, and then risings to
places of thorn and bracken, till it darkened to the hushed
stillness of a winter’s night, and I turned homeward re-
luctant. Now I took another chance with all the summer
day before me, and resolved to come to some end and
conclusion of the matter.

I think I had gone beyond the point at which I had
stopped and turned back as the frozen darknmess and the
bright stars came on me. I remembered the dip in the
hedge, from which I saw the round tumulus on high at
the end of the mountain wall; and there was the white
farm on the hill-side, and the farmer was still calling to
his dog, as he—or his father—had called before, his voice
high and thin in the distance. After this point, I seemed
to be in undiscovered country; the ash trees grew densely
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on either side of the way and met above it: I went on
and on into the unknown in the manner of the only good
guide-books, which are the tales of old knights.

The road went down, and climbed, and again de-
scended, all through the deep of the wood. Then, on both
sides, the trees ceased, though the hedges were so high
that I could see nothing of the way of the land about me.
And just at the wood’s ending, there was one of those
tracks or little paths of which I have spoken, going off
from my lane on the right, and winding out of sight
quickly under all its leafage of hazel and wild rose, maple
and hornbeam, with a holly here and there, and honey-
suckle golden, and dark briony shining and twining ev-
erywhere. 1 could not resist the invitation of a path so
obscure and uncertain, and set out on its track of green
and profuse grass, with the ground beneath still soft to
the feet, even in the drought of that fiery summer. The
way wound, as far as I could make out, on the slope of
a hill, neither ascending nor descending, and after a mile
or more of this rich walking, it suddenly ceased, and I
found myself on a bare hill-side, on a rough track that
went down to a grey house. It was now a farm by its looks
and surroundings, but there were signs of old state about
it: good sixteenth-century mullioned windows and a
Jacobean porch projecting from the centre, with dim
armorial bearings mouldering above the door.

It struck me that bread and cheese and cider would be
grateful, and I beat upon the door with my stick, and
brought a pleasant woman to open it.

“Do you think,” I began, “you could be so good as. . ..”

And then came a shout from somewhere at the end of
the stone passage, and a great voice called:

“Come in, then, come in, you old scoundrel, if your
name is Meyrick, as I'm sure it is.”

I was amazed. The pleasant woman grinned and said:

“It seems you are well known here, sir, already. But
perhaps you had heard that Mr. Roberts was staying here.”

158



My old acquaintance, James Roberts, came tumbling
out from his den at the back. He was a man whom I
had known a long time, but not very well. Our affairs in
London moved on different lines, and so we did not often
meet. But I was glad to see him in that unexpected place:
he was a round man, always florid and growing redder
in the face with his years. He was a countryman of mine,
but I had hardly known him before we both went to
town, since his home had been at the northern end of
the county.

He shook me cordially by the hand, and looked as if he
would like to smack me on the back—he was, a little,
that kind of man—and repeated his “Come in, come in!”
adding to the pleasant woman: “And bring you another
plate, Mrs. Morgan, and all the rest of it, I hope you've
not forgotten how to eat Caerphilly cheese, Meyrick. I
can tell you, there is none better than Mrs. Morgan’s mak-
ing. And, Mrs. Morgan, another jug of cider, and seidr
dda, mind you.”

I never knew whether he had been brought up as a
boy to speak Welsh, In London he had lost all but the
faintest trace of accent, but down here in Gwent the
tones of the country had quickly returned to him; and he
smacked as strongly of the land in his speech as the
cheerful farmer’s wife herself. I judged his accent was a
part of his holiday.

He drew me into the little parlour with its old furniture
and its pleasant old-fashioned ornaments and faintly flow-
ering wallpaper, and set me in an elbow-chair at the
round table, and gave me, as I told him, exactly what I
had meant to ask for; bread and cheese and cider. All
very good; Mrs. Morgan, it was clear, had the art of
making a Caerphilly cheese that was succulent—a sort
of white bel paese—far different from those dry and stony
cheeses that often bring dishonour on the Caerphilly
name, And afterwards there was gooseberry jam and
cream. And the tobacco that the country uses: Shag-on-

159



the-Back, from the Welsh Back, Bristol. And then there
was gin.

This last we partook of out of doors, in an old stone
summerhouse, in the garden at the side. A white rose had
grown all over the summer-house, and shaded and glori-
fied it. The water in the big jug had just been drawn from
the well in the limestone rock—and I told Roberts grate-
fully that I felt a great deal better than when I had
knocked at the farmhouse door. I told him where I was
staying—he knew my host by name—and he, in turn, in-
formed me that it was his first visit to Lanypwll, as the
farm was called. A neighbour of his at Lee had rec-
ommended Mrs. Morgan’s cooking very highly: and, as
he said, you couldn’t speak too well of her in that way
or any other.

We sipped and smoked through the afternoon in that
pleasant retreat under the white roses. I meditated grate-
fully on the fact that I should not dare to enjoy Shag-on-
the-Back so freely in London: a potent tobacco, of full
and ripe savour, but not for the hard streets.

“You say the farm is called Lanypwll,” I interjected,
“that means ‘by the pool,” doesn’t it? Where is the pool?
I don’t see it.”

“Come you,” said Roberts, “and I will show you.”

He took me by a little gate through the garden hedge
of laurels, thick and high, and round to the left of the
house, the opposite side to that by which I had made my
approach. And there we climbed a green rounded bastion
of the old ages, and he pointed down to a narrow valley,
shut in by steep wooded hills, There at the bottom was a
level, half marshland and half black water lying in still
pools, with green islands of iris and of all manner of
rank and strange growths that love to have their roots
in slime.

“There is your pool for you,” said Roberts.

It was the most strange place, I thought, hidden away
under the hills as if it were a secret, The steeps that went
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down to it were a tangle of undergrowth, of all manner
of boughs mingled, with taller trees rising above the
mass, and down at the edge of the marsh some of these
had perished in the swampy water, and stood white and
bare and ghastly, with leprous limbs.

“An ugly looking place,” I said to Roberts.

“I quite agree with you. It is an ugly place emough.
They tell me at the farm it’s not safe to go near it, or you
may get fever and I don’t know what else. And, indeed,
if you didn’t go down carefully and watch your steps, you
might easily find yourself up to the neck in that black
muck there.”

We turned back into the garden and to our summer-
house, and soon after, it was time for me to make my
way home,

“How long are you staying with Nichol?” Roberts asked
me as we parted. I told him, and he insisted on my dining
with him at the end of the week.

“I will ‘send’ you,” he said. “I will take you by a short
cut across the fields and see that you don’t lose your way.
Roast duck and green peas,” he added alluringly, “and
something good for the digestion afterwards.”

It was a fine evening when I next journeyed to the
farm, but indeed we got tired of saying “fine weather”
throughout that wonderful summer, I found Roberts
cherry and welcoming, but, I thought, hardly in such rosy
spirits as on my former visit. We were having a cocktail
of his composition in the summer-house, as the famous
duck gained the last glow of brown perfection; and I no-
ticed that his speech was not bubbling so freely from
him as before. He fell silent once or twice and looked
thoughtful. He told me he’d ventured down to the pool,
the swampy place at the bottom. “And it looks no better
when you see it close at hand. Black, oily stuff that isn't
like water, with a scum upon it, and weeds like a lot of
monsters. I never saw such queer, ugly plants. There’s one

161



rank-looking thing down there covered with dull crimson
blossoms, all bloated out and speckled like a toad.”

“You’re no botanist,” I remarked.

“No, not I. I know buttercups and daisies and not
much more. Mrs. Morgan here was quite frightened when
I told her where I'd been. She said she hoped I mightn’t
be sorry for it. But I feel as well as ever. I don’t think
there are many places left in the country now where you
can get malaria.”

We proceeded to the duck and the green peas and re-
joiced in their perfection. There was some very old ale
that Mr. Morgan had bought when an ancient tavern in
the neighbourhood had been pulled down; its age and
original excellence had combined to make a drink like a
rare wine. The “something good for the digestion” turned
out to be a mellow brandy that Roberts had brought with
him from town. I told him that I had never known a
better hour. He warmed up with the good meat and drink
and was cheery enough; and yet I thought there was a
reserve, something obscure at the back of his mind that
was by no means cheerful.

We had a second glass of the mellow brandy, and Rob-
erts, after a moment’s indecision, spoke out. He dropped
his holiday game of Welsh countryman completely.

“You wouldn’t think, would you,” he began, “that a
man would come down to a place like this to be black-
mailed at the end of the journey?”

“Good Lord!” I gasped in amazement, “I should think
not indeed. What’s happened?”

He looked very grave. I thought even that he looked
frightened.

“Well, I'll tell you. A couple of nights ago, I went for
a stroll after my dinner; a beautiful night, with the moon
shining, and a nice, clean breeze. So I walked up over
the hill, and then took the path that leads down through
the wood to the brook. I'd got into the wood, fifty yards
or so, when I heard my name called out: ‘Roberts! James
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Roberts!” in a shrill, piercing voice, a young girl’s voice,
and I jumped pretty well out of my skin, I can tell you.
I stopped dead and stared all about me. Of course I could
see nothing at all—bright moonlight and black shadow and
all those trees—anybody could hide. Then it came to me
that it was some girl of the place having a game with her
sweetheart: James Roberts is a common enough mname,
especially in this part of the country. So I was just going
on, not bothering my head about the local love-affairs,
when that scream came right in my ear: ‘Roberts! Roberts!
James Roberts!’—and then half a dozen words that I
won’t trouble you with; not yet, at any rate.”

I have said that Roberts was by no means an intimate
friend of mine. But I had always known him as a genial,
cordial fellow, a thoroughly good-natured man; and I was
sorry and shocked, too, to see him sitting there wretched
and dismayed. He looked as if he had seen a ghost;
he looked much worse than that, He looked as if he had
seen terror.

But it was too early to press him closely. I said:

“What did you do then?”

“I turned about, and ran back through the wood, and
tumbled over the stile. I got home here as quick as ever
I could, and shut myself up in this room, dripping with
fright and gasping for breath. I was almost crazy, I be-
lieve. I walked up and down. I sat down in the chair and
got up again. I wondered whether I should wake up in
my bed and find I'd been having a nightmare. I cried at
last T'll tell you the truth: I put my head in my hands,
and the tears ran down my cheeks. I was quite broken.”

“But, look here,” I said, “isn’t this making a great to-
do about very little? I can quite see it must have been a
nasty shock. But, how long did you say you had been
staying here; ten days, was it?”

“A fortnight, to-morrow.”

“Well; you know country ways as well as I do. You
may be sure that everybody within three or four miles
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of Lanypwll knows about a gentleman from London, a
Mr. James Roberts, staying at the farm. And there are
always unpleasant young people to be found, wherever
you go. I gather that this girl used very abusive language
when she hailed you. She probably thought it was a
good joke. You had taken that walk through the wood
in the evening a couple of times before? No doubt, you
had been noticed going that way, and the girl and her
friend or friends planned to give you a shock. I wouldn’t
think any more of it, if I were you.”

He almost cried out.

“Think any more of it! What will the world think of
it?” There was an anguish of terror in his voice. I thought
it was time to come to cues. I spoke up pretty briskly:

“Now, look here, Roberts, it’s no good beating about
the bush. Before we can do anything, we’ve got to have
the whole tale, fair and square. What I've gathered is this:
you go for a walk in a wood near here one evening, and
a girl—you say it was a girl’s voice—hails you by your
name, and then screams out a lot of filthy language. Is
there anything more in it than that?”

“There’s a lot more than that. I was going to ask you
not to let it go any further; but as far as I can see,
there won’t be any secret in it much longer. There’s an-
other end to the story, and it goes back a good many
years—to the time when I first came to London as a young
man. That’s twenty-five years ago.”

He stopped speaking. When he began again, I could
feel that he spoke with unutterable repugnance. Every
word was a horror to him.

“You know as well as I do, that there are all sorts of
turnings in London that a young fellow can take; good,
bad, and indifferent. There was a good deal of bad luck
about it. I do believe, and I was too young to know or
care much where I was going; but I got into a turning
with the black pit at the end of it.”

He beckoned me to lean forward across the table, and
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whispered for a minute or two in my ear. In my turn,
I heard not without horror. I said nothing.

“That was what I heard shrieked out in the wood. What
do you say?”

“You’ve done with all that long ago?”

“It was done with very soon after it was begun. It was
no more than a bad dream. And then it all flashed back on
me like deadly lightning. What do you say? What can I
do?”

I told him that I had to admit that it was no good
to try to put the business in the wood down to accident,
the casual filthy language of a depraved village girl. As
I said, it couldn’t be a case of a bow drawn at a ven-
ture.

“There must be somebody behind it. Can you think of
anybody?”

“There may be one or two left. I can’t say. I haven’t
heard of any of them for years. I thought they had all
gone; dead, or at the other side of the world,”

“Yes; but people can get back from the other side of
the world pretty quickly in these days. Yokohama is not
much farther off than Yarmouth. But you haven’t heard
of any of these people lately?”

“As I said, not for years. But the secret’s out.”

“But, let’s consider. Who is this girl? Where does she
live? We must get at her, and try if we can’t frighten
the life out of her. And, in the first place, we’ll find out
the source of her information. Then we shall know where
we are. I suppose you have discovered who she is?”

“I've not a notion of who she is or where she lives.”

“I daresay you wouldn’t care to ask the Morgans any
questions. But to go back to the beginning: you spoke
of blackmail. Did this damned girl ask you for money
to shut her mouth?”

“No; I shouldn’t have called it blackmail. She didn’t
say anything about money.”

“Well; that sounds more hopeful. Let’s see; to-night is
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Saturday. You took this unfortunate walk of yours a cou-
ple of nights ago; on Thursday night. And you haven’t
heard anything more since. I should keep away from that
wood, and try to find out who the young lady is. That's
the first thing to be done, clearly.”

I was trying to cheer him up a little; but he only stared
at me with his horror-stricken eyes.

“It didn’t finish with the wood,” he groaned. “My bed-
room is next door to this room where we are. When I
had pulled myself together a bit that night, I had a stiff
glass, about double my allowance, and went off to bed
and to sleep. I woke up with a noise of tapping at the
window, just by the head of the bed. Tap, tap, tap, it
went. I thought it might be a bough beating on the
glass. And then I heard that voice calling me: ‘James
Roberts: open, open!’

“I tell you, my flesh crawled on my bones. I would
have cried out, but I couldn’t make a sound. The moon
had gone down, and there’s a great old pear tree close
to the window, and it was quite dark. I sat up in my bed,
shaking for fear, It was dead still, and I began to think
that the fright I had got in the wood had given me night-
mare. Then the voice called again, and louder:

“ ‘James Roberts! Open. Quick.’

“And T had to open. I leaned half out of bed, and got
at the latch, and opened the window a little. I didn’t dare
to look out. But it was too dark to see anything in the
shadow of the tree. And then she began to talk to me.
She told me all about it from the beginning. She knew
all the names. She knew where my business was in Lon-
don, and where I lived, and who my friends were. She
said that they should all know. And she said: ‘And you
yourself shall tell them, and you shall not be able to keep
back a single word!” ”

The wretched man fell back in his chair, shuddering
and gasping for breath, He beat his hands up and down,

166



with a gesture of hopeless fear and misery; and his lips
grinned with dread.

I won’t say that I began to see light. But I saw a hint
of certain possibilities of light or—let us say—of a lessen-
ing of the darkness. I said a soothing word or two, and
let him get a little more quiet. The telling of this ex-
traordinary and very dreadful experience had set his
nerves all dancing; and yet, having made a clean breast
of it all, I could see that he felt some relief. His hands
lay quiet on the table, and his lips ceased their horrible
grimacing, He looked at me with a faint expectancy, I
thought; as if he had begun to cherish a dim hope that
I might have some sort of help for him. He could not
see himself the possibility of rescue; still, one never knew
what resources and freedoms the other man might bring.

That, at least, was what his poor, miserable face seemed
to me to express; and I hoped I was right, and let him
simmer a little, and gather to himself such twigs and
straws of hope as he could. Then, I began again:

“This was on the Thursday night. And last night? An-
other visit?”

“The same as before. Almost word for word.”

“And it was all true, what she said? The girl was not
lying?!’

“Every word of it was true. There were some things
that I had forgotten myself; but when she spoke of them,
I remembered at once, There was the number of a house
in a certain street, for example. If you had asked me for
that number a week ago I should have told you, quite
honestly, that I knew nothing about it. But when I heard
it, I knew it in the instant: I could see that number in the
light of a street lamp. The sky was dark and cloudy, and
a bitter wind was blowing, and driving the leaves on the
pavement—that November night.”

“When the fire was 1it?”

“That night. When they appeared.”
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“And you haven't seen this girl? You couldn’t describe
her?”

“I was afraid to look; I told you. I waited when she
stopped speaking. I sat there for half an hour or an hour.
Then I lit my candle and shut the window-latch. It
was three o’clock and growing light.”

I was thinking it over. I noted that Roberts confessed
that every word spoken by his visitant was true. She had
sprung no surprises on him; there had been no sugges-
tion of fresh details, names, or circumstances. That struck
me as having a certain—possible—significance; and the
knowledge of Roberts’s present circumstances, his City
address, and his home address, and the names of his
friends: that was interesting, too.

There was a glimpse of a possible hypothesis. I could
not be sure; but I told Roberts that I thought something
might be done. To begin with, I said, I was going to keep
him company for the night. Nichol would guess that I
had shirked the walk home after nightfall; that would be
quite all right. And in the morning he was to pay Mrs.
Morgan for the two extra weeks he had arranged to
stay, with something by way of compensation. “And it
should be something handsome,” I added with emotion,
thinking of the duck and the old ale. “And then,” I fi-
nished, “I shall pack you off to the other side of the is-
land.”

Of that old ale I made him drink a liberal dose by
way of sleeping-draught. He hardly needed a hypnotic;
the terror that he had endured and the stress of telling
it had worn him out. I saw him fall into bed and fall
asleep in a moment, and I curled up, comfortably enough,
in a roomy arm-chair. There was no trouble in the night,
and when I writhed myself awake, I saw Roberts sleep-
ing peacefully. I let him alone, and wandered about the
house and the shining morning garden, till I came upon
Mrs. Morgan, busy in the kitchen.

I broke the trouble to her. I told her that I was afraid
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that the place was not agreeing at all with Mr. Roberts.
“Indeed,” I said, “he was taken so ill last night that I
was afraid to leave him. His nerves seem to be in a very
bad way.”

“Indeed, then, I don’t wonder at all,” replied Mrs.
Morgan, with a very grave face. But I wondered a good
deal at this remark of hers, not having a notion as to
what she meant.

I went on to explain what I had arranged for our pa-
tient, as I called him: east-coast breezes, and crowds of
people, the noisier the better, and, indeed, that was the
cure that I had in mind. I said that I was sure Mr. Ro-
berts would do the proper thing.

“That will be all right, sir, I am sure: don’t you trouble
yourself about that. But the soomer you get him away
after I have given you both your breakfasts, the better I
shall be pleased. I am frightened to death for him, I can
tell you.”

And she went off to her work, murmuring something
that sounded like “Plant y pwll, plant y pwll.”

I gave Roberts no time for reflection. I woke him up,
bustled him out of bed, hurried him through his break-
fast, saw him pack his suitcase, make his farewells to the
Morgans, and had him sitting in the shade on Nichol’s
lawn well before the family were back from church. I
gave Nichol a vague outline of the circumstances—nerv-
ous breakdown and so forth—introduced them to one an-
other, and left them talking about the Black Mountains,
Roberts’s land of origin. The next day I saw him off at
the station, on his way to Great Yarmouth, via London.
I told him with an air of authority that he would have no
more trouble, “from any quarter,” I emphasized. And he
was to write to me at my town address in a week’s time.

“And, by the way,” I said, just before the train slid
along the platform, “here’s a bit of Welsh for you. What
does ‘plant y pwll’ mean? Something of the pool?”
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“‘Plant y pwll,’” he explained, “means ‘children of
the pool.” ”

When my holiday was ended, and I had got back to
town, I began my investigations into the case of James
Roberts and his nocturnal visitant. When he began his
story I was extremely distressed—I made no doubt as to
the bare truth of it, and was shocked to think of a very
kindly man threatened with overwhelming disgrace and
disaster. There seemed nothing impossible in the tale
stated at large, and in the first outline, It is not altogether
unheard of for very decent men to have had a black patch
in their lives, which they have done their best to live down
and atone for and forget. Often enough, the explanation
of such misadventure is not hard to seek. You have a
young fellow, very decently but very simply brought up
among simple country people, suddenly pitched into the
labyrinth of London, into a maze in which there are
many turnings, as the unfortunate Roberts put it, which
lead to disaster, or to something blacker than disaster.
The more experienced man, the man of keen instincts
and perceptions, knows the aspect of these tempting pas-
sages and avoids them; some have the wit to turn back
in time; a few are caught in the trap at the end. And in
some cases, though there may be apparent escape, and
peace and security for many years, the teeth of the snare
are about the man’s leg all the while, and close at last on
highly reputable chairmen and churchwardens and pillars
of all sorts of seemly institutions, And then gaol, or at
best, hissing and extinction.

So, on the first face of it, I was by no means prepared
to pooh-pooh Roberts’s tale. But when he came to de-
tail, and I had time to think it over, that entirely illogical
faculty, which sometimes takes charge of our thoughts
and judgments, told me that there was some huge flaw in
all this, that somehow or other, things had not happened
so. This mental process, I may say, is strictly indefinable
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and unjustifiable by any laws of thought that I have ever
heard of. It won’t do to take our stand with Bishop But-
ler, and declare with him that probability is the guide of
life; deducing from this premise the conclusion that the
improbable doesn’t happen. Any man who cares to glance
over his experience of the world and of things in general
is aware that the most wildly improbable events are
constantly happening. For example, I take up to-day’s pa-
per, sure that I shall find something to my purpose, and
in a minute I come across the headline: “Damaging a
Model Elephant.” A father, evidently a man of substance,
accuses his son of this strange offence. Last summer,
the father told the court, his son constructed in their front
garden a large model of an elephant, the material being
bought by witness. The skeleton of the elephant was made
of tubing, and it was covered with soil and fibre, and
held together with wire netting. Flowers were planted on
it, and it cost £3 Ss.

A photograph of the elephant was produced in court,
and the clerk remarked: “It is a fearsome-looking thing.”

And then the catastrophe. The son got to know a mar-
ried woman much older than himself, and his parents
frowned, and there were quarrels. And so, one night,
the young man came to his father’s house, jumped over
the garden wall and tried to push the elephant over. Fail-
ing, he proceeded to disembowel the elephant with a pair
of wire clippers.

There! Nothing can be much more improbable than that
tale, but it all happened so, as the Daily Telegraph as-
sures me, and I believe every word of it. And I have no
doubt that if I care to look I shall find something as im-
probable, or even more improbable, in the newspaper
columns three or perhaps four times a week. What about
the old man, unknown, unidentified, found in the Thames:
in one pocket, a stone Buddha; in the other, a leather
wallet, with the inscription: “The hen that sits on the
china egg is best off”’?
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The improbable happens and is constantly happening;
but, using that faculty which I am unable to define, I
rejected Roberts’s girl of the wood and the window. I did
not suspect him for a moment of leg-pulling of an offen-
sive and vicious kind. His misery and terror were too
clearly manifest for that, and I was certain that he was
suffering from a very serious and dreadful shock—and
yet I didn’t believe in the truth of the story he had told
me. I felt convinced that there was no girl in the case;
either in the wood or at the window. And when Roberts
told me, with increased horror, that every word she spoke
was true, that she had even reminded him of matters
that he had himself forgotten, I was greatly encouraged
in my growing surmise. For, it seemed to me at least prob-
able that if the case had been such as he supposed it,
there would have been new and damning circumstances in
the story, utterly unknown to him and unsuspected by
him. But, as it was, everything that he was told he ac-
cepted; as a man in a dream accepts without hesitation
the wildest fantasies as matters and incidents of his daily
experience. Decidedly, there was no girl there.

On the Sunday that he spent with me at the Wern, Nic-
hol’s place, I took advantage of his calmer condition—
the night’s rest had done him good—to get some facts
and dates out of him, and when I returned to town, I
put these to the test. It was not altogether an easy in-
vestigation since, on the surface, at least, the matters to
be investigated were eminently trivial; the early days of
a young man from the country up in London in a busi-
ness house; and twenty-five years ago. Even really excit-
ing murder trials and changes of ministries become blurred
and uncertain in outline, if not forgotten, in twenty-five
years, or in twelve years for that matter: and compared
with such events, the affair of James Roberts seemed peril-
ously like nothing at all.

However, I made the best use 1 could of the informa-
tion that Roberts had given me; and I was fortified for the
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task by a letter I received from him. He told me that there
had been no recurrence of the trouble (as he expressed
it), that he felt quite well, and was enjoying himself im-
mensely at Yarmouth. He said that the shows and en-
tertainments on the sands were doing him “no end of
good. There’s a retired executioner who does his old busi-
ness in a tent, with the drop and everything. And there’s
a bloke who calls himself Archbishop of London, who
fasts in a glass case, with his mitre and all his togs on.”
Certainly, my patient was either recovered, or in a very
fair way to recovery: I could set about my researches in
a calm spirit of scientific curiosity, without the nervous
tension of the surgeon called upon at short notice to per-
form a life-or-death operation.

As a matter of fact it was all more simple than I
thought it would be. True, the results were nothing, or
almost nothing, but that was exactly what I had expected
and hoped. With the slight sketch of his early career in
London, furnished me by Roberts, the horrors omitted by
my request; with a name or two and a date or two, I
got along very well. And what did it come to? Simply this:
here was a lad—he was just seventeen—who had been
brought up amongst lonely hills and educated at a small
grammar school, furnished through a London uncle with
a very small stool in a City office. By arrangement, set-
tled after a long and elaborate correspondence, he was to
board with some distant cousins, who lived in the Cric-
klewood-Kilburn-Brondesbury region, and with them he
settled down, comfortably enough, as it seemed, though
Cousin Ellen objected to his learning to smoke in his
bedroom, and begged him to desist. The household con-
sisted of Cousin Ellen, her husband, Henry Watts, and
the two daughters, Helen and Justine. Justine was about
Roberts’s own age; Helen three or four years older. Mr.
Watts had married rather late in life, and had retired
from his office a year or so before. He interested himself
chiefly in tuberous-rooted begonias, and in the season went
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out a few miles to his cricket club and watched the game
on Saturday afternoons. Every morning there was break-
fast at eight, every evening there was high tea at seven,
and in the meantime young Roberts did his best in the
City, and liked his job well enough. He was shy with the
two girls at first, but Justine was lively, and couldn’t help
having a voice like a peacock, and Helen was adorable.
And so things went on very pleasantly for a year or per-
haps eighteen months; on this basis, that Justine was a
great joke, and that Helen was adorable. The trouble was
that Justine didn’t think that she was a great joke.

For, it must be said that Roberts’s stay with his cousins
ended in disaster. I rather gather that the young man and
the quiet Helen were guilty of—shall, we say—amiable
indiscretions, though without serious consequences. But it
appeared that Cousin Justine, a girl with black eyes and
black hair, made discoveries which she resented savagely,
denouncing the offenders at the top of that piercing voice
of hers, in the waste hours of the Brondesbury night, to
the immense rage, horror, and consternation of the whole
house. In fact, there was the devil to pay, and Mr. Watts
then and there turned young Roberts out of the house.
And there is no doubt that he should have been thoroughly
ashamed of himself. But young men. . ..

Nothing very much happened. Old Watts had cried in
his rage that he would let Roberts’s chief in the City hear
the whole story; but, on reflection, he held his tongue.
Roberts roamed about London for the rest of the night,
refreshing himself occasionally at coffee-stalls. When the
shops opened, he had a wash and brush-up, and was
prompt and bright at his office. At midday, in the under-
ground smoking-room of the tea-shop, he conferred with a
fellow clerk over their dominoes, and arranged to share
rooms with him out Norwood way. From that point on-
wards, the career of James Roberts had been eminently
quiet, uneventful, successful,

Now, everybody, I suppose, is aware that in recent
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years the silly business of divination by dreams has ceased
to be a joke and has become a very serious science, It is
called “Psycho-analysis”; and is compounded, I would
say, by mingling one grain of sense with a hundred of
pure nonsense. From the simplest and most obvious
dreams, the psycho-analyst deduces the most in congru-
ous and extravagant results. A black savage tells him that
he has dreamed of being chased by lions, or, maybe, by
crocodiles; and the psycho man knows at once that the
black is suffering from the (Edipus complex. That is, he
is madly in love with his own mother, and is, therefore,
afraid of the vengeance of his father. Everybody knows,
of course, that “lion” and “crocodile” are symbols of “fa-
ther.” And I understand that there are educated people
who believe this stuff.

It is all nonsense, to be sure; and so much the greater
nonsense inasmuch as the true interpretation of many
dreams—not by any means of all dreams—moves, it may
be said, in the opposite direction to the method of psycho-
analysis. The psycho-analyst infers the monstrous and ab-
normal from a trifle; it is often safe to reverse the process.
If a man dreams that he has committed a sin before which
the sun hid his face, it is often safe to conjecture that, in
sheer forgetfulness, he wore a red tie, or brown boots
with evening dress. A slight dispute with the vicar may
deliver him in sleep into the clutches of the Spanish In-
quisition, and the torment of a fiery death. Failure to
catch the post with a rather important letter will some-
times bring a great realm to ruin in the world of dreams.
And here, I have no doubt, we have the explanation or
part of the explanation of the Roberts affair. Without
question, he had been a bad boy; there was something
more than a trifle at the heart of his trouble. But his
original offence, grave as we may think it, had in his
hidden consciousness, swollen and exaggerated itself into
a monstrous mythology of evil. Some time ago, a learned
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and curious investigator demonstrated how Coleridge had
taken a bald sentence from an old chronicler, and had
made it the nucleus of The Ancient Mariner. With a vast
gesture of the spirit, he had unconsciously gathered from
all the four seas of his vast reading all manner of creatures
into his net: till the bare hint of the old book glowed into
one of the great masterpieces of the world’s poetry. Rob-
erts had nothing in him of the poetic faculty, nothing of
the shaping power of the imagination, no trace of the gift
of expression, by which the artist delivers his soul of its
burden. In him, as in many men, there was a great gulf
fixed between the hidden and the open consciousness; so
that which could not come out into the light grew and
swelled secretly, hugely, horribly in the darkness. If Rob-
erts had been a poet or a painter or a musician; we might
have had a masterpiece. As he was neither: we had a
monster. And I do not at all believe that his years had
consciously been vexed by a deep sense of guilt. I gath-
ered in the course of my researches that not long after
the flight from Brondesbury, Roberts was made aware of
unfortunate incidents in the Watts saga—if we may use
this honoured term—which convinced him that there were
extenuating circumstances in his offence, and excuses for
his wrongdoing. The actual fact had, no doubt, been for-
gotten or remembered very slightly, rarely, casually, with-
out any sense of grave moment or culpability attached to
it; while, all the while, a pageantry of horror was being
secretly formed in the hidden places of the man’s soul.
And at last, after the years of growth and swelling in the
darkness; the monster leapt into the light, and with such
violence that to the victim it seemed an actual and ob-
jective entity.

And, in a sense, it had risen from the black waters
of the pool. I was reading a few days ago, in a review
of a grave book on psychology, the following very
striking sentences:
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The things which we distinguish as qualities or values
are inherent in the real enviornment to make the con-
figuration that they do make with our sensory response
to them. There is such a thing as a “sad” landscape, even
when we who look at it are feeling jovial; and if we
think it is “sad” only because we attribute to it something
derived from our own past associations with sadness, Pro-
fessor Koffka gives us good reason to regard the view as
superficial. That is not imputing human attributes to what
are described as “demand characters” in the environment,
but giving proper recognition to the other end of a nexus,
of which only one end is organised in our own mind.

Psychology is, I am sure, a difficult and subtle science,
which, perhaps naturally, must be expressed in subtle and
difficult language. But so far as I can gather the sense
of the passage which I have quoted, it comes to this:
that a landscape, a certain configuration of wood, water,
height and depth, light and dark, flower and rock, is, in
fact, an objective reality, a thing; just as opium and wine
are things, not clotted fancies, mere creatures of our make-
believe, to which we give a kind of spurious reality and
efficacy. The dreams of De Quincey were a synthesis of
De Quincey, plus opium; the riotous gaiety of Charles
Surface and his friends was the product and result of
the wine they had drunk, plus their personalities. So, the
profound Professor Koffka—his book is called Principles
of Gestalt Psychology—insists that the “sadness” which
we attribute to a particular landscape is really and efficient-
ly in the landscape and not merely in ourselves; and con-
sequently that the landscape can affect us and produce
results in us, in precisely the same manner as drugs and
meat and drink affect us in their several ways, Poe, who
knew many secrets, knew this, and taught that landscape
gardening was as truly a fine art as poetry or painting;
since it availed to communicate the mysteries to the human
spirit.
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And perhaps, Mrs. Morgan of Lanypwll Farm put
all this much better in the speech of symbolism, when
she murmured about the children of the pool. For if there
is a landscape of sadness, there is certainly also a land-
scape of a horror of darkness and evil; and that black and
oily depth, overshadowed with twisted woods, with its
growth of foul weeds and its dead trees and leprous
boughs was assuredly potent in terror. To Roberts it was a
strong drug, a drug of evocation; the black deep with-
out calling to the black deep within, and summoning the
inhabitant thereof to come forth. I made no attempt to ex-
tract the legend of that dark place from Mrs. Morgan;
and I do not suppose that she would have been com-
municative if I had questioned her. But it has struck me
as possible and even probable that Roberts was by no
means the first to experience the power of the pool.

Old stories often turn out to be true.
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THE TERROR

1. The Coming of the Terror

AFTER two years we are turning once more to the morn-
ing’s news with a sense of appetite and glad expectation.
There were thrills at the beginning of the war; the thrill
of horror and of a doom that seemed at once incredible
and certain; this was when Namur fell and the German
host swelled like a flood over the French fields, and drew
very near to the walls of Paris. Then we felt the thrill
of exultation when the good news came that the awful
tide had been turned back, that Paris and the world were
safe; for awhile at all events.

Then for days we hoped for more news as good as this
or better. Has von Kluck been surrounded? Not to-day,
but perhaps he will be surrounded to-morrow. But the
days became weeks, the weeks drew out to months; the
battle in the west seemed frozen. Now and again things
were done that seemed hopeful, with promise of events
still better. But Neuve Chapelle and Loos dwindled into
disappointments as their tale was told fully; the lines in the
west remained, for all practical purposes of victory,
immobile. Nothing seemed to happen, there was nothing
to read save the record of operations that were clearly
trifling and insignificant. People speculated as to
the reason of this inaction; the hopeful said that Joffre
had a plan, that he was “nibbling,” others declared that we
were short of munitions, others again that the new levies
were not yet ripe for battle. So the months went by,
and almost two years of war had been completed before
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the motionless English line began to stir and quiver as
if it awoke from a long sleep, and began to roll onward,
overwhelming the enemy.

The secret of the long inaction of the British armies
has been well kept. On the one hand it was rigorously
protected by the censorship, which severe, and sometimes
severe to the point of absurdity—*‘the captains andthe . . .
depart,” for instance—became in this particular matter
ferocious. As soon as the real significance of that which
was happening, or beginning to happen, was perceived
by the authorities, an underlined circular was issued to
the newspaper proprietors of Great Britain and Ireland. It
warned each proprietor that he might impart the contents
of this circular to one other person only, such person
being the responsible editor of his paper, who was to
keep the communication secret under the severest penalties.
The circular forbade any mention of certain events that
had taken place, that might take place; it forbade any
kind of allusion to these events or any hint of their ex-
istence, or of the possibility of their existence, not only
in the press, but in any form whatever. The subject was
not to be alluded to in conversation, it was not to be
hinted at, however obscurely, in letters; the very existence
of the circular, its subject apart, was to be a dead secret.

These measures were successful. A wealthy newspaper
proprietor of the north, warmed a little at the end of
the Throwsters’ Feast (which was held as usual, it will be
remembered), ventured to say to the man next to him:
“How awful it would be, wouldn’t it, if. . . .” His words
were repeated, as proof, one regrets to say, that it was time
for “old Arnold” to “pull himself together”; and he was
fined a thousand pounds. Then, there was the case of an
obscure weekly paper published in the county town of
an agricultural district in Wales. The Meiros Observer
(we will call it) was issued from a stationer’s back
premises, and filled its four pages with accounts of
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local flower shows, fancy fairs at vicarages, reports of
parish councils, and rare bathing fatalities. It also issued
a visitors’ list, which has been known to contain six names.

This enlightened organ printed a paragraph, which
nobody noticed, which was very like paragraphs that small
country newspapers have long been in the habit of print-
ing, which could hardly give so much as a hint to any
one—to any one, that is, who was not fully instructed in
the secret. As a matter of fact, this piece of intelligence
got into the paper because the proprietor, who was al-
so the editor, incautiously left the last processes of this
particular issue to the staff, who was the Lord-High-
Everything-Else of the establishment; and the staff put
in a bit of gossip he had heard in the market to fill up-
two inches on the back page. But the result was that the
Meiros Observer ceased to appear, owing to “untoward
circumstances,” as the proprietor said; and he would say
no more. No more, that is, by way of explanation, but
a great deal more by way of execration of “damned, pry-
ing busybodies.”

Now a censorship that is sufficiently minute and utter-
ly remorseless can do amazing things in the way of hiding
what it wants to hide. Before the war, one would have
thought otherwise; one would have said that, censor or no
censor, the fact of the murder at X or the fact of the
bank robbery at Y would certainly become known; if not
through the press, at all events through rumour and the
passage of the news from mouth to mouth. And this would
be true—of England three hundred years ago, and of
savage tribelands of to-day. But we have grown of late
to such a reverence for the printed word and such a reli-
ance on it, that the old faculty of disseminating news by
word of mouth has become atrophied. Forbid the press
to mention the fact that Jones has been murdered, and
it is marvellous how few people will hear of it, and of
those who hear how few will credit the story that they
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have heard. You meet a man in the train who remarks that
he has been told something about a murder in Southwark;
there is all the difference in the world between the
impression you receive from such a chance communi-
cation and that given by half a dozen lines of print with
name, and street and date and all the facts of the case.
People in trains repeat all sorts of tales, many of them
false; newspapers do not print accounts of murders that
have not been committed.

Then another consideration that has made for secrecy.
I may have seemed to say that the old office of rumour
no longer exists; I shall be reminded of the strange legend
of the Russians and the mythology of the angels of Mons.
But let me point out, in the first place, that both these
absurdities depended on the papers for their wide dissem-
ination. If there had been no newspapers or magazines
Russians and angels would have made but a brief, vague
appearance of the most shadowy kind—a few would have
heard of them, fewer still would have believed in them,
they would have been gossiped about for a bare week or
two, and so they would have vanished away.

And, then, again, the very fact of these vain rumours
and fantastic tales having been so widely believed for
a time was fatal to the credit of any stray mutterings that
may have got abroad. People had been taken in twice;
they had seen how grave persons, men of credit, had
preached and lectured about the shining forms that had
saved the British army at Mons, or had testified to the
trains, packed with grey-coated Muscovites, rushing
through the land at dead of night: and now there was
a hint of something more amazing than either of the dis-
credited legends. But this time there was no word of
confirmation to be found in daily paper, or weekly review,
or parish magazine, and so the few that heard either
laughed, or, being serious, went home and jotted down
notes for essays on “War-time Psychology: Collective De~
lusions.”
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I followed neither of these courses. For before the secret
circular had been issued my curiosity had somehow been
aroused by certain paragraphs concerning a“fatal Acci-
dent to Well-known Airman.” The propeller of the aero-
plane had been shattered, apparently by a collision with
a flight of pigeons; the blades had been broken and the
machine had fallen like lead to the earth. And soon after
I had seen this account, I heard of some very odd circum-
stances relating to an explosion in a great munition fac-
tory in the Midlands. I thought I saw the possibility
of a connection between two very different events.

It has been pointed out to me by friends who have
been good enough to read this record, that certain phrases
I have used may give the impression that I ascribe all
the delays of the war on the western front to the extraor-
dinary circumstances which occasioned the issue of the
secret circular. Of course this is not the case, there were
many reasons for the immobility of our lines from October
1914 to July 1916. These causes have been evident
enough and have been openly discussed and deplored. But
behind them was something of infinitely greater moment.
We lacked men, but men were pouring into the new army;
we were short of shells, but when the shortage was pro-
claimed the nation set itself to mend this matter with all
its energy, We could undertake to supply the defects of
our army both in men and munitions—if the new and in-
credible danger could be overcome. It has been overcome;
rather, perhaps, it has ceased to exist; and the secret
may now be told.

I have said my attention was attracted by an account of
the death of a well-known airman, I have not the habit of
preserving cuttings, I am sorry to say, so that I cannot
be precise as to the date of this event. To the best of my
belief it was either towards the end of May or the begin-
ning of June 1915. The newspaper paragraph announcing
the death of Flight-Licutenant Western-Reynolds was brief
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enough; accidents, and fatal accidents, to the men who are
storming the air for us are, unfortunately, by no means so
rare as to demand an elaborateed notice. But the manner
in which Western-Reynolds met his death struck me as
extraordinary, inasmuch as it revealed a new danger in the
element that we have lately conquered. He was brought
down, as I said, by a flight of birds; of pigeons, as ap-
peared by what was found on the blood-stained and shat-
tered blades of the propeller. An eye-witness of the acci-
dent, a fellow officer, described how Western-Reynolds set
out from the aerodrome on a fine afternoon, there being
hardly any wind. He was going to France; he had made
the journey to and fro half a dozen times or more, and
felt perfectly secure and at ease.

“ ‘Wester’ rose to a great height at once, and we could
scarcely see the machine. I was turning to go when one of
the fellows called out: ‘I say! What’s this? He pointed
up, and we saw what looked like a black cloud coming
from the south at a tremendous rate. I saw at once it
wasn’t a cloud; it came with a swirl and a rush quite
different from any cloud I've ever seen. But for a second
I couldn’t make out exactly what it was. It altered its
shape and turned into a great crescent, and wheeled and
veered about as if it was looking for something. The man
who had called out had got his glasses, and was staring
for all he was worth. Then_he shouted that it was a tre-
mendous flight of birds, ‘thousands of them.” They went
on wheeling and beating about high up in the air, and
we were watching them, thinking it was interesting, but.
not supposing that they would make any difference to
Wester, who was just about out of sight. His machine was
just a speck. Then the two arms of the crescent drew in
as quick as lightning, and these thousands of birds shot
in a solid mass right up there across the sky, and flew
away somewhere about nor’-nor’-by-west. Then Henley,
the man with the glasses, called out: ‘He’s down!” and
started running, and I went after him. We got a car and as
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we were going along Henley told me that he’d seen the ma-
chine drop dead, as if it came out of that cloud of birds.
He thought then that they must have mucked up the
propeller somehow. That turned out to be the case.
We found the propeller blades all broken and covered
with blood and pigeon feathers, and carcasses of the birds
had got wedged in between the blades, and were sticking
to them.”

This was the story that the young airman told one
evening in a small company. He did not speak “in con-
fidence,” so I have no hesitation in reproducing what he
said. Naturally, I did not take a verbatim note of his
conversation, but I have something of a knack of remem-
bering talk that interests me, and I think my reproduction
is very near to the tale that I heard. And let it be noted
that the flying man told his story without any sense or
indication of a sense that the incredible, or all but the
incredible, had happened. So far as he knew, he said, it
was the first accident of the kind. Airmen in France had
been bothered once or twice by birds—he thought they
were eagles—flying viciously at them, but poor old Wester
had been the first man to come up against a flight of
some thousands of pigeons.

“And perhaps I shall be the next,” he added, “but why
look for trouble? Anyhow, I'm going to see Toodle-oo
to-morrow afternoon.”

Well, T heard the story, as one hears all the varied
marvels and terrors of the air; as one heard some years
ago of “air pockets,” strange gulfs or voids in the atmo-
sphere into which airmen fell with great peril; or as one
heard of the experience of the airman who flew over
the Cumberland Mountains in the burning summer of
1911, and as he swam far above the heights was suddenly
and vehemently blown upwards, the hot air from the rocks
striking his plane as if it had been a blast from a furnace
chimney. We have just begun to navigate a strange re-
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gion; we must expect to encounter strange adventures,
strange perils. And hére a new chapter in the chronicles
of these perils and adventures had been opened by the
death of Western-Reynolds; and no doubt invention and
contrivance would presently hit on some way of counter-
ing the new danger.

It was, I think, about a week or ten days after the
airman’s death that my business called me to a northern
town, the name of which, perhaps, had better remain un-
known. My mission was to inquire into certain charges of
extravagance which had been laid against the working
people, that is, the munition workers of this especial town.
It was said that the men who used to earn £ 2105. a week
were now getting from seven to eight pounds, that “bits
of girls” were being paid two pounds instead of seven or
eight shillings, and that, in consequence, there was an
orgy of foolish extravagance. The girls, I was told, were
eating chocolates at four, five, and six shillings a pound,
the women were ordering thirty-pound pianos which they
hard for it, and we risk our lives to get it. You’ve heard
chocolates at four, five, and six shillings a pound, the
women were ordering thirty-pound pianos which they
couldn’t play, and the men bought gold chains at ten and
twenty guineas apiece.

I dived into the town in question and found, as usual,
that there was a mixture of truth and exaggeration in
the stories that I had heard. Gramophones, for example:
they cannot be called in strictness necessaries, but they
were undoubtedly finding a ready sale, even in the more
expensive brands. And I thought that there were a great
many very spick-and-span perambulators to be seen on
the pavement; smart perambulators, painted in tender
shades of colour and expensively fitted.

“And how can you be surprised if people will have a
bit of a fling?” a worker said to me. “We're seeing money
for the first time in our lives, and it’s bright. And we work
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hard for it, and we risk our lives to get it, You’ve heard
of explosion yonder?”

He mentioned certain works on the outskirts of the
town. Of course, neither the name of the works nor of
the town had been printed; there had been a brief notice
of “Explosion at Munition Works in the Northern Dis-
trict: Many Fatalities.” The working man told me about it,
and added some dreadful details.

“They wouldn’t let their folks see bodies; screwed them
up in coffins as they found them in shop. The gas had
done it.”

“Turned their faces black, you mean?”

“Nay. They were all as if they had been bitten to
pieces.”

This was a strange gas.

I asked the man in the northern town all sorts of
questions about the extraordinary explosion of which he
had spoken to me. But he had very little more to say.
As I have noted already, secrets that may not be printed
are often deeply kept; last summer there were very few
people outside high official circles who knew anything
about the “tanks,” of which we have all been talking late-
ly, though these strange instruments of war were being
exercised and tested in a park not far from London. So
the man who told me of the explosion in the munition
factory was most likely genuine in his profession that he
knew nothing more of the disaster. I found out that he was
a smelter employed at a furnance on the other side of the
town to the ruined factory; he didn’t know even what they
had been making there; some very dangerous high ex-
plosive, he supposed. His information was really nothing
more than a bit of gruesome gossip, which he had heard
probably at third or fourth or fifth hand. The horrible de-
tail of faces “as if they had been bitten to pieces” had
made its violent i impression on him, that was all.

I gave him up and took a tram to the district of the
disaster; a sort of industrial suburb, five miles from the
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centre of the town. When I asked for the factory, I was
told that it was no good my going to it as there was
nobody there. But I found it; a raw and hideous shed
with a walled yard about it, and a shut gate. I looked
for signs of destruction, but there was nothing. The roof
was quite undamaged; and again it struck me that this had
had been a strange accident. There had been an explosion
of sufficient violence to kill work-people in the building,
but the building itself showed no wounds or scars.

A man came out of the gate and locked it behind him.
I began to ask him some sort of question, or rather, I
began to “open” for a question with “A terrible business
here, they tell me,” or some such phrase of convention.
I got no farther. The man asked me if I saw a policeman
walking down the street. I said I did, and I was given the
choice of getting about my business forthwith or of being
instantly given in charge as a spy. “Th’ast better be gone
and quick about it,” was, I think, his final advice, and I
took it.

Well, T had come literally up against a brick wall.
thinking the problem over, I could only suppose that the
smelter or his informant had twisted the phrases of the
story. The smelter had said the dead men’s faces were
“bitten to pieces”; this might be an unconscious perver-
sion of “eaten away.” That phrase might describe well
enough the effect of strong acids, and, for all I knew of
the processes of munition-making, such acids might be
used and might explode with horrible results in some
perilous stage of their admixture.

It was a day or two later that the accident to the air-
man, Western-Reynolds, came into my mind. For one of
those instants which are far shorter than any measure
of time there flashed out the possibility of a link between
the two disasters. But here was a wild impossibility, and
I drove it away. And yet I think that the thought, mad
as it seemed, never left me; it was the secret light that
at last guided me through a sombre grove of enigmas,
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It was about this time, so far as the date can be fixed,
that a whole district, one might say a whole county, was
visited by a series of extraordinary and terrible calamities,
which were the more terrible inasmuch as they continued
for some time to be inscrutable mysteries. It is, indeed,
doubtful whether these awful events do not still remain
mysteries to many of those concerned; for before the in-
habitants of this part of the country had time to join
one link of evidence to another the circular was issued,
and thenceforth no one knew how to distinguish un-
doubted fact from wild and extravagant surmise.

The district in question is in the far west of Wales; I
shall call it, for convenience, Meirion. In it there is one
seaside town of some repute with holiday-makers for
five or six weeks in the summer, and dotted about the
county there are three or four small old towns that seem
drooping in a slow decay, sleepy and grey with age and
forgetfulness. They remind me of what I have read of
towns in the west of Ireland. Grass grows between the
uneven stones of the pavements, the signs above the shop
windows decline, half the letters of these signs are missing,
here and there a house has been pulled down, or
has been allowed to slide into ruin, and wild greenery
springs up through the fallen stones, and there is silence
in all the streets. And it is to be noted, these are not places
that were once magnificent. The Celts have never had
the art of building, and so far as I can see, such towns
as Towy and Merthyr Tegveth and Meiros must have been
always much as they are now, clusters of poorish, meanly
built houses, ill kept and down at heel.

And these few towns are thinly scattered over a wild
country where north is divided from south by a wilder
mountain range. One of these places is sixteen miles from
any station; the others are doubtfully and deviously con-
nected by single-line railways served by rare trains that
pause and stagger and hesitate on their slow journey up
mountain passes, or stop for half an hour or more at
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lonely sheds called stations, situated in the midst of des-
olate marshes. A few years ago I travelled with an
Irishman on one of these queer lines, and he looked to
right and saw the bog with its yellow and blue grasses
and stagnant pools, and he looked to left and saw a ragged
hill-side, set with grey stone walls. “I can hardly believe,”
he said, “that I'm not still in the wilds of Ireland.”

Here, then, one sees a wild and divided and scattered
region, a land of outland hills and secret and hidden
valleys. I know white farms on this coast which must be
separate by two hours of hard, rough walking from any
other habitation, which are invisible from any other house.
And inland, again, the farms are often ringed about by
thick groves of ash, planted by men of old days to shelter
their roof-trees from rude winds of the mountain and
stormy winds of the sea; so that these places, too, are
hidden away, to be surmised only by the wood smoke
that rises from the green surrounding leaves. A Londoner
must see them to believe in them; and even then he can
scarcely credit their utter isolation.

Such, then, in the main is Meirion, and on this land
in the early summer of last year terror descended—a
terror without shape, such as no man there had ever
known.

It began with the tale of a little child who wandered
out into the lanes to pick flowers one sunny afternoon,
and never came back to the cottage on the hill,

2. Death in the Village

The child who was lost came from a lonely cottage
that stands on the slope of a steep hill-side called the
Allt, or the height. The land about it is wild and ragged;
here the growth of gorse and braken, here a marshy
hollow of reeds and rushes, marking the course of the
stream from some hidden well, here thickets of dense
and tangled undergrowth, the outposts of the wood. Down
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through this broken and uneven ground a path leads to
the lane at the bottom of the valley; then the land rises
again and swells up to the cliffs over the sea, about a
quarter of a mile away. The little girl, Gertrude Morgan,
asked her mother if she might go down to the lane and
pick the purple flowers—these were orchids—that grew
there, and her mother gave her leave, telling her she must
be sure to be back by tea time, as there was apple tart
for tea,

She never came back. It was supposed that she must
have crossed the road and gone to the cliff’s edge, possibly
in order to pick the sea pinks that were then in full
blossom. She must have slipped, they said, and fallen
into the sea, two hundred feet below. And, it may be
said at once, that there was no doubt some truth in this
conjecture, though it stopped very far short of the whole
truth. The child’s body must have been carried out by
the tide, for it was never found.

The conjecture of a false step or of a fatal slide on the
slippery turf that slopes down to the rocks was accepted as
being the only explanation possible. People thought the
accident a strange one because, as a rule, country children
living by the cliffs and the sea become wary at an early
age, and Gertrude Morgan was almost ten years old. Still,
as the neighbours said, “That’s how it must have
happened, and it’s a great pity, to be sure.” But this
would not do when in a week’s time a strong young
labourer failed to come to his cottage after the day’s work.
His body was found on the rocks six or seven miles from
the cliffs where the child was supposed to have fallen;
he was going home by a path that he had used every
night of his life for eight or nine years, that he used
of dark nights in perfect security, knowing every inch of it.
The police asked if he drank, but he was a teetotaller;
if he were subject to fits, but he wasn’t. And he was
not murdered for his health, since agricultural labourers
are not wealthy. It was only possible again to talk of
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slippery turf and a false step; but people began to be
frightened. Then a woman was found with her neck brok-
en at the bottom of a disused quarry near Llanfihangel,
in the middle of the county. The “false step” theory was
eliminated here, for the quarry was guarded with a natural
hedge of gorse bushes. One would have to struggle and
fight through sharp thorns to destruction in such a place
as this; and indeed the gorse bushes were broken as if
some one had rushed furiously through them, just above
the place where the woman’s body was found. And this
was strange: there was a dead sheep lying beside her in
the pit, as if the woman and the sheep together had been
chased over the brim of the quarry. But chased by whom,
or by what? And then there was a new form of terror.

This was in the region of the marshes under the moun-
tain. A man and his son, a lad of fourteen or fifteen,
set out early one morning to work and never reached the
farm where they were bound. Their way skirted the
marsh, but it was broad, firm and well metalled, and it
had been raised about two feet above the bog. But when
search was made in the evening of the same day Phillips
and his son were found dead in the marsh, covered with
black slime and pondweed. And they lay some ten
yards from the path, which, it would seem, they must
have left deliberately. It was useless, of course, to look
for tracks in the black ooze, for if one threw a big
stone into it a few seconds removed all marks of the
disturbance. The men who found the two bodies beat
about the verges and purlieus of the marsh in hope of
finding some trace of the murderers; they went to and
fro over the rising ground where the black cattle were
grazing, they searched the alder thickets by the brook; but
they discovered nothing,.

Most horrible of all these horrors, perhaps, was the
affair of the Highway, a lonely and unfrequented by-road
that winds for many miles on high and lonely land. Here,
a mile from any other dwelling, stands a cottage on the
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edge of a dark wood. It was inhabited by a laborer
named Williams, his wife, and their three children. One
hot summer’s evening, a2 man who had been doing a
day’s gardening at a rectory three or four miles away,
passed the cottage, and stopped for a few minutes to chat
with Williams, the laborer, who was pottering about
his garden, while the children were playing on the path
by the door. The two talked of their neighbors and of
the potatoes till Mrs. Williams appeared at the doorway
and said supper was ready, and Williams turned to go into
the house. This was about eight o’clock, and in the or-
dinary course the family would have their supper and
be in bed by nine, or by half past nine at latest. At ten
o’clock that night the local doctor was driving home along
the Highway. His horse shied violently and then stopped
dead just opposite the gate to the cottage. The doctor
got down, frightened at what he saw; and there on the
roadway lay Williams, his wife, and the three children,
stone dead, all of them, Their skulls were battered in as
if by some heavy iron instrument; their faces were beaten
into a pulp.

3. The Doctor’s Theory

It is not easy to make any picture of the horror that
lay dark on the hearts of the people of Meirion. It was
no longer possible to believe or to pretend to believe that
these men and women and children had met their deaths
through strange accidents. The little girl and the young
labourer might have slipped and fallen over the cliffs, but
the woman who lay dead with the dead sheep at the
bottom of the quarry, the two men who had been lured
into the ooze of the marsh, the family who were found
murdered on the Highway before their own cottage door;
in these cases there could be no room for the supposition
of accident. It seemed as if it were impossible to frame any
conjecture or outline of a conjecture that would account
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for these hideous and, as it seemed, utterly purposeless
crimes. For a time people said that there must be a mad-
man at large, a sort of country variant of Jack the Rip-
per, some horrible pervert who was possessed by the pas-
sion of death, who prowled darkling about that lonely
land, hiding in woods and in wild places, always watching
and seeking for the victims of his desire.

Indeed, Dr. Lewis, who found poor Williams, his wife,
and children miserably slaughtered on the Highway, was
convinced at first that the presence of a concealed madman
in the countryside offered the only possible solution to the
difficulty.

“I felt sure,” he said to me afterwards, “that the
Williamses had been killed by a homicidal maniac. It
was the nature of the poor creatures’ injuries that con-
vinced me that this was the case. Some years ago—
thirty-seven or thirty-eight years ago as a matter of fact—
I had something to do with a case which on the face of it
had a strong likeness to the Highway murder. At that
time I had a practice at Usk, in Monmouthshire. A whole
family living in a cottage by the roadside were murdered
one evening; it was called, I think, the Llangibby murder;
the cottage was near the village of that name. The murderer
was caught in Newport; he was a Spanish sailor, named
Garcia, and it appeared that he had killed father, mother,
and the three children for the sake of the brass works
of an old Dutch clock, which were found on him when he
was arrested.

“Garcia had been serving a month’s imprisonment in
Usk gaol for some small theft, and on his release he set
out to walk to Newport, nine or ten miles away; no doubt
to get another ship. He passed the cottage and saw the
man working in his garden. Garcia stabbed him with his
sailor’s knife. The wife rushed out; he stabbed her. Then
he went into the cottage and stabbed the three children,
tried to set the place on fire, and made off with the clock-
works. That looked like the deed of a madman, but
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Garcia wasn’t mad—they hanged him, I may say—he was
merely a man of a very low type, a degenerate who
hadn’t the slightest value for human life. I am not sure,
but I think he came from one of the Spanish islands,
where the people are said to be degenerates, very
likely from too much interbreeding.

“But my point is that Garcia stabbed to kill and did
kill, with one blow in each case. There was no senseless
hacking and slashing. Now those poor people on the High-
way had their heads smashed to pieces by what must
have been fatal, but the murderer must have gone on
raining blows with his iron hammer on people who were
already stone dead. And that sort of thing is the work of
a madman, and nothing but a madman. That’s how I
argued the matter out to myself just after the event.

“I was utterly wrong, monstrously wrong. But who
could have suspected the truth?”

Thus Dr. Lewis, and I quote him, or the substance of
him, as representative of most of the educated opinion of
the district at the beginnings of the terror. People seized
on this theory largely because it offered at least the com-
fort of an explanation, and any explanation, even the
poorest, is better than an intolerable and terrible mystery.
Besides, Dr. Lewis’s theory was plausible; it explained the
lack of purpose that seemed to characterize the murders.
And yet there were difficulties even from the first. It
was hardly possible that a strange madman should be
able to keep hidden in a countryside where any stranger
is instantly noted and noticed; sooner or later he would
be seen as he prowled along the lanes or across the wild
places. Indeed, a drunken, cheerful, and altogether harm-
less tramp was arrested by a farmer and his man in the
fact and act of sleeping off beer under a hedge; but the
vagrant was able to prove complete and undoubted alibis,
and was soon allowed to go on his wandering way.

Then another theory, or rather a variant of Dr. Lewis’s
theory, was started. This was to the effect that the person
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responsible for the outrages was, indeed, a madman; but
a madman only at intervals. It was one of the members
of the Porth Club, a certain Mr. Remnant, who was sup-
posed to have originated this more subtle explanation.
Mr. Remnant was a middle-aged man, who, having noth-
ing particular to do, read a great many books by way of
conquering the hours. He talked to the club—doctors, re-
tired colonels, parsons, lawyers—about “personality,”
quoted various psychological text-books in support of his
contention that personality was sometimes fluid and un-
stable, went back to Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde as good
evidence of his proposition, and laid stress on Dr Jekyll’s
speculation that the human soul, so far from being one
and indivisible, might possibly turn out to be a mere
polity, a state in which dwelt many strange and incon-
gruous citizens, whose characters were not merely un-
known but altogether unsurmised by that form of con-
sciousness which so rashly assumed that it was not only
the president of the republic but also its sole citizen.

“The long and the short of it is,” Mr. Remnant con-
cluded, “that any one of us may be the murderer, though
he hasn’t the faintest notion of the fact. Take Llewelyn
there.”

Mr. Payne Llewelyn was an elderly lawyer, a rural
Tulkinghorn. He was the hereditary solicitor to the
Morgans of Pentwyn. This does not sound anything tre-
mendous to the Saxons of London; but the style is far
more than noble to the Celts of west Wales: it is im-
memorial: Teilo Sant was of the collaterals of the
first known chief of the race. And Mr. Payne Llewelyn
did his best to look like the legal adviser of this ancient
house. He was weighty, he was cautious, he was sound,
he was secure. I have compared him to Mr Tulkinghorn
of Lincoln’s Inn Fields; but Mr. Llewelyn would most
certainly never have dreamed of employing his leisure in
peering into the cupboards where the family skeletons
were hidden. Supposing such cupboards to have existed,
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Mr. Payne Llewelyn would have risked large out-of-
pocket expenses to furnish them with double, triple, im-
pregnable locks. He was a new man, an advena, certainly;
for he was partly of the Conquest, being descended on
one side from Sir Payne Turberville; but he meant to
stand by the old stock.

“Take Llewelyn now,” said Mr. Remnant. “Look
here, Llewelyn, can you produce evidence to show where
you were on the night those people were murdered on the
Highway? I thought not.”

Mr. Llewelyn, an elderly man, as I have said, hesitated
before speaking.

“I thought not,” Remnant went on, “Now I say that
it is perfectly possible that Llewelyn may be dealing death
throughout Meirion, although in his present personality
he may not have the faintest suspicion that there is another
Llewelyn left the club, and did not go near it for the rest
a fine art.”

Mr. Payne Llewelyn did not at all relish Mr. Remnant’s
suggestion that he might well be a secret murderer, raven-
ing for blood, remorseless as a wild beast. He thought the
phrase about his following murder as a fine art was both
nonsensical and in the worst taste, and his opinion was
not changed when Remnant pointed out that it was used
by De Quincey in the title of one of his most famous
essays,

“If you had allowed me to speak,” he said with some
coldness of manner, “I would have told you that on Tues-
day last, the night on which those unfortunate people
were murdered on the Highway I was staving at the
Angel Hotel, Cardiff. I had business in Cardiff, and I was
detained till Wednesday afternoon.”

Having given this satisfactory alibi, Mr Payne
Llewelyn left the club, and did not go near it for the rest
of the week.

“Remnant explained to those who stayed in the
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smoking-room that, of course, he had merely used Mr.
Llewelyn as a concrete example of his theory, which, he
persisted, had the support of a considerable body of evi-
dence.

“There are several cases of double personality on rec-
ord,” he declared. “And I say again that it is quite
possible that these murders may have been committed by
one of us in his secondary personality. Why, I may be
the murderer in my Remnant B state, though Remnant
A knows nothing whatever about it, and is perfectly
convinced that he could not kill a fowl, much less a
whole family. Isn’t it so, Lewis?”

Dr. Lewis said it was so, in theory, but he thought
not in fact.

“Most of the cases of double or multiple personality
that have been investigated,” he said, “have been in con-
nection with the very dubious experiments of hypnotism,
or the still more dubious experiments of spiritualism. All
that sort of thing, in my opinion, is like tinkering with
the works of a clock—amateur tinkering, I mean. You
fumble about with the wheels and cogs and bits of mech-
anism that you don’t really know anything about; and
then you find your clock going backwards or striking 240
at tea time. And I believe it’s just the same thing with
these psychical research experiments; the secondary per-
sonality is very likely the result of the tinkering and fumb-
ling with a very delicate apparatus that we know nothing
about. Mind, I can’t say that it’s impossible for one of
us to be the Highway murderer in his B state, as Remnant
puts it. But I think it's extremely improbable. Probability
is the guide of life, you know, Remnant,” said Dr. Lewis,
smiling at that gentleman, as if to say that he also had done
a little reading in his day. “And it follows, therefore, that
improbability is also the guide of life. When you get a very
high degree of probability, that is, you are justified in tak-
ing it as a certainty; and on the other hand, if a supposi-
tion is highly improbable, you are justified in treating it
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as an impossible one. That is, in nine hundred and ninety-
nine cases out of a thousand.”

“How about the thousandth case?” said Remnant.-
“Supposing these extraordinary crimes constitute the
thousandth case?”

The doctor smiled and shrugged his shoulders, being
tired of the subject. But for some little time highly re-
spectable members of Porth society would look suspicious-
ly at one another wondering whether, after all, there
mightn’t be “something in it.” However, both Mr. Rem-
nant’s somewhat crazy theory and Dr. Lewis’s plausible
theory became untenable when two more victims of an
awful and mysterious death were offered up in sacrifice,
for a man was found dead in the Llanfihangel quarry,
where the woman had been discovered. And on the same
day a girl of fifteen was found broken on the jagged rocks
under the cliffs near Porth. Now, it appeared that these
two deaths must have occurred at about the same time,
within an hour of one another, certainly; and the distance
between the quarry and the cliffs by Black Rock is cer-
tainly twenty miles.

“A motor could do it,” one man said.

But it was pointed out that there was no high road be-
tween the two places; indeed, it might be said that there
was no road at all between them. There was a network of
deep, narrow, and tortuous lanes that wandered into one
another at all manner of queer angles for, say, seventeen
miles; this in the middle, as it were, between Black Rock
and the quarry at Llanfihangel. But to get to the high land
of the cliffs one had to take a path that went through two
miles of fields; and the quarry lay a mile away from the
nearest by-road in the midst of gorse and bracken and
broken land. And, finally, there was no track of motor-car
or motor bicycle in the lanes which must have been fol-
lowed to pass from one place to the other.

“What about an aeroplane, then?” said the man of the
motorcar theory. Well, there was certainly an aerodrome
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not far from one of the two places of death; but some-
how, nobody believed that the Flying Corps harboured a
homicidal maniac, It seemed clear, therefore, that there
must be more than one person concerned in the terror of
Meirion. And Dr. Lewis himself abandoned his own
theory.

“As I said to Remnant at the club,” he remarked, “im-
probability is the guide of life. I can’t believe that there
are a pack of madmen or even two madmen at large in the
country. I give it up.”

And now a fresh circumstance or set of circumstances
became manifest to confound judgement and to awaken
new and wild surmises. For at about this time people
realized that none of the dreadful events that were hap-
pening all about them was so much as mentioned in the
press. I have already spoken of the fate of the Meiros Ob-
server. This paper was suppressed by the authorities be-
cause it had inserted a brief paragraph about some person
who had been “found dead under mysterious circum-
stances”; I think that paragraph referred to the first death
of Llanfihangel quarry. Thenceforth, horror followed on
horror, but no word was printed in any of the local jour-
nals. The curious went to the newspaper offices—there
were two left in the county—but found nothing save a
firm refusal to discuss the matter. And the Cardiff papers
were drawn and found blank; and the London press was
apparently ignorant of the fact that crimes that had no par-
allel were terrorizing a whole countryside. Everybody
wondered what could have happened, what was happen-
ing; and then it was whispered that the coroner would
allow no inquiry to be made as to these deaths of dark-
ness.

“In consequence of instructions received from the Home
Office,” one coronmer was understood to have said, “I
have to tell the jury that their business will be to hear the
medical evidence and to bring in a verdict immediately
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in accordance with that evidence. I shall disallow all ques-
tions.”

One jury protested. The foreman refused to bring in any
verdict at all.

“Very good,” said the coroner. “Then I beg to inform
you, Mr. foreman and gentlemen of the jury, that under
the Defense of the Realm Act, I have power to supersede
your functions, and to enter a verdict according to the
evidence which has been laid before the court as if it had
been the verdict of you all.”

The foreman and jury collapsed and accepted what
they could not avoid. But the rumours that got abroad of
all this, added to the known fact that the terror was
ignored in the press, no doubt by official command, in-
creased the panic that was now arising, and gave it a
new direction. Clearly, people reasoned, these government
rest="~tions and prohibitions could only refer to the war,
to some great danger in connection with the war. And
that being so, it followed that the outrages which must be
kept so secret were the work of the enemy; that is, of con-
cealed German agents.

4. The Spread of the Terror

It is time, I think, for me to make one point clear. I
began this history with certain references to an extraordi-
nary accident to an airman whose machine fell to the
ground after collision with a huge flock of pigeons; and
then to an explosion in a northern munition factory, an
explosion as, I noted, of a very singular kind. Then I de-
serted the neighbourhood of London, and the northern
district, and dwelt on a mysterious and terrible series on
events which occurred in the summer of 1915 in a Welsh
county, which I have named, for convenience, Meirion.

Well, let it be understood at once that all this detail that
I have given about the occurrences in Meirion does not
imply that the county in the far west was alone or especial-

201



ly afflicted by the terror that was over the land. They tell
me that in the villages about Dartmoor the stout Devon-
shire hearts sank as men’s hearts used to sink in the time
of plague and pestilence. There was horror, too, about the
Norfolk Broads, and far up by Perth no one would venture
on the path that leads by Scone to the wooded heights
above the Tay. And in the industrial districts: I met a man
by chance one day in an odd London corner who spoke
with horror of what a friend had told him.

“‘Ask no questions, Ned,” he says to me, ‘but I tell
yow a’ was in Bairnigan t’other day, and a’ met a
pal who'd seen three hundred coffins going out of a works
not far from there.” ”

And then the ship that hovered outside the mouth of
the Thames with all sails set and beat to and fro in the
wind, and never answered any hail, and showed no light!
The forts shot at her and brought down one of the masts,
but she went suddenly about with a change of wind under
what sail still stood, and then veered down Channel, and
drove ashore at last on the sandbanks and pinewoods of
Arcachon, and not a man alive on her, but only rattling
heaps of bones! That last voyage of the Semiramis would
be something horribly worth telling; but I only heard it at
a distance as a yarn, and only believed it because it
squared with other things that I knew for certain.

This, then, is my point; I have written of the terror as
it fell on Meirion, simply because I have had opportuni-
ties of getting close there to what really happened. Third
or fourth or fifth hand in the other places; but round
about Porth and Merthyr Tegveth I have spoken with
people who have seen the tracks of the terror with their
own eyes.

Well, I have said that the people of that far-western
county realized, not only that death was abroad in their
quiet lanes and on their peaceful hills, but that for some
reason it was to be kept all secret. Newspapers might not
print any news of it, the very juries summoned to investi-
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gate it were allowed to investigate nothing. And so they
concluded that this veil of secrecy must somehow be con-
nected with the war; and from this position it was not a
long way to a further inference: that the murderers of
innocent men and women and children were either Ger-
mans or agents of Germany. It would be just like the
Huns, everybody agreed, to think out such a devilish
scheme as this; and they always thought out their
schemes beforehand. They hoped to seize Paris in a few
weeks, but when they were beaten on the Marne they had
their trenches on the Aisne ready to fall back on: it had
all been prepared years before the war, And so, no doubt,
they had devised this terrible plan against England in case
they could not beat us in open fight: there were people
ready, very likely, all over the country, who were pre-
pared to murder and destroy everywhere as soon as they
got the word. In this way the Germans intended to sow
terror throughout England and fill our hearts with panic
and dismay, hoping so to weaken their enemy at home that
he would lose all heart over the war abroad. It was the
Zeppelin notion, in another form; they were committing
these horrible and mysterious outrages thinking that we
should be frightened out of our wits.

It all seemed plausible enough; Germany had by this
time perpetrated so many horrors and had so excelled in
devilish ingenuities that no abomination seemed too
abominable to be probable, or too ingeniously wicked to
be beyond the tortuous malice of the Hun. But then came
the questions as to who the agents of this terrible design
were, as to where they lived, as to how they contrived to
move unseen from field to field, from lane to lane. All
sorts of fantastic attempts were made to answer these ques-
tions; but it was felt that they remained unanswered. Some
suggested that the murderers landed from submarines, or
flew from hiding places on the west coast of Ireland, com-
ing and going by night; but there were seen to be flagrant
impossibilities in both these suggestions. Everybody
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agreed that the evil work was no doubt the work of Ger-
many; but nobody could begin to guess how it was done.
Somebody at the club asked Remnant for his theory.

“My theory,” said that ingenious person, “is that hu-
man progress is simply a long march from one inconceiv-
able to another. Look at that airship of ours that came
over Porth yesterday: ten years ago that would have been
an inconceivable sight, Take the steam engine, take print-
ing, take the theory of gravitation: they were all incon-
ceivable till somebody thought of them. So it is, no doubt,
with this infernal dodgery that we’re talking about: the
Huns have found it out, and we haven’t; and there you
are. We can’t conceive how these poor people have been
murdered, because the method’s inconceivable to us.”

The club listened with some awe to this high argument.
After Remnant had gone, one member said:

“Wonderful man, that.” “Yes,” said Dr. Lewis. “He was
asked whether he knew something. And his reply really
amounted to ‘No, I don’t. But I have never heard it
better put.”

It was, I suppose, at about this time when the people
were puzzling their heads as to the secret methods used by
the Germans or their agents to accomplish their crimes
that a very singular circumstance became known to a few
of the Porth people. It related to the murder of the
Williams family on the Highway in front of their cottage
door. I do not know that I have made it plain that the old
Roman road called the Highway follows the course of a
long, steep hill that goes steadily westward till it slants
down and droops towards the sea. On either side of the
road the ground falls away, here into deep shadowy
woods, here to high pastures, now and again into a field of
corn, but for the most part into the wild and broken land
that is characteristic of Arfon. The fields are long and
narrow, stretching up the steep hill-side; they fall into sud-
den dips and hollows, a well springs up in the midst of one
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and a grove of ash and thorn bends over it, shading it;
and beneath it the ground is thick with reeds and rushes.
And then may come on either side of such a field terri-
tories glistening with the deep growth of bracken, and
rough with gorse and rugged with thickets of blackthorn,
green lichen hanging strangely from the branches; such
are the lands on either side of the Highway.

Now on the lower slopes of it, beneath the Williams’s
cottage, some three or four fields down the hill, there is a
military camp. The place has been used as a camp for
many years, and lately the site has been extended and huts
have been erected. But a considerable number of the men
were under canvas here in the summer of 1915,

On the night of the Highway murder this camp, as it ap-
peared afterwards, was the scene of the extraordinary
panic of the horses.

A good many men in the camp were asleep in their
tents soon after 9.30, when the last post was sounded.
They woke up in panic. There was a thundering sound on
the steep hill-side above them, and down upon the tents
came half a dozen horses, mad with fright, trampling the
canvas, trampling the men, bruising dozens of them and
killing two.

Everything was in wild confusion, men groaning and
screaming in the darkness, struggling with the canvas and
the twisted ropes, shouting out, some them, raw lads
enough, that the Germans had landed, others wiping the
blood from their eyes, a few, roused suddenly from heavy
sleep, hitting out at one another, officers coming up at the
double roaring out orders to the sergeants, a party of sol-
diers who were just returning to camp from the village
seized with fright at what they could scarcely see or dis-
tinguish, at the wildness of the shouting and cursing and
groaning that they could not understand, bolting out of
the camp again and racing for their lives back to the
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villege: everything in the maddest confusion of wild dis-
order.

Some of the men had seen the horses galloping down
the hill as if terror itself was driving them. They scattered
off into the darkness, and somehow or another found their
way back in the night to their pasture above the camp.
They were grazing there peacefully in the morning, and
the only sign of the panic of the night before was the mud
they had scattered all over themselves as they pelted
through a patch of wet ground. The farmer said they were
as quiet a lot as any in Meirion; he could make nothing of
it.

“Indeed,” he said, “I believe they must have seen the
devil himself to be in such a fright as that: save the peo-
ple!”

Now all this was kept as quiet as might be at the time
when it happened; it became known to the men of the
Porth Club in the days when they were discussing the
difficult question of the German outrages, as the murders
were commonly called. And this wild stampede of the
farm horses was held by some to be evidence of the ex-
traordinary and unheard-of character of the dreadful
agency that was at work. One of the members of the club
had been told by an officer who was in the camp at the
time of the panic that the horses that came charging down
were in a perfect fury of fright, that he had never seen
horses in such a state, and so there was endless speculation
as to the nature of the sight or the sound that had driven
half a dozen quiet beasts into raging madness.

Then, in the middle of this talk, two or three other in-
cidents, quite as odd and incomprehensible, came to be
known, borne on chance trickles of gossip that came into
the towns from outland farms, or were carried by cottagers
tramping into Porth on market-day with a fowl or two and
eggs and garden stuff; scraps and fragments of talk gath-
ered by servants from the country folk and repeated to
their mistresses. And in such ways it came out that up at
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Plase Newydd there had been a terrible business over
swarming the bees; they had turned as wild as wasps and
much more savage. They had come about the people
who were taking the swarms like a cloud. They settled on
one man’s face so that you could not see the flesh for the
bees crawling all over it, and they had stung him so badly
that the doctor did not know whether he would get over
it, and they had chased a girl who had come out to see the
swarming, and settled on her and stung her to death.
Then they had gone off to a brake below the farm and got
into a hollow tree there, and it was not safe to go near it,
for they would come out at you by day or by night.

And much the same thing had happened, it seemed, at
three or four farms and cottages where bees were kept.
And there were stories, hardly so clear or so credible, of
sheep-dogs, mild and trusted beasts, turning as savage
as wolves and injuring the farm boys in a horrible manner
— in one case it was said with fatal results. It was certainly
true that old Mrs. Owen’s favourite Brahma-Dorking
cock had gone mad; she came into Porth one Saturday
morning with her face and her neck all bound up and
plastered. She had gone out to her bit of a field to feed the
poultry the night before, and the bird had flown at her
and attacked her most savagely, inflicting some very nasty
wounds before she could beat it off.

“There was a stake handy, lucky for me,” she said,
“and I did beat him and beat him till the life was out of
him. But what is come to the world, whatever?”

Now Remnant, the man of theories, was also a man of
extreme leisure. It was understood that he had succeeded
to ample means when he was quite a young man, and
after tasting the savours of the law, as it were, for half a
dozen terms at the board of the Middle Temple, he had
decided that it would be senseless to bother himself with
passing examinations for a profession which he had not
the faintest intention of practising. So he turned a deaf
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ear to the call of “Manger” ringing through the Temple
Courts, and set himself out to potter amiably through the
world. He had pottered all over Europe, he had looked at
Africa, and had even put his head in at the door of the
East, on a trip which included the Greek isles and Con-
stantinople. Now, getting into the middle fifties, he had
settled at Porth for the sake, as he said, of the Guilf Stream
and the fuchsia hedges, and pottered over his books and
his theories and the local gossip. He was no more brutal
than the general public, which revels in the details of
mysterious crime; but it must be said that the terror, black
though it was, was a boon to him. He peered and in-
vestigated and poked about with the relish of a man to
whose life a new zest has been added. He listened at-
tentively to the strange tales of bees and dogs and poultry
that came into Porth with the country baskets of butter,
rabbits, and green peas; and he evolved at last a most
extraordinary theory.

Full of this discovery, as he thought it, he went one
night to see Dr. Lewis and take his view of the matter.

“I want to talk to you,” said Remnant to the doctor,
“about what I have called, provisionally, the Z Ray.”

5. The Incident of the Unknown Tree

Dr. Lewis, smiling indulgently, and quite prepared for
some monstrous piece of theorizing, led Remnant into the
room that overlooked the terraced garden and the sea.

The doctor’s house, though it was only a ten minutes’
walk from the center of the town, seemed remote from
all other habitations. The drive to it from the road came
through a deep grove of trees and a dense shrubbery,
trees were about the house on either side, mingling with
neighbouring groves, and below, the garden fell down,
terrace by green terrace, to wild growth, a twisted path
amongst red rocks, and at last to the yellow sand of a
little cove. The room to which the doctor took Remnant
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looked over these terraces and across the water to the dim
boundaries of the bay. It had French windows that were
thrown wide open, and the two men sat in the soft light of
the lamp—this was before the days of severe lighting
regulations in the far west—and enjoyed the sweet odours
and the sweet vision of the summer evening. Then Rem-
nant began:

“I suppose, Lewis, you've heard these extraordinary
stories of bees and dogs and things that have been going
about lately?”

“Certainly I have heard them. I was called in at Plas
Newydd, and treated Thomas Trevor, who’s only just out
of danger, by the way. I certified for the poor child, Mary
Trevor. She was dying when I got to the place. There was
no doubt she was stung to death by bees, and I believe
there were other very similar cases at Llantarnam and
Morwen; none fatal, I think. What about them?”

“Well: then there are the stories of good-tempered old
sheepdogs turning wicked and ‘savaging’ children?”

“Quite so. I haven’t seen any of these cases professional-
ly; but I believe the stories are accurate enough.”

“And the old woman assaulted by her own poultry?”

“That’s perfectly true. Her daughter put some stuff of
their own concoction on her face and neck, and then she
came to me. The wounds seemed going all right, so I told
her to continue the treatment, whatever it might be.”

“Very good,” said Mr. Remnant. He spoke now with an
italic impressiveness. “Don’t you see the link between all
this and the horrible things that have been happening
about here for the last month?”

Lewis stared at Remnant in amazement. He lifted his
red eyebrows and lowered them in a kind of scowl. His
speech showed traces of his native accent.

“Great burning!” he exclaimed. “What on earth are you
getting at now? It is madness. Do you mean to tell me that
you think there is some connection between a swarm or
two of bees that have turned nasty, a cross dog, and a
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wicked old barn-door cock and these poor people that
have been pitched over the cliffs and hammered to death
on the road? There’s no sense in it, you know.”

“I am strongly inclined to believe that there is a great
deal of sense in it,” replied Remnant with extreme calm-
ness. “Look here, Lewis, I saw you grinning the other day
at the club when I was telling the fellows that in my
opinion all these outrages had been committed, certainly
by the Germans, but by some method of which we have
no conception. But what I meant to say when I talked
about inconceivables was just this: that the Williamses and
the rest of them have been killed in some way that’s not in
theory at all, not in our theory, at all events, some way
we’ve not contemplated, not thought of for an instant. Do
you see my point?”

“Well, in a sort of way. You mean there’s an absolute
originality in the method? I suppose that is so. But what
next?”

Remnant seemed to hesitate, partly from a sense of the
portentous nature of what he was about to say, partly
from a sort of half unwillingness to part with so profound
a secret.

“Well,” he said, “you will allow that we have two sets
of phenomena of a very extraordinary kind occurring at
the same time. Don’t you think that it’s only reasonable to
connect the two sets with one another.”

“So the philosopher of Tenterden steeple and the Good-
win Sands thought, certainly,” said Lewis. “But what is
the connection? Those poor folks on the Highway weren’t
stung by bees or worried by a dog. And horses don’t
throw people ever cliffs or stifle them in marshes.”

“No; I never meant to suggest anything so absurd. It is
evident to me that in all these cases of animals turning
suddenly savage the cause has been terror, panic, fear.
The horses that went charging into the camp were mad
with fright, we know. And I say that in the other instances
we have been discussing the cause was the same. The
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creatures were exposed to an infection of fear, and a
frightened beast or bird or insect uses its weapons, what-
ever they may be. If, for example, there had been anybody
with those horses when they took their panic they would
have lashed out at him with their heels.”

“Yes, I dare say that that is so. Well,”

“Well; my belief is that the Germans have made an ex-
traordinary discovery. I have called it the Z ray. You
know that the ether is merely an hypothesis; we have to
suppose that it’s there to account for the passage of the
Marconi current from one place to another. Now, suppose
that there is a psychic ether as well as a material ether,
suppose that it is possible to direct irresistible impulses
across this medium, suppose that these impulses are to-
wards murder or suicide; then I think that you have an
explanation of the terrible series of events that have been
happening in Meirion for the last few weeks. And it is
quite clear to my mind that the horses and the other
creatures have been exposed to this Z ray, and that it has
produced on them the effect of terror, with ferocity as the
result of terror. Now what do you say to that? Telepathy,
you know, is well established; so is hypnotic suggestion.
You have only to look in the Encyclopedia Britannica to
see that, and suggestion is so strong in some cases as to be
an irresistible imperative, Now don’t you feel that putting
telepathy and suggestion together, as it were, you have
more than the elements of what I call the Z ray? I feel
myself that I have more to go on in making my hypo-
thesis than the inventor of the steam-engine had in mak-
ing his hypothesis when he saw the lid of the kettle
bobbing up and down. What do you say?”

Dr. Lewis made no answer. He was watching the
growth of a new, unknown tree in his garden.

The doctor made no answer to Remnant’s question. For
one thing, Remnant was profuse in his eloquence—he has
been rigidly condensed in this history—and Lewis was
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tired of the sound of his voice. For another thing, he
found the Z-ray theory almost too extravagant to be bear-
able, wild enough to tear patience to tatters. And then as
the tedious argument continued Lewis became conscious
that there was something strange about the night.

It was a dark summer night, The moon was old and
faint, above the Dragon’s Head across the bay, and the air
was very still. It was so still that Lewis had noted that
not a leaf stirred on the very tip of a high tree that stood
out against the sky; and yet he knew that he was listening
to some sound that he could not determine or define. It
was not the wind in the leaves, it was not the gentle wash
of the water of the sea against the rocks; that latter sound
he could distinguish quite easily. But there was something
else. It was scarcely a sound; it was as if the air itself
trembled and fluttered, as the air trembles in a church
when they open the great pedal pipes of the organ.

The doctor listened intently. It was not an illusion, the
sound was not in his own head, as he had suspected for a
moment; but for the life of him he could not make out
whence it came or what it was. He gazed down into the
night over the terraces of his garden, now sweet with the
scent of the flowers of the night; tried to peer over the tree-
tops across the sea towards the Dragon’s Head. It struck
him suddenly that this strange fluttering vibration of the
air might be the noise of a distant aeroplane or airship;
there was not the usual droning hum, but this sound
might be caused by a new type of engine. A new type of
engine? Possibly it was an enemy airship; their range, it
had been said, was getting longer; and Lewis was just
going to call Remnant’s attention to the sound, to its possi-
ble cause, and to the possible danger that might be hover-
ing over them, when he saw something that caught his
breath and his heart with wild amazement and a touch of
terror.

He had been staring upward into the sky, and, about to
speak to Remnant, he had let his eyes drop for an instant.
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He looked down towards the trees in the garden, and saw
with utter astonishment that one had changed its shape in
the few hours that had passed since the setting of the sun.
There was a thick grove of ilexes bordering the lowest
terrace, and above them rose one tall pine, spreading its
head of sparse, dark branches dark against the sky.

As Lewis glanced down over the terraces he saw that
the tall pine tree was no longer there. In its place there
rose above the ilexes what might have been a greater ilex;
there was the blackness of a dense growth of foliage rising
like a broad and far-spreading and rounded cloud over the
lesser trees.

Here, then, was a sight wholly incredible, impossible. It
is doubtful whether the process of the human mind in
such a case has ever been analysed and registered; it is
doubtful whether it ever can be registered. It is hardly fair
to bring in the mathematician, since he deals with absolute
truth (so far as mortality can conceive absolute truth);
but how would a mathematician feel if he were suddenly
confronted with a two-sided triangle? I suppose he would
instantly become a raging madman; and Lewis, staring
wide-eyed and wild-eyed at a dark and spreading tree
which his own experience informed him was not there, felt
for an instant that shock which should affront us all when
we first realize the intolerable antinomy of Achilles and
the tortoise. Common sense tells us that Achilles will
flash past the tortoise almost with the speed of the
lightning; the inflexible truth of mathematics assures us
that till the earth boils and the heavens cease to endure, the
tortoise must still be in advance; and thereupon we
should, in common decency, go mad. We do not go mad,
because, by special grace, we are certified that, in the
final court of appeal, all science is a lie, even the highest
science of all; and so we simply grin at Achilles and the
tortoise, as we grin at Darwin, deride Huxley, and laugh
at Herbert Spencer.

Dr. Lewis did not grin. He glared into the dimness of the
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night, at the great spreading tree that he knew could not
be there. And as he gazed he saw that what at first ap-
peared the dense blackness of foliage was fretted and
starred with wonderful appearances of lights and colours.

Afterwards he said to me: “I remember thinking to
myself: ‘Look here, I am not delirious; my temperature is
perfectly normal. I am not drunk; I only had a pint of
Graves with my dinner, over three hours: ago. I have not
eaten any poisonous fungus; I have not taken Anhelonium
Lewinii experimentally. So, now then! What is happen-
mg i 33

The night had gloomed over; clouds obscured the faint
moon and the misty stars. Lewis rose, with some kind of
warning and inhibiting gesture to Remnant, who, he was
conscious was gaping at him in astonishment. He walked
to the open French window, and took a pace forward on
to the path outside, and looked, very intently, at the dark
shape of the tree, down below the sloping garden, above
the washing of the waves. He shaded the light of the lamp
behind him by holding his hands on each side of his eyes.

The mass of the tree—the tree that couldn’t be there—
stood out against the sky, but not so clearly, now that the
clouds had rolled up. Its edges, the limits of its leafage,
were not so distinct. Lewis thought that he could detect
some sort of quivering movement in it; though the air was
at a dead calm. It was a night on which one might hold
up a lighted match and watch it burn without any waver-
ing or inclination of the flame.

“You know,” said Lewis, “how a bit of burnt paper
will sometimes hang over the coals before it goes up the
chimney, and little worms of fire will shoot through it. It
was like that, if you should be standing some distance
away. Just threads and hairs of yellow light I saw, and
specks and sparks of fire, and then a twinkling of a ruby
no bigger than a pin point, and a green wandering in the
black, as if an emerald were crawling, and then little veins
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of deep blue. ‘Woe is me!’ I said to myself in Welsh,
‘What is all this color and burning?

“And, then, at that very moment there came a thunder-
ing rap at the door of the room inside, and there was my
man telling me that I was wanted directly up at the Garth,
as old Mr. Trevor Williams had been taken very bad. I
knew his heart was not worth much, so I had to go off
directly and leave Remnant to make what he could of it
au.”

6. Mr. Remnant’s Z Ray

Dr. Lewis was kept some time at the Garth. It was past
twelve when he got back to his house. He went quickly to
the room that overlooked the garden and the sea and
threw open the French window and peered into the dark-
ness. There, dim indeed against the dim sky but unmistak-
able, was the tall pine with its sparse branches, high above
the dense growth of the ilex-trees. The strange boughs
which had amazed him had vanished; there was no ap-
pearance now of colours or of fires.

He drew his chair up to the open window and sat there
gazing and wondering far into the night, till brightness
came upon the sea and sky, and the forms of the trees in
the garden grew clear and evident. He went up to his bed
at last filled with a great perplexity, still asking questions
to which there was no answer.

The doctor did not say anything about the strange tree
to Remnant. When they next met, Lewis said that he had
thought there was a man hiding amongst the bushes—this
in explanation of that warning gesture he had used, and
of his going out into the garden and staring into the night.
He concealed the truth because he dreaded the Remnant
doctrine that would undoubtedly be produced; indeed, he
hoped that he had heard the last of the theory of the Z
ray. But Remnant firmly reopened this subject.

“We were interrupted just as I was putting my case to
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you,” he said. “And to sum it all up, it amounts to this:
that the Huns have made one of the great leaps of science.
They are sending ‘suggestions’ (which amount to irresisti-
ble commands) over here, and the persons affected are
seized with suicidal or homicidal mania. The people who
were killed by falling over the cliffs or into the quarry
probably committed suicide; and so with the man and boy
who were found in the bog. As to the Highway case, you
remember that Thomas Evans said that he stopped and
talked to Williams on the night of the murder. In my
opinion Evans was the murderer. He came under the in-
fluence of the ray, became a homicidal maniac in an in-
stant, snatched Williams’s spade from his hand and killed
him and the others.”

“The bodies were found by me on the road.”

“It is possible that the first impact of the ray produces
violent nervous excitement, which would manifest itself
externally, Williams might have called to his wife to come
and see what was the matter with Evans. The children
would naturally follow their mother. It seems to me sim-
ple. And as for the animals—the horses, dogs, and so
forth, they as I say, were no doubt panic-stricken by the
ray, and hence driven to frenzy.”

“Why should Evans have murdered Williams instead of
Williams murdering Evans? Why should the impact of the
ray affect one and not the other?”

“Why does one man react violently to a certain drug,
while it makes no impression on another man? Why is A
able to drink a bottle of whisky and remain sober, while
B is turned into something very like a lunatic after he has
drunk three glasses?”

“It is a question of idiosyncrasy,” said the doctor.

“Is ‘idiosyncrasy’ Greek for ‘I don’t know’?” asked
Remnant.

“Not at all,” said Lewis, smiling blandly. “I mean that
in some diatheses whisky—as you have mentioned whisky
—appears not to be pathogenic, or at all events not im-
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mediately pathogenic. In other cases, as you very justly
observed, there seems to be a very marked cachexia asso-
ciated with the exhibition of the spirit in question, even
in comparatively small doses.”

Under this cloud of professional verbiage Lewis escaped
from the club and from Remnant. He did not want to
hear any more about that dreadful ray, because he felt
sure that the ray was all nonsense. But asking himself why
he felt this certitude in the matter, he had to confess that
he didn’t know. An aeroplane, he reflected, was all non-
sense before it was made; and he remembered talking in
the early nineties to a friend of his about the newly dis-
covered X rays, The friend laughed incredulously, evi-
dently didn’t believe a word of it, till Lewis told him that
there was an article on the subject in the current number
of the Saturday Review; whereupon the unbeliever said,
“Oh, is that so? Oh, really. I see,” and was converted on
the X ray faith on the spot. Lewis, remembering this talk,
marvelled at the strange processes of the human mind, its
illogical and yet all-compelling ergos, and wondered
whether he himself was only waiting for an article on the
Z ray in the Saturday Review to become a devout believer
in the doctrine of Remnant.

But he wondered with far more fervor as to the extraor-
dinary thing he had seen in his own garden with his own
eyes. The tree that changed all its shape for an hour or
two of the night, the growth of strange boughs, the appari-
tion of secret fires among them, the sparkling of emerald
and ruby lights: how could one fail to be afraid with
great amazement at the thought of such a mystery?

Dr. Lewis’s thoughts were distracted from the incredible
adventure of the tree by the visit of his sister and her
husband, Mr. and Mrs. Merritt lived in a well-known
manufacturing town of the Midlands, which was now, of
course, a center of munition work. On the day of their
arrival at Porth, Mrs. Merritt, who was tired after the long,
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hot journey, went to bed early, and Merritt and Lewis
went into the room by the garden for their talk and tobac-
co. They spoke of the year that had passed since their
last meeting, of the weary dragging of the war, of friends
that had perished in it, of the hopelessness of an early
ending of all this misery. Lewis said nothing of the terror
that was on the land. One does not greet a tired man who
is come to a quiet, sunny place for relief from black smoke
and work and worry with a tale of horror. Indeed, the
doctor saw that his brother-in-law looked far from well.
And he seemed “jumpy”; there was an occasional twitch
of his mouth that Lewis did not like at all,

“Well,” said the doctor, after an interval of silence and
port wine, “I am glad to see you here again. Porth always
suits you. I don’t think you’re looking quite up to your
usual form. But three weeks of Meirion air will do won-
ders.”

“Well, I hope it will,” said the other. “I am not up to
the mark. Things are not going well at Midlingham.”

“Business is all right, isn’t it?”

“Yes. Business is all right. But there are other things
that are all wrong. We are living under a reign of terror, It
comes to that.”

“What on earth do you mean?”

“Well, I suppose I may tell you what I know. It’s not
much. I didn’t dare write it. But do you know that at
every one of the munition works in Midlingham and all
about it there’s a guard of soldiers with drawn bayonets
and loaded rifles day and night? Men with bombs, too.
And machine-guns at the big factories.”

“German spies?”

“You don’t want Lewis guns to fight spies with. Nor
bombs, Nor a platoon of men. I woke up last night. It was
the machinegun at Benington’s Army Motor Works. Fir-
ing like fury. And then bang! bang! bang! That was the
hand bombs.”

“But what against?”
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“Nobody knows.”

“Nobody knows what is happening,” Merritt repeated,
and he went on to describe the bewilderment and terror
that hung like a cloud over the great industrial city in the
Midlands, how the feeling of concealment, of some in-
tolerable secret danger that must not be named, was
worst of all.

“A young fellow I know,” he said, “was on short leave
the other day from the front, and he spent it with his peo-
ple at Belmont—that’s about four miles out of Midling-
ham, you know. ‘Thank God,’ he said to me, ‘I am going
back to-morrow. It’s no good saying that the Wipers
salient is nice, because it isn’t. But it’s a damned sight
better than this, At the front you know what you’re up
against anyhow.” At Midlingham everybody has the feel-
ing that we’re up against something awful and we don’t
know what; it’s that that makes people inclined to whisper.
There’s terror in the air.”

Merritt made a sort of picture of the great town cower-
ing in its fear of an unknown danger.

“People are afraid to go about alone at nights in the
outskirts. They make up parties at the stations to go home
together if it’s anything like dark, or if there are any lonely
bits on their way.”

“But why? I don’t understand. What are they afraid of?”

“Well, I told you about my being awakened up the
other night with the machine-guns at the motor works
rattling away, and the bombs exploding and making the
most terrible noise. That sort of thing alarms one, you
know. It’s only natural.”

“Indeed, it must be very terrifying. You mean, then,
there is a general nervousness about, a vague sort of appre-
hension that makes people inclined to herd together?”

“There’s that, and there’s more. People have gone out
that have never come back. There were a couple of men
in the train to Holme, arguing about the quickest way to
get to Northend, a sort of outlying part of Holme
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where they both lived. They argued all the way out of
Midlingham, one saying that the high road was the
quickest though it was the longest way. ‘It’s the quickest
going because it’s the cleanest going,’ he said.

“The other chap fancied a short cut across the fields, by
the canal. ‘It’s half the distance,” he kept on. ‘Yes, if you
don’t lose your way,’ said the other. Well, it appears they
put an even halfcrown on it, and each was to try his own
way when they got out of the train. It was arranged that
they were to meet at the Wagon in Northend. ‘I shall be at
the Wagon first,” said the man who believed in the short
cut, and with that he climbed over the stile and made off
across the fields. It wasn’t late enough to be really dark,
and a lot of them thought he might win the stakes. But he
never turned up at the Wagon—or anywhere else for the
matter of that.”

“What happened to him?”

“He was found lying on his back in the middle of a
field—some way from the path. He was dead. The doc-
tors said he’d been suffocated. Nobody knows how. Then
there have been other cases. We whisper about them at
Midlingham, but we’re afraid to speak out.”

Lewis was ruminating all this profoundly. Terror in
Meirion and terror far away in the heart of England; but
at Midlingham, so far as he could gather from these
stories of soldiers on guard, of crackling machine-guns, it
was a case of an organized attack on the munitioning of
the army. He felt that he did not know enough to warrant
his deciding that the terror of Meirion and of Stratford-
shire were one.

Then Merritt began again:

“There’s a queer story going about, when the door’s
shut and the curtain’s drawn, that is, as to a place right
out in the country over the other side of Midlingham; on
the opposite side to Dunwich. They’ve built one of the new
factories out there, a great red-brick town of sheds they
tell me it is, with a tremendous chimney. It’s not been
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finished more than a month or six weeks. They plumped
it down right in the middle of the fields, by the line, and
they’re building huts for the workers as fast as they can
but up to the present the men are billeted all about, up
and down the line.

“About two hundred yards from this place there’s an
old footpath, leading from the station and the main road
up to a small hamlet on the hill-side, Part of the way this
path goes by a pretty large wood, most of it thick under-
growth, I should think there must be twenty acres of
wood, more or less. As it happens, I used this path once
long ago; and I can tell you it’s a black place of nights.

“A man had to go this way one night. He got along all
right till he came to the wood. And then he said his heart
dropped out of his body. It was awful to hear the noises
in that wood. Thousands of men were in it, he swears
that, It was full of rustling, and pattering of feet trying to
go dainty, and the crack of dead boughs lying on the
ground as some one trod on them, and swishing of the
grass, and some sort of chattering speech going on, that
sounded, so he said, as if the dead sat in their bones and
talked! He ran for his life, anyhow; across fields, over
hedges, through brooks. He must have run, by his tale,
ten miles out of his way before he got home to his wife,
and beat at the door, and broke in, and bolted it behind
hjm.”

“There is something rather alarming about any wood at
night,” said Dr. Lewis.

Merritt shrugged his shoulders.

“People say that the Germans have landed, and that
the;; are hiding in underground places all over the coun-

try.
7. The Case of the Hidden Germans

Lewis gasped for a moment, silent in contemplation of
the magnificence of rumour. The Germans already landed,
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hiding underground, striking by night, secretly, terribly, at
the power of England! Here was a conception which made
the myth of the Russians a paltry fable; before which the
legend of Mons was an ineffectual thing.

It was monstrous. And yet—

He looked steadily at Merritt; a square-headed, black-
haired, solid sort of man. He had symptoms of mnerves
about him for the moment, certainly, but one could not
wonder at that, whether the tales he told were true, or
whether he merely believed them to be true. Lewis had
known his brother-in-law for twenty years or more, and
had always found him a sure man in his own small world.
“But then,” said the doctor to himself, “those men, if they
once get out of the ring of that little world of theirs, they
are lost. Those are the men that believed in Madame
Blavatsky.”

“Well,” he said, “what do you think yourself? The Ger-
mans landed and hiding somewhere about the country:
there’s something extravagant in the notion, isn’t there?”

“I don’t know what to think. You can’t get over the
facts. There are the soldiers with their rifles and their guns
at the works all over Stratfordshire, and those guns go off.
I told you I’d heard them. Then who are the soldiers
shooting at? That’s what we ask ourselves at Midlingham.”

“Quite so; I quite understand, It’s an extraordinary state
of things.”

“It’s more than extraordinary; it’s an awful state of
things. It’s terror in the dark, and there’s nothing worse
than that. As that young fellow I was telling you about
said, ‘At the front you do know what you're up
against.” ”

“And people really believe that a number of Germans
have somehow got over to England and have hid them-
selves underground?”

“People say they’ve got a new kind of poison gas. Some
think that they dig underground places and make the gas
there, and lead it by secret pipes into the shops; others say
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that they throw gas bombs into the factories. It must be
worse than anything they've used in France, from what
the authorities say.”

“The authorities? Do they admit that there are Germans
in hiding about Midlingham?”

“No. They call it ‘explosions.” But we know it isn’t ex-
plosions. We know in the Midlands what an explosion
sounds like and looks like. And we know that the people
killed in these ‘explosions’ are put into their coffins in the
works. Their own relations are not allowed to see them.”

“And so you believe in the German theory?”

“If I do, it’s because one must believe in something.
Some say they’ve seen the gas. I heard that a man living in
Dunwich saw it one night like a black cloud with sparks
of fire in it floating over the tops of the trees by Dunwich
Common.”

The light of an ineffable amazement came into Lewis’s
eyes. The night of Remnant’s visit, the trembling vibration
of the air, the dark tree that had grown in his garden
since the setting of the sun, the strange leafage that was
starred with burning, with emerald and ruby fires, and all
vanished away when he returned from his visit to the
Garth; and such a leafage had appeared as a burning cloud
far in the heart of England: what intolerable mystery,
what tremendous doom was signified in this? But one thing
was clear and certain: that the terror of Meirion was also
the terror of the Midlands. '

Lewis made up his mind most firmly that if possible all
this should be kept from his brother-in-law. Merritt had
come to Porth as to a city of refuge from the horrors of
Midlingham; if it could be managed he should be spared
the knowledge that the cloud of terror had gone before
him and hung black over the western land. Lewis passed
the port and said in an even voice:

“Very strange, indeed; a black cloud with sparks of
ﬁre?’!

“I can’t answer for it, you know; it’s only a rumour.”
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“Just so; and you think, or you’re inclined to think, that
this and all the rest you've told me is to be put down to
the hidden Germans?”

“As I say; because one must think something.”

“I quite see your point. No doubt, if it’s true, it’s the
most awful blow that has ever been dealt at any nation in
the whole history of man, The enemy established in our
vitals! But is it possible, after all? How could it have been
worked?”

Merritt told Lewis how it had been worked, or rather,
how people said it had been worked. The idea, he said,
was that this was a part, and a most important part, of the
great German plot to destroy England and the British Em-
pire.

The scheme had been prepared years ago, some thought
soon after the Franco-Prussian War. Moltke had seen that
the invasion of England (in the ordinary sense of the term
“invasion”) presented very great difficulties. The matter
was constantly in discussion in the inner military and high
political circles, and the general trend of opinion in these
quarters was that at the best, the invasion of England
would involve Germany in the gravest difficulties, and
leave France in the position of the tertius gaudens. This
was the state of affairs when a very high Prussian person-
age was approached by the Swedish professor, Huvelius.

Thus Merritt, and here I would say in parenthesis that
this Huvelius was by all accounts an extraordinary man.
Considered personally and apart from his writings he would
appear to have been a most amiable individual. He was
richer than the generality of Swedes, certainly far richer
than the average university professor in Sweden. But his
shabby, green frock-coat, and his battered, furry hat were
notorious in the university town where he lived. No one
laughed, because it was well known that Professor Huve-
lius spent every penny of his private means and a large
portion of his official stipend on works of kindness and
charity. He hid his head in a garret, some one said, in order
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that others might be able to swell on the first floor. It was
told of him that he restricted himself to a diet of dry
bread and coffee for a month in order that a poor woman
of the streets, dying of consumption, might enjoy luxuries
in hospital.

And this was the man who wrote the treatise De
Facinore Humano; to prove the infinite corruption of the
human race.

Oddly enough, Professor Huvelius wrote the most
cynical book in the world—Hobbes preaches rosy senti~
mentalism in comparison—with the very highest motives.
He held that a very large part of human misery, misad-
venture, and sorrow was due to the false convention that
the heart of man was naturally and in the main well dis-
posed and kindly, if not exactly righteous. “Murderers,
thieves, assassins, violators, and all the host of the
abominable,” he says in one passage, “are created by the
false pretense and foolish credence of human virtue, A
lion in a cage is a fierce beast, indeed; but what will he be
if we declare him to be a lamb and open the doors of his
den? Who will be guilty of the deaths of the men, women
and children whom he will surely devour, save those who
unlocked the cage?” And he goes on to show that kings
and the rulers of the peoples could decrease the sum of
human misery to a vast extent by acting on the doctrine of
human wickedness. “War,” he declares, “which is one of
the worst of evils, will always continue to exist, But a wise
king will desire a brief war rather than a lengthy one, a
short evil rather than a long evil. And this not from the
benignity of his heart towards his enemies, for we have
seen that the human heart is naturally malignant, but be-
cause he desires to conquer, and to conquer easily, with-
out a great expenditure of men or of treasure, knowing
that if he can accomplish this feat his people will love him
and his crown will be secure. So he will wage brief vic-
torious wars, and not only spare his own nation, but the
nation of the enemy, since in a short war the loss is less on
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both sides than in a long war. And so from evil will come
Oﬂd.”
¥ And how, asks Huvelius, are such wars to be waged?
The wise prince, he replies, will begin by assuming the
enemy to be infinitely corruptible and infinitely stupid,
since stupidity and corruption are the chief characteristics
of man. So the prince will make himself friends in the
very councils of his enemy, and also amongst the popu-
lace, bribing the wealthy by proffering to them the oppor-
tunity of still greater wealth, and winning the poor by
swelling words. “For, contrary to the common opinion, it
is the wealthy who are greedy of wealth; while the popu-
lace are to be gained by talking to them about liberty,
their unknown god. And so much are they enchanted by
the words liberty, freedom, and such like, that the wise
can go to the poor, rob them of what little they have, dis-
miss them with a hearty kick, and win their hearts and
their votes for ever, if only they will assure them that
the treatment which they have received is called liberty.”
Guided by these principles, says Huvelius, the wise
prince will entrench himself in the country that he desires
to conquer; “nay, with but little trouble, he may actually
and literally throw his garrisons into the heart of the
enemy country before war has begun.”

This is a long and tiresome parenthesis; but it is neces-
sary as explaining the long tale which Merritt told his
brother-in-law, he having received it from some magnate
of the Midlands, who had travelled in Germany. It is
probable that the story was suggested in the first place by
the passage from Huvelius which I have just quoted.

Merritt knew nothing of the real Huvelius, who was
all but a saint; he thought of the Swedish professor as a
monster of iniquity, “worse,” as he said, “than Neech”—
meaning, no doubt, Nietzsche.

So he told the story of how Huvelius had sold his plan
to the Germans; a plan for filling England with German
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soldiers. Land was to be bought in certain suitable and
well-considered places, Englishmen were to be bought as
the apparent owners of such land, and secret excavations
were to be made, till the country was literally undermined.
A subterranean Germany, in fact, was to be dug under
selected districts of England; there were to be great
caverns, underground cities, well drained, well ventilated,
supplied with water, and in these places vast stores both
of food and of munitions were to be accumulated, year
after year, till “the day” dawned. And then, warned in
time, the secret garrison would leave shops, hotels, offices,
villas, and vanish underground, ready to begin their work
of bleeding England at the heart.

“That’s what Henson told me,” said Merritt at the end
of his long story. “Henson, head of the Buckley Iron and
Steel Syndicate. He has been a lot in Germany.”

“Well,” said Lewis, “of course, it may be so. If it is so,
it is terrible beyond words.”

Indeed, he found something horribly plausible in the
story. It was an extraordinary plan, of course; an unheard-
of scheme; but it did not seem impossible. It was the
Trojan horse on a gigantic scale; indeed, he reflected, the
story of the horse with the warriors concealed within it
which was dragged into the heart of Troy by the deluded
Trojans themselves might be taken as a prophetic parable
of what had happened to England—if Henson’s theory
were well founded. And this theory certainly squared with
what one had heard of German preparations in Belgium
and in France: emplacements for guns ready for the in-
vader, German manufactories which were really German
forts on Belgian soil, the caverns by the Aisne made ready
for the cannon; indeed, Lewis thought he remembered
something about suspicious concrete tennis-courts on the
heights commanding London. But a German army
hidden under English ground! It was a thought to chill
the stoutest heart.

And it seemed from that wonder of the burning tree,
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that the enemy mysteriously and terribly present at Mid-
lingham, was present also in Meirion, Lewis, thinking of
the country as he knew it, of its wild and desolate hill-
sides, its deep woods, its wastes and solitary places, could
not but confess that no more fit region could be found for
the deadly enterprise of secret men. Yet, he thought
again, there was but little harm to be done in Meirion to
the armies of England or to their munitionment. They were
working for panic terror? Possibly that might be so; but
the camp under the Highway? That should be their first
object, and no harm had been done there.

Lewis did not know that since the panic of the horses
men had died terribly in that camp; that it was now a
fortified place, with a deep, broad trench, a thick tangle
of savage barbed wire about it, and a machine-gun planted
at each corner.

8. What Mr. Merritt Found

Mr. Merritt began to pick up his health and spirits a
good deal. For the first morning or two of his stay at the
doctor’s he contented himself with a very comfortable
deck chair close to the house, where he sat under the
shade of an old mulberry-tree beside his wife and watched
the bright sunshine on the green lawns, on the creamy
crests of the waves, on the headlands of that glorious
coast, purple even from afar with the imperial glow of the
heather, on the white farmhouses gleaming in the sunlight,
high over the sea, far from any turmoil, from any
troubling of men.

The sun was hot, but the wind breathed all the while
gently, incessantly, from the east, and Merritt, who had
come to this quiet place, not only from dismay, but from
the stifling and oily airs of the smoky Midland town, said
that that east wind, pure and clear and like well-water
from the rock, was new life to him. He ate a capital dinner
at the end of his first day at Porth and took rosy views.
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As to what they had been talking about the night before,
he said to Lewis, no doubt there must be trouble of some
sort, and perhaps bad trouble; still, Kitchener would soon
put it all right.

So things went on very well. Merritt began to stroll
about the garden, which was full of the comfortable
spaces, groves, and surprises that only country gardens
know. To the right of one of the terraces he found an ar-
bor of summer-house covered with white roses, and he
was as pleased as if he had discovered the pole. He spent
a whole day there, smoking and lounging and reading a
rubbishly sensational story, and declared that the Devon-
shire roses had taken many years off his age. Then on the
other side of the garden there was a filbert grove that he
had never explored on any of his former visits; and again
there was a find. Deep in the shadow of the filberts was a
bubbling well, issuing from rocks, and all manner of
green, dewy ferns growing about it and above it, and an
angelica springing beside it. Merritt knelt on his knees,
and hollowed his hand and drank the well-water. He said
(over his port) that night that if all water were like the
water of the filbert well the world would turn to teetotal-
ism. It takes a townsman to relish the manifold and ex-
quisite joys of the country.

It was not till he began to venture abroad that Merritt
found that something was lacking of the old rich peace
that used to dwell in Meirion. He had a favorite walk
which he never neglected, year after year. This walk led
along the cliffs towards Meiros, and then one could turn
inland and return to Porth by deep winding lanes that
went over the Allt. So Merritt set out early one morning
and got as far as a sentry-box at the foot of the path
that led up to the cliff. There was a sentry pacing up and
down in front of the box, and he called on Merritt to
produce his pass, or to turn back to the main road.
Merritt was a good deal put out, and asked the doctor
about this strict guard. And the doctor was surprised.
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“I didn’t know they had put their bar up there,” he
said. “I suppose it’s wise. We are certainly in the far west
here; still, the Germans might slip round and raid us and
do a lot of damage just because Meirion is the last place we
should expect them to go for.”

“But there are no fortifications, surely, on the cliff?”

“Oh, no; I never heard of anything of the kind there.”

“Well, what’s the point of forbidding the public to go
on the cliff, then? I can quite understand putting a sentry
on the top to keep a look-out for the enemy. What I don’t
understand is a sentry at the bottom who can’t keep a
look-out for anything, as he can’t see the sea. And why
warn the public off the cliffis? I couldn’t facilitate a Ger-
man landing by standing on Pengareg, even if I wanted
to.”

“It is curious,” the doctor agreed. “Some military rea-
sons, I suppose.”

He let the matter drop, perhaps because the matter did
not affect him. People who live in the country all the year
round, country doctors certainly, are little given to
desultory walking in search of the picturesque.

Lewis had no suspicion that sentries whose object was
equally obscure were being dotted all over the country.
There was a sentry, for example, by the quarry at
Llanfihangel, where the dead woman and the dead sheep
had been found some weeks before. The path by the
quarry was used a good deal, and its closing would have
inconvenienced the people of the neighbourhood very con-
siderably. But the sentry had his box by the side of the
track and had his orders to keep everybody strictly to the
path, as if the quarry were a secret fort.

It was not known till a month or two ago that one of
these sentries was himself a victim of the terror. The men
on duty at this place were given certain very strict orders,
which from the nature of the case, must have seemed to
them unreasonable. For old soldiers, orders are orders;
but here was a young bank clerk, scarcely in training for a
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couple of months, who had not begun to appreciate the
necessity of hard, literal obedience to an order which
seemed to him meaningless. He found himself on a remote
and lonely hill-side, he had not the faintest notion that his
every movement was watched; and he disobeyed a certain
instruction that had been given him. The post was found
deserted by the relief; the sentry’s dead body was found
at the bottom of the quarry.

This by the way; but Mr. Merritt discovered again and
again that things happened to hamper his walks and his
wanderings. Two or three miles from Porth there is a great
marsh made by the Afon River before it falls into the
sea, and here Merritt had been accustomed to botanize
mildly. He had learned pretty accurately the causeways of
solid ground that lead through the sea of swamp and
ooze and soft yielding soil, and he set out one hot after-
noon determined to make a thorough exploration of the
marsh, and this time to find that rare bog bean, that he
felt sure, must grow somewhere in its wide extent.

He got into the by-road that skirts the marsh, and to the
gate which he had always used for entrance.

There was the scene as he had known it always, the
rich growth of reeds and flags and rushes, the mild black
cattle- grazing on the “islands” of firm turf, the scented
procession of the meadow-sweet, the royal glory of the
loosestrife, flaming pennons, crimson and golden, of the
giant dock.

But they were bringing out a dead man’s body through
the gate,

A labouring man was holding open the gate on the
marsh. Merritt, horrified, spoke to him and asked who it
was, and how it had happened.

“They do say he was a visitor at Porth, Somehow he
has been drowned in the marsh, whatever.”

“But it’s perfectly safe. I've been all over it a dozen
times.”

“Well, indeed, we did always think so. If you did slip
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by accident, like, and fall into the water, it was not so
deep; it was easy enough to climb out again. And this
gentleman was quite young, to look at him, poor man;
and he has come to Meirion for his pleasure and holiday
and found his death in it!”

“Did he do it on purpose? Is it suicide?”

“They say he had no reasons to do that.”

Here the sergeant of police in charge of the party inter-
posed, according to orders, which he himself did not un-
derstand.

“A terrible thing, sir, to be sure, and a sad pity; and I
am sure this is not the sort of sight you have come to see
down in Meirion this beautiful summer. So don’t you
think, sir, that it would be more pleasantlike, if you would
leave us to this sad business of ours? I have heard many
gentlemen staying in Porth say that there is nothing to
beat the view from the hill over there, not in the whole of
Wales.”

Every one is polite in Meirion, but somehow Merritt
understood that, in English, this speech meant “move on.”

Merritt moved back to Porth—he was not in the hu-
mour for any idle, pleasurable strolling after so dreadful
a meeting with death. He made some inquiries in the town
about the dead man, but nothing seemed known of him.
It was said that he had been on his honeymoon, that he
had been staying at the Porth Castle Hotel; but the people
of the hotel declared that they had never heard of such a
person. Merritt got the local paper at the end of the week;
there was not a word in it of any fatal accident in the
marsh, He met the sergeant of police in the street. That
officer touched his helmet with the utmost politeness and a
“hope you are enjoying yourself, sir; indeed you do look a
lot better already”; but as to the poor man who was found
drowned or stifled in the marsh, he knew nothing.

The next day Merritt made up his mind to go to the
marsh to see whether he could find anything to account

232



for so strange a death. What he found was a man with an
armlet standing by the gate. The armlet had the letters
“C. W.” on it, which are understood to mean “Coast
Watcher.” The watcher said he had strict instructions to
keep everybody away from the marsh. Why? He didn’t
know, but some said that the river was changing its
course since the new railway embankment was built, and
the marsh had become dangerous to people who didn’t
know it thoroughly.

“Indeed, sir,” he added, “it is part of my orders not to
set foot on the other side of that gate myself, not for one
scrag-end of a minute.”

Merritt glanced over the gate incredulously. The marsh
looked as it had always looked; there was plenty of sound,
hard ground to walk on; he could see the track that he
used to follow as firm as ever. He did not believe in the
story of the changing course of the river, and Lewis said
he had never heard of anything of the kind. But Merritt
had put the question in the middle of general conversa-
tion; he had not led up to it from any discussion of the
death in the marsh, and so the doctor was taken un-
awares, If he had known of the connection in Merritt’s
mind between the alleged changing of the Afon’s course
and the tragical event in the marsh, no doubt he would
have confirmed the official explanation. He was, above all
things, anxious to prevent his sister and her husband from
finding out that the invisible hand of terror that ruled at
Midlingham was ruling also in Meirion.

Lewis himself had little doubt that the man who was
found dead in the marsh had been struck down by the
secret agency, whatever it was, that had already accom-
plished so much of evil; but it was a chief part of the
terror that no one knew for certain that this or that par-
ticular event was to be ascribed to it. People do occasional-
ly fall over cliffs through their own carelessness, and as
the case of Garcia, the Spanish sailor, showed, cottagers
and their wives and children are now and then the victims
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of savage and purposeless violence. Lewis had never wan-
dered about the marsh himself; but Remnant had pottered
round it and about it, and declared that the man who met
his death there—his name was never known, in Porth at
all events—must either have committed suicide by delib-
erately lying prone in the ooze and stifling himself, or else
must have been held down in it. There were no details
available, so it was clear that the authorities had classified
this death with the others; still, the man might have com-
mitted suicide, or he might have had a sudden seizure and
fallen in the slimy water face downwards. And so on: it
was possible to believe that case 4 or B or C was in the
category of ordinary accidents or odinary crimes. But it
was not possible to believe that A and B and C were all in
that category. And thus it was to the end, and thus it is
now. We know that the terror reigned, and how it reigned,
but there were many dreadful events ascribed to its rule
about which there must always be room for doubt.

For example, there was the case of the Mary Ann, the
rowing-boat which came to grief in so strange a manner,
almost under Merritt’s eyes. In my opinion he was quite
wrong in associating the sorry fate of the boat and her oc-
cupants with a system of signalling by flash-lights which
he detected, or thought that he detected, on the afternoon
in which the Mary Ann was capsized. I believe his sig-
nalling theory to be all nonsense, in spite of the naturalized
German governess who was lodging with her employers in
the suspected house. But, on the other hand, there is no
doubt in my own mind that the boat was overturned and
those in it drowned by the work of the terror.

9. The Light on the Water

Let it be noted carefully that so far Merritt had not the
slightest suspicion that the terror of Midlingham was
quick over Meirion. Lewis had watched and shepherded
him carefully. He had let out no suspicion of what had
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happened in Meirion, and before taking his brother-in-law
to the club he had passed round a hint among the mem-
bers. He did not tell the truth about Midlingham—and
here again is a point of interest, that as the terror deepened
the general public co-operated voluntarily, and, one
would say, almost subconsciously, with the authorities in
concealing what they knew from one another—but he gave
out a desirable portion of the truth: that his brother-in-law
was ‘“‘nervy,” not by any means up to the mark, and that
it was therefore desirable that he should be spared the
knowledge of the intolerable and tragic mysteries which
were being enacted all about them.

“He knows about that poor fellow who was found in the
marsh,” said Lewis, “and he has a kind of vague-suspicion
that there is something out of the common about the case;
but no more than that.”

“A clear case of suggested, or rather commanded sui-
cide,” said Remnant. “I regard it as a strong confirmation
of my theory.”

“Perhaps so,” said the doctor, dreading lest he might
have to hear about the Z ray all over again. “But please
don’t let anything out to him; I want him to get built up
thoroughly before he goes back to Midlingham.”

Then, on the other hand, Merritt was as still as death
about the doings of the Midlands; he hated to think of
them, much more to speak of them; and thus, as I say, he
and the men at the Porth Club kept their secrets from one
another; and thus, from the beginning to the end of the
terror, the links were not drawn together. In many cases,
no doubt, A and B met every day and talked familiarly, it
may be confidentially, on other matters of all sorts, each
having in his possession half of the truth, which he con-
cealed from the other. So the two halves were never put to-
gether to make a whole.

Merritt, as the doctor guessed had a kind of uneasy
feeling—it scarcely amounted to a suspicion—as to the
business of the marsh; chiefly because he thought the offi-
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cial talk about the railway embankment and the course of
the river rank nonsense. But finding that nothing more
happened, he let the matter drop from his mind, and
settled himself down to enjoy his holiday.

He found to his delight that there were no sentries or
watchers to hinder him from the approach to Larnac Bay, a
delicious cove, a place where the ash-grove and the green
meadow and the glistening bracken sloped gently down to
red rocks and firm yellow sands. Merritt remembered a
rock that formed a comfortable seat, and here he estab-
lished himself of a golden afternoon, and gazed at the blue
of the sea and the crimson bastions and bays of the coast
as it bent inward to Sarnau and swept out again south-
ward to the odd-shaped promontory called the Dragon’s
Head. Merritt gazed on, amused by the antics of the
porpoises who were tumbling and splashing and gam-
bolling a little way out at sea, charmed by the pure and
radiant air that was so different from the oily smoke that
often stood for heaven at Midlingham, and charmed, too,
by the white farmhouses dotted here and there on the
heights of the curving coast.

Then he noticed a little row-boat at about two hundred
yards from the shore. There were two or three people
aboard. he could not quite make out how many, and they
seemed to be doing something with a line; they were no
doubt fishing, and Merritt (who disliked fish) wondered
how people could spoil such an afternoon, such a sea,
such pellucid and radiant air by trying to catch white,
flabby, offensive, evil-smelling creatures that would be ex-
cessively nasty when cooked. He puzzled over this prob-
lem and turned away from it to the contemplation of the
crimson headlands. And then he says that he noticed that
signalling was going on. Flashing lights of intense bril-
liance, he declares, were coming from one of those farms
on the heights of the coast; it was as if white fire was
spouting from it. Merritt was certain, as the light ap-
peared and disappeared, that some message was being
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sent, and he regretted that he knew nothing of heliog-
raphy. Three short flashes, a long and very brilliant
flash, then two short flashes. Merritt fumbled in his
pocket for pencil and paper so that he might record these
signals, and, bringing his eyes down to the sea level, he
became aware, with amazement and horror, that the boat
had disappeared. All that he could see was some vague,
dark object far to westward, running out with the tide.

Now it is certain, unfortunately, that the Mary Ann was
capsized and that two school-boys and the sailor in charge
were drowned. The bones of the boat were found amongst
the rocks far along the coast, and the three bodies were
also washed ashore, The sailor could not swim at all, the
boys only a little, and it needs an exceptionally fine
swimmer to fight against the outward suck of the tide as
it rushes past Pengareg Point.

But I have no belief whatever in Merritt’s theory. He
held (and still holds, for all I know), that the flashes of
light which he saw coming from Penyrhaul, the farmhouse
on the height, had some connection with the disaster to
the Mary Ann. When it was ascertained that a family
were spending their summer at the farm, and that the
governess was a German, though a long-naturalized Ger-
man, Merritt could not see that there was anything left to
argue about, though there might be many details to dis-
cover. But, in my opinion, all this was a mere mare’s
nest; the flashes of brilliant light were caused, no doubt,
by the sun lighting up one window of the farmhouse after
the other.

Still, Merritt was convinced from the very first, even
before the damning circumstance of the German governess
was brought to light; and on the evening of the disaster, as
Lewis and he sat together after dinner, he was endeavour-
ing to put what he called the common sense of the matter
to the doctor.

“If you hear a shot,” said Merritt, “and you see a man
fall, you know pretty well what killed him.”
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There was a flutter of wild wings in the room. A great
moth beat to and fro and dashed itself madly against the
ceiling, the walls, the glass bookcase. Then a sputtering
sound, a momentary dimming of the lamp. The moth had
succeeded in its mysterious quest.

“Can you tell me,” said Lewis as if he were answering
Merritt, “why moths rush into the flame?”

Lewis had put his question as to the strange habits of
the common moth to Merritt with the deliberate intent of
closing the debate on death by heliograph. The query was
suggested, of course, by the incident of the moth in the
lamp, and Lewis thought that he had said: “Oh, shut
up!” in a somewhat elegant manner. And, in fact Merritt
looked dignified, remained silent, and helped himself to
port. .

That was the end that the doctor had desired. He had
no doubt in his own mind that the affair of the Mary Ann
was but one more item in a long account of horrors that
grew larger almost with every day; and he was in no
humour to listen to wild and futile theories as to the
manner in which the disaster had been accomplished.
Here was a proof that the terror that was upon them was
mighty not only on the land but on the waters; for Lewis
could not see that the boat could have been attacked by
any ordinary means of destruction. From Merritt’s story, it
must have been in shallow water. The shore of Larnac
Bay shelves very gradually, and the Admiralty charts
showed the depth of water two hundred yards out to be
only two fathoms; this would be too shallow for a sub-
marine. And it could not have been shelled, and it could
not have been torpedoed; there was no explosion. The
disaster might have been due to carelessness; boys, he
considered, will play the fool anywhere, even in a boat;
but he did not think so; the sailor would have stopped
them. And, it may be mentioned, that the two boys were
as a matter of fact extremely steady, sensible young
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fellows, not in the least likely to play foolish tricks of any
kind.

Lewis was immersed in these reflections, having success-
fully silenced his brother-in-law; he was trying in vain to
find some clue to the horrible enigma. The Midlingham
theory of a concealed German force, hiding in places un-
der the earth, was extravagant enough, and yet it seemed
the only solution that approached plausibility; but then
again even a subterranean German host would hardly ac-
count for this wreckage of a boat, floating on a calm sea.
And then what of the tree with the burning in it that had
appeared in the garden there a few weeks ago, and the
cloud with a burning in it that had shown over the trees of
the Midland village?

I think I have already written something of the prob-
able emotions of the mathematician confronted suddenly
with an undoubted two-sided triangle. I said, if I remem-
ber, that he would be forced, in decency, to go mad; and I
believe that Lewis was very near to this point. He felt him-
self confronted with an intolerable problem that most in-
stantly demanded solution, and yet, with the same breath,
as it were, denied the possibility of there being any solu-
tion. People were being killed in an inscrutable manner by
some inscrutable means, day after day, and one asked why
and how; and there seemed no answer. In the Midlands,
where every kind of munitionment was manufactured, the
explanation of German agency was plausible; and even if
the subterranean notion was to be rejected as savoring al-
together too much of the fairy-tale, or rather of the sen-
sational romance, yet it was possible that the backbone of
the theory was true; the Germans might have planted their
agents in some way or another in the midst of our fac-
tories. But here in Meirion, what serious effect could be
produced by the casual and indiscriminate slaughter of a
couple of school-boys in a boat, of a harmless holiday-
maker in a marsh? The creation of an atmosphere of
terror and dismay? It was possible, of course, but it hard-
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ly seemed tolerable, in spite of the enormities of Louvain
and of the Lusitania.

Into these meditations, and into the still dignified
silence of Merritt broke the rap on the door of Lewis’s
man, and those words which harass the ease of the coun-
try doctor when he tries to take any ease: “You’re wanted
in the surgery, if you please, sir.” Lewis bustled out, and
appeared no more that night.

The doctor had been summoned to a little hamlet on
the outskirts of Porth, separated from it by half a mile or
three quarters of road. One dignifies, indeed, this settle-
ment without a name in calling it a hamlet; it was a mere
row of four cottages, built about a hundred years ago for
the accommodation of the workers in a quarry long since
disused. In one of these cottages the doctor found a father
and mother weeping and crying out to “doctor bach, doc-
tor bach,” and two frightened children, and one little
body, still and dead. It was the youngest of the three, little
Johnnie, and he was dead.

The doctor found that the child had been asphyxiated.
He felt the clothes; they were dry; it was not a case of
drowning. He looked at the neck; there was no mark of
strangling. He asked the father how it had happened, and
father and mother, weeping most lamentably, declared
they had no knowledge of how their child had been
killed: “unless it was the People that had done it.” The
Celtic fairies are still malignant. Lewis asked what had
happened that evening; where had the child been?

“Was he with his brother and sister? Don’t they know
anything about it?”

Reduced into some sort of order from its original
piteous confusion, this is the story that the doctor gath-
ered.

All three children had been well and happy through
the day. They had walked in with the mother, Mrs.
Roberts, to Porth on a marketing expedition in the after-
noon; they had returned to the cottage, had had their tea,
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and afterwards played about on the road in front of the
house. John Roberts had come home somewhat late from
his work, and it was after dusk when the family sat down
to supper. Supper over, the three children went out again
to play with other children from the cottage next door,
Mrs. Roberts telling them that they might have half an
hour before going to bed.

The two mothers came to the cottage gates at the same
moment and called out to their children to come along and
be quick about it. The two small families had been play-
ing on the strip of turf across the road, just by the stile
into the fields. The children ran across the road; all of
them except Johnnie Roberts. His brother Willie said that
just as their mother called them he heard Johnnie cry out:

“Oh, what is that beautiful shiny thing over the stile?”

10. The Child and the Moth

The little Robertses ran across the road, up the path,
and into the lighted room. Then they noticed that Johnnie
had not followed them. Mrs. Roberts was doing something
in the back kitchen, and Mr. Roberts had gone out to the
shed to bring in some sticks for the next morning’s fire.
Mrs. Roberts heard the children run in and went on with
her work. The children whispered to one another that
Johnnie would “catch it” when their mother came out of
the back room and found him missing; but they expected
he would run in through the open door any minute. But
six or seven, perhaps ten, minutes passed, and there was
no Johnnie, Then the father and mother came into the
kitchen together, and saw that their little boy was not
there.

They thought it was some small piece of mischief—that
the two other children had hidden the boy somewhere in
the room: in the big cupboard perhaps.

“What have you done with him then?” said Mrs.
Roberts. “Come out, you little rascal, directly in a minute.”

241



There was no little rascal to come out, and Margaret
Roberts, the girl, said that Johnnie had not come across
the road with them: he must be still playing all by himself
by the hedge.

“What did you let him stay like that for?” said Mrs.
Roberts, “Can’t I trust you for two minutes together? In-
deed to goodness, you are all of you more trouble than
you are worth.” She went to the open door.

“Johnnie! Come in directly, or you will be sorry for it.
Johnnie!”

The poor woman called at the door. She went out to
the gate and called there:

“Come you, little Johnnie, Come you, bachgen, there’s a
good boy. I do see you hiding there.”

She thought he must be hiding in the shadow of the
hedge, and that he would come running and laughing—
“He was always such a happy little fellow”—to her across
the road. But no little merry figure danced out of the
gloom of the still, dark night; it was all silence.

It was then, as the mother’s heart began to chill,
though she still called cheerfully to the missing child, that
the elder boy told how Johnnie had said there was some-
thing beautiful by the stile: “And perhaps he did climb
over, and he is running now about the meadow, and has
lost his way.”

The father got his lantern then, and the whole family
went crying and calling about the meadow, promising
cakes and sweets and a fine toy to poor Johnnie if he
would come to them.

They found the little body, under the ash-grove in the
middle of the field. He was quite still and dead, so still that
a great moth had settled on his forehead, fluttering away
when they lifted him up.

Dr. Lewis heard this story. There was nothing to be
done; little to be said to these most unhappy people.

“Take care of the two that you have left to you,” said
the doctor as he went away. “Don’t let them out of your
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sight if you can help it. It is dreadful times that we are
]jving in.”

It is curious to record that all through these dreadful
times the simple little “season” went through its accus-
tomed course at Porth. The war and its consequences had
somewhat thinned the numbers of the summer visitors;
still a very fair contingent of them occupied the hotels
and boarding-houses and lodging-houses and bathed from
the old-fashioned machines on one beach, or from the
new-fashioned tents on the other, and sauntered in the
sun, or lay stretched out in the shade under the trees that
grow down almost to the water’s edge. Porth never
tolerated Ethiopians or shows of any kind on its sands,
but the Rockets did very well during that summer in their
garden entertainment, given in the castle grounds, and the
fit-up companies that came to the Assembly Rooms are
said to have paid their bills to a woman and to a man.

Porth depends very largely on its Midland and northern
custom, custom of a prosperous, well established sort.
People who think Llandudno overcrowded and Colwyn
Bay too raw and red and new come year after year to the
placid old town in the south-west and delight in its peace;
and as I say, they enjoyed themselves much as usual there
in the summer of 1915. Now and then they became con-
scious, as Mr, Merritt became conscious, that they could
not wander about quite in the old way; but they accepted
sentries and coast watchers and people who politely point-
ed out the advantages of seeing the view from this point
rather than from that as very necessary consequences of
the dreadful war that was being waged; nay, as a Man-
chester man said, after having been turned back from his
favourite walk to Castell Coch, it was gratifying to think
that they were so well looked after.

“So far as I can see,” he added, “there’s nothing to pre-
vent a submarine from standing out there by Ynys Sant
and landing half a dozen men in a collapsible boat in any
of these little coves. And pretty fools we should look,
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shouldn’t we, with our throats cut on the sands; or carried
back to Germany in the submarine?” He tipped the
coast watcher half a crown.

“That’s right, lad,” he said, “you give us the tip.”

Now here was a strange thing. The North-countryman
had his thoughts on elusive submarines and German
raiders; the watcher had simply received instructions to
keep people off the Castell Coch fields, without reason as-
signed. And there can be no doubt that the authorities
themselves, while they marked out the fields as in the
“terror zone,” gave their orders in the dark and were
themselves profoundly in the dark as to the manner of the
slaughter that had been done there; for if they had under-
stood what had happened, they would have understood
also that their restrictions were useless.

The Manchester man was warned off his walk about ten
days after Johnnie Roberts’s death. The watcher had been
placed at his post because, the night before, a young farm-
er had been found by his wife lying in the grass close to
the castle, with no scar on him, nor any mark of violence,
but stone dead.

The wife of the dead man, Joseph Cradock, finding her
husband lying motionless on the dewy turf, went white
and stricken up the path to the village and got two men
who bore the body to the farm. Lewis was sent for, and
knew at once when he saw the dead man that he had
perished in the way that the little Roberts boy had
perished—whatever that awful way might be. Cradock
had been asphyxiated; and here again there was no mark
of a grip on the throat. It might have been a piece of work
by Burke and Hare, the doctor reflected; a pitch plaster
might have been clapped over the man’s mouth and nostrils
and held there.

Then a thought struck him; his brother-in-law had
talked of a new kind of poison gas that was said to be
used against the munition workers in the Midlands: was
it possible that the deaths of the man and the boy were
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due to some such instrument? He applied his tests
but could find no trace of any gas having been em-
ployed. Carbonic acid gas? A man could not be killed
with that in the open air; to be fatal that required a con-
fined space, such a position as the bottom of a huge vat
orofawell. .

He did not know how Cradock had been killed; he con-
fessed it to himself. He had been suffocated; that was all
he could say.

It seemed that the man had gone out at about half past
nine to look after some beasts. The field in which they
were was about five minutes’ walk from the house. He told
his wife he would be back in a quarter of an hour or
twenty minutes. He did not return, and when he had gone
for three quarters of an hour Mrs. Cradock went out to
look for him. She went into the field where the beasts
were, and everything seemed all right, but there was no
trace of Cradock. She called out; there was no answer.

Now the meadow in which the cattle were pastured is
high ground; a hedge divides it from the fields which fall
gently down to the castle and the sea. Mrs. Cradock hard-
ly seemed able to say why, having failed to find her
husband among his beasts, she turned to the path which led
to Castell Coch. She said at first that she had thought that
one of the oxen might have broken through the hedge and
strayed, and that Cradock had perhaps gone after it. And
then, correcting herself, she said:

“There was that; and then there was something else that
I could not make out at all. It seemed to me that the hedge
did look different from usual. To be sure, things do look
different at night, and there was a bit of sea mist about,
but somehow it did look odd to me, and I said to myself:
“Have I lost my way, then?’ ”

She declared that the shape of the trees in the hedge
appeared to have changed, and besides, it had a look “as
if it was lighted up, somehow,” and so she went on to-
wards the stile to see what all this could be, and when she
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came near everything was as usual. She looked over the
stile and called and hoped to see her husband coming
towards her or to hear his voice; but there was no answer,
and glancing down the path she saw, or thought she saw,
some sort of brightness on the ground, “a dim sort of light
like a bunch of glow-worms in a hedge-bank.

“And so I climbed over the stile and went down the
path, and the light seemed to melt away; and there was
my poor husband lying on his back, saying not a word to
me when I spoke to him and touched him.”

So for Lewis the terror blackened and became altogeth-
er intolerable, and others, he perceived, felt as he did. He
did not know, he never asked whether the men at the club
had heard of these deaths of the child and the young farm-
er; but no one spoke of them. Indeed, the change was evi-
dent; at the beginning of the terror men spoke of nothing
else; now it had become all too awful for ingenious chatter
or laboured and grotesque theories. And Lewis had re-
ceived a letter from his brother-in-law at Midlingham; it
contained the sentence, “I am afraid Fanny’s health has
not greatly benefited by her visit to Porth; there are still
several symptoms I don’t at all like.” And this told him,
in a phraseology that the doctor and Merritt had agreed
upon, that the terror remained heavy in the Midland
town.

It was soon after the death of Cradock that people be-
gan to tell strange tales of a sound that was to be heard of
nights about the hills and valleys to the northward of
Porth. A man who had missed the last train from Meiros
and had been forced to tramp the ten miles between
Meiros and Porth seems to have been the first to hear it.
He said he had got to the top of the hill by Tredonoc,
somewhere between half past ten and eleven, when he
first noticed an odd noise that he could not make out at
all; it was like a shout, a long, drawn-out, dismal wail
coming from a great way off, faint with distance. He
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stopped to listen, thinking at first that it might be owls
hooting in the woods; but it was different, he said, from
that: it was a long cry, and then there was silence and
then it began over again. He could make nothing of it,
and feeling frightened, he did not quite know of what, he
walked on briskly and was glad to see the lights of Porth
station.

He told his wife of this dismal sound that night, and she
told the neighbors, and most of them thought that it was
“all fancy”—or drink, or the owls after all. But the night
after, two or three people, who had been to some small
merry-making in a cottage just off the Meiros road, heard
the sound as they were going home, soon after ten. They,
too, described it as a long, wailing cry, indescribably dis-
mal in the stillness of the autumn night; “Like the ghost
of a voice,” said one; “As if it came up from the bottom
of the earth,” said another.

11. At Treff Loyne Farm

Let it be remembered, again and again, that, all the
while that the terror lasted, there was no common stock of
information as to the dreadful things that were being done.
The press had not said one word upon it, there was no
criterion by which the mass of the people could separate
fact from mere vague rumour, no test by which ordinary
misadventure or disaster could be distinguished from the
achievements of the secret and awful force that was at
work.

And so with every event of the passing day. A harmless
commercial traveller might show himself in the course of
his business in the tumbledown main street of Meiros and
find himself regarded with looks of fear and suspicion as a
possible worker of murder, while it is likely enough that
the true agents of the terror went quite unnoticed. And
since the real nature of all this mystery of death was un-
known, it followed easily that the signs and warnings and
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omens of it were all the more unknown. Here was
horror, there was horror; but there was no link to join one
horror with another; no common basis of knowledge from
which the connection between this horror and that horror
might be inferred.

So there was no one who suspected at all that this dis-
mal and hollow sound that was now heard of nights in the
region to the north of Porth, had any relation at all to the
case of the little girl who went out one’ afternoon to pick
purple flowers and never returned, or to the case of the
man whose body was taken out of the peaty slime of the
marsh, or to the case of Cradock, dead in his fields, with
a strange glimmering of light about his body, as his wife
reported. And it is a question as to how far the rumour
of this melancholy, nocturnal summons got abroad at all.
Lewis heard of it, as a country doctor hears of most
things, driving up and down the lanes, but he heard of it
without much interest, with no sense that it was in any
sort of relation to the terror. Remnant had been given the
story of the hollow and echoing voice of the darkness in a
coloured and picturesque form; he employed a Tredonoc
man to work in his garden once a week. The gardener
had not heard the summons himself, but he knew a man
who had done so.

“Thomas Jenkins, Pentoppin, he did put his head out
late last night to see what the weather was like, as he was
cutting a field of corn the next day, and he did tell me
that when he was with the Methodists in Cardigan he did
never hear no singing eloquence in the chapels that was
like to it, He did declare it was like a wailing of Judgement
Day.”

Remnant considered the matter, and was inclined to
think that the sound must be caused by a subterranean
inlet of the sea; there might be, he supposed, an imperfect
or half-opened or tortuous blowhole in the Tredonoc
woods, and the noise of the tide, surging up below, might
very well produce that effect of a hollow wailing, far
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away. But neither he nor any one else paid much attention
to the matter; save the few who heard the call at dead of
night, as it echoed awfully over the black hills.

The sound had been heard for three or perhaps four
nights, when the people coming out of Tredonoc church
after morning service on Sunday noticed that there was a
big yellow sheep-dog in the churchyard. The dog, it ap-
peared, had been waiting for the congregation; for it at
once attached itself to them, at first to the whole body,
and then to a group of half a dozen who took the turning
to the right. Two of these presently went off over the
fields to their respective houses, and four strolled on in the
leisurely Sunday-morning manner of the country, and
these the dog followed, keeping to heel all the time. The
men were talking hay, corn, and markets and paid no at-
tention to the animal, and so they strolled along the
autumn lane till they came to a gate in the hedge, whence
a roughly made farm road went through the fields, and
dipped down into the woods and to Treff Loyne farm.

Then the dog became like a possessed creature. He
barked furiously, He ran up to one of the men and looked
up at him, “as if he were begging for his life,” as the man
said, and then rushed to the gate and stood by it, wagging
his tail and barking at intervals. The men stared and
laughed. ; '

“Whose dog will that be?” said one of them.

“It will be Thomas Griffith’s, Treff Loyne,” said an-
other.

“Well, then, why doesn’t he go home? Go home then!”
He went through the gesture of picking up a stone from
the road and throwing it at the dog. “Go home, then!
Over the gate with you.”

But the dog never stirred. He barked and whined and
ran up to the men and then back to the gate. At last he
came to one of them, and crawled and abased himself on
the ground and then took hold of the man’s coat and tried
to pull him in the direction of the gate. The farmer shook
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the dog off, and the four went on their way; and the dpg
stood in the road and watched them and then put up its
head and uttered a long and dismal howl that was despair.

The four farmers thought nothing of it; sheep-dogs in
the country are dogs to look after sheep, and their whims
and fancies are not studied. But the yellow dog—he was
a kind of degenerate collie—haunted the Tredonoc lanes
from that day. He came to a cottage door one night and
scratched at it, and when it was opened lay down, and
then, barking, ran to the garden gate and waited, entreat-
ing, as it seemed, the cottager to follow him. They drove
him away and again he gave that long howl of anguish.
It was almost as bad, they said, as the noise that they
had heard a few nights before. And then it occurred to
somebody, so far as I can make out with no particular
reference to the odd conduct of the Treff Loyne sheep-
dog, that Thomas Griffith had not been seen for some time
past. He had missed market-day at Porth, he had not
been at Tredonoc church, where he was a pretty regular
attendant on Sunday; and then, as heads were put to-
gether, it appeared that nobody had seen any of the Grif-
fith family for days and days.

Now in a town, even in a small town, this process of
putting heads together is a pretty quick business. In the
country, especially in a countryside of wild lands and
scattered and lonely farms and cottages, the affair takes
time. Harvest was going on, everybody was busy in his
own fields, and after the long day’s hard work neither the
farmer nor his men felt inclined to stroll about in search
of news or gossip. A harvester at the day’s end is ready
for supper and sleep and for nothing else.

And so it was late in that week when it was discovered
that Thomas Griffith and all his house had vanished from
this world.

I have often been reproached for my curiosity over
questions which are apparently of slight importance, or of
no importance at all. I love to inquire, for instance, into
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the question of the visibility of a lighted candle at a dis-
tance. Suppose, that is, a candle lighted on a still, dark
night in the country; what is the greatest distance at which
you can see that there is a light at all? And then as to
the human voice; what is its carrying distance, under good
conditions, as a mere sound, apart from any matter of
making out words that may be uttered?

They are trivial questions, no doubt, but they have al-
ways interested me, and the latter point has its application
to the strange business of Treff Loyne. That melancholy
and hollow sound, that wailing summons that appalled the
hearts of those who heard it was, indeed, a human voice,
produced in a very exceptional manner; and it seems to
have been heard at points varying from a mile and a half
to two miles from the farm. I do not know whether this
is anything extraordinary; I do not know whether the
peculiar method of production was calculated to increase
or diminish the carrying power of the sound.

Again and again I have laid emphasis in this story of
the terror on the strange isolation of many of the farms
and cottages in Meirion. I have done so in the effort to
convince the townsman of something that he has never
known. To the Londoner a house a quarter of a mile from
the outlying suburban lamp, with no other dwelling within
two hundred yards, is a lonely house, a place to fit with
ghosts and mysteries and terrors. How can he understand
then, the true loneliness of the white farmhouses of Meiri-
on, dotted here and there, for the most part not even on
the little lanes and deep winding by-ways, but set in the
very heart of the fields, or alone on huge bastioned head-
lands facing the sea, and whether on the high verge of the
sea or on the hills or in the hollows of the inner country,
hidden from the sight of men, far from the sound of any
common call. There is Penyrhaul, for example, the farm
from which the foolish Merritt thought he saw signals of
light being made: from seaward it is of course, widely
visible; but from landward, owing partly to the curving
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and indented configuration of the bay, I doubt whether
any other habitation views it from a nearer distance than
three miles.

And of all these hidden and remote places, I doubt
if any is so deeply buried as Treff Loyne. I have little or
no Welsh, I am sorry to say, but I suppose that the
name is corrupted from Trellwyn, or Tref-y-llwyn, “the
place in the grove” and indeed, it lies in the very heart
of dark, overhanging woods. A deep, narrow valley runs
down from the high lands of the Allt, through these
woods, through steep hill-sides of bracken and gorse, right
down to the great marsh, whence Merritt saw the dead
man being carried. The valley lies away from any road,
even from that by-road, little better than a bridle-path,
where the four farmers, returning from church were per-
plexed by the strange antics of the sheep-dog. One cannot
say that the valley is overlooked, even from a distance,
for so narrow is it that the ash-groves that rim it on either
side seem to meet and shut it in, I, at all events, have
never found any high place from which Treff Loyne is
visible; though, looking down from the Allt, I have seen
blue woodsmoke rising from its hidden chimneys,

Such was the place, then, to which one September after-
noon a party went up to discover what had happened to
Griffith and his family. There were half a dozen farmers,
a couple of policemen, and four soldiers, carrying their
arms; those last had been lent by the officer commanding
at the camp. Lewis, too, was of the parth; he had heard
by chance that no one knew what had become of Griffith
and his family; and he was anxious about a young fellow,
a painter, of his acquaintance, who had been lodging at
Treff Loyne all the summer.

They all met by the gate of Tredonoc churchyard, and
tramped solemnly along the narrow lane; all of them, I
think, with some vague discomfort of mind, with a certain
shadowy fear, as of men who do not quite know what they
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may encounter. Lewis heard the corporal and the three
soldiers arguing over their orders.

“The captain says to me,” muttered the corporal,
“‘Don’t hesitate to shoot if there’s any trouble.” ‘Shoot
what, sir,” I says. “The trouble,” says he, and that’s all I
could get out of him.”

The men grumbled in reply; Lewis thought he heard
some obscure reference to rat-poison, and wondered
what they were talking about.

They came to the gate in the hedge, where the farm
road led down to Treff Loyne. They followed this track,
roughly made, with grass growing up between its loosely
laid stones, down by the hedge from field to wood, till at
last they came to the sudden walls of the valley, and the
sheltering groves of the ash-trees. Here the way curved
down the steep hill-side, and bent southward, and fol-
lowed henceforward the hidden hollow of the valley, under
the shadow of the trees.

Here was the farm enclosure; the outlying walls of the
yard and the barns and sheds and outhouses. One of the
farmers threw open the gate and walked into the yard,
and forthwith began bellowing at the top of his voice:

“Thomas Griffith! Thomas Griffith! Where be you,
Thomas Griffith?”

The rest followed him. The corporal snapped out an
order over his shoulder, and there was a rattling metallic
noise as the men fixed their bayonets and became in an
instant dreadful dealers out of death, in place of harm-
less fellows with a feeling for beer.

“Thomas Griffith!” again bellowed the farmer.

There was no answer to this summons. But they found
poor Griffith lying on his face at the edge of the pond in
the middle of the yard. There was a ghastly wound in
his side, as if a sharp stake had been driven into his
body.
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12. The Letter of Wrath

It was a still September afternoon. No wind stirred in
the hanging woods that were dark all about the ancient
house of Treff Loyne; the only sound in the dim air was
the lowing of the cattle; they had wandered, it seemed,
from the fields and had come in by the gate of the farm-
yard and stood there melancholy, as if they mourned for
their dead master. And the horses; four great, heavy, pa-
tient-looking beasts they were there too, and in the lower
field the sheep were standing, as if they waited to be fed.

“You would think they all knew there was something
wrong,” one of the soldiers muttered to another. A pale
sun showed for a moment and glittered on their bayonets.
They were standing about the body of poor, dead Griffith,
with a certain grimness growing on their faces and harden-
ing there. Their corporal snapped something at them
again; they were quite ready. Lewis knelt down by the
dead man and looked closely at the great gaping wound in
his side.

“He’s been dead a long time,” he said. “A week, two
weeks, perhaps. He was killed by some sharp pointed
weapon. How about the family? How many are there of
them? I never attended them.”

“There was Griffith, and his wife, and his son Thomas
and Mary Griffith, his daughter. And I do think there was
a gentleman lodging with them this summer.”

That was from one of the farmers. They all looked. at
one another, this party of rescue, who knew nothing of
the danger that had smitten this house of quiet people,
nothing of the peril which had brought them to this pass
of a farmyard with a dead man in it, and his beasts
standing patiently about him, as if they waited for the
farmer to rise up and give them their food. Then the
party turned to the house, It was an old, sixteenth-cen-
tury building, with the singular round, Flemish chimney
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that is characteristic of Meirion. The walls were snowy
with whitewash, the windows were deeply set and stone-
mullioned, and a solid, stone-tiled porch sheltered the
doorway from any winds that might penetrate to the hol-
low of that hidden valley. The windows were shut tight.
There was no sign of any life or movement about the
place. The party of men looked at one another, and the
church-warden amongst the farmers, the sergeant of po-
lice, Lewis, and the corporal drew together.

“What is it to goodness, doctor?” said the church-
warden.

“I can tell you nothing at all—except that that poor
man there has been pierced to the heart,” said Lewis.

“Do you think they are inside and they will shoot us?”
said another farmer. He had no notion of what he
meant by “they,” and no one of them knew better than
he. They did not know what the danger was, or where
it might strike them, or whether it was from without or
from within. They stared at the murdered man, and gazed
dismally at one another.

“Come!” said Lewis, “we must do something. We
must get into the house and see what is wrong.”

“Yes, but suppose they are at us while we are getting
in,” said the sergeant. “Where shall we be then, Doctor
Lewis?”

The corporal put one of his men by the gate at the top
of the farmyard, another at the gate by the bottom of the
farmyard, and told them to challenge and shoot. The doc-
tor and the rest opened the little gate of the front garden
and went up to the porch and stood listening by the
door, It was all dead silence. Lewis took an ash stick from
one of the farmers and beat heavily three times on the
old, black, oaken door studded with antique nails.

He struck three thundering blows, and then they all
waited. There was no answer from within. He beat again,
and still silence. He shouted to the people within, but
there was no answer. They all turned and looked at one
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another, that party of quest and rescue who knew not what
they sought, what enemy they were to encounter. There
was an iron ring on the door. Lewis turned it but the
door stood fast; it was evidently barred and bolted. The
sergeant of police called out to open, but again there was
1O answer.

They consulted together. There was nothing for it but
to blow the door open, and someone of them called in a
loud voice to anybody that might be within to stand away
from the door, or they would be killed. And at this very
moment the yellow sheepdog came bounding up the yard
from the woods and licked their hands and fawned on
them and barked joyfully.

“Indeed now,” said one of the farmers, “he did know
that there was something amiss. A pity it was, Thomas
Williams, that we did not follow him when he implored
us Jast Sunday.” .

The corporal motioned the rest of the party back, and
they stood looking fearfully about them at the entrance to
the porch. The corporal disengaged his bayonet and shot
into the keyhole, calling out once more before he fired. He
shot and shot again; so heavy and firm was the ancient
door, so stout its bolts and fastenings. At last he had to
fire at the massive hinges, and then they all pushed togeth-
er and the door lurched open and fell forward. The
corporal raised his left hand and stepped back a few
paces. He hailed his two men at the top and bottom of
the farmyard. They were all right, they said. And so the
party climbed and struggled over the fallen door into the
passage, and into the kitchen of the farmhouse.

Young Griffith was lying dead before the hearth, before
a dead fire of white wood ashes. They went on towards
the parlour, and in the doorway of the room was the
body of the artist, Secretan, as if he had fallen in trying
to get to the kitchen, Upstairs the two women, Mrs. Grif-
fith and her daughter, a girl of eighteen, were lying togeth-
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er on the bed in the big bedroom, clasped in each other’s
arms.

They went about the house, searched the pantries,
the back kitchen and the cellars; there was no life in it.

“Look!” said Dr. Lewis, when they came back to the
big kitchen, “look! It is as if they had been besieged.
Do you see that piece of bacon, half gnawed through?”

Then they found these pieces of bacon, cut from the
sides on the kitchen wall, here and there about the house.
There was no bread in the place, no milk, no water.

“And,” said one of the farmers, “they had the best
water here in all Meirion. The well is down there in the
wood; it is most famous water. The old people did use to
call it Ffynnon Teilo; it was Saint Teilo’s Well, they did
say.”

“They must have died of thirst,” said Lewis. “They
have been dead for days and days.”

The group of men stood in the big kitchen and stared
at one another, a dreadful perplexity in their eyes. The
dead were all about them, within the house and without
it; and it was in vain to ask why they had died thus.
The old man had been killed with the piercing thrust of
some sharp weapon; the rest had perished, it seemed
probable, of thirst; but what possible enemy was this
that besieged the farm and shut in its inhabitants? There
Wwas no answer.

The sergeant of police spoke of getting a cart and tak-
ing the bodies into Porth, and Dr. Lewis went into the
parlour that Secretan had used as a sitting-room, intend-
ing to gather any possessions or effects of the dead artist
that he might find there. Half a dozen portfolios were
piled up in one corner, there were some books on a side
table, a fishing-rod and basket behind the door—that
seemed all. No doubt there would be clothes and such
matters upstairs, and Lewis was about to rejoin the rest of
the party in the kitchen, when he looked down at some
scattered papers lying with the books on the side table.
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On one of the sheets he read to his astonishment the
words: “Dr. James Lewis, Porth.” This was written in a
staggering trembling scrawl, and examining the other leaves
he saw that they were covered with writing.

The table stood in a dark corner of the room, and Lew-
is gathered up the sheets of paper and took them to the
window-ledge and began to read, amazed at certain phrases
that had caught his eye. But the manuscript was in dis-
order; as if the dead man who had written it had not
been equal to the task of gathering the leaves into their
proper sequence; it was some time before the doctor had
each page in its place. This was the statement that he
read, with ever-growing wonder, while a couple of the
farmers were harnessing one of the horses in the yard to
a cart, and the others were bringing down the dead wom-
en.

I do not think that I can last much longer. We shared
out the last drops of water a long time ago. I do not know
how many days ago. We fall asleep and dream and walk
about the house in our dreams, and I am often not sure
whether I am awake or still dreaming, and so the days
and nights are confused in my mind. I awoke not long
in the passage. I had a confused feeling that I had had an
awful dream which seemed horribly real, and I thought
for a moment what a relief it was to know that it wasn’t
true, whatever it might have been. I made up my mind to
have a good long walk to freshen myself up, and then I
looked round and found that I had been lying on the
stones of the passage; and it all came back to me. There
was no walk for me.

I have not seen Mrs. Griffith or her daughter for a
long while. They said they were going upstairs to have a
rest. I head them moving about the room at first, now I
can hear nothing. Young Griffith is lying in the kitchen,
before the hearth. He was talking to himself about the
harvest and the weather when I last went into the
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kitchen. He didn’t seem to know I was there, as he went
gabbling on in a low voice very fast, and then he began
to call the dog, Tiger.

There seems no hope for any of us, We are in the
dream of death. , ..

Here the manuscript became unintelligible for half a
dozen lines. Secretan had written the words “dream of
death” three or four times over. He had begun a fresh
word and had scratched it out and then followed strange,
unmeaning characters, the script, as Lewis thought, of a
terrible language. And then the writing became clear,
clearer than it was at the beginning of the manuscript,
and the sentences flowed more easily, as if the cloud on
Secretan’s mind had lifted for a while. There was a fresh
start, as it were, and the writer began again, in ordinary
letter form: '

Dear Lewis,

I hope you will excuse all this confusion and wan-
dering. I intended to begin a proper letter to you, and
now I find all that stuff that you have been reading—if
this ever gets into your hands. I have not the energy even
to tear it up, If you read it you will know to what a sad
pass I had come when it was written. It looks like de-
lirium or a bad dream, and even now, though my mind
seems to have cleared up a good deal, I have to hold
myself in tightly to be sure that the experiences of the
last days in this awful place are true, real things, not a
long nightmare from which I shall wake up presently and
find myself in my rooms at Chelsea. '

I have said of what I am writing, “if it ever gets into
yours hands,” and I am not at all sure that it ever will.
If what is happening here is happening everywhere else,
then I suppose, the world is coming to an end. I cannot
understand it, even now I can hardly believe it. I know
that I dream such wild dreams and walk in such mad
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fancies that I have to look out and look about me to make
sure that I am not still dreaming.

Do you remember that talk we had about two months
ago when I dined with you? We got on, somehow or other,
to space and time, and I think we agreed that as soon as
one tried to reason about space and time one was landed
in a maze of contradictions. You said something to the
effect that it was very curious but this was just like a
dream. “A man will sometimes wake himself from his
crazy dream,” you said, “by realizing that he is thinking
nonsense.” And we both wondered whether these contra-
dictions that one can’t avoid if one begins to think of time
and space may not really be proofs that the whole of life
is a dream, and the moon and the stars bits of night-
mare, I have often thought over that lately. I kick at the
walls as Dr. Johnson kicked at the stone, to make sure that
the things about me are there. And then that other ques-
tion gets into my mind—is the world really coming to an
end, the world as we have always known it; and what on
earth will this new world be like? I can’t imagine it; it’s a
story like Noah’s Ark and the Flood. People used to talk
about the end of the world and fire, but no one ever
thought of anything like this.

And then there’s another thing that bothers me. Now
and then I wonder whether we are not all mad together in
this house. In spite of what I see and know, or, perhaps,
I should say, because what I see and know is so impossi-
ble, I wonder whether we are not all suffering from a
delusion. Perhaps we are our own jailers, and we are
really free to go out and live. Perhaps what we think we
see is not there at all. I believe I have heard of whole
families going mad together, and I may have come under
the influence of the house, having lived in it for the last
four months. I know there have been people who have
been kept alive by their keepers forcing food down their
throats, because they are quite sure that their throats are
closed, so that they feel they are unable to swallow a
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morsel. T wonder now and then whether we are all like
this in Treff Loyne; yet in my heart I feel sure that it is
1ot so,

Still, I do not want to leave a madman’s letter be-
hind me, and so I will not tell you the full story of what
I have seen, or believe I have seen. If I am a sane man
you be able to fill in the blanks for yourself from your
own knowledge. If I am mad, burn the letter and say
nothing about it. Or perhaps—and indeed, I am not quite
sure—I may wake up and hear Mary Griffith calling to
me in her cheeful sing-song that breakfast will be ready
“directly, in a minute,” and I shall enjoy it and walk
over to Porth and tell you the queerest, most horrible
dream that a man ever had, and ask what I had better
take.

I think that it was on a Tuesday that we first noticed
that there was something queer about, only at the time
we didn’'t know that there was anything really queer
in what we noticed. I had been out since nine o’lcock in
the morning trying to paint the marsh, and I found it a
very tough job. I came home about five or six o’clock
and found the family at Treff Loyne laughing at old Tiger,
the sheepdog. He was making short runs from the farm-
yard to the door of the house, barking, with quick, short
yelps. Mrs. Griffith and Miss Griffith were standing by the
porch, and the dog would go to them, look in their faces,
and then run up the farmyard to the gate, and then look
back with that eager yelping bark, as if he were waiting
for the women to follow him. Then, again and again, he
ran up to them and tugged at their skirts as if he would
pull them by main force away from the house.

Then the men came home from the fields and he
repeated this performance. The dog was running all up
and down the farmyard, in and out of the barn and sheds
yelping, barking; and always with that eager run to the
person he addressed, and running away directly, and look-
ing back as if to see whether we were following him. When
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the house-door was shut and they all sat down to supper,
he would give them no peace, till at last they turned
him out of doors. And then he sat in the porch and
scratched at the door with his claws, barking all the while.
When the daughter brought in my meal, she said: “We
can’t think what is come to old Tiger, and indeed, he has
always been a good dog, too.”

The dog barked and yelped and whined and scratched
at the door all through the evening. They let him in
once, but he seemed to have become quite frantic. He
ran up to one member of the family after another; his
eyes were bloodshot and his mouth was foaming, and he
tore at their clothes till they drove him out again into
the darkness. Then he broke into a long, lamentable
howl of anguish, and we heard no more of him.

13. The Last Words of Mr. Secretan

I slept ill that night. T woke again and again from
uneasy dreams, and I seemed in my sleep to hear strange
calls and noises and a sound of murmurs and beatings
on the door. There were deep, hollow voices, too, that
echoed in my sleep, and when I woke I could hear the
autumn wind, mournful, on the hills above us. I started
up once with a dreadful scream in my ears; but then the
house was all still, and I fell again into uneasy sleep.

It was soon after dawn when I finally roused myself.
The people in the house were talking to each other in
high voices, arguing about something that I did not un-
derstand.

“It is those damned gipsies, I tell you,” said old Griffith.

“What would they do a thing like that for?” asked
Mrs. Griffith. “If it was stealing now—"

“It is more likely that John Jenkins has done it out
of spite,” said the son. “He said that he would remember
you when we did catch him poaching.”

They seemed puzzled and angry, so far as I could
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make out, but not at all frightened. I got up and began to
dress. I don’t think I looked out of the window. The glass
on my dressing-table is high and broad, and the window is
small; one would have to poke one’s head round the
glass to see anything,

The voices were still arguing downstairs. I heard the
old man say, “Well, here’s for a beginning anyhow,” and
then the door slammed

A minute later the old man shouted, I think, to his
son. Then there was a great noise which I will not de-
scribe more particularly, and a dreadful screaming and
crying inside the house and a sound of rushing feet. They
all cried out at once to each other. I heard the daughter
crying, “it is no good, mother, he is dead, indeed they
have killed him,” and Mrs. Griffith screaming to the girl
to let her go. And then one of them rushed out of the
kitchen and shot the great bolts of oak across the door, just
as something beat against it with a thundering crash.

I ran downstairs. I found them all in wild confusion,
in an agony of grief and horror and amazement, They
were like people who had seen something so awful that
they had gone mad.

I went to the window looking out on the farmyard. I
won’t tell you all that I saw. But I saw poor old Griffith
lying by the pond, with blood pouring out of his side.

I wanted to go out to him and bring him in. But they
told me that he must be stone dead, and such things also
that it was quite plain that any one who went out of the
house would not live more than a moment. We could not
believe it, even as we gazed at the body of the dead man;
but it was there. I used to wonder sometimes what one
would feel like if one saw an apple drop from the tree
and shoot up into the air and disappear. I think I know
now how one would feel.

Even then we couldn’t believe that it would last. We
were not seriously afraid for ourselves. We spoke of getting
out in an hour or two, before dinner anyhow. It couldn’t
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last, because it was impossible. Indeed, at twelve o’clock
young Griffith said he would go down to the well by the
back way and draw another pail of water. I went to the
door and stood by it. He had not gone a dozen yards be-
fore they were on him. He ran for his life, and we had all
we could do to bar the door in time. And then I began to
get frightened.

Still we could not believe in it. Somebody would come
along shouting in an hour or two and it would all melt
away and vanish. There could not be any real danger.
There was plenty of bacon in the house, and half the
weekly baking of loaves and some beer in the cellar and
a pound or so of tea, and a whole pitcher of water that
had been drawn from the well the night before. We
could do all right for the day and in the morning it
would have all gone away.

But day followed day and it was still there. I knew
Treff Loyne was a lonely place—that was why I had
gone there, to have a long rest from all the jangle and
rattle and turmoil of London, that makes a man alive
and kills him too. I went to Treff Loyne because it was
buried in the narrow valley under the ash trees, far away
from any track. There was not so much as a footpath that
was near it; no one ever came that way. Young Griffith
had told me that it was a mile and a half to the nearest
house, and the thought of the silent peace and retirement
of the farm used to be a delight to me.

And now this thought came back without delight,
with terror. Griffith thought that a shout might be heard
on a still night up away on the Allt, “if a man was
listening for it,” he added, doubtfully. My voice was clear-
er and stronger than his, and on the second night I said I
would go up to my bedroom and call for help through
the open window. I waited till it was all dark and still,
and looked out through the window before opening it.
And when I saw over the ridge of the long barn across
the yard what looked like a tree, though I knew there was
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no tree there. It was a dark mass against the sky, with
wide-spread boughs, a tree of thick, dense growth. I won-
dered what this could be, and I threw open the window,
not only because I was going to call for help, but because
I wanted to see more clearly what the dark growth over
the barn really was.

I saw in the depth of the dark of it points of fire,
and colors in light, all glowing and moving, and the air
trembled. I stared out into the night, and the dark tree
lifted over the roof of the barn and rose up in the air
and floated towards me. I did not move till at the last
moment when it was close to the house; and then I saw
what it was and banged the window down only just in
time. I had to fight, and I saw the tree that was like a
burning cloud rise up in the night and sink again and set-
tle over the barn.

I told them downstairs of this. They sat with white
faces, and Mrs. Griffith said that ancient devils were let
loose and had come out of the trees and out of the old
hills' because of the wickedness that was on the earth.
She began to murmur something to herself, something that
sounded to me like broken-down Latin.

I went up to my room again an hour later, but the dark
tree swelled over the barn. Another day went by, and at
dusk I looked out, but the eyes of fire were watching
me. I dared not open the window.

And then I thought of another plan. There was the
great old fireplace, with the round Flemish chimney going
high above the house. If I stood beneath it and shouted I

thought perhaps the sound might be carried better than if
I called out of the window; for all I knew the round chim-

ney might act as a sort of megaphone. Night after night,
then, I stood in the hearth and called for help from nine
o’clock to eleven. I thought of the lonely place, deep in
the valley of the ash trees, of the lonely hills and lands
about it. I thought of the little cottages far away and hoped
that my voice might reach to those within them. I thought
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of the winding lane high on the Allt, and of the few men
that came there of nights; but I hoped that my cry might
come to one of them.

But we had drunk up the beer, and we would only
let ourselves have water by little drops, and on the fourth
night my throat was dry, and I began to feel strange and
weak; I knew that all the voice I had in my lungs would
hardly reach the length of the field of the farm.

It was then we began to dream of wells and fountains,
and water coming very cold, in little drops, out of rocky
places in the middle of a cool wood. We had given up
all meals; now and then one would cut a lump from the
sides of bacon on the kitchen wall and chew a bit of it,
but the saltness was like fire.

There was a great shower of rain one night. The girl
said we might open a window and hold out bowls and
basins and catch the rain. I spoke of the cloud with burn-
ing eyes. She said, “we will go to the window in the
dairy at the back, and one of us can get some water
at all events.” She stood up with her basin on the stone
slab in the dairy and looked out and heard the plashing of
the rain, falling very fast. And she unfastened the catch of
the window and had just opened it gently with one hand,
for about an inch, and had her basin in the other hand.
“And then,” said she, “there was something that began
to tremble and shudder and shake as it did when we
went to the Choral Festival at St. Teilo’s, and the organ
played, and there was the cloud and the burning close
before me.”

And then we began to dream, as I say. I woke up in
my sitting-room one hot afternoon when the sun was shin-
ing, and I had been looking and searching in my dream all
through the house, and I had gone down to the old cellar
that wasn’t used, the cellar with the pillars and the vaulted
room, with an iron pike in my hand. Something said to me
that there was water there, and in my dream I went to
a heavy stone by the middle pillar and raised it up, and
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there beneath was a bubbling well of cold, clear water, and
I had just hollowed my hand to drink it when I woke. I
went into the kitchen and told young Griffith. I said I
was sure there was water there. He shook his head, but he
took up the great kitchen poker and we went down to
the old cellar. I showed him the stone by the pillar, and he
raised it up. But there was no well.

Do you know, I reminded myself of many people
whom I have met in life? I would not be convinced. I
was sure that, after all, there was a well there. They had a
butcher’s cleaver in the kitchen and I took it down to the
old cellar and hacked at the ground with it. The others
didn’t interfere with me. We were getting past that. We
hardly ever spoke to one another. Each one would be
wandering about the house, upstairs and downstairs, each
one of us, I suppose, bent on his own foolish plan and
mad design, but we hardly ever spoke. Years ago, I was
an actor for a bit, and I remember how it was on first
nights; the actors treading softly up and down the wings,
by their entrance, their lips moving and muttering over the
words of their parts, but without a word for one another.
So it was with us. I came upon young Griffith one evening
evidently trying to make a subterranean passage under
one of the walls of the house. I knew he was mad, as he
knew I was mad when he saw me digging for a well in
the cellar; but neither said anything to the other.

Now we are past all this. We are too weak. We dream
when we are awake and when we dream we think we
wake. Night and day come and go and we mistake one
for another; I hear Griffith murmuring to himself about
the stars when the sun is high at noonday, and at midnight
I have found myself thinking that I walked in bright sunlit
meadows beside cold, rushing streams that flowed from
high rocks.

Then at the dawn figures in black robes, carrying
lighted tapers in their hands pass slowly about and about;
and I hear great rolling organ music that sounds as if

267



some tremendous rite were to begin, and voices crying
in an ancient song shrill from the depths of the earth.

Only a little while ago I heard a voice which sounded
as if it were at my very ears, but rang and echoed and
resounded as if it were rolling and reverberated from the
vault of some cathedral, chanting in terrible modulations.
I heard the words quite clearly.

Incipit liber irae Domini Dei nostri. (Here beginneth
The Book of the Wrath of the Lord our God.)

And then the voice sang the word Aleph, prolonging
it, it seemed through ages, and a light was extinuiguished
as it began the chapter:

In that day, saith the Lord, there shall be a cloud
over the land, and in the cloud a burning and a shape of
fire, and out of the cloud shall issue forth my messengers;
they shall run all together, they shall not turn aside; this
shall be a day of exceeding bitterness, without salvation.
And on every high hill, saith the Lord of Hosts, I will
set my sentinels, and my armies shall encamp in the
place of every valley; in the house that is amongst rushes 1
will execute judgment, and in vain shall they fly for refuge
to the munitions of the rocks. In the groves of the woods,
in the places where the leaves are as a tent above them,
they shall find the sword of the slayer; and they that put
their trust in walled cities shall be confounded. Woe unto
the armed man, woe unto him that taketh pleasure in the
strength of his artillery, for a little thing shall smite him,
and by one that hath no might shall he be brought
down into the dust. That which is low shall be set on
high; I will make the lamb and the young sheep to be as
the lion from the swellings of Jordan; they shall not
spare, saith the Lord, and the doves shall be as eagles
on the hill Engedi; none shall be found that may abide
the onset of their battle.
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Even now I can hear the voice rolling far away, as if
it came from the altar of a great church and I stood at the
door. There are lights very far away in the hollow of a
vast darkness, and one by one they are put out. I hear
a voice chanting again with that endless modulation that
climbs and aspires to the stars, and shines there, and
rushes down to the dark depths of the earth, again to as-
cend; the word is Zain.

Here the manuscript lapsed again, and finally into utter,
lamentable confusion. There were scrawled lines wavering
across the page on which Secretan seemed to have been
trying to note the unearthly music that swelled in his dying
ears. As the scrapes and scratches of ink showed, he had
tried hard to begin a new sentence. The pen had dropped
at last out of his hand upon the paper, leaving a blot and
a smear upon it.

Lewis heard the tramp of feet along the passage; they
were carrying out the dead to the cart.

14. The End of the Terror

Dr. Lewis maintained that we should never begin to un-
derstand the real significance of life until we began to
study just those aspects of it which we now dismiss and
overlook as utterly inexplicable, and therefore, unimpor-
tant.

We were discussing a few months ago the awful shad-
ow of the terror which at length had passed away from the
land. I had formed my opinion, partly from observation,
partly from certain facts which had been communicated to
me, and the passwords having been exchanged, I found
that Lewis had come by very different ways to the same
end. .

“And yet,” he said, “it is not a true end, or rather, it
is like all the ends of human inquiry, it leads one to a
great mystery, We must confess that what has happened
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might have happened at any time in the history of the
world. It did not happen till a year ago as a matter of
fact, and therefore we made up our minds that it never
could happen; or, one would better say, it was outside
the range even of imagination. But this is our way. Most
people are quite sure that the Black Death—otherwise the
plague—will never invade Europe again. They have made
up their complacent minds that it was due to dirt and bad
drainage. As a matter of fact the plague had nothing to do
with dirt or with drains; and there is nothing to prevent
its ravaging England tomorrow. But if you tell people
so, they won’t believe you. They won’t believe in anything
that isn’t there at the particular moment when you are
talking to them. As with the plague, so with the terror. We
could not believe that such a thing could ever happen.
Remnant said, truly enough, that whatever it was, it was
outside theory, outside our theory. Flatland cannot believe
in the cube or the sphere.”

I agreed with all this. I added that sometimes the world
was incapable of seeing, much less believing, that which
was before its own eyes.

“Look,” I said, “at any eighteenth-century print of a
Gothic cathedral. You will find that the trained artistic
eye even could nof behold in any true sense the building
that was before it. I have seen an old print of Peterborough
Cathedral that looks as if the artist had drawn it from a
clumsy model, constructed of bent wire and children’s
bricks.

“Exactly; because Gothic was outside the asthetic
theory (and therefore vision) of the time. You can’t
believe what you don’t see: rather, you can’t see what
you don’t believe. It was so during the time of the terror.
All this bears out what Coleridge said as to the necessity
of having the idea before the facts could be of any service
to one. Of course, he was right; mere facts, without the
correlating idea, are nothing and lead to no conclusion.
We had plenty of facts, but we could make nothing of
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them. I went home at the tail of that dreadful procession
from Treff Loyne in a state of mind very near to madness.
I heard one of the soldiers saying to the other: ‘There’s
no rat that’ll spike a man to the heart, Bill.” I don’t know
why, but I felt that if I heard any more of such talk as
that I should go crazy; it seemed to me that the anchors
of reason were parting. I left the party and took the short
cut across the fields into Porth. I looked up Davies in
the High Street and arranged with him that he should take
on any cases I might have that evening, and then I went
home and gave my man his instructions to send people
on. And then I shut myself up to think it all out—if I
could.

“You must not suppose that my experiences of that
afternoon had afforded me the slightest illumination. In-
deed, if it had not been that I had seen poor old Griffith’s
body lying pierced in his own farmyard, I think I should
have been inclined to accept one of Secretan’s hints, and
to believe that the whole family had fallen a victim to a
collective delusion or hallucination, and had shut them-
selves up and died of thirst through sheer madness. I
think there have been such cases. It’s the insanity of in-
hibition, the belief that you can’t do something which you
are really perfectly capable of doing. But; I had seen the
body of the murdered man and the wound that had killed
him.

“Did the manuscript left by Secretan give me no hint?
Well, it seemed to me to make confusion worse con-
founded. You have seen it; you know that in certain
places it is evidently mere delirium, the wanderings of a
dying mind. How was I to separate the facts from the
phantasms—Iacking the key to the whole enigma. De-
lirium is often a sort of cloud-castle, a sort of magnified
and distorted shadow of actualities, but it is a very dif-
ficult thing, almost an impossible thing, to reconstruct the
real house from the distortion of it, thrown on the clouds
of the patient’s brain. You see, Secretan in writing that
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extraordinary document almost insisted on the fact that he
was not in his proper sense; that for days he had been part
asleep, part awake, part delirious, How was one to judge
his statement, to separate delirium from fact? In one thing
he stood confirmed; you remember he speaks of calling
for help up the old chimney of Treff Loyne; that did seem
to fit in with the tales of a hollow, moaning cry that
had been heard upon the Allt: so far one could take him
as a recorder of actual experiences. And I looked in the
old cellars of the farm and found a frantic sort of rabbit-
hole dug by one of the pillars; again he was confirmed.
But what was one to make of that story of the chanting
voice, and the letters of the Hebrew alphabet, and the
chapter out of some unknown minor prophet? When one
has the key it is easy enough to sort out the facts, or the
hints of facts from the delusions; but I hadn’t the key on
that September evening, I was forgetting the ‘tree’ with
lights and fires in it; that, I think, impressed me more
than anything with the feeling that Secretan’s story was, in
the main, a true story. I had seen a like appearance down
there in my own garden; but what was it?

“Now, I was saying that, paradoxically, it is only by the
inexplicable things that life can be explained. We are apt
to say, you know, ‘a very odd coincidence’ and pass the
matter by, as if there were no more to be said, or as if
that were the end of it. Well, I believe that the only real
path lies through the blind alleys.”

“How do you mean?”

“Well, this is an instance of what I mean. I told you
about Merritt, my brother-in-law, and the capsizing of that
boat, the Mary Ann. He had seen, he said, signal lights
flashing from one of the farms on the coast, and he was
quite certain that the two things were intimately connected
as cause and effect. I thought it all nonsense, and I
was wondering how I was going to shut him up when a
big moth flew into the room through that window, flut-
tered about, and succeeded in burning itself alive in the

272



lamp. That gave me my cue; I asked Merritt if he knew
why moths made for lamps or something of the kind; I
thought it would be a hint to him that I was sick of his
flash-lights and his half-baked theories. So it was—he
looked sulky and held his tongue.

“But a few minutes later I was called out by a man who
had found his little boy dead in a field near his cottage
about an hour before, The child was so still, they said, that
a great moth had settled on his forehead and only fluttered
away when they lifted up the body. It was absolutely
illogical; but it was this odd ‘coincidence’ of the moth in
my lamp and the moth on the dead boy’s forehead that
first set me on the track. I can’t say that it guided me
in any real sense; it was more like a great flare of red
paint on a wall; it rang up my attention, if I may say so; it
was a sort of shock like a bang on the big drum. No
doubt Merritt was talking great nonsense that evening so
far as his particular instance went; the flashes of light from
the farm had nothing to do with the wreck of the
boat. But his general principle was sound; when you hear
a gun go off and see a man fall it is idle to talk of
‘a mere coincidence.’ I think a very interesting book might
be written on this question: I would call it 4 Grammar
of Coincidence.

“But as you will remember, from having read my notes
on the matter, I was called in about ten days later to see
a man named Cradock, who had been found in a field
near his farm quite dead. This also was at night. His wife
found him, and there were some very queer things in her

story. She said that the hedge of the field looked as if it
were changed; she began to be afraid that she had lost her

way and got into the wrong field. Then she said the hedge
was lighted up as if there were a lot of glow-worms in it,
and when she peered over the stile there seemed to be
some kind of glimmering upon the ground, and then the
glimmering melted away, and she found her husband’s
body near where this light had been. Now this man Crad-

273



ock had been suffocated just as the little boy Roberts
had been suffocated, and as that man in the Midlands who
took a short cut one night had been suffocated. Then- I
remembered that poor Johnnie Roberts had called out
about ‘something shiny’ over the stile just before he played
truant. Then, on my part, I had to contribute the very
remarkable sight I witnessed here, as I looked down over
the garden; the appearance as of a spreading tree where
I knew there was no such tree, and then the shining and
burning of lights and moving colors. Like the poor child
and Mrs. Cradock, I had seen something shiny, just as
some man in Stratfordshire had seen a dark cloud with
points of fire in it floating over the trees. And Mrs. Crad-
ock thought that the shape of the trees in the hedge had
changed.

“My mind almost uttered the word that was wanted;
but you see the difficulties. This set of circumstances could
not, so far as I could see, have any relation with the
other circumstances of the terror. How could I connect all
this with the bombs and machineguns of the Midlands,
with the armed men who kept watch about the munition
shops by day and night. Then there was the long list of
people here who had fallen over the cliffs or into the
quarry; there were the cases of the men stifled in the
slime of the marshes; there was the affair of the family
murdered in front of their cottage on the Highway; there
was the capsized Mary Ann. I could not see any thread
that could bring all these incidents together; they seemed
to me to be hopelessly disconnected. I could not make out
any relation between the agency that beat out the brains
of the Williamses and the agency that overturned the boat.
I don’t know, but I think it’s very likely if nothing more
had happened that I should have put the whole thing
down as an unaccountable series of crimes and accidents
which chanced to occur in Meirion in the summer of
1915. Well, of course, that would have been an impossi-
ble standpoint in view of certain incidents in Merritt’s
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story. Still, if one is confronted by the insoluble, one lets
it go at last. If the mystery is inexplicable, one pretends
that there isn’t any mystery. That is the justification for
what is called free thinking.

“Then came that extraordinary business of Treff Loyne.
I couldn’t put that on one side. I couldn’t pretend that
nothing strange or out of the way had happened. There
was no getting over it or getting round it. I had seen with
my eyes that there was a mystery, and a most horrible
mystery. I have forgotten my logic, but one might say
that Treff Loyne demonstrated the existence of a mystery
in the figure of death.

“I took it all home, as I have told you, and sat down
for the evening before it. It appalled me, not only by its
horror, but here again by the discrepancy between its
terms. Old Griffith, so far as I could judge, had been
killed by the thrust of a pike or perhaps of a sharpened
stake: how could one relate this to the burning tree that
had floated over the ridge of the barn. It was as if I said
to you: ‘Here is a man drowned, and here is a man burned
alive: show that each death was caused by the same
agency!’” And the moment that I left this particular case of
Treff Loyne, and tried to get some light on it from other
instances of the terror, I would think of the man in the
Midlands who heard the feet of a thousand men rustling
in the wood, and their voices as if dead men sat up in
their bones and talked. And then I would say to myself:
‘And how about that boat overturned in a calm sea?
There seemed no end to it, no hope of any solution.

“It was, I believe, a sudden leap of the mind that lib-
erated me from the tangle. It was quite beyond logic. I
went back to that evening when Merritt was boring me
with his flash-lights, to the moth in the candle, and to the
moth on the forehead of poor Johnnie Roberts. There was
no sense in it; but I suddenly determined that the child
and Joseph Cradock the farmer, and that unnamed Strat-
fordshire man, all found at night, all asphyxiated, had
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been choked by vast swarms of moths. I don’t pretend
even now that this is demonstrated, but I'm sure it’s
true.

“Now suppose you encounter a swarm of these crea-
tures in the dark. Suppose the smaller ones fly up your
nostrils. You will gasp for breath and open your mouth.
Then, suppose some hundreds of them fly into your
mouth, into your gullet, into your windpipe, what will
happen to you? You will be dead in a very short time,
choked, asphyxiated.”

“But the moths would be dead too, They would be
found in the bodies.”

“The moths? Do you know that it is extremely difficult
to kill a moth with cyanide of potassium? Take a frog,
kill it, open its stomach. There you will find its dinner of
moths and small beetles, and the ‘dinner’ will shake itself
and walk off cheerily, to resume an entirely active exis-
tence. No; that is no difficulty.

“Well, now I came to this, I was shutting out all the
other cases. I was confining myself to those that came
under the one formula. I got to the assumption or con-
clusion, whichever you like, that certain people had been
asphyxiated by the action of moths, I had accounted for
that extraordinary appearance of burning or colored lights
that I had witnessed myself, when I saw the growth of that
strange tree in my garden. That was clearly the cloud with
points of fire in it that the Stratfordshire man took for a
new and terrible kind of poison gas, that was the shiny
something that poor little Johnnie Roberts had seen over
the stile, that was the glimmering light that had led Mrs.
Cradock to her husband’s dead body, that was the as-
semblage of terrible eyes that had watched over Treff
Loyne by night. Once on the right track I understood
all this, for coming into this room in the dark, I have
been amazed by the wonderful burning and the strange
fiery colours of the eyes of a single moth, as it crept up
the pane of glass, outside. Imagine the effect of myriads
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of such eyes, of the movement of these lights and fires
in a vast swarm of moths, each insect being in constant
motion while it kept its place in the mass: I felt that all
this was clear and certain.

“Then the next step. Of course, we know nothing really
about moths; rather, we know nothing of moth reality. For
all I know there may be hundreds of books which treat
of moth and nothing but moth, But these are scientific
books, and science only deals with surfaces; it has nothing
to do with realities—it is impertinent if it attempts to do
with realities. To take a very minor matter, we don’t
even know why the moth desires the flame. But we do
know what the moth does not do; it does not gather itself
into swarms with the object of destroying human life. But
here, by the hypothesis, were cases in which the moth had
done this very thing; the moth race had entered, it seemed,
into a malignant conspiracy against the human race. It
was quite impossible, no doubt—that is to say, it had
never happened before—but I could see no escape from
this conclusion.

“These insects, then, were definitely hostile to man; and
then I stopped, for I could not see the next step, obvious
though it seems to me now. I believe that the soldiers’
scraps of talk on the way to Treff Loyne and back flung
the next plank over the gulf. They had spoken of ‘rat-
poison,” of no rat being able to spike a man through the
heart; and then, suddenly, 1 saw my way clear. If the
moths were infected with hatred of men, and possessed
the design and the power of combining against him, why
not suppose this hatred, this design, this power shared by
other non-human creatures?

“The secret of the terror might be condensed into a
sentence: the animals had revolted against men.

“Now, the puzzle became easy enough; one had only to
classify. Take the cases of the people who met their deaths
by falling over cliffs or over the edge of quarries. We think
of sheep as timid creatures, who always ran away. But
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suppose sheep that don’t run away; and, after all, in
reason why should they run away? Quarry or no quarry,
cliff or no cliff; what would happen to you if a hundred
sheep ran after you instead of running from you? There
would be no help for it; they would have you down and
beat you to death or stifle you. Then suppose man, woman,
or child near a cliff's edge or a quarry-side, and a sudden
rush of sheep. Clearly there is no help; there is nothing
for it but to go over. There can be no doubt that that is
what happened in all these cases.

“And again; you know the country and you know how
a herd of cattle will sometimes pursue people through the
fields in a solemn, stolid sort of way. They behave as if
they wanted to close in on you. Townspeople sometimes
get frightened and scream and run; you or I would take
no notice, or at the utmost, wave our sticks at the herd,
which will stop dead or lumber off. But suppose they
don’t lumber off. The mildest old cow, remember, is
stronger than any man. What can one man or half a
dozen men do against half a hundred of these beasts no
longer restrained by that mysterious inhibition, which has
made for ages the strong the humble slaves of the weak?
But if you are botanizing in the marsh, like that poor fel-
low who was staying at Porth, and forty or fifty young
cattle gradually close round you, and refuse to move
when you shout and wave your stick, but get closer and
closer instead, and get you into the slime. Again, where
is your help? If you haven’t got an automatic pistol, you
must go down and stay down, while the beasts lie quietly
on you for five minutes. It was a quicker death for poor
Griffith of Treff Loyne—one of his own beasts gored him
to death with one sharp thrust of its horn into his heart.
And from that morning those within the house were close-
ly besieged by their own cattle and horses and sheep;
and when those unhappy people within opened a window
to call for help or to catch a few drops of rain water to
relieve their burning thirst, the cloud waited for them
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with its myriad eyes of fire. Can you wonder that Secre-
tan’s statement reads in places like mania? You perceive
the horrible position of those people in Treff Loyne; not
only did they see death advancing on them, but advancing
with incredible steps, as if one were to die not only in
nightmare but by nightmare. But no one in his wildest,
most fiery dreams had ever imagined such a fate. I am
not astonished that Secretan at one moment suspected the
evidence of his own senses, at another surmised that the
world’s end had come.”

“And how about the Williamses who were murdered on
the Highway near here?”

“The horses were the murderers; the horses that after-
wards stampeded the camp below. By some means which
is still obscure to me they lured that family into the road
and beat their brains out; their shod hoofs were the in-
struments of execution. And, as for the Mary Ann, the
boat that was capsized, I have no doubt that it was
overturned by a sudden rush of the porpoises that were
gambolling about in the water of Larnac Bay. A porpoise
is a heavy beast—half a dozen of them could easily upset
a light rowing-boat. The munition works? Their enemy
was rats. I believe that it has been calculated that in greater
London the number of rats is about equal to the number
of human beings, that is, there are about seven millions
of them. The proportion would be about the same in all
the great centres of population; and the rat, moreover, is,
on occasion, migratory in its habits. You can understand
now that story of the Semiramis, beating about the mouth
of the Thames, and at last cast away by Arcachon, her
only crew dry heaps of bonmes. The rat is an expert
boarder of ships. And so one can understand the tale told
by the frightened man who took the path by the wood that
led up from the new munition works. He thought he heard
a thousand men treading softly through the wood and
chattering to one another in some horrible tongue; what
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he did hear was the marshalling of an army of rats—their
array before the battle.

“And conceive the terror of such an attack. Even one
rat in a fury is said to be an ugly customer to meet; con-
ceive then, the irruption of these terrible, swarming myri-
ads, rushing upon the helpless, unprepared, astonished
workers in the munition shops.”

There can be no doubt, I think, that Dr. Lewis was
entirely justified in these extraordinary conclusions. As I
say, I had arrived at pretty much the same end, by dif-
ferent ways; but this rather as to the general situation,
while Lewis had made his own particular study of those
circumstances of the terror that were within his immediate
purview, as a physician in large practice in the southern
part of Meirion. Of some of the cases which he reviewed
he had, no doubt, no immediate or first-hand knowledge;
but he judged these instances by their similarity to the
facts which had come under his personal notice. He spoke
of the affairs of the quarry at Llanfihangel on the aralogy
of the people who were found dead at the bottom of the
cliffs near Porth, and he was no doubt justified in doing
so. He told me that, thinking the whole matter over, he
was hardly more astonished by the terror in itself than by
the strange way in which he had arrived at his conclu-
sions.

“You know,” he said, “those certain evidences of ani-
mal malevolence which we knew of, the bees that stung
the child to death, the trusted sheep-dog’s turning savage,
and so forth. Well, I got no light whatever from all this; it
suggested nothing to me—simply because I had not got
that ‘idea’ which Coleridge rightly holds necessary in all
inquiry; facts gqua facts, as we said, mean nothing and,
come to nothing. You do not believe, therefore you can-
not see. )

“And then, when the truth at last appeared it was
through the whimsical ‘coincidence,” as we call such signs,
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of the moth in my lamp and the moth on the dead child’s
forehead. This, I think, is very extraordinary.”

“And there seems to have been one beast that remained
faithful; the dog at Treff Loyne. That is strange.”

“That remains a mystery.”

It would not be wise, even now, to describe too closely
the terrible scenes that were to be seen in the munition
areas of the north and the Midlands during the black
months of the terror. Out of the factories issued at black
midnight the shrouded dead in their coffins, and their
very kinsfolk did not know how they had come by their
deaths. All the towns were full of houses of mourning,
were full of dark and terrible rumours; incredible, as the
incredible reality. There were things done and suffered that
perhaps never will be brought to light, memories and
secret traditions of these things will be whispered in
families, delivered from father to son, growing wilder with
the passage of the years, but never growing wilder than
the truth.

It is enough to say that the cause of the Allies was
for awhile in deadly peril. The men at the front called
in their extremity for guns and shells. No one told them
what was happening in the places where these munitions
were made., .

At first the position was nothing less than desperate;
men in high places were almost ready to cry mercy to
the enemy. But, after the first panic, measures were taken
such as those described by Merritt in his account of the
matter. The workers were armed with special weapons,
guards were mounted, machine-guns were placed in posi-
tion, bombs and liquid flame were ready against the ob-
scene hordes of the enemy, and the “burning clouds”
found a fire fiercer than their own. Many deaths occurred
amongst the airmen; but they, too, were given special

, arms that scattered shot broadcast, and so drove
away the dark flights that threatened the airplanes.
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And, then, in the winter of 1915-16, the terror ended
suddenly as it had begun. Once more a sheep was a
frightened beast that ran instinctively from a little child;
the cattle were again solemn, stupid creatures, void of
harm; the spirit and the convention of malignant design
passed out of the hearts of all the animals. The chains
that they had cast off for a while were thrown again about
them.

And, finally, there comes the inevitable “why?” Why
did the beasts who had been humbly and patiently subject
to man, or affrighted by his presence, suddenly know their
strength and learn how to league together, and declare
bitter war against their ancient master?

It is a most difficult and obscure question. I give what
explanation I have to give with very great diffidence, and
an eminent disposition to be corrected, if a clearer light
can be found.

Some friends of mine, for whose judgment I have very
great respect, are inclined to think that there was a certain
contagion of hate. They hold that the fury of the whole
world at war, the great passion of death that seems driving
all humanity to destruction, infected at last these lower
creatures, and in place of their native instinct of submis-
sion, gave them rage and wrath and ravening.

This may be the explanation. I cannot say that it is not
so, because I do not profess to understand the working of
the universe. But I confess that the theory strikes me as
fanciful. There may be a contagion of hate as there is a
contagion of smallpox; I do not know, but I hardly be-
lieve it.

In my opinion, and it is only an opinion, the source of
the great revolt of the beasts is to be sought in a much
subtler region of inquiry, I believe that the subjects re-
volted because the king abdicated. Man has dominated
the beasts throughout the ages, the spiritual has reigned
over the rational through the peculiar quality and grace of
spirituality that men possess, that makes a man to be that
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which he is. And when he maintained this power and
grace, I think it is pretty clear that between him and the
animals there was a certain treaty and alliance. There was
supremacy on the one hand, and submission on the oth-
er; but at the same time there was between the two that
cordiality which exists between lords and subjects in a
well-organized state. I know a socialist who maintains
that Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales give a picture of true
democracy. I do not know about that, but I see that knight
and miller were able to get on quite pleasantly together,
just because the knight kmew that he was a knight and
the miller knew that he was a miller. If the knight had
had conscientious objections to his knightly grade, while
the miller saw no reason why he should not be a knight,
I am sure that their intercourse would have been difficult,
unpleasant, and perhaps murderous.

So with man. I believe in the strength and truth of
tradition. A learned man said to me a few weeks ago:
“When I have to choose between the evidence of tradi-
tion and the evidence of a document, I always believe
the evidence of tradition. Documents may be falsified,
and often are falsified; tradition is never falsified.” This is
true; and, therefore, I think, one may put trust in the
vast body of folk-lore which asserts that there was once
a worthy and friendly alliance between man and the
beasts. Our popular tale of Dick Whittington and his cat
no doubt represents the adaptation of a very ancient
legend to a comparatively modern personage, but we may
go back into the ages and find the popular tradition assert-
ing that not only are the animals the subjects, but also the
friends of man.

All that was in virtue of that singular spiritual element
in man which the rational animals do not possess. “Spiri-
tual” does not mean “respectable,” it does not even mean
“moral,” it does not mean “good” in the ordinary ac-
ceptation of the word. It signifies the royal prerogative
of man, differentiating him from the beasts.
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For long ages he has been putting off this royal robe,
he has been wiping the balm of consecration from his
own breast. He has declared, again and again, that he is
not spiritual, but rational, that is, the equal of the beasts
over whom he was once sovereign. He has vowed that
he is not Orpheus but Caliban.

But the beasts also have within them something which
corresponds to the spiritual quality in men—we are con-
tent to call it instinct. They perceived that the throne was
vacant—not even friendship was possible between them
and the self-deposed monarch. If he were not king he was
a sham, an impostor, a thing to be destroyed.

Hence, I think, the terror. They have risen once—they
may rise again.

284



BERSERKER

BOOKS

O




