DEAD MEN TELL NO TALES
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THE STATEMENT OF FRANCIS

CHAPTER I. LOVE ON THE OCEAN
Nothing is so easy as falling in love on a long sea voyage, except falling
out of love. Especially was this the case in the days when the wooden
clippers did finely to land you in Sydney or in Melbourne under the four
full months. We all saw far too much of each other, unless, indeed, we were
to see still more. Our superficial attractions mutually exhausted, we lost
heart and patience in the disappointing strata which lie between the surface
and the bed-rock of most natures. My own experience was confined to the
round voyage of the Lady Jermyn, in the year 1853. It was no common
experience, as was only too well known at the time. And I may add that I
for my part had not the faintest intention of falling in love on board; nay,
after all these years, let me confess that I had good cause to hold myself
proof against such weakness. Yet we carried a young lady, coming home,
who, God knows, might have made short work of many a better man!
Eva Denison was her name, and she cannot have been more than nineteen
years of age. I remember her telling me that she had not yet come out, the
very first time I assisted her to promenade the poop. My own name was still
unknown to her, and yet I recollect being quite fascinated by her frankness
and self-possession. She was exquisitely young, and yet ludicrously old for
her years; had been admirably educated, chiefly abroad, and, as we were
soon to discover, possessed accomplishments which would have made the
plainest old maid a popular personage on board ship. Miss Denison,
however, was as beautiful as she was young, with the bloom of ideal health
upon her perfect skin. She had a wealth of lovely hair, with strange elusive
strands of gold among the brown, that drowned her ears (I thought we were
to have that mode again?) in sunny ripples; and a soul greater than the
mind, and a heart greater than either, lay sleeping somewhere in the depths
of her grave, gray eyes.
We were at sea together so many weeks. I cannot think what I was made
of then!
It was in the brave old days of Ballarat and Bendigo, when ship after ship
went out black with passengers and deep with stores, to bounce home with
a bale or two of wool, and hardly hands enough to reef topsails in a gale.

Nor was this the worst; for not the crew only, but, in many cases, captain
and officers as well, would join in the stampede to the diggings; and we
found Hobson's Bay the congested asylum of all manner of masterless and
deserted vessels. I have a lively recollection of our skipper's indignation
when the pilot informed him of this disgraceful fact. Within a fortnight,
however, I met the good man face to face upon the diggings. It is but fair to
add that the Lady Jermyn lost every officer and man in the same way, and
that the captain did obey tradition to the extent of being the last to quit his
ship. Nevertheless, of all who sailed by her in January, I alone was ready to
return at the beginning of the following July.
I had been to Ballarat. I had given the thing a trial. For the most odious
weeks I had been a licensed digger on Black Hill Flats; and I had actually
failed to make running expenses. That, however, will surprise you the less
when I pause to declare that I have paid as much as four shillings and
sixpence for half a loaf of execrable bread; that my mate and I, between us,
seldom took more than a few pennyweights of gold-dust in any one day;
and never once struck pick into nugget, big or little, though we had the
mortification of inspecting the “mammoth masses” of which we found the
papers full on landing, and which had brought the gold-fever to its height
during our very voyage. With me, however, as with many a young fellow
who had turned his back on better things, the malady was short-lived. We
expected to make our fortunes out of hand, and we had reckoned without
the vermin and the villainy which rendered us more than ever impatient of
delay. In my fly-blown blankets I dreamt of London until I hankered after
my chambers and my club more than after much fine gold. Never shall I
forget my first hot bath on getting back to Melbourne; it cost five shillings,
but it was worth five pounds, and is altogether my pleasantest reminiscence
of Australia.
There was, however, one slice of luck in store for me. I found the dear
old Lady Jermyn on the very eve of sailing, with a new captain, a new crew,
a handful of passengers (chiefly steerage), and nominally no cargo at all. I
felt none the less at home when I stepped over her familiar side.
In the cuddy we were only five, but a more uneven quintette I defy you to
convene. There was a young fellow named Ready, packed out for his health,
and hurrying home to die among friends. There was an outrageously lucky
digger, another invalid, for he would drink nothing but champagne with

every meal and at any minute of the day, and I have seen him pitch raw gold
at the sea-birds by the hour together. Miss Denison was our only lady, and
her step-father, with whom she was travelling, was the one man of
distinction on board. He was a Portuguese of sixty or thereabouts, Senhor
Joaquin Santos by name; at first it was incredible to me that he had no title,
so noble was his bearing; but very soon I realized that he was one of those
to whom adventitious honors can add no lustre. He treated Miss Denison as
no parent ever treated a child, with a gallantry and a courtliness quite
beautiful to watch, and not a little touching in the light of the circumstances
under which they were travelling together. The girl had gone straight from
school to her step-father's estate on the Zambesi, where, a few months later,
her mother had died of the malaria. Unable to endure the place after his
wife's death, Senhor Santos had taken ship to Victoria, there to seek fresh
fortune with results as indifferent as my own. He was now taking Miss
Denison back to England, to make her home with other relatives, before he
himself returned to Africa (as he once told me) to lay his bones beside those
of his wife. I hardly know which of the pair I see more plainly as I write—
the young girl with her soft eyes and her sunny hair, or the old gentleman
with the erect though wasted figure, the noble forehead, the steady eye, the
parchment skin, the white imperial, and the eternal cigarette between his
shrivelled lips.
No need to say that I came more in contact with the young girl. She was
not less charming in my eyes because she provoked me greatly as I came to
know her intimately. She had many irritating faults. Like most young
persons of intellect and inexperience, she was hasty and intolerant in nearly
all her judgments, and rather given to being critical in a crude way. She was
very musical, playing the guitar and singing in a style that made our
shipboard concerts vastly superior to the average of their order; but I have
seen her shudder at the efforts of less gifted folks who were also doing their
best; and it was the same in other directions where her superiority was less
specific. The faults which are most exasperating in another are, of course,
one's own faults; and I confess that I was very critical of Eva Denison's
criticisms. Then she had a little weakness for exaggeration, for unconscious
egotism in conversation, and I itched to tell her so. I felt so certain that the
girl had a fine character underneath, which would rise to noble heights in
stress or storm: all the more would I long now to take her in hand and
mould her in little things, and anon to take her in my arms just as she was.

The latter feeling was resolutely crushed. To be plain, I had endured what is
euphemistically called “disappointment” already; and, not being a complete
coxcomb, I had no intention of courting a second.
Yet, when I write of Eva Denison, I am like to let my pen outrun my tale.
I lay the pen down, and a hundred of her sayings ring in my ears, with my
own contradictious comments, that I was doomed so soon to repent; a
hundred visions of her start to my eyes; and there is the trade-wind singing
in the rigging, and loosening a tress of my darling's hair, till it flies like a
tiny golden streamer in the tropic sun. There, it is out! I have called her
what she was to be in my heart ever after. Yet at the time I must argue with
her—with her! When all my courage should have gone to love-making, I
was plucking it up to sail as near as I might to plain remonstrance! I little
dreamt how the ghost of every petty word was presently to return and
torture me.
So it is that I can see her and hear her now on a hundred separate
occasions beneath the awning beneath the stars on deck below at noon or
night but plainest of all in the evening of the day we signalled the Island of
Ascension, at the close of that last concert on the quarter-deck. The watch
are taking down the extra awning; they are removing the bunting and the
foot-lights. The lanterns are trailed forward before they are put out; from
the break of the poop we watch the vivid shifting patch of deck that each
lights up on its way. The stars are very sharp in the vast violet dome above
our masts; they shimmer on the sea; and our trucks describe minute orbits
among the stars, for the trades have yet to fail us, and every inch of canvas
has its fill of the gentle steady wind. It is a heavenly night. The peace of
God broods upon His waters. No jarring note offends the ear. In the
forecastle a voice is humming a song of Eva Denison's that has caught the
fancy of the men; the young girl who sang it so sweetly not twenty minutes
since who sang it again and again to please the crew she alone is at war
with our little world she alone would head a mutiny if she could.
“I hate the captain!” she says again.
“My dear Miss Denison!” I begin; for she has always been severe upon
our bluff old man, and it is not the spirit of contrariety alone which makes
me invariably take his part. Coarse he may be, and not one whom the
owners would have chosen to command the Lady Jermyn; a good seaman
none the less, who brought us round the Horn in foul weather without

losing stitch or stick. I think of the ruddy ruffian in his dripping oilskins, on
deck day and night for our sakes, and once more I must needs take his part;
but Miss Denison stops me before I can get out another word.
“I am not dear, and I'm not yours,” she cries. “I'm only a school-girl—
you have all but told me so before to-day! If I were a man—if I were you—
I should tell Captain Harris what I thought of him!”
“Why? What has he done now?”
“Now? You know how rude he was to poor Mr. Ready this very
afternoon!”
It was true. He had been very rude indeed. But Ready also had been at
fault. It may be that I was always inclined to take an opposite view, but I
felt bound to point this out, and at any cost.
“You mean when Ready asked him if we were out of our course? I must
say I thought it was a silly question to put. It was the same the other
evening about the cargo. If the skipper says we're in ballast why not believe
him? Why repeat steerage gossip, about mysterious cargoes, at the cuddy
table? Captains are always touchy about that sort of thing. I wasn't surprised
at his letting out.”
My poor love stares at me in the starlight. Her great eyes flash their
scorn. Then she gives a little smile—and then a little nod—more scornful
than all the rest.
“You never are surprised, are you, Mr. Cole?” says she. “You were not
surprised when the wretch used horrible language in front of me! You were
not surprised when it was a—dying man—whom he abused!”
I try to soothe her. I agree heartily with her disgust at the epithets
employed in her hearing, and towards an invalid, by the irate skipper. But I
ask her to make allowances for a rough, uneducated man, rather clumsily
touched upon his tender spot. I shall conciliate her presently; the divine
pout (so childish it was!) is fading from her lips; the starlight is on the tulle
and lace and roses of her pretty evening dress, with its festooned skirts and
obsolete flounces; and I am watching her, ay, and worshipping her, though I
do not know it yet. And as we stand there comes another snatch from the
forecastle:—
“What will you do, love, when I am going.
With white sail flowing,
The seas beyond?
What will you do, love—”

“They may make the most of that song,” says Miss Denison grimly; “it's
the last they'll have from me. Get up as many more concerts as you like. I
won't sing at another unless it's in the fo'c'sle. I'll sing to the men, but not to
Captain Harris. He didn't put in an appearance tonight. He shall not have
another chance of insulting me.”
Was it her vanity that was wounded after all? “You forget,” said I, “that
you would not answer when he addressed you at dinner.”
“I should think I wouldn't, after the way he spoke to Mr. Ready; and he
too agitated to come to table, poor fellow!”
“Still, the captain felt the open slight.”
“Then he shouldn't have used such language in front of me.”
“Your father felt it, too, Miss Denison.”
I hear nothing plainer than her low but quick reply:
“Mr. Cole, my father has been dead many; many years; he died before I
can remember. That man only married my poor mother. He sympathizes
with Captain Harris—against me; no father would do that. Look at them
together now! And you take his side, too; oh! I have no patience with any of
you—except poor Mr. Ready in his berth.”
“But you are not going.”
“Indeed I am. I am tired of you all.”
And she was gone with angry tears for which I blamed myself as I fell to
pacing the weather side of the poop—and so often afterwards! So often, and
with such unavailing bitterness!
Senhor Santos and the captain were in conversation by the weather rail. I
fancied poor old Harris eyed me with suspicion, and I wished he had better
cause. The Portuguese, however, saluted me with his customary courtesy,
and I thought there was a grave twinkle in his steady eye.
“Are you in deesgrace also, friend Cole?” he inquired in his all but
perfect English.
“More or less,” said I ruefully.
He gave the shrug of his country—that delicate gesture which is done
almost entirely with the back—a subtlety beyond the power of British
shoulders.

“The senhora is both weelful and pivish,” said he, mixing the two vowels
which (with the aspirate) were his only trouble with our tongue. “It is great
grif to me to see her growing so unlike her sainted mother!”
He sighed, and I saw his delicate fingers forsake the cigarette they were
rolling to make the sacred sign upon his breast. He was always smoking one
cigarette and making another; as he lit the new one the glow fell upon a
strange pin that he wore, a pin with a tiny crucifix inlaid in mosaic. So the
religious cast of Senhor Santos was brought twice home to me in the same
moment, though, to be sure, I had often been struck by it before. And it
depressed me to think that so sweet a child as Eva Denison should have
spoken harshly of so good a man as her step-father, simply because he had
breadth enough to sympathize with a coarse old salt like Captain Harris.
I turned in, however, and I cannot say the matter kept me awake in the
separate state-room which was one luxury of our empty saloon. Alas? I was
a heavy sleeper then.

CHAPTER II. THE MYSTERIOUS CARGO
“Wake up, Cole! The ship's on fire!”
It was young Ready's hollow voice, as cool, however, as though he were
telling me I was late for breakfast. I started up and sought him wildly in the
darkness.
“You're joking,” was my first thought and utterance; for now he was
lighting my candle, and blowing out the match with a care that seemed in
itself a contradiction.
“I wish I were,” he answered. “Listen to that!”
He pointed to my cabin ceiling; it quivered and creaked; and all at once I
was as a deaf man healed.
One gets inured to noise at sea, but to this day it passes me how even I
could have slept an instant in the abnormal din which I now heard raging
above my head. Sea-boots stamped; bare feet pattered; men bawled; women
shrieked; shouts of terror drowned the roar of command.
“Have we long to last?” I asked, as I leaped for my clothes.
“Long enough for you to dress comfortably. Steady, old man! It's only
just been discovered; they may get it under. The panic's the worst part at
present, and we're out of that.”
But was Eva Denison? Breathlessly I put the question; his answer was
reassuring. Miss Denison was with her step-father on the poop. “And both
of 'em as cool as cucumbers,” added Ready.
They could not have been cooler than this young man, with death at the
bottom of his bright and sunken eyes. He was of the type which is all
muscle and no constitution; athletes one year, dead men the next; but until
this moment the athlete had been to me a mere and incredible tradition. In
the afternoon I had seen his lean knees totter under the captain's fire. Now,
at midnight—the exact time by my watch—it was as if his shrunken limbs
had expanded in his clothes; he seemed hardly to know his own flushed
face, as he caught sight of it in my mirror.

“By Jove!” said he, “this has put me in a fine old fever; but I don't know
when I felt in better fettle. If only they get it under! I've not looked like this
all the voyage.”
And he admired himself while I dressed in hot haste: a fine young fellow;
not at all the natural egotist, but cast for death by the doctors, and keenly
incredulous in his bag of skin. It revived one's confidence to hear him talk.
But he forgot himself in an instant, and gave me a lead through the saloon
with a boyish eagerness that made me actually suspicious as I ran. We were
nearing the Line. I recalled the excesses of my last crossing, and I prepared
for some vast hoax at the last moment. It was only when we plunged upon
the crowded quarter-deck, and my own eyes read lust of life and dread of
death in the starting eyes of others, that such lust and such dread consumed
me in my turn, so that my veins seemed filled with fire and ice.
To be fair to those others, I think that the first wild panic was subsiding
even then; at least there was a lull, and even a reaction in the right direction
on the part of the males in the second class and steerage. A huge Irishman
at their head, they were passing buckets towards the after-hold; the press of
people hid the hatchway from us until we gained the poop; but we heard the
buckets spitting and a hose-pipe hissing into the flames below; and we saw
the column of white vapor rising steadily from their midst.
At the break of the poop stood Captain Harris, his legs planted wide
apart, very vigorous, very decisive, very profane. And I must confess that
the shocking oaths which had brought us round the Horn inspired a kind of
confidence in me now. Besides, even from the poop I could see no flames.
But the night was as beautiful as it had been an hour or two back; the stars
as brilliant, the breeze even more balmy, the sea even more calm; and we
were hove-to already, against the worst.
In this hour of peril the poop was very properly invaded by all classes of
passengers, in all manner of incongruous apparel, in all stages of fear, rage,
grief and hysteria; as we made our way among this motley nightmare
throng, I took Ready by the arm.
“The skipper's a brute,” said I, “but he's the right brute in the right place
to-night, Ready!”
“I hope he may be,” was the reply. “But we were off our course this
afternoon; and we were off it again during the concert, as sure as we're not
on it now.”

His tone made me draw him to the rail.
“But how do you know? You didn't have another look, did you?”
“Lots of looks-at the stars. He couldn't keep me from consulting them;
and I'm just as certain of it as I'm certain that we've a cargo aboard which
we're none of us supposed to know anything about.”
The latter piece of gossip was, indeed, all over the ship; but this allusion
to it struck me as foolishly irrelevant and frivolous. As to the other matter, I
suggested that the officers would have had more to say about it than Ready,
if there had been anything in it.
“Officers be damned!” cried our consumptive, with a sound man's vigor.
“They're ordinary seamen dressed up; I don't believe they've a second
mate's certificate between them, and they're frightened out of their souls.”
“Well, anyhow, the skipper isn't that.”
“No; he's drunk; he can shout straight, but you should hear him try to
speak.”
I made my way aft without rejoinder. “Invalid's pessimism,” was my
private comment. And yet the sick man was whole for the time being; the
virile spirit was once more master of the recreant members; and it was with
illogical relief that I found those I sought standing almost unconcernedly
beside the binnacle.
My little friend was, indeed, pale enough, and her eyes great with
dismay; but she stood splendidly calm, in her travelling cloak and bonnet,
and with all my soul I hailed the hardihood with which I had rightly
credited my love. Yes! I loved her then. It had come home to me at last, and
I no longer denied it in my heart. In my innocence and my joy I rather
blessed the fire for showing me her true self and my own; and there I stood,
loving her openly with my eyes (not to lose another instant), and bursting to
tell her so with my lips.
But there also stood Senhor Santos, almost precisely as I had seen him
last, cigarette, tie-pin, and all. He wore an overcoat, however, and leaned
upon a massive ebony cane, while he carried his daughter's guitar in its
case, exactly as though they were waiting for a train. Moreover, I thought
that for the first time he was regarding me with no very favoring glance.
“You don't think it serious?” I asked him abruptly, my heart still
bounding with the most incongruous joy.

He gave me his ambiguous shrug; and then, “A fire at sea is surely
sirrious,” said he.
“Where did it break out?”
“No one knows; it may have come of your concert.”
“But they are getting the better of it?”
“They are working wonders so far, senhor.”
“You see, Miss Denison,” I continued ecstatically, “our rough old
diamond of a skipper is the right man in the right place after all. A tight
man in a tight place, eh?” and I laughed like an idiot in their calm grave
faces.
“Senhor Cole is right,” said Santos, “although his 'ilarity sims a leetle out
of place. But you must never spik against Captain 'Arrees again, menma.”
“I never will,” the poor child said; yet I saw her wince whenever the
captain raised that hoarse voice of his in more and more blasphemous
exhortation; and I began to fear with Ready that the man was drunk.
My eyes were still upon my darling, devouring her, revelling in her, when
suddenly I saw her hand twitch within her step-father's arm. It was an
answering start to one on his part. The cigarette was snatched from his lips.
There was a commotion forward, and a cry came aft, from mouth to mouth:
“The flames! The flames!”
I turned, and caught their reflection on the white column of smoke and
steam. I ran forward, and saw them curling and leaping in the hell-mouth of
the hold.
The quarter-deck now staged a lurid scene: that blazing trap-door in its
midst; and each man there a naked demon madly working to save his
roasting skin. Abaft the mainmast the deck-pump was being ceaselessly
worked by relays of the passengers; dry blankets were passed forward,
soaking blankets were passed aft, and flung flat into the furnace one after
another. These did more good than the pure water: the pillar of smoke
became blacker, denser: we were at a crisis; a sudden hush denoted it; even
our hoarse skipper stood dumb.
I had rushed down into the waist of the ship—blushing for my delay—
and already I was tossing blankets with the rest. Looking up in an enforced
pause, I saw Santos whispering in the skipper's ear, with the expression of a

sphinx but no lack of foreign gesticulation—behind them a fringe of terrorstricken faces, parted at that instant by two more figures, as wild and
strange as any in that wild, strange scene. One was our luckless lucky
digger, the other a gigantic Zambesi nigger, who for days had been told off
to watch him; this was the servant (or rather the slave) of Senhor Santos.
The digger planted himself before the captain. His face was reddened by
a fire as consuming as that within the bowels of our gallant ship. He had a
huge, unwieldy bundle under either arm.
“Plain question—plain answer,” we heard him stutter. “Is there any ——
chance of saving this —— ship?”
His adjectives were too foul for print; they were given with such a special
effort at distinctness, however, that I was smiling one instant, and giving
thanks the next that Eva Denison had not come forward with her guardian.
Meanwhile the skipper had exchanged a glance with Senhor Santos, and I
think we all felt that he was going to tell us the truth.
He told it in two words—“Very little.”
Then the first individual tragedy was enacted before every eye. With a
yell the drunken maniac rushed to the rail. The nigger was at his heels—he
was too late. Uttering another and more piercing shriek, the madman was
overboard at a bound; one of his bundles preceded him; the other dropped
like a cannon-ball on the deck.
The nigger caught it up and carried it forward to the captain.
Harris held up his hand. We were still before we had fairly found our
tongues. His words did run together a little, but he was not drunk.
“Men and women,” said he, “what I told that poor devil is Gospel truth;
but I didn't tell him we'd no chance of saving our lives, did I? Not me,
because we have! Keep your heads and listen to me. There's two good boats
on the davits amidships; the chief will take one, the second officer the other;
and there ain't no reason why every blessed one of you shouldn't sleep in
Ascension to-morrow night. As for me, let me see every soul off of my ship
and perhaps I may follow; but by the God that made you, look alive! Mr.
Arnott—Mr. McClellan—man them boats and lower away. You can't get
quit o' the ship too soon, an' I don't mind tellin' you why. I'll tell you the
worst, an' then you'll know. There's been a lot o' gossip goin', gossip about
my cargo. I give out as I'd none but ship's stores and ballast, an' I give out a

lie. I don't mind tellin' you now. I give out a cussed lie, but I give it out for
the good o' the ship! What was the use o' frightenin' folks? But where's the
sense in keepin' it back now? We have a bit of a cargo,” shouted Harris;
“and it's gunpowder—every damned ton of it!”
The effect of this announcement may be imagined; my hand has not the
cunning to reproduce it on paper; and if it had, it would shrink from the
task. Mild men became brutes, brutal men, devils, women—God help them!
—shrieking beldams for the most part. Never shall I forget them with their
streaming hair, their screaming open mouths, and the cruel ascending fire
glinting on their starting eyeballs!
Pell-mell they tumbled down the poop-ladders; pell-mell they raced
amidships past that yawning open furnace; the pitch was boiling through the
seams of the crackling deck; they slipped and fell upon it, one over another,
and the wonder is that none plunged headlong into the flames. A handful
remained on the poop, cowering and undone with terror. Upon these turned
Captain Harris, as Ready and I, stemming the torrent of maddened
humanity, regained the poop ourselves.
“For'ard with ye!” yelled the skipper. “The powder's underneath you in
the lazarette!”
They were gone like hunted sheep. And now abaft the flaming hatchway
there were only we four surviving saloon passengers, the captain, his
steward, the Zambesi negro, and the quarter-master at the wheel. The
steward and the black I observed putting stores aboard the captain's gig as it
overhung the water from the stern davits.
“Now, gentlemen,” said Harris to the two of us, “I must trouble you to
step forward with the rest. Senhor Santos insists on taking his chance along
with the young lady in my gig. I've told him the risk, but he insists, and the
gig'll hold no more.”
“But she must have a crew, and I can row. For God's sake take me,
captain!” cried I; for Eva Denison sat weeping in her deck chair, and my
heart bled faint at the thought of leaving her, I who loved her so, and might
die without ever telling her my love! Harris, however, stood firm.
“There's that quartermaster and my steward, and Jose the nigger,” said
he. “That's quite enough, Mr. Cole, for I ain't above an oar myself; but, by
God, I'm skipper o' this here ship, and I'll skip her as long as I remain
aboard!”

I saw his hand go to his belt; I saw the pistols stuck there for mutineers. I
looked at Santos. He answered me with his neutral shrug, and, by my soul,
he struck a match and lit a cigarette in that hour of life and death! Then last
I looked at Ready; and he leant invertebrate over the rail, gasping pitiably
from his exertions in regaining the poop, a dying man once more. I pointed
out his piteous state.
“At least,” I whispered, “you won't refuse to take him?”
“Will there be anything to take?” said the captain brutally.
Santos advanced leisurely, and puffed his cigarette over the poor wasted
and exhausted frame.
“It is for you to decide, captain,” said he cynically; “but this one will
make no deeference. Yes, I would take him. It will not be far,” he added, in
a tone that was not the less detestable for being lowered.
“Take them both!” moaned little Eva, putting in her first and last sweet
word.
“Then we all drown, Evasinha,” said her stepfather. “It is impossible.”
“We're too many for her as it is,” said the captain. “So for'ard with ye,
Mr. Cole, before it's too late.”
But my darling's brave word for me had fired my blood, and I turned with
equal resolution on Harris and on the Portuguese. “I will go like a lamb,”
said I, “if you will first give me five minutes' conversation with Miss
Denison. Otherwise I do not go; and as for the gig, you may take me or
leave me, as you choose.”
“What have you to say to her?” asked Santos, coming up to me, and
again lowering his voice.
I lowered mine still more. “That I love her!” I answered in a soft ecstasy.
“That she may remember how I loved her, if I die!”
His shoulders shrugged a cynical acquiescence.
“By all mins, senhor; there is no harm in that.”
I was at her side before another word could pass his withered lips.
“Miss Denison, will you grant me five minutes', conversation? It may be
the last that we shall ever have together!”
Uncovering her face, she looked at me with a strange terror in her great
eyes; then with a questioning light that was yet more strange, for in it there

was a wistfulness I could not comprehend. She suffered me to take her
hand, however, and to lead her unresisting to the weather rail.
“What is it you have to say?” she asked me in her turn. “What is it that
you—think?”
Her voice fell as though she must have the truth.
“That we have all a very good chance,” said I heartily.
“Is that all?” cried Eva, and my heart sank at her eager manner.
She seemed at once disappointed and relieved. Could it be possible she
dreaded a declaration which she had foreseen all along? My evil first
experience rose up to warn me. No, I would not speak now; it was no time.
If she loved me, it might make her love me less; better to trust to God to
spare us both.
“Yes, it is all,” I said doggedly.
She drew a little nearer, hesitating. It was as though her disappointment
had gained on her relief.
“Do you know what I thought you were going to say?”
“No, indeed.”
“Dare I tell you?”
“You can trust me.”
Her pale lips parted. Her great eyes shone. Another instant, and she had
told me that which I would have given all but life itself to know. But in that
tick of time a quick step came behind me, and the light went out of the
sweet face upturned to mine.
“I cannot! I must not! Here is—that man!”
Senhor Santos was all smiles and rings of pale-blue smoke.
“You will be cut off, friend Cole,” said he. “The fire is spreading.”
“Let it spread!” I cried, gazing my very soul into the young girl's eyes.
“We have not finished our conversation.
“We have!” said she, with sudden decision. “Go—go—for my sake—for
your own sake—go at once!”
She gave me her hand. I merely clasped it. And so I left her at the rail-ah,
heaven! how often we had argued on that very spot! So I left her, with the

greatest effort of all my life (but one); and yet in passing, full as my heart
was of love and self, I could not but lay a hand on poor Ready's shoulders.
“God bless you, old boy!” I said to him.
He turned a white face that gave me half an instant's pause.
“It's all over with me this time,” he said. “But, I say, I was right about the
cargo?”
And I heard a chuckle as I reached the ladder; but Ready was no longer
in my mind; even Eva was driven out of it, as I stood aghast on the top-most
rung.

CHAPTER III. TO THE WATER'S EDGE
It was not the new panic amidships that froze my marrow; it was not that
the pinnace hung perpendicularly by the fore-tackle, and had shot out those
who had swarmed aboard her before she was lowered, as a cart shoots a
load of bricks. It was bad enough to see the whole boat-load struggling,
floundering, sinking in the sea; for selfish eyes (and which of us is all
unselfish at such a time?) there was a worse sight yet; for I saw all this
across an impassable gulf of fire.
The quarter-deck had caught: it was in flames to port and starboard of the
flaming hatch; only fore and aft of it was the deck sound to the lips of that
hideous mouth, with the hundred tongues shooting out and up.
Could I jump it there? I sprang down and looked. It was only a few feet
across; but to leap through that living fire was to leap into eternity. I drew
back instantly, less because my heart failed me, I may truly say, than
because my common sense did not.
Some were watching me, it seemed, across this hell. “The bulwarks!”
they screamed. “Walk along the bulwarks!” I held up my hand in token that
I heard and understood and meant to act. And as I did their bidding I
noticed what indeed had long been apparent to idler eyes: the wind was not;
we had lost our southeast trades; the doomed ship was rolling in a dead
calm.
Rolling, rolling, rolling so that it seemed minutes before I dared to move
an inch. Then I tried it on my hands and knees, but the scorched bulwarks
burned me to the bone. And then I leapt up, desperate with the pain; and,
with my tortured hands spread wide to balance me, I walked those few
yards, between rising sea and falling fire, and falling sea and rising fire, as
an acrobat walks a rope, and by God's grace without mishap.
There was no time to think twice about my feat, or, indeed, about
anything else that befell upon a night when each moment was more
pregnant than the last. And yet I did think that those who had encouraged
me to attempt so perilous a trick might have welcomed me alive among

them; they were looking at something else already; and this was what it
was.
One of the cabin stewards had presented himself on the poop; he had a
bottle in one hand, a glass in the other; in the red glare we saw him dancing
in front of the captain like an unruly marionette. Harris appeared to threaten
him. What he said we could not hear for the deep-drawn blast and the high
staccato crackle of the blazing hold. But we saw the staggering steward
offering him a drink; saw the glass flung next instant in the captain's face,
the blood running, a pistol drawn, fired without effect, and snatched away
by the drunken mutineer. Next instant a smooth black cane was raining
blow after blow on the man's head. He dropped; the blows fell thick and
heavy as before. He lay wriggling; the Portuguese struck and struck until he
lay quite still; then we saw Joaquin Santos kneel, and rub his stick carefully
on the still thing's clothes, as a man might wipe his boots.
Curses burst from our throats; yet the fellow deserved to die. Nor, as I
say, had we time to waste two thoughts upon any one incident. This last had
begun and ended in the same minute; in another we were at the starboard
gangway, tumbling helter-skelter aboard the lowered long-boat.
She lay safely on the water: how we thanked our gods for that! Lower
and lower sank her gunwale as we dropped aboard her, with no more care
than the Gadarene swine whose fate we courted. Discipline, order, method,
common care, we brought none of these things with us from our floating
furnace; but we fought to be first over the bulwarks, and in the bottom of
the long-boat we fought again.
And yet she held us all! All, that is, but a terror-stricken few, who lay
along the jibboom like flies upon a stick: all but two or three more whom
we left fatally hesitating in the forechains: all but the selfish savages who
had been the first to perish in the pinnace, and one distracted couple who
had thrown their children into the kindly ocean, and jumped in after them
out of their torment, locked for ever in each other's arms.
Yes! I saw more things on that starry night, by that blood-red glare, than I
have told you in their order, and more things than I shall tell you now. Blind
would I gladly be for my few remaining years, if that night's horrors could
be washed from these eyes for ever. I have said so much, however, that in
common candor I must say one thing more. I have spoken of selfish
savages. God help me and forgive me! For by this time I was one myself.

In the long-boat we cannot have been less than thirty; the exact number
no man will ever know. But we shoved off without mischance; the chief
mate had the tiller; the third mate the boat-hook; and six or eight oars were
at work, in a fashion, as we plunged among the great smooth sickening
mounds and valleys of fathomless ink.
Scarcely were we clear when the foremast dropped down on the
fastenings, dashing the jib-boom into the water with its load of demented
human beings. The mainmast followed by the board before we had doubled
our distance from the wreck. Both trailed to port, where we could not see
them; and now the mizzen stood alone in sad and solitary grandeur, her
flapping idle sails lighted up by the spreading conflagration, so that they
were stamped very sharply upon the black add starry sky. But the whole
scene from the long-boat was one of startling brilliancy and horror. The fire
now filled the entire waist of the vessel, and the noise of it was as the
rumble and roar of a volcano. As for the light, I declare that it put many a
star clean out, and dimmed the radiance of all the rest, as it flooded the sea
for miles around, and a sea of molten glass reflected it. My gorge rose at the
long, low billows-sleek as black satin—lifting and dipping in this ghastly
glare. I preferred to keep my eyes upon the little ship burning like a tar
barrel as the picture grew. But presently I thanked God aloud: there was the
gig swimming like a beetle over the bloodshot rollers in our wake.
In our unspeakable gladness at being quit of the ship, some minutes
passed before we discovered that the long-boat was slowly filling. The
water was at our ankles before a man of us cried out, so fast were our eyes
to the poor lost Lady Jermyn. Then all at once the ghastly fact dawned upon
us; and I think it was the mate himself who burst out crying like a child. I
never ascertained, however, for I had kicked off my shoes and was busy
baling with them. Others were hunting for the leak. But the mischief was as
subtle as it was mortal—as though a plank had started from end to end.
Within and without the waters rose equally—then lay an instant level with
our gunwales—then swamped us, oh! so slowly, that I thought we were
never going to sink. It was like getting inch by inch into your tub; I can feel
it now, creeping, crawling up my back. “It's coming! O Christ!” muttered
one as it came; to me it was a downright relief to be carried under at last.
But then, thank God, I have always been a strong swimmer. The water
was warm and buoyant, and I came up like a cork, as I knew I should. I

shook the drops from my face, and there were the sweet stars once more;
for many an eye they had gone Out for ever; and there the burning wreck.
A man floundered near me, in a splutter of phosphorescence. I tried to
help him, and in an instant he had me wildly round the neck. In the end I
shook him off, poor devil, to his death. And he was the last I tried to aid:
have I not said already what I was become?
In a little an oar floated my way: I threw my arms across it and gripped it
with my chin as I swam. It relieved me greatly. Up and down I rode among
the oily black hillocks; I was down when there was a sudden flare as though
the sun had risen, and I saw still a few heads bobbing and a few arms
waving frantically around me. At the same instant a terrific detonation split
the ears; and when I rose on the next bald billow, where the ship lay
burning a few seconds before, there remained but a red-hot spine that hissed
and dwindled for another minute, and then left a blackness through which
every star shone with redoubled brilliance.
And now right and left splashed falling missiles; a new source of danger
or of temporary respite; to me, by a merciful Providence, it proved the
latter.
Some heavy thing fell with a mighty splash right in front of me. A few
more yards, and my brains had floated with the spume. As it was, the oar
was dashed from under my armpits; in another moment they had found a
more solid resting-place.
It was a hen-coop, and it floated bars upwards like a boat. In this calm it
might float for days. I climbed upon the bars-and the whole cage rolled over
on top of me.
Coming to the surface, I found to my joy that the hen-coop had righted
itself; so now I climbed up again, but this time very slowly and gingerly;
the balance was undisturbed, and I stretched myself cautiously along the
bars on my stomach. A good idea immediately occurred to me. I had
jumped as a matter of course into the flannels which one naturally wears in
the tropics. To their lightness I already owed my life, but the common
cricket-belt which was part of the costume was the thing to which I owe it
most of all. Loosening this belt a little, as I tucked my toes tenaciously
under the endmost bar, I undid and passed the two ends under one of the
middle bars, fastening the clasp upon the other side. If I capsized now, well,

we might go to the bottom together; otherwise the hen-coop and I should
not part company in a hurry; and I thought, I felt, that she would float.
Worn out as I was, and comparatively secure for the moment, I will not
say that I slept; but my eyes closed, and every fibre rested, as I rose and slid
with the smooth, long swell. Whether I did indeed hear voices, curses, cries,
I cannot say positively to this day. I only know that I raised my head and
looked sharply all ways but the way I durst not look for fear of an upset.
And, again, I thought I saw first a tiny flame, and then a tinier glow; and as
my head drooped, and my eyes closed again, I say I thought I smelt
tobacco; but this, of course, was my imagination supplying all the links
from one.

CHAPTER IV. THE SILENT SEA
Remember (if indeed there be any need to remind you) that it is a flagrant
landsman who is telling you this tale. Nothing know I of seamanship, save
what one could not avoid picking up on the round voyage of the Lady
Jermyn, never to be completed on this globe. I may be told that I have
burned that devoted vessel as nothing ever burned on land or sea. I answer
that I write of what I saw, and that is not altered by a miscalled spar or a
misunderstood manouvre. But now I am aboard a craft I handle for myself,
and must make shift to handle a second time with this frail pen.
The hen-coop was some six feet long, by eighteen or twenty inches in
breadth and depth. It was simply a long box with bars in lieu of a lid; but it
was very strongly built.
I recognized it as one of two which had stood lashed against either rail of
the Lady Jermyn's poop; there the bars had risen at right angles to the deck;
now they lay horizontal, a gridiron six feet long-and my bed. And as each
particular bar left its own stripe across my wearied body, and yet its own
comfort in my quivering heart, another day broke over the face of the
waters, and over me.
Discipline, what there was of it originally, had been the very first thing to
perish aboard our ill-starred ship; the officers, I am afraid, were not much
better than poor Ready made them out (thanks to Bendigo and Ballarat),
and little had been done in true ship-shape style all night. All hands had
taken their spell at everything as the fancy seized them; not a bell had been
struck from first to last; and I can only conjecture that the fire raged four or
five hours, from the fact that it was midnight by my watch when I left it on
my cabin drawers, and that the final extinction of the smouldering keel was
so soon followed by the first deep hint of dawn. The rest took place with the
trite rapidity of the equatorial latitudes. It had been my foolish way to poohpooh the old saying that there is no twilight in the tropics. I saw more truth
in it as I lay lonely on this heaving waste.
The stars were out; the sea was silver; the sun was up.

And oh! the awful glory of that sunrise! It was terrific; it was sickening;
my senses swam. Sunlit billows smooth and sinister, without a crest,
without a sound; miles and miles of them as I rose; an oily grave among
them as I fell. Hill after hill of horror, valley after valley of despair! The
face of the waters in petty but eternal unrest; and now the sun must shine to
set it smiling, to show me its cruel ceaseless mouthings, to reveal all but the
ghastlier horrors underneath.
How deep was it? I fell to wondering! Not that it makes any difference
whether you drown in one fathom or in ten thousand, whether you fall from
a balloon or from the attic window. But the greater depth or distance is the
worse to contemplate; and I was as a man hanging by his hands so high
above the world, that his dangling feet cover countries, continents; a man
who must fall very soon, and wonders how long he will be falling, falling;
and how far his soul will bear his body company.
In time I became more accustomed to the sun upon this heaving void;
less frightened, as a child is frightened, by the mere picture. And I have still
the impression that, as hour followed hour since the falling of the wind, the
nauseous swell in part subsided. I seemed less often on an eminence or in a
pit; my glassy azure dales had gentler slopes, or a distemper was melting
from my eyes.
At least I know that I had now less work to keep my frail ship trim,
though this also may have come by use and practice. In the beginning one
or other of my legs had been for ever trailing in the sea, to keep the hencoop from rolling over the other way; in fact, as I understand they steer the
toboggan in Canada, so I my little bark. Now the necessity for this was
gradually decreasing; whatever the cause, it was the greatest mercy the day
had brought me yet. With less strain on the attention, however, there was
more upon the mind. No longer forced to exert some muscle twice or thrice
a minute, I had time to feel very faint, and yet time to think. My soul flew
homing to its proper prison. I was no longer any unit at unequal strife with
the elements; instincts common to my kind were no longer my only
stimulus. I was my poor self again; it was my own little life, and no other,
that I wanted to go on living; and yet I felt vaguely there was some special
thing I wished to live for, something that had not been very long in my ken;
something that had perhaps nerved and strengthened me all these hours.
What, then, could it be? I could not think.

For moments or for minutes I wondered stupidly, dazed as I was. Then I
remembered—and the tears gushed to my eyes. How could I ever have
forgotten? I deserved it all, all, all! To think that many a time we must have
sat together on this very coop! I kissed its blistering edge at the thought, and
my tears ran afresh, as though they never would stop.
Ah! how I thought of her as that cruel day's most cruel sun climbed
higher and higher in the flawless flaming vault. A pocket-handkerchief of
all things had remained in my trousers pocket through fire and water; I
knotted it on the old childish plan, and kept it ever drenched upon the head
that had its own fever to endure as well. Eva Denison! Eva Denison! I was
talking to her in the past, I was talking to her in the future, and oh! how
different were the words, the tone! Yes, I hated myself for having forgotten
her; but I hated God for having given her back to my tortured brain; it made
life so many thousandfold more sweet, and death so many thousandfold
more bitter.
She was saved in the gig. Sweet Jesus, thanks for that! But I—I was
dying a lingering death in mid-ocean; she would never know how I loved
her, I, who could only lecture her when I had her at my side.
Dying? No—no—not yet! I must live—live—live—to tell my darling
how I had loved her all the time. So I forced myself from my lethargy of
despair and grief; and this thought, the sweetest thought of all my life, may
or may not have been my unrealized stimulus ere now; it was in very deed
my most conscious and perpetual spur henceforth until the end.
From this onward, while my sense stood by me, I was practical,
resourceful, alert. It was now high-noon, and I had eaten nothing since
dinner the night before. How clearly I saw the long saloon table, only laid,
however, abaft the mast; the glittering glass, the cool white napery, the poor
old dried dessert in the green dishes! Earlier, this had occupied my mind an
hour; now I dismissed it in a moment; there was Eva, I must live for her;
there must be ways of living at least a day or two without sustenance, and I
must think of them.
So I undid that belt of mine which fastened me to my gridiron, and I
straddled my craft with a sudden keen eye for sharks, of which I never once
had thought until now. Then I tightened the belt about my hollow body, and
just sat there with the problem. The past hour I had been wholly
unobservant; the inner eye had had its turn; but that was over now, and I sat

as upright as possible, seeking greedily for a sail. Of course I saw none.
Had we indeed been off our course before the fire broke out? Had we
burned to cinders aside and apart from the regular track of ships? Then,
though my present valiant mood might ignore the adverse chances, they
were as one hundred to a single chance of deliverance. Our burning had
brought no ship to our succor; and how should I, a mere speck amid the
waves, bring one to mine?
Moreover, I was all but motionless; I was barely drifting at all. This I saw
from a few objects which were floating around me now at noon; they had
been with me when the high sun rose. One was, I think, the very oar which
had been my first support; another was a sailor's cap; but another, which
floated nearer, was new to me, as though it had come to the surface while
my eyes were turned inwards. And this was clearly the case; for the thing
was a drowned and bloated corpse.
It fascinated me, though not with extraordinary horror; it came too late to
do that. I thought I recognized the man's back. I fancied it was the mate who
had taken charge of the long-boat. Was I then the single survivor of those
thirty souls? I was still watching my poor lost comrade, when that happened
to him against which even I was not proof. Through the deep translucent
blue beneath me a slim shape glided; three smaller fish led the way; they
dallied an instant a fathom under my feet, which were snatched up, with
what haste you may imagine; then on they went to surer prey.
He turned over; his dreadful face stared upwards; it was the chief officer,
sure enough. Then he clove the water with a rush, his dead hand waved, the
last of him to disappear; and I had a new horror to think over for my sins.
His poor fingers were all broken and beaten to a pulp.
The voices of the night came back to me—the curses and the cries. Yes, I
must have heard them. In memory now I recognized the voice of the chief
mate, but there again came in the assisted imagination. Yet I was not so sure
of this as before. I thought of Santos and his horrible heavy cane. Good
God! she was in the power of that! I must live for Eva indeed; must save
myself to save and protect my innocent and helpless girl.
Again I was a man; stronger than ever was the stimulus now, louder than
ever the call on every drop of true man's blood in my perishing frame. It
should not perish! It should not!

Yet my throat was parched; my lips were caked; my frame was hollow.
Very weak I was already; without sustenance I should surely die. But as yet
I was far enough from death, or I had done disdaining the means of life that
all this time lay ready to my hand. A number of dead fowls imparted ballast
to my little craft.
Yet I could not look at them in all these hours; or I could look, but that
was all. So I must sit up one hour more, and keep a sharper eye than ever
for the tiniest glimmer of a sail. To what end, I often asked myself? I might
see them; they would never see me.
Then my eyes would fail, and “you squeamish fool!” I said at intervals,
until my tongue failed to articulate; it had swollen so in my mouth. Flying
fish skimmed the water like thick spray; petrels were so few that I could
count them; another shark swam round me for an hour. In sudden panic I
dashed my knuckles on the wooden bars, to get at a duck to give the
monster for a sop. My knuckles bled. I held them to my mouth. My
cleaving tongue wanted more. The duck went to the shark; a few minutes
more and I had made my own vile meal as well.

CHAPTER V. MY REWARD
The sun declined; my shadow broadened on die waters; and now I felt
that if my cockle-shell could live a little longer, why, so could I.
I had got at the fowls without further hurt. Some of the bars took out, I
discovered how. And now very carefully I got my legs in, and knelt; but the
change of posture was not worth the risk one ran for it; there was too much
danger of capsizing, and failing to free oneself before she filled and sank.
With much caution I began breaking the bars, one by one; it was hard
enough, weak as I was; my thighs were of more service than my hands.
But at last I could sit, the grating only covering me from the knees
downwards. And the relief of that outweighed all the danger, which, as I
discovered to my untold joy, was now much less than it had been before. I
was better ballast than the fowls.
These I had attached to the lashings which had been blown asunder by
the explosion; at one end of the coop the ring-bolt had been torn clean out,
but at the other it was the cordage that had parted. To the frayed ends I tied
my fowls by the legs, with the most foolish pride in my own cunning. Do
you not see? It would keep them fresh for my use, and it was a trick I had
read of in no book; it was all my own.
So evening fell and found me hopeful and even puffed up; but yet, no
sail.
Now, however, I could lie back, and use had given me a strange sense of
safety; besides, I think I knew, I hope I felt, that the hen-coop was in other
Hands than mine.
All is reaction in the heart of man; light follows darkness nowhere more
surely than in that hidden self, and now at sunset it was my heart's highnoon. Deep peace pervaded me as I lay outstretched in my narrow rocking
bed, as it might be in my coffin; a trust in my Maker's will to save me if that
were for the best, a trust in His final wisdom and loving-kindness, even
though this night should be my last on earth. For myself I was resigned, and
for others I must trust Him no less. Who was I to constitute myself the
protector of the helpless, when He was in His Heaven? Such was my sunset

mood; it lasted a few minutes, and then, without radically changing, it
became more objective.
The west was a broadening blaze of yellow and purple and red. I cannot
describe it to you. If you have seen the sun set in the tropics, you would
despise my description; and, if not, I for one could never make you see it.
Suffice it that a petrel wheeled somewhere between deepening carmine and
paling blue, and it took my thoughts off at an earthy tangent. I thanked God
there were no big sea-birds in these latitudes; no molly-hawks, no
albatrosses, no Cape-hens. I thought of an albatross that I had caught going
out. Its beak and talons were at the bottom with the charred remains of the
Lady Jermyn. But I could see them still, could feel them shrewdly in my
mind's flesh; and so to the old superstition, strangely justified by my case;
and so to the poem which I, with my special experience, not unnaturally
consider the greatest poem ever penned.
But I did not know it then as I do now—and how the lines eluded me! I
seemed to see them in the book, yet I could not read the words!
“Water, water, everywhere,
Nor any drop to drink.”

That, of course, came first (incorrectly); and it reminded me of my thirst,
which the blood of the fowls had so very partially appeased. I see now that
it is lucky I could recall but little more. Experience is less terrible than
realization, and that poem makes me realize what I went through as
memory cannot. It has verses which would have driven me mad. On the
other hand, the exhaustive mental search for them distracted my thoughts
until the stars were back in the sky; and now I had a new occupation, saying
to myself all the poetry I could remember, especially that of the sea; for I
was a bookish fellow even then. But I never was anything of a scholar. It is
odd therefore, that the one apposite passage which recurred to me in its
entirety was in hexameters and pentameters:
Me miserum, quanti montes volvuntur aquarum!
Jam jam tacturos sidera summa putes.
Quantae diducto subsidunt aequore valles!
Jam jam tacturas Tartara nigra putes.
Quocunque adspicio, nihil est nisi pontus et aether;
Fluctibus hic tumidis, nubibus ille minax....

More there was of it in my head; but this much was an accurate statement
of my case; and yet less so now (I was thankful to reflect) than in the
morning, when every wave was indeed a mountain, and its trough a
Tartarus. I had learnt the lines at school; nay, they had formed my very

earliest piece of Latin repetition. And how sharply I saw the room I said
them in, the man I said them to, ever since my friend! I figured him even
now hearing Ovid rep., the same passage in the same room. And I lay
saying it on a hen-coop in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean!
At last I fell into a deep sleep, a long unconscious holiday of the soul,
undefiled by any dream.
They say that our dreaming is done as we slowly wake; then was I out of
the way of it that night, for a sudden violent rocking awoke me in one
horrid instant. I made it worse by the way I started to a sitting posture. I had
shipped some water. I was shipping more. Yet all around the sea was glassy;
whence then the commotion? As my ship came trim again, and I saw that
my hour was not yet, the cause occurred to me; and my heart turned so sick
that it was minutes before I had the courage to test my theory.
It was the true one.
A shark had been at my trailing fowls; had taken the bunch of them
together, dragging the legs from my loose fastenings. Lucky they had been
no stronger! Else had I been dragged down to perdition too.
Lucky, did I say? The refinement of cruelty rather; for now I had neither
meat nor drink; my throat was a kiln; my tongue a flame; and another day at
hand.
The stars were out; the sea was silver; the sun was up!
.

.

.

.

.

Hours passed.
I was waiting now for my delirium.
It came in bits.
I was a child. I was playing on the lawn at home. I was back on the
blazing sea.
I was a schoolboy saying my Ovid; then back once more.
The hen-coop was the Lady Jermyn. I was at Eva Denison's side. They
were marrying us on board. The ship's bell was ringing for us; a guitar in
the background burlesqued the Wedding March under skinny fingers; the air
was poisoned by a million cigarettes, they raised a pall of smoke above the
mastheads, they set fire to the ship; smoke and flame covered the sea from
rim to rim, smoke and flame filled the universe; the sea dried up, and I was
left lying in its bed, lying in my coffin, with red-hot teeth, because the sun

blazed right above them, and my withered lips were drawn back from them
for ever.
So once more I came back to my living death; too weak now to carry a
finger to the salt water and back to my mouth; too weak to think of Eva; too
weak to pray any longer for the end, to trouble or to care any more.
Only so tired.
.

.

.

.

.

Death has no more terrors for me. I have supped the last horror of the
worst death a man can die. You shall hear now for what I was delivered;
you shall read of my reward.
My floating coffin was many things in turn; a railway carriage, a pleasure
boat on the Thames, a hammock under the trees; last of all it was the upper
berth in a not very sweet-smelling cabin, with a clatter of knives and forks
near at hand, and a very strong odor of onions in the Irish stew.
My hand crawled to my head; both felt a wondrous weight; and my head
was covered with bristles no longer than those on my chin, only less
stubborn.
“Where am I?” I feebly asked.
The knives and forks clattered on, and presently I burst out crying
because they had not heard me, and I knew that I could never make them
hear. Well, they heard my sobs, and a huge fellow came with his mouth full,
and smelling like a pickle bottle.
“Where am I?”
“Aboard the brig Eliza, Liverpool, homeward bound; glad to see them
eyes open.”
“Have I been here long?”
“Matter o' ten days.”
“Where did you find me?”
“Floating in a hen-coop; thought you was a dead 'un.”
“Do you know what ship?”
“Do we know? No, that's what you've got to tell us!”
“I can't,” I sighed, too weak to wag my head upon the pillow.
The man went to my cabin door.

“Here's a go,” said he; “forgotten the name of his blessed ship, he has.
Where's that there paper, Mr. Bowles? There's just a chance it may be the
same.”
“I've got it, sir.”
“Well, fetch it along, and come you in, Mr. Bowles; likely you may think
o' somethin'.”
A reddish, hook-nosed man, with a jaunty, wicked look, came and smiled
upon me in the friendliest fashion; the smell of onions became more than I
knew how to endure.
“Ever hear of the ship Lady Jermyn?” asked the first corner, winking at
the other.
I thought very hard, the name did sound familiar; but no, I could not
honestly say that I had beard it before.
The captain looked at his mate.
“It was a thousand to one,” said he; “still we may as well try him with the
other names. Ever heard of Cap'n Harris, mister?”
“Not that I know of.”
“Of Saunderson-stooard?”
“No.”
“Or Crookes-quartermaster.”
“Never.”
“Nor yet of Ready—a passenger?”
“No.”
“It's no use goin' on,” said the captain folding up the paper.
“None whatever, sir,” said the mate
“Ready! Ready!” I repeated. “I do seem to have heard that name before.
Won't you give me another chance?”
The paper was unfolded with a shrug.
“There was another passenger of the name of San-Santos. Dutchman,
seemin'ly. Ever heard o' him?”
My disappointment was keen. I could not say that I had. Yet I would not
swear that I had not.

“Oh, won't you? Well, there's only one more chance. Ever heard of Miss
Eva Denison—”
“By God, yes! Have you?”
I was sitting bolt upright in my bunk. The skipper's beard dropped upon
his chest.
“Bless my soul! The last name o' the lot, too!”
“Have you heard of her?” I reiterated.
“Wait a bit, my lad! Not so fast. Lie down again and tell me who she
was.”
“Who she was?” I screamed. “I want to know where she is!”
“I can't hardly say,” said the captain awkwardly. “We found the gig o' the
Lady Jermyn the week arter we found you, bein' becalmed like; there wasn't
no lady aboard her, though.”
“Was there anybody?”
“Two dead 'uns—an' this here paper.”
“Let me see it!”
The skipper hesitated.
“Hadn't you better wait a bit?”
“No, no; for Christ's sake let me see the worst; do you think I can't read it
in your face?”
I could—I did. I made that plain to them, and at last I had the paper
smoothed out upon my knees. It was a short statement of the last sufferings
of those who had escaped in the gig, and there was nothing in it that I did
not now expect. They had buried Ready first—then my darling—then her
step-father. The rest expected to follow fast enough. It was all written
plainly, on a sheet of the log-book, in different trembling hands. Captain
Harris had gone next; and two had been discovered dead.
How long I studied that bit of crumpled paper, with the salt spray still
sparkling on it faintly, God alone knows. All at once a peal of nightmare
laughter rattled through the cabin. My deliverers started back. The laugh
was mine.

CHAPTER VI. THE SOLE SURVIVOR
A few weeks later I landed in England, I, who no longer desired to set
foot on any land again.
At nine-and-twenty I was gaunt and gray; my nerves were shattered, my
heart was broken; and my face showed it without let or hindrance from the
spirit that was broken too. Pride, will, courage, and endurance, all these had
expired in my long and lonely battle with the sea. They had kept me alivefor this. And now they left me naked to mine enemies.
For every hand seemed raised against me, though in reality it was the
hand of fellowship that the world stretched out, and the other was the
reading of a jaundiced eye. I could not help it: there was a poison in my
veins that made me all ingratitude and perversity. The world welcomed me
back, and I returned the compliment by sulking like the recaptured runaway
I was at heart. The world showed a sudden interest in me; so I took no
further interest in the world, but, on the contrary, resented its attentions with
unreasonable warmth and obduracy; and my would-be friends I regarded as
my very worst enemies. The majority, I feel sure, meant but well and kindly
by the poor survivor. But the survivor could not forget that his name was
still in the newspapers, nor blink the fact that he was an unworthy hero of
the passing hour. And he suffered enough from brazenly meddlesome and
self-seeking folk, from impudent and inquisitive intruders, to justify some
suspicion of old acquaintances suddenly styling themselves old friends, and
of distant connections newly and unduly eager to claim relationship. Many I
misjudged, and have long known it. On the whole, however, I wonder at
that attitude of mine as little as I approve of it.
If I had distinguished myself in any other way, it would have been a
different thing. It was the fussy, sentimental, inconsiderate interest in one
thrown into purely accidental and necessarily painful prominence—the
vulgarization of an unspeakable tragedy—that my soul abhorred. I confess
that I regarded it from my own unique and selfish point of view. What was
a thrilling matter to the world was a torturing memory to me. The
quintessence of the torture was, moreover, my own secret. It was not the
loss of the Lady Jermyn that I could not bear to speak about; it was my own

loss; but the one involved the other. My loss apart, however, it was plain
enough to dwell upon experiences so terrible and yet so recent as those
which I had lived to tell. I did what I considered my duty to the public, but I
certainly did no more. My reticence was rebuked in the papers that made
the most of me, but would fain have made more. And yet I do not think that
I was anything but docile with those who had a manifest right to question
me; to the owners, and to other interested persons, with whom I was
confronted on one pretext or another, I told my tale as fully and as freely as
I have told it here, though each telling hurt more than the last. That was
necessary and unavoidable; it was the private intrusions which I resented
with all the spleen the sea had left me in exchange for the qualities it had
taken away.
Relatives I had as few as misanthropist could desire; but from selfcongratulation on the fact, on first landing, I soon came to keen regret. They
at least would have sheltered me from spies and busybodies; they at least
would have secured the peace and privacy of one who was no hero in fact
or spirit, whose noblest deed was a piece of self preservation which he
wished undone with all his heart.
Self-consciousness no doubt multiplied my flattering assailants. I have
said that my nerves were shattered. I may have imagined much and
exaggerated the rest. Yet what truth there was in my suspicions you shall
duly see. I felt sure that I was followed in the street, and my every
movement dogged by those to whom I would not condescend to turn and
look. Meanwhile, I had not the courage to go near my club, and the Temple
was a place where I was accosted in every court, effusively congratulated
on the marvellous preservation of my stale spoilt life, and invited right and
left to spin my yarn over a quiet pipe! Well, perhaps such invitations were
not so common as they have grown in my memory; nor must you confuse
my then feelings on all these matters with those which I entertain as I write.
I have grown older, and, I hope, something kindlier and wiser since then.
Yet to this day I cannot blame myself for abandoning my chambers and
avoiding my club.
For a temporary asylum I pitched upon a small, quiet, empty, private
hotel which I knew of in Charterhouse Square. Instantly the room next mine
became occupied.

All the first night I imagined I heard voices talking about me in that room
next door. It was becoming a disease with me. Either I was being dogged,
watched, followed, day and night, indoors and out, or I was the victim of a
very ominous hallucination. That night I never closed an eye nor lowered
my light. In the morning I took a four-wheel cab and drove straight to
Harley Street; and, upon my soul, as I stood on the specialist's door-step, I
could have sworn I saw the occupant of the room next mine dash by me in a
hansom!
“Ah!” said the specialist; “so you cannot sleep; you hear voices; you
fancy you are being followed in the street. You don't think these fancies
spring entirely from the imagination? Not entirely—just so. And you keep
looking behind you, as though somebody were at your elbow; and you
prefer to sit with your back close to the wall. Just so—just so. Distressing
symptoms, to be sure, but—but hardly to be wondered at in a man who has
come through your nervous strain.” A keen professional light glittered in
his eyes. “And almost commonplace,” he added, smiling, “compared with
the hallucinations you must have suffered from on that hen-coop! Ah, my
dear sir, the psychological interest of your case is very great!”
“It may be,” said I, brusquely. “But I come to you to get that hen-coop
out of my head, not to be reminded of it. Everybody asks me about the
damned thing, and you follow everybody else. I wish it and I were at the
bottom of the sea together!”
This speech had the effect of really interesting the doctor in my present
condition, which was indeed one of chronic irritation and extreme
excitability, alternating with fits of the very blackest despair. Instead of
offending my gentleman I had put him on his mettle, and for half an hour he
honored me with the most exhaustive inquisition ever elicited from a
medical man. His panacea was somewhat in the nature of an anti-climax,
but at least it had the merits of simplicity and of common sense. A change
of air—perfect quiet—say a cottage in the country—not too near the sea.
And he shook my hand kindly when I left.
“Keep up your heart, my dear sir,” said he. “Keep up your courage and
your heart.”
“My heart!” I cried. “It's at the bottom of the Atlantic Ocean.”
He was the first to whom I had said as much. He was a stranger. What
did it matter? And, oh, it was so true—so true.

Every day and all day I was thinking of my love; every hour and all hours
she was before me with her sunny hair and young, young face. Her wistful
eyes were gazing into mine continually. Their wistfulness I had never
realized at the time; but now I did; and I saw it for what it seemed always to
have been, the soft, sad, yearning look of one fated to die young. So young
—so young! And I might live to be an old man, mourning her.
That I should never love again I knew full well. This time there was no
mistake. I have implied, I believe, that it was for another woman I fled
originally to the diggings. Well, that one was still unmarried, and when the
papers were full of me she wrote me a letter which I now believe to have
been merely kind. At the time I was all uncharitableness; but words of mine
would fail to tell you how cold this letter left me; it was as a candle lighted
in the full blaze of the sun.
With all my bitterness, however, you must not suppose that I had quite
lost the feelings which had inspired me at sunset on the lonely ocean, while
my mind still held good. I had been too near my Maker ever to lose those
feelings altogether. They were with me in the better moments of these my
worst days. I trusted His wisdom still. There was a reason for everything;
there were reasons for all this. I alone had been saved out of all those souls
who sailed from Melbourne in the Lady Jermyn. Why should I have been
the favored one; I with my broken heart and now lonely life? Some great
inscrutable reason there must be; at my worst I did not deny that. But
neither did I puzzle my sick brain with the reason. I just waited for it to be
revealed to me, if it were God's will ever to reveal it. And that I conceive to
be the one spirit in which a man may contemplate, with equal sanity and
reverence, the mysteries and the miseries of his life.

CHAPTER VII. I FIND A FRIEND
The night after I consulted the specialist I was quite determined to sleep.
I had laid in a bundle of the daily papers. No country cottage was advertised
to let but I knew of it by evening, and about all the likely ones I had already
written. The scheme occupied my thoughts. Trout-fishing was a
desideratum. I would take my rod and plenty of books, would live simply
and frugally, and it should make a new man of me by Christmas. It was now
October. I went to sleep thinking of autumn tints against an autumn sunset.
It must have been very early, certainly not later than ten o'clock; the
previous night I had not slept at all.
Now, this private hotel of mine was a very old fashioned house, dark and
dingy all day long, with heavy old chandeliers and black old oak, and dead
flowers in broken flower-pots surrounding a grimy grass-plot in the rear. On
this latter my bedroom window looked; and never am I likely to forget the
vile music of the cats throughout my first long wakeful night there. The
second night they actually woke me; doubtless they had been busy long
enough, but it was all of a sudden that I heard them, and lay listening for
more, wide awake in an instant. My window had been very softly opened,
and the draught fanned my forehead as I held my breath.
A faint light glimmered through a ground-glass pane over the door; and
was dimly reflected by the toilet mirror, in its usual place against the
window. This mirror I saw moved, and next moment I had bounded from
bed.
The mirror fell with a horrid clatter: the toilet-table followed it with a
worse: the thief had gone as he had come ere my toes halted aching amid
the debris.
A useless little balcony—stone slab and iron railing—jutted out from my
window. I thought I saw a hand on the railing, another on the slab, then both
together on the lower level for one instant before they disappeared. There
was a dull yet springy thud on the grass below. Then no more noise but the
distant thunder of the traffic, and the one that woke me, until the window
next mine was thrown up.

“What the devil's up?”
The voice was rich, cheery, light-hearted, agreeable; all that my own was
not as I answered “Nothing!” for this was not the first time my next-door
neighbor had tried to scrape acquaintance with me.
“But surely, sir, I heard the very dickens of a row?”
“You may have done.”
“I was afraid some one had broken into your room!”
“As a matter of fact,” said I, put to shame by the undiminished goodhumor of my neighbor, “some one did; but he's gone now, so let him be.”
“Gone? Not he! He's getting over that wall. After him—after him!” And
the head disappeared from the window next mine.
I rushed into the corridor, and was just in time to intercept a singularly
handsome young fellow, at whom I had hardly taken the trouble to look
until now. He was in full evening dress, and his face was radiant with the
spirit of mischief and adventure.
“For God's sake, sir,” I whispered, “let this matter rest. I shall have to
come forward if you persist, and Heaven knows I have been before the
public quite enough!”
His dark eyes questioned me an instant, then fell as though he would not
disguise that he recollected and understood. I liked him for his good taste. I
liked him for his tacit sympathy, and better still for the amusing
disappointment in his gallant, young face.
“I am sorry to have robbed you of a pleasant chase,” said I. “At one time
I should have been the first to join you. But, to tell you the truth, I've had
enough excitement lately to last me for my life.”
“I can believe that,” he answered, with his fine eyes full upon me. How
strangely I had misjudged him! I saw no vulgar curiosity in his flattering
gaze, but rather that very sympathy of which I stood in need. I offered him
my hand.
“It is very good of you to give in,” I said. “No one else has heard a thing,
you see. I shall look for another opportunity of thanking you to-morrow.”
“No, no!” cried he, “thanks be hanged, but—but, I say, if I promise you
not to bore you about things—won't you drink a glass of brandy-and-water
in my room before you turn in again?”

Brandy-and-water being the very thing I needed, and this young man
pleasing me more and more, I said that I would join him with all my heart,
and returned to my room for my dressing-gown and slippers. To find them,
however, I had to light my candles, when the first thing I saw was the havoc
my marauder had left behind him. The mirror was cracked across; the
dressing-table had lost a leg; and both lay flat, with my brushes and
shaving-table, and the foolish toilet crockery which no one uses (but I
should have to replace) strewn upon the carpet. But one thing I found that
had not been there before: under the window lay a formidable sheath-knife
without its sheath. I picked it up with something of a thrill, which did not
lessen when I felt its edge. The thing was diabolically sharp. I took it with
me to show my neighbor, whom I found giving his order to the boots; it
seemed that it was barely midnight, and that he had only just come in when
the clatter took place in my room.
“Hillo!” he cried, when the man was gone, and I produced my trophy.
“Why, what the mischief have you got there?”
“My caller's card,” said I. “He left it behind him. Feel the edge.”
I have seldom seen a more indignant face than the one which my new
acquaintance bent over the weapon, as he held it to the light, and ran his
finger along the blade. He could have not frowned more heavily if he had
recognized the knife.
“The villains!” he muttered. “The damned villains!”
“Villains?” I queried. “Did you see more than one of them, then?”
“Didn't you?” he asked quickly. “Yes, yes, to be sure! There was at least
one other beggar skulking down below.” He stood looking at me, the knife
in his hand, though mine was held out for it. “Don't you think, Mr. Cole,
that it's our duty to hand this over to the police? I—I've heard of other cases
about these Inns of Court. There's evidently a gang of them, and this knife
might convict the lot; there's no saying; anyway I think the police should
have it. If you like I'll take it to Scotland Yard myself, and hand it over
without mentioning your name.”
“Oh, if you keep my name out of it,” said I, “and say nothing about it
here in the hotel, you may do what you like, and welcome! It's the proper
course, no doubt; only I've had publicity enough, and would sooner have
felt that blade in my body than set my name going again in the
newspapers.”

“I understand,” he said, with his well-bred sympathy, which never went a
shade too far; and he dropped the weapon into a drawer, as the boots
entered with the tray. In a minute he had brewed two steaming jorums of
spirits-and-water; as he handed me one, I feared he was going to drink my
health, or toast my luck; but no, he was the one man I had met who seemed,
as he said, to “understand.” Nevertheless, he had his toast.
“Here's confusion to the criminal classes in general,” he cried; “but death
and damnation to the owners of that knife!”
And we clinked tumblers across the little oval table in the middle of the
room. It was more of a sitting-room than mine; a bright fire was burning in
the grate, and my companion insisted on my sitting over it in the arm-chair,
while for himself he fetched the one from his bedside, and drew up the table
so that our glasses should be handy. He then produced a handsome cigarcase admirably stocked, and we smoked and sipped in the cosiest fashion,
though without exchanging many words.
You may imagine my pleasure in the society of a youth, equally charming
in looks, manners and address, who had not one word to say to me about the
Lady Jermyn or my hen-coop. It was unique. Yet such, I suppose, was my
native contrariety, that I felt I could have spoken of the catastrophe to this
very boy with less reluctance than to any other creature whom I had
encountered since my deliverance. He seemed so full of silent sympathy:
his consideration for my feelings was so marked and yet so unobtrusive. I
have called him a boy. I am apt to write as the old man I have grown,
though I do believe I felt older then than now. In any case my young friend
was some years my junior. I afterwards found out that he was six-andtwenty.
I have also called him handsome. He was the handsomest man that I have
ever met, had the frankest face, the finest eyes, the brightest smile. Yet his
bronzed forehead was low, and his mouth rather impudent and bold than
truly strong. And there was a touch of foppery about him, in the enormous
white tie and the much-cherished whiskers of the fifties, which was only
redeemed by that other touch of devilry that he had shown me in the
corridor. By the rich brown of his complexion, as well as by a certain sort of
swagger in his walk, I should have said that he was a naval officer ashore,
had he not told me who he was of his own accord.

“By the way,” he said, “I ought to give you my name. It's Rattray, of one
of the many Kirby Halls in this country. My one's down in Lancashire.”
“I suppose there's no need to tell my name?” said I, less sadly, I daresay,
than I had ever yet alluded to the tragedy which I alone survived. It was an
unnecessary allusion, too, as a reference to the foregoing conversation will
show.
“Well, no!” said he, in his frank fashion; “I can't honestly say there is.”
We took a few puffs, he watching the fire, and I his firelit face.
“It must seem strange to you to be sitting with the only man who lived to
tell the tale!”
The egotism of this speech was not wholly gratuitous. I thought it did
seem strange to him: that a needless constraint was put upon him by
excessive consideration for my feelings. I desired to set him at his ease as
he had set me at mine. On the contrary, he seemed quite startled by my
remark.
“It is strange,” he said, with a shudder, followed by the biggest sip of
brandy-and-water he had taken yet. “It must have been horrible—horrible!”
he added to himself, his dark eyes staring into the fire.
“Ah!” said I, “it was even more horrible than you suppose or can ever
imagine.”
I was not thinking of myself, nor of my love, nor of any particular
incident of the fire that still went on burning in my brain. My tone was
doubtless confidential, but I was meditating no special confidence when my
companion drew one with his next words. These, however, came after a
pause, in which my eyes had fallen from his face, but in which I heard him
emptying his glass.
“What do you mean?” he whispered. “That there were other
circumstances—things which haven't got into the papers?”
“God knows there were,” I answered, my face in my hands; and, my grief
brought home to me, there I sat with it in the presence of that stranger,
without compunction and without shame.
He sprang up and paced the room. His tact made me realize my
weakness, and I was struggling to overcome it when he surprised me by
suddenly stopping and laying a rather tremulous hand upon my shoulder.

“You—It wouldn't do you any good to speak of those circumstances, I
suppose?” he faltered.
“No: not now: no good at all.”
“Forgive me,” he said, resuming his walk. “I had no business—I felt so
sorry—I cannot tell you how I sympathize! And yet—I wonder if you will
always feel so?”
“No saying how I shall feel when I am a man again,” said I. “You see
what I am at present.” And, pulling myself together, I rose to find my new
friend quite agitated in his turn.
“I wish we had some more brandy,” he sighed. “I'm afraid it's too late to
get any now.”
“And I'm glad of it,” said I. “A man in my state ought not to look at
spirits, or he may never look past them again. Thank goodness, there are
other medicines. Only this morning I consulted the best man on nerves in
London. I wish I'd gone to him long ago.”
“Harley Street, was it?”
“Yes.”
“Saw you on his doorstep, by Jove!” cried Rattray at once. “I was driving
over to Hampstead, and I thought it was you. Well, what's the prescription?”
In my satisfaction at finding that he had not been dogging me
intentionally (though I had forgotten the incident till he reminded me of it),
I answered his question with unusual fulness.
“I should go abroad,” said Rattray. “But then, I always am abroad; it's
only the other day I got back from South America, and I shall up anchor
again before this filthy English winter sets in.”
Was he a sailor after all, or only a well-to-do wanderer on the face of the
earth? He now mentioned that he was only in England for a few weeks, to
have a look at his estate, and so forth; after which he plunged into more or
less enthusiastic advocacy of this or that foreign resort, as opposed to the
English cottage upon which I told him I had set my heart.
He was now, however, less spontaneous, I thought, than earlier in the
night. His voice had lost its hearty ring, and he seemed preoccupied, as if
talking of one matter while he thought upon another. Yet he would not let
me go; and presently he confirmed my suspicion, no less than my first

impression of his delightful frankness and cordiality, by candidly telling me
what was on his mind.
“If you really want a cottage in the country,” said he, “and the most
absolute peace and quiet to be got in this world, I know of the very thing on
my land in Lancashire. It would drive me mad in a week; but if you really
care for that sort of thing—”
“An occupied cottage?” I interrupted.
“Yes; a couple rent it from me, very decent people of the name of
Braithwaite. The man is out all day, and won't bother you when he's in; he's
not like other people, poor chap. But the woman 's all there, and would do
her best for you in a humble, simple, wholesome sort of way.”
“You think they would take me in?”
“They have taken other men—artists as a rule.”
“Then it's a picturesque country?”
“Oh, it's that if it's nothing else; but not a town for miles, mind you, and
hardly a village worthy the name.”
“Any fishing?”
“Yes—trout—small but plenty of 'em—in a beck running close behind
the cottage.”
“Come,” cried I, “this sounds delightful! Shall you be up there?”
“Only for a day or two,” was the reply. “I shan't trouble you, Mr. Cole.”
“My dear sir, that wasn't my meaning at all. I'm only sorry I shall not see
something of you on your own heath. I can't thank you enough for your
kind suggestion. When do you suppose the Braithwaites could do with
me?”
His charming smile rebuked my impatience.
“We must first see whether they can do with you at all,” said he. “I
sincerely hope they can; but this is their time of year for tourists, though
perhaps a little late. I'll tell you what I'll do. As a matter of fact, I'm going
down there to-morrow, and I've got to telegraph to my place in any case to
tell them when to meet me. I'll send the telegram first thing, and I'll make
them send one back to say whether there's room in the cottage or not.”
I thanked him warmly, but asked if the cottage was close to Kirby Hall,
and whether this would not be giving a deal of trouble at the other end;

whereupon he mischievously misunderstood me a second time, saying the
cottage and the hall were not even in sight of each other, and I really had no
intrusion to fear, as he was a lonely bachelor like myself, and would only be
up there four or five days at the most. So I made my appreciation of his
society plainer than ever to him; for indeed I had found a more refreshing
pleasure in it already than I had hoped to derive from mortal man again; and
we parted, at three o'clock in the morning, like old fast friends.
“Only don't expect too much, my dear Mr. Cole,” were his last words to
me. “My own place is as ancient and as tumble-down as most ruins that you
pay to see over. And I'm never there myself because—I tell you frankly—I
hate it like poison!”

CHAPTER VIII. A SMALL PRECAUTION
My delight in the society of this young Squire Rattray (as I soon was to
hear him styled) had been such as to make me almost forget the sinister
incident which had brought us together. When I returned to my room,
however, there were the open window and the litter on the floor to remind
me of what had happened earlier in the night. Yet I was less disconcerted
than you might suppose. A common housebreaker can have few terrors for
one who has braved those of mid-ocean single-handed; my would-be visitor
had no longer any for me; for it had not yet occurred to me to connect him
with the voices and the footsteps to which, indeed, I had been unable to
swear before the doctor. On the other hand, these morbid imaginings (as I
was far from unwilling to consider them) had one and all deserted me in the
sane, clean company of the capital young fellow in the next room.
I have confessed my condition up to the time of this queer meeting. I
have tried to bring young Rattray before you with some hint of his freshness
and his boyish charm; and though the sense of failure is heavy upon me
there, I who knew the man knew also that I must fail to do him justice.
Enough may have been said, however, to impart some faint idea of what
this youth was to me in the bitter and embittering anti-climax of my life.
Conventional figures spring to my pen, but every one of them is true; he
was flowers in spring, he was sunshine after rain, he was rain following
long months of drought. I slept admirably after all; and I awoke to see the
overturned toilet-table, and to thrill as I remembered there was one fellowcreature with whom I could fraternize without fear of a rude reopening of
my every wound.
I hurried my dressing in the hope of our breakfasting together. I knocked
at the next door, and, receiving no answer, even ventured to enter, with the
same idea. He was not there. He was not in the coffee-room. He was not in
the hotel.
I broke my fast in disappointed solitude, and I hung about disconsolate
all the morning, looking wistfully for my new-made friend. Towards midday he drove up in a cab which he kept waiting at the curb.

“It's all right!” he cried out in his hearty way. “I sent my telegram first
thing, and I've had the answer at my club. The rooms are vacant, and I'll see
that Jane Braithwaite has all ready for you by to-morrow night.”
I thanked him from my heart. “You seem in a hurry!” I added, as I
followed him up the stairs.
“I am,” said he. “It's a near thing for the train. I've just time to stick in my
things.”
“Then I'll stick in mine,” said I impulsively, “and I'll come with you, and
doss down in any corner for the night.”
He stopped and turned on the stairs.
“You mustn't do that,” said he; “they won't have anything ready. I'm
going to make it my privilege to see that everything is as cosey as possible
when you arrive. I simply can't allow you to come to-day, Mr. Cole!” He
smiled, but I saw that he was in earnest, and of course I gave in.
“All right,” said I; “then I must content myself with seeing you off at the
station.”
To my surprise his smile faded, and a flush of undisguised annoyance
made him, if anything, better-looking than ever. It brought out a certain
strength of mouth and jaw which I had not observed there hitherto. It gave
him an ugliness of expression which only emphasized his perfection of
feature.
“You mustn't do that either,” said he, shortly. “I have an appointment at
the station. I shall be talking business all the time.”
He was gone to his room, and I went to mine feeling duly snubbed; yet I
deserved it; for I had exhibited a characteristic (though not chronic) want of
taste, of which I am sometimes guilty to this day. Not to show ill-feeling on
the head of it, I nevertheless followed him down again in four or five
minutes. And I was rewarded by his brightest smile as he grasped my hand.
“Come to-morrow by the same train,” said he, naming station, line, and
hour; “unless I telegraph, all will be ready and you shall be met. You may
rely on reasonable charges. As to the fishing, go up-stream—to the right
when you strike the beck—and you'll find a good pool or two. I may have
to go to Lancaster the day after to-morrow, but I shall give you a call when I
get back.”

With that we parted, as good friends as ever. I observed that my regret at
losing him was shared by the boots, who stood beside me on the steps as his
hansom rattled off.
“I suppose Mr. Rattray stays here always when he comes to town?” said
I.
“No, sir,” said the man, “we've never had him before, not in my time; but
I shouldn't mind if he came again.” And he looked twice at the coin in his
hand before pocketing it with evident satisfaction.
Lonely as I was, and wished to be, I think that I never felt my loneliness
as I did during the twenty-four hours which intervened between Rattray's
departure and my own. They dragged like wet days by the sea, and the
effect was as depressing. I have seldom been at such a loss for something to
do; and in my idleness I behaved like a child, wishing my new friend back
again, or myself on the railway with my new friend, until I blushed for the
beanstalk growth of my regard for him, an utter stranger, and a younger
man. I am less ashamed of it now: he had come into my dark life like a
lamp, and his going left a darkness deeper than before.
In my dejection I took a new view of the night's outrage. It was no
common burglar's work, for what had I worth stealing? It was the work of
my unseen enemies, who dogged me in the street; they alone knew why; the
doctor had called these hallucinations, and I had forced myself to agree with
the doctor; but I could not deceive myself in my present mood. I
remembered the steps, the steps—the stopping when I stopped—the
drawing away in the crowded streets—-the closing up in quieter places.
Why had I never looked round? Why? Because till to-day I had thought it
mere vulgar curiosity; because a few had bored me, I had imagined the
many at my heels; but now I knew—I knew! It was the few again: a few
who hated me even unto death.
The idea took such a hold upon me that I did not trouble my head with
reasons and motives. Certain persons had designs upon my life; that was
enough for me. On the whole, the thought was stimulating; it set a new
value on existence, and it roused a certain amount of spirit even in me. I
would give the fellows another chance before I left town. They should
follow me once more, and this time to some purpose. Last night they had
left a knife on me; to-night I would have a keepsake ready for them.

Hitherto I had gone unarmed since my landing, which, perhaps, was no
more than my duty as a civilized citizen. On Black Hill Flats, however, I
had formed another habit, of which I should never have broken myself so
easily, but for the fact that all the firearms I ever had were reddening and
rotting at the bottom of the Atlantic Ocean. I now went out and bought me
such a one as I had never possessed before.
The revolver was then in its infancy; but it did exist; and by dusk I was
owner of as fine a specimen as could be procured in the city of London. It
had but five chambers, but the barrel was ten inches long; one had to cap it,
and to put in the powder and the wadded bullet separately; but the lastnamed would have killed an elephant. The oak case that I bought with it
cumbers my desk as I write, and, shut, you would think that it had never
contained anything more lethal than fruit-knives. I open it, and there are the
green-baize compartments, one with a box of percussion caps, still
apparently full, another that could not contain many more wadded-bullets,
and a third with a powder-horn which can never have been much lighter.
Within the lid is a label bearing the makers' names; the gentlemen
themselves are unknown to me, even if they are still alive; nevertheless,
after five-and-forty years, let me dip my pen to Messrs. Deane, Adams and
Deane!
That night I left this case in my room, locked, and the key in my
waistcoat pocket; in the right-hand side-pocket of my overcoat I carried my
Deane and Adams, loaded in every chamber; also my right hand, as
innocently as you could wish. And just that night I was not followed! I
walked across Regent's Park, and I dawdled on Primrose Hill, without the
least result. Down I turned into the Avenue Road, and presently was
strolling between green fields towards Finchley. The moon was up, but
nicely shaded by a thin coating of clouds which extended across the sky: it
was an ideal night for it. It was also my last night in town, and I did want to
give the beggars their last chance. But they did not even attempt to avail
themselves of it: never once did they follow me: my ears were in too good
training to make any mistake. And the reason only dawned on me as I drove
back disappointed: they had followed me already to the gunsmith's!
Convinced of this, I entertained but little hope of another midnight
visitor. Nevertheless, I put my light out early, and sat a long time peeping
through my blind; but only an inevitable Tom, with back hunched up and

tail erect, broke the moonlit profile of the back-garden wall; and once more
that disreputable music (which none the less had saved my life) was the
only near sound all night.
I felt very reluctant to pack Deane and Adams away in his case next
morning, and the case in my portmanteau, where I could not get at it in case
my unknown friends took it into their heads to accompany me out of town.
In the hope that they would, I kept him loaded, and in the same overcoat
pocket, until late in the afternoon, when, being very near my northern
destination, and having the compartment to myself, I locked the toy away
with considerable remorse for the price I had paid for it. All down the line I
had kept an eye for suspicious characters with an eye upon me; but even my
self-consciousness failed to discover one; and I reached my haven of peace,
and of fresh fell air, feeling, I suppose, much like any other fool who has
spent his money upon a white elephant.

CHAPTER IX. MY CONVALESCENT HOME
The man Braithwaite met me at the station with a spring cart. The very
porters seemed to expect me, and my luggage was in the cart before I had
given up my ticket. Nor had we started when I first noticed that Braithwaite
did not speak when I spoke to him. On the way, however, a more flagrant
instance recalled young Rattray's remark, that the man was “not like other
people.” I had imagined it to refer to a mental, not a physical, defect;
whereas it was clear to me now that my prospective landlord was stonedeaf, and I presently discovered him to be dumb as well. Thereafter I
studied him with some attention during our drive of four or five miles. I
called to mind the theory that an innate physical deficiency is seldom
without its moral counterpart, and I wondered how far this would apply to
the deaf-mute at my side, who was ill-grown, wizened, and puny into the
bargain. The brow-beaten face of him was certainly forbidding, and he
thrashed his horse up the hills in a dogged, vindictive, thorough-going way
which at length made me jump out and climb one of them on foot. It was
the only form of protest that occurred to me.
The evening was damp and thick. It melted into night as we drove. I
could form no impression of the country, but this seemed desolate enough. I
believe we met no living soul on the high road which we followed for the
first three miles or more. At length we turned into a narrow lane, with a stiff
stone wall on either hand, and this eventually led us past the lights of what
appeared to be a large farm; it was really a small hamlet; and now we were
nearing our destination. Gates had to be opened, and my poor driver
breathed hard from the continual getting down and up. In the end a long and
heavy cart-track brought us to the loneliest light that I have ever seen. It
shone on the side of a hill—in the heart of an open wilderness—as solitary
as a beacon-light at sea. It was the light of the cottage which was to be my
temporary home.
A very tall, gaunt woman stood in the doorway against the inner glow.
She advanced with a loose, long stride, and invited me to enter in a voice
harsh (I took it) from disuse. I was warming myself before the kitchen fire
when she came in carrying my heaviest box as though it had nothing in it. I

ran to take it from her, for the box was full of books, but she shook her
head, and was on the stairs with it before I could intercept her.
I conceive that very few men are attracted by abnormal strength in a
woman; we cannot help it; and yet it was not her strength which first
repelled me in Mrs. Braithwaite. It was a combination of attributes. She had
a poll of very dirty and untidy red hair; her eyes were set close together; she
had the jowl of the traditional prize-fighter. But far more disagreeable than
any single feature was the woman's expression, or rather the expression
which I caught her assuming naturally, and banishing with an effort for my
benefit. To me she was strenuously civil in her uncouth way. But I saw her
give her husband one look, as he staggered in with my comparatively light
portmanteau, which she instantly snatched out of his feeble arms. I saw this
look again before the evening was out, and it was such a one as Braithwaite
himself had fixed upon his horse as he flogged it up the hills.
I began to wonder how the young squire had found it in his conscience to
recommend such a pair. I wondered less when the woman finally ushered
me upstairs to my rooms. These were small and rugged, but eminently snug
and clean. In each a good fire blazed cheerfully; my portmanteau was
already unstrapped, the table in the sitting-room already laid; and I could
not help looking twice at the silver and the glass, so bright was their
condition, so good their quality. Mrs. Braithwaite watched me from the
door.
“I doubt you'll be thinking them's our own,” said she. “I wish they were;
t'squire sent 'em in this afternoon.”
“For my use?”
“Ay; I doubt he thought what we had ourselves wasn't good enough. An'
it's him 'at sent t' armchair, t'bed-linen, t'bath, an' that there lookin'-glass an'
all.”
She had followed me into the bedroom, where I looked with redoubled
interest at each object as she mentioned it, and it was in the glass—a
masqueline shaving-glass—that I caught my second glimpse of my
landlady's evil expression—levelled this time at myself.
I instantly turned round and told her that I thought it very kind of Mr.
Rattray, but that, for my part, I was not a luxurious man, and that I felt
rather sorry the matter had not been left entirely in her hands. She retired
seemingly mollified, and she took my sympathy with her, though I was

none the less pleased and cheered by my new friend's zeal for my comfort;
there were even flowers on my table, without a doubt from Kirby Hall.
And in another matter the squire had not misled me: the woman was an
excellent plain cook. I expected ham and eggs. Sure enough, this was my
dish, but done to a turn. The eggs were new and all unbroken, the ham so
lean and yet so tender, that I would not have exchanged my humble, hearty
meal for the best dinner served that night in London. It made a new man of
me, after my long journey and my cold, damp drive. I was for chatting with
Mrs. Braithwaite when she came up to clear away. I thought she might be
glad to talk after the life she must lead with her afflicted husband, but it
seemed to have had the opposite effect on her. All I elicited was an
ambiguous statement as to the distance between the cottage and the hall; it
was “not so far.” And so she left me to my pipe and to my best night yet, in
the stillest spot I have ever slept in on dry land; one heard nothing but the
bubble of a beck; and it seemed very, very far away.
A fine, bright morning showed me my new surroundings in their true
colors; even in the sunshine these were not very gay. But gayety was the
last thing I wanted. Peace and quiet were my whole desire, and both were
here, set in scenery at once lovely to the eye and bracing to the soul.
From the cottage doorstep one looked upon a perfect panorama of
healthy, open English country. Purple hills hemmed in a broad, green,
undulating plateau, scored across and across by the stone walls of the north,
and all dappled with the shadows of rolling leaden clouds with silver
fringes. Miles away a church spire stuck like a spike out of the hollow, and
the smoke of a village dimmed the trees behind. No nearer habitation could
I see. I have mentioned a hamlet which we passed in the spring-cart. It lay
hidden behind some hillocks to the left. My landlady told me it was better
than half a mile away, and “nothing when you get there; no shop; no postoffice; not even a public—house.”
I inquired in which direction lay the hall. She pointed to the nearest trees,
a small forest of stunted oaks, which shut in the view to the right, after
quarter of a mile of a bare and rugged valley. Through this valley twisted
the beck which I had heard faintly in the night. It ran through the oak
plantation and so to the sea, some two or three miles further on, said my
landlady; but nobody would have thought it was so near.

“T'squire was to be away to-day,” observed the woman, with the broad
vowel sound which I shall not attempt to reproduce in print. “He was going
to Lancaster, I believe.”
“So I understood,” said I. “I didn't think of troubling him, if that's what
you mean. I'm going to take his advice and fish the beck.”
And I proceeded to do so after a hearty early dinner: the keen, chill air
was doing me good already: the “perfect quiet” was finding its way into my
soul. I blessed my specialist, I blessed Squire Rattray, I blessed the very
villains who had brought us within each other's ken; and nowhere was my
thanksgiving more fervent than in the deep cleft threaded by the beck; for
here the shrewd yet gentle wind passed completely overhead, and the
silence was purged of oppression by the ceaseless symphony of clear water
running over clean stones.
But it was no day for fishing, and no place for the fly, though I went
through the form of throwing one for several hours. Here the stream merely
rinsed its bed, there it stood so still, in pools of liquid amber, that, when the
sun shone, the very pebbles showed their shadows in the deepest places. Of
course I caught nothing; but, towards the close of the gold-brown afternoon,
I made yet another new acquaintance, in the person of a little old clergyman
who attacked me pleasantly from the rear.
“Bad day for fishing, sir,” croaked the cheery voice which first informed
me of his presence. “Ah, I knew it must be a stranger,” he cried as I turned
and he hopped down to my side with the activity of a much younger man.
“Yes,” I said, “I only came down from London yesterday. I find the spot
so delightful that I haven't bothered much about the sport. Still, I've had
about enough of it now.” And I prepared to take my rod to pieces.
“Spot and sport!” laughed the old gentleman. “Didn't mean it for a pun, I
hope? Never could endure puns! So you came down yesterday, young
gentleman, did you? And where may you be staying?”
I described the position of my cottage without the slightest hesitation; for
this parson did not scare me; except in appearance he had so little in
common with his type as I knew it. He had, however, about the shrewdest
pair of eyes that I have ever seen, and my answer only served to intensify
their open scrutiny.

“How on earth did you come to hear of a God-forsaken place like this?”
said he, making use, I thought, of a somewhat stronger expression than
quite became his cloth.
“Squire Rattray told me of it,” said I.
“Ha! So you're a friend of his, are you?” And his eyes went through and
through me like knitting-needles through a ball of wool.
“I could hardly call myself that,” said I. “But Mr. Rattray has been very
kind to me.”
“Meet him in town?”
I said I had, but I said it with some coolness, for his tone had dropped
into the confidential, and I disliked it as much as this string of questions
from a stranger.
“Long ago, sir?” he pursued.
“No, sir; not long ago,” I retorted.
“May I ask your name?” said he.
“You may ask what you like,” I cried, with a final reversal of all my first
impressions of this impertinent old fellow; “but I'm hanged if I tell it you! I
am here for rest and quiet, sir. I don't ask you your name. I can't for the life
of me see what right you have to ask me mine, or to question me at all, for
that matter.”
He favored me with a brief glance of extraordinary suspicion. It faded
away in mere surprise, and, next instant, my elderly and reverend friend
was causing me some compunction by coloring like a boy.
“You may think my curiosity mere impertinence, sir,” said he; “you
would think otherwise if you knew as much as I do of Squire Rattray's
friends, and how little you resemble the generality of them. You might even
feel some sympathy for one of the neighboring clergy, to whom this godless
young man has been for years as a thorn in their side.”
He spoke so gravely, and what he said was so easy to believe, that I could
not but apologize for my hasty words.
“Don't name it, sir,” said the clergyman; “you had a perfect right to resent
my questions, and I enjoy meeting young men of spirit; but not when it's an
evil spirit, such as, I fear, possesses your friend! I do assure you, sir, that the
best thing I have heard of him for years is the very little that you have told

me. As a rule, to hear of him at all in this part of the world, is to wish that
we had not heard. I see him coming, however, and shall detain you no
longer, for I don't deny that there is no love lost between us.”
I looked round, and there was Rattray on the top of the bank, a long way
to the left, coming towards me with a waving hat. An extraordinary
ejaculation brought me to the right-about next instant.
The old clergyman had slipped on a stone in mid-stream, and, as he
dragged a dripping leg up the opposite bank, he had sworn an oath worthy
of the “godless young man” who had put him to flight, and on whose
demerits he had descanted with so much eloquence and indignation.

CHAPTER X. WINE AND WEAKNESS
“Sporting old parson who knows how to swear?” laughed Rattray.
“Never saw him in my life before; wondered who the deuce he was.”
“Really?” said I. “He professed to know something of you.”
“Against me, you mean? My dear Cole, don't trouble to perjure yourself.
I don't mind, believe me. They're easily shocked, these country clergy, and
no doubt I'm a bugbear to 'em. Yet, I could have sworn I'd never seen this
one before. Let's have another look.”
We were walking away together. We turned on the top of the bank. And
there the old clergyman was planted on the moorside, and watching us
intently from under his hollowed hands.
“Well, I'm hanged!” exclaimed Rattray, as the hands fell and their owner
beat a hasty retreat. My companion said no more; indeed, for some minutes
we pursued our way in silence. And I thought that it was with an effort that
he broke into sudden inquiries concerning my journey and my comfort at
the cottage.
This gave me an opportunity of thanking him for his little attentions. “It
was awfully good of you,” said I, taking his arm as though I had known him
all my life; nor do I think there was another living man with whom I would
have linked arms at that time.
“Good?” cried he. “Nonsense, my dear sir! I'm only afraid you find it
devilish rough. But, at all events, you're coming to dine with me to-night.”
“Am I?” I asked, smiling.
“Rather!” said he. “My time here is short enough. I don't lose sight of
you again between this and midnight.”
“It's most awfully good of you,” said I again.
“Wait till you see! You'll find it rough enough at my place; all my
retainers are out for the day at a local show.”
“Then I certainly shall not give you the trouble.”
He interrupted me with his jovial laugh.

“My good fellow,” he cried, “that's the fun of it! How do you suppose
I've been spending the day? Told you I was going to Lancaster, did I? Well,
I've been cooking our dinner instead—laying the table—getting up the
wines—never had such a joke! Give you my word, I almost forgot I was in
the wilderness!”
“So you're quite alone, are you?”
“Yes; as much so as that other beggar who was monarch of all he
surveyed, his right there was none to dispute, from the what-is-it down to
the glade—”
“I'll come,” said I, as we reached the cottage. “Only first you must let me
make myself decent.”
“You're decent enough!”
“My boots are wet; my hands—”
“All serene! I'll give you five minutes.”
And I left him outside, flourishing a handsome watch, while, on my way
upstairs, I paused to tell Mrs. Braithwaite that I was dining at the hall. She
was busy cooking, and I felt prepared for her unpleasant expression; but she
showed no annoyance at my news. I formed the impression that it was no
news to her. And next minute I heard a whispering below; it was
unmistakable in that silent cottage, where not a word had reached me yet,
save in conversation to which I was myself a party.
I looked out of window. Rattray I could no longer see. And I confess that
I felt both puzzled and annoyed until we walked away together, when it was
his arm which was immediately thrust through mine.
“A good soul, Jane,” said he; “though she made an idiotic marriage, and
leads a life which might spoil the temper of an archangel. She was my nurse
when I was a youngster, Cole, and we never meet without a yarn.” Which
seemed natural enough; still I failed to perceive why they need yarn in
whispers.
Kirby Hall proved startlingly near at hand. We descended the bare valley
to the right, we crossed the beck upon a plank, were in the oak-plantation
about a minute, and there was the hall upon the farther side.
And a queer old place it seemed, half farm, half feudal castle: fowls
strutting at large about the back premises (which we were compelled to
skirt), and then a front door of ponderous oak, deep-set between walls fully

six feet thick, and studded all over with wooden pegs. The facade, indeed,
was wholly grim, with a castellated tower at one end, and a number of
narrow, sunken windows looking askance on the wreck and ruin of a once
prim, old-fashioned, high-walled garden. I thought that Rattray might have
shown more respect for the house of his ancestors. It put me in mind of a
neglected grave. And yet I could forgive a bright young fellow for never
coming near so desolate a domain.
We dined delightfully in a large and lofty hall, formerly used (said
Rattray) as a court-room. The old judgment seat stood back against the
wall, and our table was the one at which the justices had been wont to sit.
Then the chamber had been low-ceiled; now it ran to the roof, and we ate
our dinner beneath a square of fading autumn sky, with I wondered how
many ghosts looking down on us from the oaken gallery! I was interested,
impressed, awed not a little, and yet all in a way which afforded my mind
the most welcome distraction from itself and from the past. To Rattray, on
the other hand, it was rather sadly plain that the place was both a burden
and a bore; in fact he vowed it was the dampest and the dullest old ruin
under the sun, and that he would sell it to-morrow if he could find a lunatic
to buy. His want of sentiment struck me as his one deplorable trait. Yet even
this displayed his characteristic merit of frankness. Nor was it at all
unpleasant to hear his merry, boyish laughter ringing round hall and gallery,
ere it died away against a dozen closed doors.
And there were other elements of good cheer: a log fire blazing heartily
in the old dog-grate, casting a glow over the stone flags, a reassuring flicker
into the darkest corner: cold viands of the very best: and the finest old
Madeira that has ever passed my lips.
Now, all my life I have been a “moderate drinker” in the most literal
sense of that slightly elastic term. But at the sad time of which I am trying
to write, I was almost an abstainer, from the fear, the temptation—of
seeking oblivion in strong waters. To give way then was to go on giving
way. I realized the danger, and I took stern measures. Not stern enough,
however; for what I did not realize was my weak and nervous state, in
which a glass would have the same effect on me as three or four upon a
healthy man.
Heaven knows how much or how little I took that evening! I can swear it
was the smaller half of either bottle—and the second we never finished—

but the amount matters nothing. Even me it did not make grossly tipsy. But
it warmed my blood, it cheered my heart, it excited my brain, and—it
loosened my tongue. It set me talking with a freedom of which I should
have been incapable in my normal moments, on a subject whereof I had
never before spoken of my own free will. And yet the will to—speak—to
my present companion—was no novelty. I had felt it at our first meeting in
the private hotel. His tact, his sympathy, his handsome face, his personal
charm, his frank friendliness, had one and all tempted me to bore this
complete stranger with unsolicited confidences for which an inquisitive
relative might have angled in vain. And the temptation was the stronger
because I knew in my heart that I should not bore the young squire at all;
that he was anxious enough to hear my story from my own lips, but too
good a gentleman intentionally to betray such anxiety. Vanity was also in
the impulse. A vulgar newspaper prominence had been my final (and very
genuine) tribulation; but to please and to interest one so pleasing and so
interesting to me, was another and a subtler thing. And then there was his
sympathy—shall I add his admiration?—for my reward.
I do not pretend that I argued thus deliberately in my heated and excited
brain. I merely hold that all these small reasons and motives were there,
fused and exaggerated by the liquor which was there as well. Nor can I say
positively that Rattray put no leading questions; only that I remember none
which had that sound; and that, once started, I am afraid I needed only too
little encouragement to run on and on.
Well, I was set going before we got up from the table. I continued in an
armchair that my host dragged from a little book-lined room adjoining the
hall. I finished on my legs, my back to the fire, my hands beating wildly
together. I had told my dear Rattray of my own accord more than living
man had extracted from me yet. He interrupted me very little; never once
until I came to the murderous attack by Santos on the drunken steward.
“The brute!” cried Rattray. “The cowardly, cruel, foreign devil! And you
never let out one word of that!”
“What was the good?” said I. “They are all gone now—all gone to their
account. Every man of us was a brute at the last. There was nothing to be
gained by telling the public that.”
He let me go on until I came to another point which I had hitherto kept to
myself: the condition of the dead mate's fingers: the cries that the sight of

them had recalled.
“That Portuguese villain again!” cried my companion, fairly leaping from
the chair which I had left and he had taken. “It was the work of the same
cane that killed the steward. Don't tell me an Englishman would have done
it; and yet you said nothing about that either!”
It was my first glimpse of this side of my young host's character. Nor did
I admire him the less, in his spirited indignation, because much of this was
clearly against myself. His eyes flashed. His face was white. I suddenly
found myself the cooler man of the two.
“My dear fellow, do consider!” said I. “What possible end could have
been served by my stating what I couldn't prove against a man who could
never be brought to book in this world? Santos was punished as he
deserved; his punishment was death, and there's an end on't.”
“You might be right,” said Rattray, “but it makes my blood boil to hear
such a story. Forgive me if I have spoken strongly;” and he paced his hall
for a little in an agitation which made me like him better and better. “The
cold-blooded villain!” he kept muttering; “the infernal, foreign, bloodthirsty rascal! Perhaps you were right; it couldn't have done any good, I
know; but—I only wish he'd lived for us to hang him, Cole! Why, a beast
like that is capable of anything: I wonder if you've told me the worst even
now?” And he stood before me, with candid suspicion in his fine, frank
eyes.
“What makes you say that?” said I, rather nettled.
“I shan't tell you if it's going to rile you, old fellow,” was his reply. And
with it reappeared the charming youth whom I found it impossible to resist.
“Heaven knows you have had enough to worry you!” he added, in his
kindly, sympathetic voice.
“So much,” said I, “that you cannot add to it, my dear Rattray. Now,
then! Why do you think there was something worse?”
“You hinted as much in town: rightly or wrongly I gathered there was
something you would never speak about to living man.”
I turned from him with a groan.
“Ah! but that had nothing to do with Santos.”
“Are you sure?” he cried.

“No,” I murmured; “it had something to do with him, in a sense; but don't
ask me any more.” And I leaned my forehead on the high oak mantel-piece,
and groaned again.
His hand was upon my shoulder.
“Do tell me,” he urged. I was silent. He pressed me further. In my fancy,
both hand and voice shook with his sympathy.
“He had a step-daughter,” said I at last.
“Yes? Yes?”
“I loved her. That was all.”
His hand dropped from my shoulder. I remained standing, stooping,
thinking only of her whom I had lost for ever. The silence was intense. I
could hear the wind sighing in the oaks without, the logs burning softly
away at my feet And so we stood until the voice of Rattray recalled me
from the deck of the Lady Jermyn and my lost love's side.
“So that was all!”
I turned and met a face I could not read.
“Was it not enough?” cried I. “What more would you have?”
“I expected some more-foul play!”
“Ah!” I exclaimed bitterly. “So that was all that interested you! No, there
was no more foul play that I know of; and if there was, I don't care. Nothing
matters to me but one thing. Now that you know what that is, I hope you're
satisfied.”
It was no way to speak to one's host. Yet I felt that he had pressed me
unduly. I hated myself for my final confidence, and his want of sympathy
made me hate him too. In my weakness, however, I was the natural prey of
violent extremes. His hand flew out to me. He was about to speak. A
moment more and I had doubtless forgiven him. But another sound came
instead and made the pair of us start and stare. It was the soft shutting of
some upstairs door.
“I thought we had the house to ourselves?” cried I, my miserable nerves
on edge in an instant.
“So did I,” he answered, very pale. “My servants must have come back.
By the Lord Harry, they shall hear of this!”

He sprang to a door, I heard his feet clattering up some stone stairs, and
in a trice he was running along the gallery overhead; in another I heard him
railing behind some upper door that he had flung open and banged behind
him; then his voice dropped, and finally died away. I was left some minutes
in the oppressively silent hall, shaken, startled, ashamed of my garrulity,
aching to get away. When he returned it was by another of the many closed
doors, and he found me awaiting him, hat in hand. He was wearing his
happiest look until he saw my hat.
“Not going?” he cried. “My dear Cole, I can't apologize sufficiently for
my abrupt desertion of you, much less for the cause. It was my man, just
come in from the show, and gone up the back way. I accused him of
listening to our conversation. Of course he denies it; but it really doesn't
matter, as I'm sorry to say he's much too 'fresh' (as they call it down here) to
remember anything to-morrow morning. I let him have it, I can tell you.
Varlet! Caitiff! But if you bolt off on the head of it, I shall go back and sack
him into the bargain!”
I assured him I had my own reasons for wishing to retire early. He could
have no conception of my weakness, my low and nervous condition of body
and mind; much as I had enjoyed myself, he must really let me go. Another
glass of wine, then? Just one more? No, I had drunk too much already. I
was in no state to stand it. And I held out my hand with decision.
Instead of taking it he looked at me very hard.
“The place doesn't suit you,” said he. “I see it doesn't, and I'm devilish
sorry! Take my advice and try something milder; now do, to-morrow; for I
should never forgive myself if it made you worse instead of better; and the
air is too strong for lots of people.”
I was neither too ill nor too vexed to laugh outright in his face.
“It's not the air,” said I; “it's that splendid old Madeira of yours, that was
too strong for me, if you like! No, no, Rattray, you don't get rid of me so
cheaply-much as you seem to want to!”
“I was only thinking of you,” he rejoined, with a touch of pique that
convinced me of his sincerity. “Of course I want you to stop, though I shan't
be here many days; but I feel responsible for you, Cole, and that's the fact.
Think you can find your way?” he continued, accompanying me to the gate,
a postern in the high garden wall. “Hadn't you better have a lantern?”

No; it was unnecessary. I could see splendidly, had the bump of locality
and as many more lies as would come to my tongue. I was indeed burning
to be gone.
A moment later I feared that I had shown this too plainly. For his final
handshake was hearty enough to send me away something ashamed of my
precipitancy, and with a further sense of having shown him small gratitude
for his kindly anxiety on my behalf. I would behave differently to-morrow.
Meanwhile I had new regrets.
At first it was comparatively easy to see, for the lights of the house shone
faintly among the nearer oaks. But the moon was hidden behind heavy
clouds, and I soon found myself at a loss in a terribly dark zone of timber.
Already I had left the path. I felt in my pocket for matches. I had none.
My head was now clear enough, only deservedly heavy. I was still
quarrelling with myself for my indiscretions and my incivilities, one and all
the result of his wine and my weakness, and this new predicament (another
and yet more vulgar result) was the final mortification. I swore aloud. I
simply could not see a foot in front of my face. Once I proved it by running
my head hard against a branch. I was hopelessly and ridiculously lost within
a hundred yards of the hall!
Some minutes I floundered, ashamed to go back, unable to proceed for
the trees and the darkness. I heard the beck running over its stones. I could
still see an occasional glimmer from the windows I had left. But the light
was now on this side, now on that; the running water chuckled in one ear
after the other; there was nothing for it but to return in all humility for the
lantern which I had been so foolish as to refuse.
And as I resigned myself to this imperative though inglorious course, my
heart warmed once more to the jovial young squire. He would laugh, but
not unkindly, at my grotesque dilemma; at the thought of his laughter I
began to smile myself. If he gave me another chance I would smoke that
cigar with him before starting home afresh, and remove, from my own mind
no less than from his, all ill impressions. After all it was not his fault that I
had taken too much of his wine; but a far worse offence was to be sulky in
one's cups. I would show him that I was myself again in all respects. I have
admitted that I was temporarily, at all events, a creature of extreme moods.
It was in this one that I retraced my steps towards the lights, and at length

let myself into the garden by the postern at which I had shaken Rattray's
hand not ten minutes before.
Taking heart of grace, I stepped up jauntily to the porch. The weeds
muffled my steps. I myself had never thought of doing so, when all at once
I halted in a vague terror. Through the deep lattice windows I had seen into
the lighted hall. And Rattray was once more seated at his table, a little
company of men around him.
I crept nearer, and my heart stopped. Was I delirious, or raving mad with
wine? Or had the sea given up its dead?

CHAPTER XI. I LIVE AGAIN
Squire Rattray, as I say, was seated at the head of his table, where the
broken meats still lay as he and I had left them; his fingers, I remember,
were playing with a crust, and his eyes fixed upon a distant door, as he leant
back in his chair. Behind him hovered the nigger of the Lady Jermyn, whom
I had been the slower to recognize, had not her skipper sat facing me on the
squire's right. Yes, there was Captain Harris in the flesh, eating heartily
between great gulps of wine, instead of feeding the fishes as all the world
supposed. And nearer still, nearer me than any, with his back to my window
but his chair slued round a little, so that he also could see that door, and I
his profile, sat Joaquin Santos with his cigarette!
None spoke; all seemed waiting; and all were silent but the captain,
whose vulgar champing reached me through the crazy lattice, as I stood
spellbound and petrified without.
They say that a drowning man lives his life again before the last; but my
own fight with the sea provided me with no such moments of vivid and
rapid retrospect as those during which I stood breathless outside the lighted
windows of Kirby Hall. I landed again. I was dogged day and night. I set it
down to nerves and notoriety; but took refuge in a private hotel. One
followed me, engaged the next room, set a watch on all my movements;
another came in by the window to murder me in my bed; no party to that,
the first one nevertheless turned the outrage to account, wormed himself
into my friendship on the strength of it, and lured me hither, an easy prey.
And here was the gang of them, to meet me! No wonder Rattray had not let
me see him off at the station; no wonder I had not been followed that night.
Every link I saw in its right light instantly. Only the motive remained
obscure. Suspicious circumstances swarmed upon my slow perception: how
innocent I had been! Less innocent, however, than wilfully and wholly
reckless: what had it mattered with whom I made friends? What had
anything mattered to me? What did anything matter—
I thought my heart had snapped!

Why were they watching that door, Joaquin Santos and the young squire?
Whom did they await? I knew! Oh, I knew! My heart leaped, my blood
danced, my eyes lay in wait with theirs. Everything began to matter once
more. It was as though the machinery of my soul, long stopped, had
suddenly been set in motion; it was as though I was born again.
How long we seemed to wait I need not say. It cannot have been many
moments in reality, for Santos was blowing his rings of smoke in the
direction of the door, and the first that I noticed were but dissolving when it
opened—and the best was true! One instant I saw her very clearly, in the
light of a candle which she carried in its silver stick; then a mist blinded me,
and I fell on my knees in the rank bed into which I had stepped, to give
such thanks to the Almighty as this heart has never felt before or since. And
I remained kneeling; for now my face was on a level with the sill; and when
my eyes could see again, there stood my darling before them in the room.
Like a queen she stood, in the very travelling cloak in which I had seen
her last; it was tattered now, but she held it close about her as though a
shrewd wind bit her to the core. Her sweet face was all peeked and pale in
the candle-light: she who had been a child was come to womanhood in a
few weeks. But a new spirit flashed in her dear eyes, a new strength
hardened her young lips. She stood as an angel brought to book by devils;
and so noble was her calm defiance, so serene her scorn, that, as I watched
and listened; all present fear for her passed out of my heart.
The first sound was the hasty rising of young Rattray; he was at Eva's
side next instant, essaying to lead her to his chair, with a flush which
deepened as she repulsed him coldly.
“You have sent for me, and I have come,” said she. “But I prefer not to sit
down in your presence; and what you have to say, you will be good enough
to say as quickly as possible, that I may go again before I am—stifled!”
It was her one hot word; aimed at them all, it seemed to me to fall like a
lash on Rattray's cheek, bringing the blood to it like lightning. But it was
Santos who snatched the cigarette from his mouth, and opened upon the
defenceless girl in a torrent of Portuguese, yellow with rage, and a very
windmill of lean arms and brown hands in the terrifying rapidity of his
gesticulations. They did not terrify Eva Denison. When Rattray took a step
towards the speaker, with flashing eyes, it was some word from Eva that

checked him; when Santos was done, it was to Rattray that she turned with
her answer.
“He calls me a liar for telling you that Mr. Cole knew all,” said she,
thrilling me with my own name. “Don't you say anything,” she added, as
the young man turned on Santos with a scowl; “you are one as wicked as
the other, but there was a time when I thought differently of you: his
character I have always known. Of the two evils, I prefer to speak to you.”
Rattray bowed, humbly enough, I thought; but my darling's nostrils only
curled the more.
“He calls me a liar,” she continued; “so may you all. Since you have
found it out, I admit it freely and without shame; one must be false in the
hands of false fiends like all of you. Weakness is nothing to you;
helplessness is nothing; you must be met with your own weapons, and so I
lied in my sore extremity to gain the one miserable advantage within my
reach. He says you found me out by making friends with Mr. Cole. He says
that Mr. Cole has been dining with you in this very room, this very night.
You still tell the truth sometimes; has that man—that demon—told it for
once?”
“It is perfectly true,” said Rattray in a low voice.
“And poor Mr. Cole told you that he knew nothing of your villany?”
“I found out that he knew absolutely nothing—after first thinking
otherwise.”
“Suppose he had known? What would you have done?”
Rattray said nothing. Santos shrugged as he lit a fresh cigarette. The
captain went on with his supper.
“Ashamed to say!” cried Eva Denison. “So you have some shame left
still! Well, I will tell you. You would have murdered him, as you murdered
all the rest; you would have killed him in cold blood, as I wish and pray that
you would kill me!”
The young fellow faced her, white to the lips. “You have no right to say
that, Miss Denison!” he cried. “I may be bad, but, as I am ready to answer
for my sins, the crime of murder is not among them.”
Well, it is still some satisfaction to remember that my love never
punished me with such a look as was the young squire's reward for this
protestation. The curl of the pink nostrils, the parting of the proud lips, the

gleam of the sound white teeth, before a word was spoken, were more than
I, for one, could have borne. For I did not see the grief underlying the scorn,
but actually found it in my heart to pity this poor devil of a Rattray: so
humbly fell those fine eyes of his, so like a dog did he stand, waiting to be
whipped.
“Yes; you are very innocent!” she began at last, so softly that I could
scarcely hear. “You have not committed murder, so you say; let it stand to
your credit by all means. You have no blood upon your hands; you say so;
that is enough. No! you are comparatively innocent, I admit. All you have
done is to make murder easy for others; to get others to do the dirty work,
and then shelter them and share the gain; all you need have on your
conscience is every life that was lost with the Lady Jermyn, and every soul
that lost itself in losing them. You call that innocence? Then give me honest
guilt! Give me the man who set fire to the ship, and who sits there eating his
supper; he is more of a man than you. Give me the wretch who has beaten
men to death before my eyes; there's something great about a monster like
that, there's something to loathe. His assistant is only little—mean—
despicable!” Loud and hurried in its wrath, low and deliberate in its
contempt, all this was uttered with a furious and abnormal eloquence, which
would have struck me, loving her, to the ground. On Rattray it had a
different effect. His head lifted as she heaped abuse upon it, until he met her
flashing eye with that of a man very thankful to take his deserts and
something more; and to mine he was least despicable when that last word
left her lips. When he saw that it was her last, he took her candle (she had
put it down on the ancient settle against the door), and presented it to her
with another bow. And so without a word he led her to the door, opened it,
and bowed yet lower as she swept out, but still without a tinge of mockery
in the obeisance.
He was closing the door after her when Joaquin Santos reached it.
“Diablo!” cried he. “Why let her go? We have not done with her.”
“That doesn't matter; she is done with us,” was the stern reply.
“It does matter,” retorted Santos; “what is more, she is my step-daughter,
and back she shall come!”
“She is also my visitor, and I'm damned if you're going to make her!”
An instant Santos stood, his back to me, his fingers working, his neck
brown with blood; then his coat went into creases across the shoulders, and

he was shrugging still as he turned away.
“Your veesitor!” said he. “Your veesitor! Your veesitor!”
Harris laughed outright as he raised his glass; the hot young squire had
him by the collar, and the wine was spilling on the cloth, as I rose very
cautiously and crept back to the path.
“When rogues fall out!” I was thinking to myself. “I shall save her yet—I
shall save my darling!”
Already I was accustomed to the thought that she still lived, and to the
big heart she had set beating in my feeble frame; already the continued
existence of these villains, with the first dim inkling of their villainy, was
ceasing to be a novelty in a brain now quickened and prehensile beyond
belief. And yet—but a few minutes had I knelt at the window—but a few
more was it since Rattray and I had shaken hands!
Not his visitor; his prisoner, without a doubt; but alive! alive! and, neither
guest nor prisoner for many hours more. O my love! O my heart's delight!
Now I knew why I was spared; to save her; to snatch her from these rascals;
to cherish and protect her evermore!
All the past shone clear behind me; the dark was lightness and the
crooked straight. All the future lay clear ahead it presented no difficulties
yet; a mad, ecstatic confidence was mine for the wildest, happiest moments
of my life.
I stood upright in the darkness. I saw her light!
It was ascending the tower at the building's end; now in this window it
glimmered, now in the one above. At last it was steady, high up near the
stars, and I stole below.
“Eva! Eva!”
There was no answer. Low as it was, my voice was alarming; it cooled
and cautioned me. I sought little stones. I crept back to throw them. Ah
God! her form eclipsed that lighted slit in the gray stone tower. I heard her
weeping high above me at her window.
“Eva! Eva!”
There was a pause, and then a little cry of gladness.
“Is it Mr. Cole?” came in an eager whisper through her tears.
“Yes! yes! I was outside the window. I heard everything.”

“They will hear you!” she cried softly, in a steadier voice.
“No-listen!” They were quarrelling. Rattray's voice was loud and angry.
“They cannot hear,” I continued, in more cautious tones; “they think I'm in
bed and asleep half-a-mile away. Oh, thank God! I'll get you away from
them; trust me, my love, my darling!”
In my madness I knew not what I said; it was my wild heart speaking.
Some moments passed before she replied.
“Will you promise to do nothing I ask you not to do?”
“Of course.”
“My life might answer for it—”
“I promise—I promise.”
“Then wait—hide—watch my light. When you see it back in the window,
watch with all your eyes! I am going to write and then throw it out. Not
another syllable!”
She was gone; there was a long yellow slit in the masonry once more; her
light burnt faint and far within.
I retreated among some bushes and kept watch.
The moon was skimming beneath the surface of a sea of clouds: now the
black billows had silver crests: now an incandescent buoy bobbed among
them. O for enough light, and no more!
In the hall the high voices were more subdued. I heard the captain's tipsy
laugh. My eyes fastened themselves upon that faint and lofty light, and on
my heels I crouched among the bushes.
The flame moved, flickered, and shone small but brilliant on the very sill.
I ran forward on tip-toe. A white flake fluttered to my feet. I secured it and
waited for one word; none came; but the window was softly shut.
I stood in doubt, the treacherous moonlight all over me now, and once
more the window opened.
“Go quickly!”
And again it was shut; next moment I was stealing close by the spot
where I had knelt. I saw within once more.
Harris nodded in his chair. The nigger had disappeared. Rattray was
lighting a candle, and the Portuguese holding out his hand for the match.

“Did you lock the gate, senhor?” asked Santos.
“No; but I will now.”
As I opened it I heard a door open within. I could hardly let the latch
down again for the sudden trembling of my fingers. The key turned behind
me ere I had twenty yards' start.
Thank God there was light enough now! I followed the beck. I found my
way. I stood in the open valley, between the oak-plantation and my desolate
cottage, and I kissed my tiny, twisted note again and again in a paroxysm of
passion and of insensate joy. Then I unfolded it and held it to my eyes in the
keen October moonshine.

CHAPTER XII. MY LADY'S BIDDING
Scribbled in sore haste, by a very tremulous little hand, with a pencil, on
the flyleaf of some book, my darling's message is still difficult to read; it
was doubly so in the moonlight, five-and-forty autumns ago. My eyesight,
however, was then perhaps the soundest thing about me, and in a little I had
deciphered enough to guess correctly (as it proved) at the whole:—
“You say you heard everything just now, and there is no time for further
explanations. I am in the hands of villains, but not ill-treated, though they
are one as bad as the other. You will not find it easy to rescue me. I don't see
how it is to be done. You have promised not to do anything I ask you not to
do, and I implore you not to tell a soul until you have seen me again and
heard more. You might just as well kill me as come back now with help.
“You see you know nothing, though I told them you knew all. And so
you shall as soon as I can see you for five minutes face to face. In the
meantime do nothing—know nothing when you see Mr. Rattray—unless
you wish to be my death.
“It would have been possible last night, and it may be again to-morrow
night. They all go out every night when they can, except Jose, who is left in
charge. They are out from nine or ten till two or three; if they are out tomorrow night my candle will be close to the window as I shall put it when I
have finished this. You can see my window from over the wall. If the light
is in front you must climb the wall, for they will leave the gate locked. I
shall see you and will bribe Jose to let me out for a turn. He has done it
before for a bottle of wine. I can manage him. Can I trust to you? If you
break your promise—but you will not? One of them would as soon kill me
as smoke a cigarette, and the rest are under his thumb. I dare not write
more. But my life is in your hands.
“EVA DENISON.”
“Oh! beware of the woman Braithwaite; she is about the worst of the
gang.”
I could have burst out crying in my bitter discomfiture, mortification, and
alarm: to think that her life was in my hands, and that it depended, not on

that prompt action which was the one course I had contemplated, but on
twenty-four hours of resolute inactivity! I would not think it. I refused the
condition. It took away my one prop, my one stay, that prospect of
immediate measures which alone preserved in me such coolness as I had
retained until now. I was cool no longer; where I had relied on practical
direction I was baffled and hindered and driven mad; on my honor believe I
was little less for some moments, groaning, cursing, and beating the air with
impotent fists—in one of them my poor love's letter crushed already to a
ball.
Danger and difficulty I had been prepared to face; but the task that I was
set was a hundred-fold harder than any that had whirled through my
teeming brain. To sit still; to do nothing; to pretend I knew nothing; an hour
of it would destroy my reason—and I was invited to wait twenty-four!
No; my word was passed; keep it I must. She knew the men, she must
know best; and her life depended on my obedience: she made that so plain.
Obey I must and would; to make a start, I tottered over the plank that
spanned the beck, and soon I saw the cottage against the moonlit sky. I
came up to it. I drew back in sudden fear. It was alight upstairs and down,
and the gaunt strong figure of the woman Braithwaite stood out as I had
seen it first, in the doorway, with the light showing warmly through her
rank red hair.
“Is that you, Mr. Cole?” she cried in a tone that she reserved for me; yet
through the forced amiability there rang a note of genuine surprise. She had
been prepared for me never to return at all!
My knees gave under me as I forced myself to advance; but my wits took
new life from the crisis, and in a flash I saw how to turn my weakness into
account. I made a false step on my way to the door; when I reached it I
leant heavily against the jam, and I said with a slur that I felt unwell. I had
certainly been flushed with wine when I left Rattray; it would be no bad
thing for him to hear that I had arrived quite tipsy at the cottage; should he
discover I had been near an hour on the way, here was my explanation cut
and dried.
So I shammed a degree of intoxication with apparent success, and Jane
Braithwaite gave me her arm up the stairs. My God, how strong it was, and
how weak was mine!

Left to myself, I reeled about my bedroom, pretending to undress; then
out with my candles, and into bed in all my clothes, until the cottage should
be quiet. Yes, I must lie still and feign sleep, with every nerve and fibre
leaping within me, lest the she-devil below should suspect me of
suspicions! It was with her I had to cope for the next four-and-twenty hours;
and she filled me with a greater present terror than all those villains at the
hall; for had not their poor little helpless captive described her as “about the
worst of the gang?”
To think that my love lay helpless there in the hands of those wretches;
and to think that her lover lay helpless here in the supervision of this vile
virago!
It must have been one or two in the morning when I stole to my sittingroom window, opened it, and sat down to think steadily, with the
counterpane about my shoulders.
The moon sailed high and almost full above the clouds; these were
dispersing as the night wore on, and such as remained were of a beautiful
soft tint between white and gray. The sky was too light for stars, and
beneath it the open country stretched so clear and far that it was as though
one looked out at noonday through slate-colored glass. Down the dewy
slope below my window a few calves fed with toothless mouthings; the
beck was very audible, the oak-trees less so; but for these peaceful sounds
the stillness and the solitude were equally intense.
I may have sat there like a mouse for half an hour. The reason was that I
had become mercifully engrossed in one of the subsidiary problems:
whether it would be better to drop from the window or to trust to the
creaking stairs. Would the creaking be much worse than the thud, and the
difference worth the risk of a sprained ankle? Well worth it, I at length
decided; the risk was nothing; my window was scarce a dozen feet from the
ground. How easily it could be done, how quickly, how safely in this deep,
stillness and bright moonlight! I would fall so lightly on my stocking soles;
a single soft, dull thud; then away under the moon without fear or risk of a
false step; away over the stone walls to the main road, and so to the nearest
police-station with my tale; and before sunrise the villains would be taken
in their beds, and my darling would be safe!
I sprang up softly. Why not do it now? Was I bound to keep my rash,
blind promise? Was it possible these murderers would murder her? I struck

a match on my trousers, I lit a candle, I read her letter carefully again, and
again it maddened and distracted me. I struck my hands together. I paced
the room wildly. Caution deserted me, and I made noise enough to wake the
very mute; lost to every consideration but that of the terrifying day before
me, the day of silence and of inactivity, that I must live through with an
unsuspecting face, a cool head, a civil tongue! The prospect appalled me as
nothing else could or did; nay, the sudden noise upon the stairs, the knock at
my door, and the sense that I had betrayed myself already even now all was
over—these came as a relief after the haunting terror which they
interrupted.
I flung the door open, and there stood Mrs. Braithwaite, as fully dressed
as myself.
“You'll not be very well sir?”
“No, I'm not.”
“What's t' matter wi' you?”
This second question was rude and fierce with suspicion: the real woman
rang out in it, yet its effect on me was astonishing: once again was I
inspired to turn my slip into a move.
“Matter?” I cried. “Can't you see what's the matter; couldn't you see
when I came in? Drink's the matter! I came in drunk, and now I'm mad. I
can't stand it; I'm not in a fit state. Do you know nothng of me? Have they
told you nothing? I'm the only man that was saved from the Lady Jermyn,
the ship that was burned to the water's edge with every soul but me. My
nerves are in little ends. I came down here for peace and quiet and sleep. Do
you know that I have hardly slept for two months? And now I shall never
sleep again! O my God I shall die for want of it! The wine has done it. I
never should have touched a drop. I can't stand it; I can't sleep after it; I
shall kill myself if I get no sleep. Do you hear, you woman? I shall kill
myself in your house if I don't get to sleep!”
I saw her shrink, virago as she was. I waved my arms, I shrieked in her
face. It was not all acting. Heaven knows how true it was about the sleep. I
was slowly dying of insomnia. I was a nervous wreck. She must have heard
it. Now she saw it for herself.
No; it was by no means all acting. Intending only to lie, I found myself
telling little but the strictest truth, and longing for sleep as passionately as

though I had nothing to keep me awake. And yet, while my heart cried
aloud in spite of me, and my nerves relieved themselves in this
unpremeditated ebullition, I was all the time watching its effect as closely
as though no word of it had been sincere.
Mrs. Braithwaite seemed frightened; not at all pitiful; and as I calmed
down she recovered her courage and became insolent. I had spoilt her night.
She had not been told she was to take in a raving lunatic. She would speak
to Squire Rattray in the morning.
“Morning?” I yelled after her as she went. “Send your husband to the
nearest chemist as soon as it's dawn; send him for chloral, chloroform,
morphia, anything they've got and as much of it as they'll let him have. I'll
give you five pounds if you get me what'll send me to sleep all to-morrow
—and to-morrow night!”
Never, I feel sure, were truth and falsehood more craftily interwoven; yet
I had thought of none of it until the woman was at my door, while of much I
had not thought at all. It had rushed from my heart and from my lips. And
no sooner was I alone than I burst into hysterical tears, only to stop and
compliment myself because they sounded genuine—as though they were
not! Towards morning I took to my bed in a burning fever, and lay there,
now congratulating myself upon it, because when night came they would all
think me so secure; and now weeping because the night might find me
dying or dead. So I tossed, with her note clasped in my hand underneath the
sheets; and beneath my very body that stout weapon that I had bought in
town. I might not have to use it, but I was fatalist enough to fancy that I
should. In the meantime it helped me to lie still, my thoughts fixed on the
night, and the day made easy for me after all.
If only I could sleep!
About nine o'clock Jane Braithwaite paid me a surly visit; in half an hour
she was back with tea and toast and an altered mien. She not only lit my
fire, but treated me the while to her original tone of almost fervent civility
and respect and determination. Her vagaries soon ceased to puzzle me: the
psychology of Jane Braithwaite was not recondite. In the night it had
dawned upon her that Rattray had found me harmless and was done with
me, therefore there was no need for her to put herself out any further on my
account. In the morning, finding me really ill, she had gone to the hall in

alarm; her subsequent attentions were an act of obedience; and in their
midst came Rattray himself to my bedside.

CHAPTER XIII. THE LONGEST DAY OF MY
LIFE
The boy looked so blithe and buoyant, so gallant and still so frank, that
even now I could not think as meanly of him as poor Eva did. A rogue he
must be, but surely not the petty rogue that she had made him out. Yet it
was dirty work that he had done by me; and there I had to lie and take his
kind, false, felon's hand in mine.
“My poor dear fellow,” he cried, “I'm most sorry to find you like this. But
I was afraid of it last night. It's all this infernally strong air!”
How I longed to tell him what it was, and to see his face! The thought of
Eva alone restrained me, and I retorted as before, in a tone I strove to make
as friendly, that it was his admirable wine and nothing else.
“But you took hardly any.”
“I shouldn't have touched a drop. I can't stand it. Instead of soothing me it
excites me to the verge of madness. I'm almost over the verge—for want of
sleep—my trouble ever since the trouble.”
Again I was speaking the literal truth, and again congratulating myself as
though it were a lie: the fellow looked so distressed at my state; indeed I
believe that his distress was as genuine as mine, and his sentiments as
involved. He took my hand again, and his brow wrinkled at its heat. He
asked for the other hand to feel my pulse. I had to drop my letter to comply.
“I wish to goodness there was something I could do for you,” he said.
“Would you—would you care to see a doctor?”
I shook my head, and could have smiled at his visible relief.
“Then I'm going to prescribe for you,” he said with decision. “It's the
place that doesn't agree with you, and it was I who brought you to the place;
therefore it's for me to get you out of it as quick as possible. Up you get,
and I'll drive you to the station myself!”
I had another work to keep from smiling: he was so ingenuously
disingenuous. There was less to smile at in his really nervous anxiety to get
me away. I lay there reading him like a book: it was not my health that

concerned him, of course: was it my safety? I told him he little knew how
ill I was—an inglorious speech that came hard, though not by any means
untrue. “Move me with this fever on me?” said I; “it would be as much as
my miserable life is worth.”
“I'm afraid,” said he, “that it may be as much as your life's worth to stay
on here!” And there was such real fear, in his voice and eyes, that it
reconciled me there and then to the discomfort of a big revolver between
the mattress and the small of my back. “We must get you out of it,” he
continued, “the moment you feel fit to stir. Shall we say to-morrow?”
“If you like,” I said, advisedly; “and if I can get some sleep to-day.”
“Then to-morrow it is! You see I know it's the climate,” he added,
jumping from tone to tone; “it couldn't have been those two or three glasses
of sound wine.”
“Shall I tell you what it is?” I said, looking him full in the face, with eyes
that I dare say were wild enough with fever and insomnia. “It's the burning
of the Lady Jermyn!” I cried. “It's the faces and the shrieks of the women;
it's the cursing and the fighting of the men; it's boat-loads struggling in an
oily sea; it's husbands and wives jumping overboard together; it's men
turned into devils, it's hell-fire afloat—”
“Stop! stop!” he whispered, hoarse as a crow. I was sitting up with my
hot eyes upon him. He was white as the quilt, and the bed shook with his
trembling. I had gone as far as was prudent, and I lay back with a glow of
secret satisfaction.
“Yes, I will stop,” said I, “and I wouldn't have begun if you hadn't found
it so difficult to understand my trouble. Now you know what it is. It's the
old trouble. I came up here to forget it; instead of that I drink too much and
tell you all about it; and the two things together have bowled me over. But
I'll go to-morrow; only give me something to put me asleep till then.”
“I will!” he vowed. “I'll go myself to the nearest chemist, and he shall
give me the very strongest stuff he's got. Good-by, and don't you stir till I
come back—for your own sake. I'll go this minute, and I'll ride like hell!”
And if ever two men were glad to be rid of each other, they were this young
villain and myself.
But what was his villany? It was little enough that I had overheard at the
window, and still less that poor Eva had told me in her hurried lines. All I

saw clearly was that the Lady Jermyn and some hundred souls had perished
by the foulest of foul play; that, besides Eva and myself, only the
incendiaries had escaped; that somehow these wretches had made a second
escape from the gig, leaving dead men and word of their own death behind
them in the boat. And here the motive was as much a mystery to me as the
means; but, in my present state, both were also matters of supreme
indifference. My one desire was to rescue my love from her loathsome
captors; of little else did I pause to think. Yet Rattray's visit left its own
mark on my mind; and long after he was gone I lay puzzling over the
connection between a young Lancastrian, of good name, of ancient
property, of great personal charm, and a crime of unparalleled atrocity
committed in cold blood on the high seas. That his complicity was flagrant I
had no room to doubt, after Eva's own indictment of him, uttered to his face
and in my hearing. Was it then the usual fraud on the underwriters, and was
Rattray the inevitable accomplice on dry land? I could think of none but the
conventional motive for destroying a vessel. Yet I knew there must be
another and a subtler one, to account not only for the magnitude of the
crime, but for the pains which the actual perpetrators had taken to conceal
the fact of their survival, and for the union of so diverse a trinity as Senhor
Santos, Captain Harris, and the young squire.
It must have been about mid-day when Rattray reappeared, ruddy,
spurred, and splashed with mud; a comfort to sick eyes, I declare, in spite of
all. He brought me two little vials, put one on the chimney-piece, poured
the other into my tumbler, and added a little water.
“There, old fellow,” said he; “swallow that, and if you don't get some
sleep the chemist who made it up is the greatest liar unhung.”
“What is it?' I asked, the glass in my hand, and my eyes on those of my
companion.
“I don't know,” said he. “I just told them to make up the strongest
sleeping-draught that was safe, and I mentioned something about your case.
Toss it off, man; it's sure to be all right.”
Yes, I could trust him; he was not that sort of villain, for all that Eva
Denison had said. I liked his face as well as ever. I liked his eye, and could
have sworn to its honesty as I drained the glass. Even had it been otherwise,
I must have taken my chance or shown him all; as it was, when he had
pulled down my blind, and shaken my pillow, and he gave me his hand

once more, I took it with involuntary cordiality. I only grieved that so fine a
young fellow should have involved himself in so villainous a business; yet
for Eva's sake I was glad that he had; for my mind failed (rather than
refused) to believe him so black as she had painted him.
The long, long afternoon that followed I never shall forget. The opiate
racked my head; it did not do its work; and I longed to sleep till evening
with a longing I have never known before or since. Everything seemed to
depend upon it; I should be a man again, if only I could first be a log for a
few hours. But no; my troubles never left me for an instant; and there I must
lie, pretending that they had! For the other draught was for the night; and if
they but thought the first one had taken due effect, so much the less would
they trouble their heads about me when they believed that I had swallowed
the second.
Oh, but it was cruel! I lay and wept with weakness and want of sleep; ere
night fell I knew that it would find me useless, if indeed my reason lingered
on. To lie there helpless when Eva was expecting me, that would be the
finishing touch. I should rise a maniac if ever I rose at all. More probably I
would put one of my five big bullets into my own splitting head; it was no
small temptation, lying there in a double agony, with the loaded weapon by
my side.
Then sometimes I thought it was coming; and perhaps for an instant
would be tossing in my hen-coop; then back once more. And I swear that
my physical and mental torments, here in my bed, would have been
incomparably greater than anything I had endured on the sea, but for the
saving grace of one sweet thought. She lived! She lived! And the God who
had taken care o me, a castaway, would surely deliver her also from the
hands of murderers and thieves. But not through me—I lay weak and
helpless—and my tears ran again and yet again as I felt myself growing
hourly weaker.
I remember what a bright fine day it was, with the grand open country all
smiles beneath a clear, almost frosty sky, once when I got up on tip-toe and
peeped out. A keen wind whistled about the cottage; I felt it on my feet as I
stood; but never have I known a more perfect and invigorating autumn day.
And there I must lie, with the manhood ebbing Out of me, the manhood that
I needed so for the night! I crept back into bed. I swore that I would sleep.
Yet there I lay, listening sometimes to that vile woman's tread below;

sometimes to mysterious whispers, between whom I neither knew nor
cared; anon to my watch ticking by my side, to the heart beating in my
body, hour after hour—hour after hour. I prayed as I have seldom prayed. I
wept as I have never wept. I railed and blasphemed—not with my lips,
because the woman must think I was asleep—but so much the more
viciously in my heart.
Suddenly it turned dark. There were no gradations—not even a tropical
twilight. One minute I aw the sun upon the blind; the next—thank God! Oh,
thank God! No light broke any longer through the blind; just a faint and
narrow glimmer stole between it and the casement; and the light that had
been bright golden was palest silver now.
It was the moon. I had been in dreamless sleep for hours.
The joy of that discovery! The transport of waking to it, and waking
refreshed! The swift and sudden miracle that it seemed! I shall never, never
forget it, still less the sickening thrill of fear which was cruelly quick to
follow upon my joy. The cottage was still as the tomb. What if I had slept
too long!
With trembling hand I found my watch.
Luckily I had wound it in the early morning. I now carried it to the
window, drew back the blind, and held it in the moonlight. It was not quite
ten o'clock. And yet the cottage was so still—so still.
I stole to the door, opened it by cautious degrees, and saw the reflection
of a light below. Still not a sound could I hear, save the rapid drawing of my
own breath, and the startled beating of my own heart.
I now felt certain that the Braithwaites were out, and dressed hastily,
making as little noise as possible, and still hearing absolutely none from
below. Then, feeling faint with hunger, though a new being after my sleep, I
remembered a packet of sandwiches which I had not opened on my journey
north. These I transferred from my travelling-bag (where they had lain
forgotten to my jacket pocket), before drawing down the blind, leaving the
room on tip-toe, and very gently fastening the door behind me. On the
stairs, too, I trod with the utmost caution, feeling the wall with my left hand
(my right was full), lest by any chance I might be mistaken in supposing I
had the cottage to myself. In spite of my caution there came a creak at every
step. And to my sudden horror I heard a chair move in the kitchen below.

My heart and I stood still together. But my right hand tightened on stout
wood, my right forefinger trembled against thin steel. The sound was not
repeated. And at length I continued on my way down, my teeth set, an
excuse on my lips, but determination in every fibre of my frame.
A shadow lay across the kitchen floor; it was that of the deaf mute, as he
stood on a chair before the fire, supporting himself on the chimney piece
with one puny arm, while he reached overhead with the other. I stood by for
an instant, glorying in the thought that he could not hear me; the next, I saw
what it was he was reaching up for—a bell-mouthed blunderbuss—and I
knew the little devil for the impostor that he was.
“You touch it,” said I, “and you'll drop dead on that hearth.”
He pretended not to hear me, but he heard the click of the splendid spring
which Messrs. Deane and Adams had put into that early revolver of theirs,
and he could not have come down much quicker with my bullet in his spine.
“Now, then,” I said, “what the devil do you mean by shamming deaf and
dumb?”
“I niver said I was owt o' t' sort,” he whimpered, cowering behind the
chair in a sullen ague.
“But you acted it, and I've a jolly good mind to shoot you dead!”
(Remember, I was so weak myself that I thought my arm would break from
presenting my five chambers and my ten-inch barrel; otherwise I should be
sorry to relate how I bullied that mouse of a man.) “I may let you off,” I
continued, “if you answer questions. Where's your wife?”
“Eh, she'll be back directly!” said Braithwaite, with some tact; but his
look was too cunning to give the warning weight. “I've a bullet to spare for
her,” said I, cheerfully; “now, then, where is she?”
“Gone wi' the oothers, for owt I knaw.”
“And where are the others gone?”
“Where they allus go, ower to t' say.”
“Over to the sea, eh? We're getting on! What takes them there?”
“That's more than I can tell you, sir,” said Braithwaite, with so much
emphasis and so little reluctance as to convince me that for once at least he
had spoken the truth. There was even a spice of malice in his tone. I began
to see possibilities in the little beast.

“Well,” I said, “you're a nice lot! I don't know what your game is, and
don't want to. I've had enough of you without that. I'm off to-night.”
“Before they get back?” asked Braithwaite, plainly in doubt about his
duty, and yet as plainly relieved to learn the extent of my intention.
“Certainly,” said I; “why not? I'm not particularly anxious to see your
wife again, and you may ask Mr. Rattray from me why the devil he led me
to suppose you were deaf and dumb? Or, if you like, you needn't say
anything at all about it,” I added, seeing his thin jaw fall; “tell him I never
found you out, but just felt well enough to go, and went. When do you
expect them back?”
“It won't be yet a bit,” said he.
“Good! Now look here. What would you say to these?” And I showed
him a couple of sovereigns: I longed to offer him twenty, but feared to
excite his suspicions. “These are yours if you have a conveyance at the end
of the lane—the lane we came up the night before last—in an hour's time.”
His dull eyes glistened; but a tremor took him from top to toe, and he
shook his head.
“I'm ill, man!” I cried. “If I stay here I'll die! Mr. Rattray knows that, and
he wanted me to go this morning; he'll be only too thankful to find me
gone.”
This argument appealed to him; indeed, I was proud of it.
“But I was to stop an' look after you,” he mumbled; “it'll get me into
trooble, it will that!”
I took out three more sovereigns; not a penny higher durst I go.
“Will five pounds repay you? No need to tell your wife it was five, you
know! I should keep four of them all to myself.”
The cupidity of the little wretch was at last overcoming his abject
cowardice. I could see him making up his miserable mind. And I still flatter
myself that I took only safe (and really cunning) steps to precipitate the
process. To offer him more money would have been madness; instead, I
poured it all back into my pocket.
“All right!” I cried; “you're a greedy, cowardly, old idiot, and I'll just save
my money.” And out I marched into the moonlight, very briskly, towards

the lane; he was so quick to follow me that I had no fears of the
blunderbuss, but quickened my step, and soon had him running at my heels.
“Stop, stop, sir! You're that hasty wi' a poor owd man.” So he whimpered
as he followed me like the little cur he was.
“I'm hanged if I stop,” I answered without looking back; and had him
almost in tears before I swung round on him so suddenly that he yelped
with fear. “What are you bothering me for?” I blustered. “Do you want me
to wring your neck?”
“Oh, I'll go, sir! I'll go, I'll go,” he moaned.
“I've a good mind not to let you. I wouldn't if I was fit to walk five
miles.”
“But I'll roon 'em, sir! I will that! I'll go as fast as iver I can!”
“And have a conveyance at the road-end of the lane as near an hour
hence as you possibly can?”
“Why, there, sir!” he cried, crassly inspired; “I could drive you in our
own trap in half the time.”
“Oh, no, you couldn't! I—I'm not fit to be out at all; it must be a closed
conveyance; but I'll come to the end of the lane to save time, so let him wait
there. You needn't wait yourself; here's a sovereign of your money, and I'll
leave the rest in the jug in my bedroom. There! It's worth your while to trust
me, I think. As for my luggage, I'll write to Mr. Rattray about that. But I'll
be shot if I spend another night on his property.”
I was rid of him at last; and there I stood, listening to his headlong steps,
until they stumbled out of earshot down the lane; then back to the cottage,
at a run myself, and up to my room to be no worse than my word. The
sovereigns plopped into the water and rang together at the bottom of the
jug. In another minute I was hastening through the plantation, in my hand
the revolver that had served me well already, and was still loaded and
capped in all five chambers.

CHAPTER XIV. IN THE GARDEN
It so happened that I met nobody at all; but I must confess that my luck
was better than my management. As I came upon the beck, a new sound
reached me with the swirl. It was the jingle of bit and bridle; the beat of
hoofs came after; and I had barely time to fling myself flat, when two
horsemen emerged from the plantation, riding straight towards me in the
moonlight. If they continued on that course they could not fail to see me as
they passed along the opposite bank. However, to my unspeakable relief,
they were scarce clear of the trees when they turned their horses' heads,
rode them through the water a good seventy yards from where I lay, and so
away at a canter across country towards the road. On my hands and knees I
had a good look at them as they bobbed up and down under the moon; and
my fears subsided in astonished curiosity. For I have already boasted of my
eyesight, and I could have sworn that neither Rattray nor any one of his
guests was of the horsemen; yet the back and shoulders of one of these
seemed somehow familiar to me. Not that I wasted many moments over the
coincidence, for I had other things to think about as I ran on to the hall.
I found the rear of the building in darkness unrelieved from within; on
the other hand, the climbing moon beat so full upon the garden wall, it was
as though a lantern pinned me as I crept beneath it. In passing I thought I
might as well try the gate; but Eva was right; it was locked; and that made
me half inclined to distrust my eyes in the matter of the two horsemen, for
whence could they have come, if not from the hall? In any case I was well
rid of them. I now followed the wall some little distance, and then, to see
over it, walked backwards until I was all but in the beck; and there, sure
enough, shone my darling's candle, close as close against the diamond
panes of her narrow, lofty window! It brought those ready tears back to my
foolish, fevered eyes. But for sentiment there was no time, and every other
emotion was either futile or premature. So I mastered my full heart, I
steeled, my wretched nerves, and braced my limp muscles for the task that
lay before them.
I had a garden wall to scale, nearly twice my own height, and without
notch or cranny in the ancient, solid masonry. I stood against it on my toes,

and I touched it with my finger-tips as high up as possible. Some four feet
severed them from the coping that left only half a sky above my upturned
eyes.
I do not know whether I have made it plain that the house was not
surrounded by four walls, but merely filled a breach in one of the four,
which nipped it (as it were) at either end. The back entrance was
approachable enough, but barred or watched, I might be very sure. It is ever
the vulnerable points which are most securely guarded, and it was my one
comfort that the difficult way must also be the safe way, if only the
difficulty could be overcome. How to overcome it was the problem. I
followed the wall right round to the point at which it abutted on the tower
that immured my love; the height never varied; nor could my hands or eyes
discover a single foot-hole, ledge, or other means of mounting to the top.
Yet my hot head was full of ideas; and I wasted some minutes in trying to
lift from its hinges a solid, six-barred, outlying gate, that my weak arms
could hardly stir. More time went in pulling branches from the oak-trees
about the beck, where the latter ran nearest to the moonlit wall. I had an
insane dream of throwing a long forked branch over the coping, and so
swarming up hand-over-hand. But even to me the impracticability of this
plan came home at last. And there I stood in a breathless lather, much time
and strength thrown away together; and the candle burning down for
nothing in that little lofty window; and the running water swirling noisily
over its stones at my back.
This was the only sound; the wind had died away; the moonlit valley lay
as still as the dread old house in its midst but for the splash and gurgle of
the beck. I fancied this grew louder as I paused and listened in my
helplessness. All at once—was it the tongue of Nature telling me the way,
or common gumption returning at the eleventh hour? I ran down to the
water's edge, and could have shouted for joy. Great stones lay in equal
profusion on bed and banks. I lifted one of the heaviest in both hands. I
staggered with it to the wall. I came back for another; for some twenty
minutes I was so employed; my ultimate reward a fine heap of boulders
against the wall.
Then I began to build; then mounted my pile, clawing the wall to keep
my balance. My fingers were still many inches from the coping. I jumped
down and gave another ten minutes to the back-breaking work of carrying

more boulders from the water to the wall. Then I widened my cairn below,
so that I could stand firmly before springing upon the pinnacle with which I
completed it. I knew well that this would collapse under me if I allowed my
weight to rest more than an instant upon it. And so at last it did; but my
fingers had clutched the coping in time; had grabbed it even as the insecure
pyramid crumbled and left me dangling.
Instantly exerting what muscle I had left, and the occasion gave me, I
succeeded in pulling myself up until my chin was on a level with my hands,
when I flung an arm over and caught the inner coping. The other arm
followed; then a leg; and at last I sat astride the wall, panting and
palpitating, and hardly able to credit my own achievement. One great
difficulty had been my huge revolver. I had been terribly frightened it might
go off, and had finally used my cravat to sling it at the back of my neck. It
had shifted a little, and I was working it round again, preparatory to my
drop, when I saw the light suddenly taken from the window in the tower,
and a kerchief waving for one instant in its place. So she had been waiting
and watching for me all these hours! I dropped into the garden in a very
ecstasy of grief and rapture, to think that I had been so long in coming to
my love, but that I had come at last. And I picked myself up in a very
frenzy of fear lest, after all, I should fail to spirit her from this horrible
place.
Doubly desolate it looked in the rays of that bright October moon.
Skulking in the shadow of the wall which had so long baffled me, I looked
across a sharp border of shade upon a chaos, the more striking for its
lingering trim design. The long, straight paths were barnacled with weeds;
the dense, fine hedges, once prim and angular, had fattened out of all shape
or form; and on the velvet sward of other days you might have waded waist
high in rotten hay. Towards the garden end this rank jungle merged into a
worse wilderness of rhododendrons, the tallest I have ever seen. On all this
the white moon smiled, and the grim house glowered, to the eternal swirl
and rattle of the beck beyond its walls.
Long enough I stood where I had dropped, listening with all my being for
some other sound; but at last that great studded door creaked and shivered
on its ancient hinges, and I heard voices arguing in the Portuguese tongue.
It was poor Eva wheedling that black rascal Jose. I saw her in the lighted
porch; the nigger I saw also, shrugging and gesticulating for all the world

like his hateful master; yet giving in, I felt certain, though I could not
understand a word that reached me.
And indeed my little mistress very soon sailed calmly out, followed by
final warnings and expostulations hurled from the step: for the black stood
watching her as she came steadily my way, now raising her head to sniff the
air, now stooping to pluck up a weed, the very picture of a prisoner seeking
the open air for its own sake solely. I had a keen eye apiece for them as I
cowered closer to the wall, revolver in hand. But ere my love was very near
me (for she would stand long moments gazing ever so innocently at the
moon), her jailer had held a bottle to the light, and had beaten a retreat so
sudden and so hasty that I expected him back every moment, and so durst
not stir. Eva saw me, however, and contrived to tell me so without
interrupting the air that she was humming as she walked.
“Follow me,” she sang, “only keep as you are, keep as you are, close to
the wall, close to the wall.”
And on she strolled to her own tune, and came abreast of me without
turning her head; so I crept in the shadow (my ugly weapon tucked out of
sight), and she sauntered in the shine, until we came to the end of the
garden, where the path turned at right angles, running behind the
rhododendrons; once in their shelter, she halted and beckoned me, and next
instant I had her hands in mine.
“At last!” was all that I could say for many a moment, as I stood there
gazing into her dear eyes, no hero in my heroic hour, but the bigger lovesick fool than ever. “But quick—quick—quick!” I added, as she brought me
to my senses by withdrawing her hands. “We've no time to lose.” And I
looked wildly from wall to wall, only to find them as barren and
inaccessible on this side as on the other.
“We have more time than you think,” were Eva's first words. “We can do
nothing for half-an-hour.”
“Why not?”
“I'll tell you in a minute. How did you manage to get over?”
“Brought boulders from the beck, and piled 'em up till I could reach the
top.”
I thought her eyes glistened.

“What patience!” she cried softly. “We must find a simpler way of
getting out—and I think I have. They've all gone, you know, but Jose.”
“All three?”
“The captain has been gone all day.”
Then the other two must have been my horse-men, very probably in some
disguise; and my head swam with the thought of the risk that I had run at
the very moment when I thought myself safest. Well, I would have finished
them both! But I did not say so to Eva. I did not mention the incident, I was
so fearful of destroying her confidence in me. Apologizing, therefore, for
my interruption, without explaining it, I begged her to let me hear her plan.
It was simple enough. There was no fear of the others returning before
midnight; the chances were that they would be very much later; and now it
was barely eleven, and Eva had promised not to stay out above half-anhour. When it was up Jose would come and call her.
“It is horrid to have to be so cunning!” cried little Eva, with an angry
shudder; “but it's no use thinking of that,” she was quick enough to add,
“when you have such dreadful men to deal with, such fiends! And I have
had all day to prepare, and have suffered till I am so desperate I would
rather die to-night than spend another in that house. No; let me finish! Jose
will come round here to look for me. But you and I will be hiding on the
other side of these rhododendrons. And when we hear him here we'll make
a dash for it across the long grass. Once let us get the door shut and locked
in his face, and he'll be in a trap. It will take him some time to break in;
time enough to give us a start; what's more, when he finds us gone, he'll do
what they all used to do in any doubt.”
“What's that?”
“Say nothing till it's found out; then lie for their lives; and it was their
lives, poor creatures on the Zambesi!” She was silent a moment, her
determined little face hard—set upon some unforgotten horror. “Once we
get away, I shall be surprised if it's found out till morning,” concluded Eva,
without a word as to what I was to do with her; neither, indeed, had I myself
given that question a moment's consideration.
“Then let's make a dash for it now!” was all I said or thought.
“No; they can't come yet, and Jose is strong and brutal, and I have heard
how ill you are. That you should have come to me notwithstanding—” and

she broke off with her little hands lying so gratefully on my shoulders, that I
know not how I refrained from catching her then and there to my heart.
Instead, I laughed and said that my illness was a pure and deliberate sharp,
and my presence there its direct result. And such was the virtue in my
beloved's voice, the magic of her eyes, the healing of her touch, that I was
scarce conscious of deceit, but felt a whole man once more as we two stood
together in the moonlight.
In a trance I stood there gazing into her brave young eyes. In a trance I
suffered her to lead me by the hand through the rank, dense rhododendrons.
And still entranced I crouched by her side near the further side, with only
unkempt grass-plot and a weedy path between us and that ponderous door,
wide open still, and replaced by a section of the lighted hail within. On this
we fixed our attention with mingled dread and impatience, those contending
elements of suspense; but the black was slow to reappear; and my eyes stole
home to my sweet girl's face, with its glory of moonlit curls, and the eager,
resolute, embittered look that put the world back two whole months, and
Eva Denison upon the Lady Jermyn's poop, in the ship's last hours. But it
was not her look alone; she had on her cloak, as the night before, but with
me (God bless her!) she found no need to clasp herself in its folds; and
underneath she wore the very dress in which she had sung at our last
concert, and been rescued in the gig. It looked as though she had worn it
ever since. The roses were crushed and soiled, the tulle all torn, and
tarnished some strings of beads that had been gold: a tatter of Chantilly lace
hung by a thread: it is another of the relics that I have unearthed in the
writing of this narrative.
“I thought men never noticed dresses?” my love said suddenly, a pleased
light in her eyes (I thought) in spite of all. “Do you really remember it?”
“I remember every one of them,” I said indignantly; and so I did.
“You will wonder why I wear it,” said Eva, quickly. “It was the first that
came that terrible night. They have given me many since. But I won't wear
one of them—not one!”
How her eyes flashed! I forgot all about Jose.
“I suppose you know why they hadn't room for you in the gig?” she went
on.
“No, I don't know, and I don't care. They had room for you,” said I;
“that's all I care about.” And to think she could not see I loved her!

“But do you mean to say you don't know that these—murderers—set fire
to the ship?”
“No—yes! I heard you say so last night.”
“And you don't want to know what for?”
Out of politeness I protested that I did; but, as I live, all I wanted to know
just then was whether my love loved me—whether she ever could—
whether such happiness was possible under heaven!
“You remember all that mystery about the cargo?” she continued eagerly,
her pretty lips so divinely parted!
“It turned out to be gunpowder,” said I, still thinking only of her.
“No—gold!”
“But it was gunpowder,” I insisted; for it was my incorrigible passion for
accuracy which had led up to half our arguments on the voyage; but this
time Eva let me off.
“It was also gold: twelve thousand ounces from the diggings. That was
the real mystery. Do you mean to say you never guessed?”
“No, by Jove I didn't!” said I. She had diverted my interest at last. I asked
her if she had known on board.
“Not until the last moment. I found out during the fire. Do you remember
when we said good-by? I was nearly telling you then.”
Did I remember! The very letter of that last interview was cut deep in my
heart; not a sleepless night had I passed without rehearsing it word for word
and look for look; and sometimes, when sorrow had spent itself, and the
heart could bleed no more, vain grief had given place to vainer speculation,
and I had cudgelled my wakeful brains for the meaning of the new and
subtle horror which I had read in my darling's eyes at the last. Now I
understood; and the one explanation brought such a tribe in its train, that
even the perilous ecstasy of the present moment was temporarily forgotten
in the horrible past.
“Now I know why they wouldn't have me in the gig!” I cried softly.
“She carried four heavy men's weight in gold.”
“When on earth did they get it aboard?”
“In provision boxes at the last; but they had been filling the boxes for
weeks.”

“Why, I saw them doing it!” I cried. “But what about the gig? Who
picked you up?”
She was watching that open door once more, and she answered with
notable indifference, “Mr. Rattray.”
“So that's the connection!” said I; and I think its very simplicity was what
surprised me most.
“Yes; he was waiting for us at Ascension.”
“Then it was all arranged?”
“Every detail.”
“And this young blackguard is as bad as any of them!”
“Worse,” said she, with bitter brevity. Nor had I ever seen her look so
hard but once, and that was the night before in the old justice hall, when she
told Rattray her opinion of him to his face. She had now the same angry
flush, the same set mouth and scornful voice; and I took it finally into my
head that she was unjust to the poor devil, villain though he was. With all
his villainy I declined to believe him as bad as the others. I told her so in as
many words. And in a moment we were arguing as though we were back on
the Lady Jermyn with nothing else to do.
“You may admire wholesale murderers and thieves,” said Eva. “I do not.”
“Nor I. My point is simply that this one is not as bad as the rest. I believe
he was really glad for my sake when he discovered that I knew nothing of
the villainy. Come now, has he ever offered you any personal violence?”
“Me? Mr. Rattray? I should hope not, indeed!”
“Has he never saved you from any?”
“I—I don't know.”
“Then I do. When you left them last night there was some talk of
bringing you back by force. You can guess who suggested that—and who
set his face against it and got his way. You would think the better of Rattray
had you heard what passed.”
“Should I?” she asked half eagerly, as she looked quickly round at me;
and suddenly I saw her eyes fill. “Oh, why will you speak about him?” she
burst out. “Why must you defend him, unless it's to go against me, as you
always did and always will! I never knew anybody like you—never! I want

you to take me away from these wretches, and all you do is to defend
them!”
“Not all,” said I, clasping her hand warmly in mine. “Not all—not all! I
will take you away from them, never fear; in another hour God grant you
may be out of their reach for ever!”
“But where are we to go?” she whispered wildly. “What are you to do
with me? All my friends think me dead, and if they knew I was not it would
all come out.”
“So it shall,” said I; “the sooner the better; if I'd had my way it would all
be out already.”
I see her yet, my passionate darling, as she turned upon me, whiter than
the full white moon.
“Mr. Cole,” said she, “you must give me your sacred promise that so far
as you are concerned, it shall never come out at all!”
“This monstrous conspiracy? This cold blooded massacre?”
And I crouched aghast.
“Yes; it could do no good; and, at any rate, unless you promise I remain
where I am.”
“In their hands?”
“Decidedly—to warn them in time. Leave them I would, but betray them
—never!”
What could I say? What choice had I in the face of an alternative so
headstrong and so unreasonable? To rescue Eva from these miscreants I
would have let every malefactor in the country go unscathed: yet the
condition was a hard one; and, as I hesitated, my love went on her knees to
me, there in the moonlight among the rhododendrons.
“Promise—promise—or you will kill me!” she gasped. “They may
deserve it richly, but I would rather be torn in little pieces than—than have
them—hanged!”
“It is too good for most of them.”
“Promise!”
“To hold my tongue about them all?”
“Yes—promise!”

“Promise!”
“When a hundred lives were sacrificed—”
“Promise!”
“I can't,” I said. “It's wrong.”
“Then good-by!” she cried, starting to her feet.
“No—no—” and I caught her hand.
“Well, then?”
“I—promise.”

CHAPTER XV. FIRST BLOOD
So I bound myself to a guilty secrecy for Eva's sake, to save her from
these wretches, or if you will, to win her for myself. Nor did it strike me as
very strange, after a moment's reflection, that she should intercede thus
earnestly for a band headed by her own mother's widower, prime scoundrel
of them all though she knew him to be. The only surprise was that she had
not interceded in his name; that I should have forgotten, and she should
have allowed me to forget, the very existence of so indisputable a claim
upon her loyalty. This, however, made it a little difficult to understand the
hysterical gratitude with which my unwilling promise was received. Poor
darling! she was beside herself with sheer relief. She wept as I had never
seen her weep before. She seized and even kissed my hands, as one who
neither knew nor cared what she did, surprising me so much by her emotion
that this expression of it passed unheeded. I was the best friend she had ever
had. I was her one good friend in all the world; she would trust herself to
me; and if I would but take her to the convent where she had been brought
up, she would pray for me there until her death, but that would not be very
long.
All of which confused me utterly; it seemed an inexplicable breakdown
in one who had shown such nerve and courage hitherto, and so hearty a
loathing for that damnable Santos. So completely had her presence of mind
forsaken her that she looked no longer where she had been gazing hitherto.
And thus it was that neither of us saw Jose until we heard him calling,
“Senhora Evah! Senhora Evah!” with some rapid sentences in Portuguese.
“Now is our time,” I whispered, crouching lower and clasping a small
hand gone suddenly cold. “Think of nothing now but getting out of this. I'll
keep my word once we are out; and here's the toy that's going to get us out.”
And I produced my Deane and Adams with no small relish.
A little trustful pressure was my answer and my reward; meanwhile the
black was singing out lustily in evident suspicion and alarm.
“He says they are coming back,” whispered Eva; “but that's impossible.”
“Why?”

“Because if they were he couldn't see them, and if he heard them he
would be frightened of their hearing him. But here he comes!”
A shuffling quick step on the path; a running grumble of unmistakable
threats; a shambling moonlit figure seen in glimpses through the leaves,
very near us for an instant, then hidden by the shrubbery as he passed
within a few yards of our hiding-place. A diminuendo of the shuffling steps;
then a cursing, frightened savage at one end of the rhododendrons, and we
two stealing out at the other, hand in hand, and bent quite double, into the
long neglected grass.
“Can you run for it?” I whispered.
“Yes, but not too fast, for fear we trip.'
“Come on, then!”
The lighted open doorway grew greater at every stride.
“He hasn't seen us yet—”
“No, I hear him threatening me still.”
“Now he has, though!”
A wild whoop proclaimed the fact, and upright we tore at top speed
through the last ten yards of grass, while the black rushed down one of the
side paths, gaining audibly on us over the better ground. But our start had
saved us, and we flew up the steps as his feet ceased to clatter on the path;
he had plunged into the grass to cut off the corner.
“Thank God!” cried Eva. “Now shut it quick.”
The great door swung home with a mighty clatter, and Eva seized the key
in both hands.
“I can't turn it!”
To lose a second was to take a life, and unconsciously I was sticking at
that, perhaps from no higher instinct than distrust of my aim. Our pursuer,
however, was on the steps when I clapped my free hand on top of those
little white straining ones, and by a timely effort bent both them and the key
round together; the ward shot home as Jose hurled himself against the door.
Eva bolted it. But the thud was not repeated, and I gathered myself together
between the door and the nearest window, for by now I saw there was but
one thing for us. The nigger must be disabled, if I could manage such a
nicety; if not, the devil take his own.

Well, I was not one tick too soon for him. My pistol was not cocked
before the crash came that I was counting on, and with it a shower of small
glass driving across the six-foot sill and tinkling on the flags. Next came a
black and bloody face, at which I could not fire. I had to wait till I saw his
legs, when I promptly shattered one of them at disgracefully short range.
The report was as deafening as one upon the stage; the hall filled with white
smoke, and remained hideous with the bellowing of my victim. I searched
him without a qualm, but threats of annihilation instead, and found him
unarmed but for that very knife which Rattray had induced me to hand over
to him in town. I had a grim satisfaction in depriving him of this, and but
small compunction in turning my back upon his pain.
“Come,” I said to poor Eva, “don't pity him, though I daresay he's the
most pitiable of the lot; show me the way through, and I'll follow with this
lamp.”
One was burning on the old oak table. I carried it along a narrow passage,
through a great low kitchen where I bumped my head against the black oak
beams; and I held it on high at a door almost as massive as the one which
we had succeeded in shutting in the nigger's face.
“I was afraid of it!” cried Eva, with a sudden sob.
“What is it?”
“They've taken away the key!”
Yes, the keen air came through an empty keyhole; and my lamp, held
close, not only showed that the door was locked, but that the lock was one
with which an unskilled hand might tamper for hours without result. I dealt
it a hearty kick by way of a test. The heavy timber did not budge; there was
no play at all at either lock or hinges; nor did I see how I could spend one of
my four remaining bullets upon the former, with any chance of a return.
“Is this the only other door?”
“Then it must be a window.”
“All the back ones are barred.”
“Securely?”
“Yes.”
“Then we've no choice in the matter.”

And I led the way back to the hall, where the poor black devil lay
blubbering in his blood. In the kitchen I found the bottle of wine (Rattray's
best port, that they were trying to make her take for her health) with which
Eva had bribed him, and I gave it to him before laying hands on a couple of
chairs.
“What are you going to do?”'
“Go out the way we came.”
“But the wall?”
“Pile up these chairs, and as many more as we may need, if we can't open
the gate.”
But Eva was not paying attention any longer, either to me or to Jose; his
white teeth were showing in a grin for all his pain; her eyes were fixed in
horror on the floor.
“They've come back,” she gasped. “The underground passage! Hark—
hark!”
There was a muffled rush of feet beneath our own, then a dull but very
distinguishable clatter on some invisible stair.
“Underground passage!” I exclaimed, and in my sheer disgust I forgot
what was due to my darling. “Why on earth didn't you tell me of it before?”
“There was so much to tell you! It leads to the sea. Oh, what shall we do?
You must hide—upstairs—anywhere!” cried Eva, wildly. “Leave them to
me—leave them to me.”
“I like that,” said I; and I did; but I detested myself for the tears my
words had drawn, and I prepared to die for them.
“They'll kill you, Mr. Cole!”
“It would serve me right; but we'll see about it.”
And I stood with my revolver very ready in my right hand, while with the
other I caught poor Eva to my side, even as a door flew open, and Rattray
himself burst upon us, a lantern in his hand, and the perspiration shining on
his handsome face in its light.
I can see him now as he stood dumfounded on the threshold of the hall;
and yet, at the time, my eyes sped past him into the room beyond.
It was the one I have described as being lined with books; there was a
long rent in this lining, where the books had opened with a door, through

which Captain Harris, Joaquin Santos, and Jane Braithwaite followed
Rattray in quick succession, the men all with lanterns, the woman scarlet
and dishevelled even for her. It was over the squire's shoulders I saw their
faces; he kept them from passing him in the doorway by a free use of his
elbows; and when I looked at him again, his black eyes were blazing from a
face white with passion, and they were fixed upon me.
“What the devil brings you here?” he thundered at last.
“Don't ask idle questions,” was my reply to that.
“So you were shamming to-day!”
“I was taking a leaf out of your book.”
“You'll gain nothing by being clever!” sneered the squire, taking a
threatening step forward. For at the last moment I had tucked my revolver
behind my back, not only for the pleasure, but for the obvious advantage of
getting them all in front of me and off their guard. I had no idea that such
eyes as Rattray's could be so fierce: they were dancing from me to my
companion, whom their glitter frightened into an attempt to disengage
herself from me; but my arm only tightened about her drooping figure.
“I shall gain no more than I expect,” said I, carelessly. “And I know what
to expect from brave gentlemen like you! It will be better than your own
fate, at all events; anything's better than being taken hence to the place of
execution, and hanged by the neck until you're dead, all three of you in a
row, and your bodies buried within the precincts of the prison!”
“The very thing for him,” murmured Santos. “The—very—theeng!”
“But I'm so soft-hearted,” I went insanely on, “that I should be sorry to
see that happen to such fine fellows as you are. Come out of that, you little
fraud behind there!” It was my betrayer skulking in the room. “Come out
and line up with the rest! No, I'm not going to see you fellows dance on
nothing; I've another kind of ball apiece for you, and one between 'em for
the Braithwaites!”
Well, I suppose I always had a nasty tongue in me, and rather enjoyed
making play with it on provocation; but, if so, I met with my deserts that
night. For the nigger of the Lady Jermyn lay all but hid behind Eva and me;
if they saw him at all, they may have thought him drunk; but, as for myself,
I had fairly forgotten his existence until the very moment came for showing
my revolver, when it was twisted out of my grasp instead, and a ball sang

under my arm as the brute fell back exhausted and the weapon clattered
beside him. Before I could stoop for it there was a dead weight on my left
arm, and Squire Rattray was over the table at a bound, with his arms
jostling mine beneath Eva Denison's senseless form.
“Leave her to me,” he cried fiercely. “You fool,” he added in a lower key,
“do you think I'd let any harm come to her?”
I looked him in the bright and honest eyes that had made me trust him in
the beginning. And I did not utterly distrust him yet. Rather was the guile
on my side as I drew back and watched Rattray lift the young girl tenderly,
and slowly carry her to the door by which she had entered and left the hall
just twenty-four hours before. I could not take my eyes off them till they
were gone. And when I looked for my revolver, it also had disappeared.
Jose had not got it—he lay insensible. Santos was whispering to Harris.
Neither of them seemed armed. I made sure that Rattray had picked it up
and carried it off with Eva. I looked wildly for some other weapon. Two
unarmed men and a woman were all I had to deal with, for Braithwaite had
long since vanished. Could I but knock the worthless life out of the men, I
should have but the squire and his servants to deal with; and in that quarter I
still had my hopes of a bloodless battle and a treaty of war.
A log fire was smouldering in the open grate. I darted to it, and had a
heavy, half-burned brand whirling round my head next instant. Harris was
the first within my reach. He came gamely at me with his fists. I sprang
upon him, and struck him to the ground with one blow, the sparks flying far
and wide as my smoking brand met the seaman's skull. Santos was upon me
next instant, and him, by sheer luck, I managed to serve the same; but I
doubt whether either man was stunned; and I was standing ready for them
to rise, when I felt myself seized round the neck from behind, and a mass of
fluffy hair tickling my cheek, while a shrill voice set up a lusty scream for
the squire.
I have said that the woman Braithwaite was of a sinister strength; but I
had little dreamt how strong she really was. First it was her arms that
wound themselves about my neck, long, sinuous, and supple as the tentacles
of some vile monster; then, as I struggled, her thumbs were on my windpipe
like pads of steel. Tighter she pressed, and tighter yet. My eyeballs started;
my tongue lolled; I heard my brand drop, and through a mist I saw it picked
up instantly. It crashed upon my skull as I still struggled vainly; again and

again it came down mercilessly in the same place; until I felt as though a
sponge of warm water had been squeezed over my head, and saw a hundred
withered masks grinning sudden exultation into mine; but still the lean arm
whirled, and the splinters flew, till I was blind with my blood and the seven
senses were beaten out of me.

CHAPTER XVI. A DEADLOCK
It must have been midnight when I opened my eyes; a clock was striking
as though it never would stop. My mouth seemed fire; a pungent flavor
filled my nostrils; the wineglass felt cold against my teeth. “That's more like
it!” muttered a voice close to my ear. An arm was withdrawn from under
my shoulders. I was allowed to sink back upon some pillows. And now I
saw where I was. The room was large and poorly lighted. I lay in my
clothes on an old four-poster bed. And my enemies were standing over me
in a group.
“I hope you are satisfied!” sneered Joaquin Santos, with a flourish of his
eternal cigarette.
“I am. You don't do murder in my house, wherever else you may do it.”
“And now better lid 'im to the nirrest polissstation; or weel you go and
tell the poliss yourself?” asked the Portuguese, in the same tone of mordant
irony.
“Ay, ay,” growled Harris; “that's the next thing!”
“No,” said Rattray; “the next thing's for you two to leave him to me.”
“We'll see you damned!” cried the captain.
“No, no, my friend,” said Santos, with a shrug; “let him have his way. He
is as fond of his skeen as you are of yours; he'll come round to our way in
the end. I know this Senhor Cole. It is necessary for 'im to die. But it is not
necessary this moment; let us live them together for a leetle beet.”
“That's all I ask,” said Rattray.
“You won't ask it twice,” rejoined Santos, shrugging. “I know this Senhor
Cole. There is only one way of dilling with a man like that. Besides, he 'as
'alf-keeled my good Jose; it is necessary for 'im to die.”
“I agree with the senhor,” said Harris, whose forehead was starred with
sticking-plaster. “It's him or us, an' we're all agen you, squire. You'll have to
give in, first or last.”
And the pair were gone; their steps grew faint in the corridor; when we
could no longer hear them, Rattray closed the door and quietly locked it.

Then he turned to me, stern enough, and pointed to the door with a hand
that shook.
“You see how it is?”
“Perfectly.”
“They want to kill you!”
“Of course they do.”
“It's your own fault; you've run yourself into this. I did my best to keep
you out of it. But in you come, and spill first blood.”
“I don't regret it,” said I.
“Oh, you're damned mule enough not to regret anything!” cried Rattray.
“I see the sort you are; yet but for me, I tell you plainly, you'd be a dead
man now.”
“I can't think why you interfered.”
“You've heard the reason. I won't have murder done here if I can prevent
it; so far I have; it rests with you whether I can go on preventing it or not.”
“With me, does it?”
He sat down on the side of the bed. He threw an arm to the far side of my
body, and he leaned over me with savage eyes now staring into mine, now
resting with a momentary gleam of pride upon my battered head. I put up
my hand; it lit upon a very turban of bandages, and at that I tried to take his
hand in mine. He shook it off, and his eyes met mine more fiercely than
before.
“See here, Cole,” said he; “I don t know how the devil you got wind of
anything to start with, and I don't care. What I do know is that you've made
bad enough a long chalk worse for all concerned, and you'll have to get
yourself out of the mess you've got yourself into, and there's only one way. I
suppose Miss Denison has really told you everything this time? What's
that? Oh, yes, she's all right again; no thanks to you. Now let's hear what
she did tell you. It'll save time.”
I repeated the hurried disclosures made by Eva in the rhododendrons. He
nodded grimly in confirmation of their truth.
“Yes, those are the rough facts. The game was started in Melbourne. My
part was to wait at Ascension till the Lady Jermyn signalled herself, follow
her in a schooner we had bought and pick up the gig with the gold aboard.

Well, I did so; never mind the details now, and never mind the bloody
massacre the others had made of it before I came up. God knows I was
never a consenting party to that, though I know I'm responsible. I'm in this
thing as deep as any of them. I've shared the risks and I'm going to share the
plunder, and I'll swing with the others if it ever comes to that. I deserve it
hard enough. And so here we are, we three and the nigger, all four fit to
swing in a row, as you were fool enough to tell us; and you step in and find
out everything. What's to be done? You know what the others want to do. I
say it rests with you whether they do it or not. There's only one other way of
meeting the case.”
“What's that?”
“Be in it yourself, man! Come in with me and split my share!”
I could have burst out laughing in his handsome, eager face; the good
faith of this absurd proposal was so incongruously apparent; and so
obviously genuine was the young villain's anxiety for my consent. Become
accessory after the fact in such a crime! Sell my silence for a price! I
concealed my feelings with equal difficulty and resolution. I had plans of
my own already, but I must gain time to think them over. Nor could I afford
to quarrel with Rattray meanwhile.
“What was the haul?” I asked him, with the air of one not unprepared to
consider the matter.
“Twelve thousand ounces!”
“Forty-eight thousand pounds, about?”
“Yes-yes.”
“And your share?”
“Fourteen thousand pounds. Santos takes twenty, and Harris and I
fourteen thousand each.”
“And you offer me seven?”
“I do! I do!”
He was becoming more and more eager and excited. His eyes were
brighter than I had ever seen them, but slightly bloodshot, and a coppery
flush tinged his clear, sunburnt skin. I fancied he had been making
somewhat free with the brandy. But loss of blood had cooled my brain; and,

perhaps, natural perversity had also a share in the composure which grew
upon me as it deserted my companion.
“Why make such a sacrifice?” said I, smiling. “Why not let them do as
they like?”
“I've told you why! I'm not so bad as all that. I draw the line at bloody
murder! Not a life should have been lost if I'd had my way. Besides, I've
done all the dirty work by you, Cole; there's been no help for it. We didn't
know whether you knew or not; it made all the difference to us; and
somebody had to dog you and find out how much you did know. I was the
only one who could possibly do it. God knows how I detested the job! I'm
more ashamed of it than of worse things. I had to worm myself into your
friendship; and, by Jove, you made me think you did know, but hadn't let it
out, and might any day. So then I got you up here, where you would be in
our power if it was so; surely you can see every move? But this much I'll
swear—I had nothing to do with Jose breaking into your room at the hotel;
they went behind me there, curse them! And when at last I found out for
certain, down here, that you knew nothing after all, I was never more
sincerely thankful in my life. I give you my word it took a load off my
heart.”
“I know that,” I said. “I also know who broke into my room, and I'm glad
I'm even with one of you.”
“It's done you no good,” said Rattray. “Their first thought was to put you
out of the way, and it's more than ever their last. You see the sort of men
you've got to deal with; and they're three to one, counting the nigger; but if
you go in with me they'll only be three to two.”
He was manifestly anxious to save me in this fashion. And I suppose that
most sensible men, in my dilemma, would at least have nursed or played
upon good-will so lucky and so enduring. But there was always a twist in
me that made me love (in my youth) to take the unexpected course; and it
amused me the more to lead my young friend on.
“And where have you got this gold?” I asked him, in a low voice so
promising that he instantly lowered his, and his eyes twinkled naughtily
into mine.
“In the old tunnel that runs from this place nearly to the sea,” said he.
“We Rattrays have always been a pretty warm lot, Cole, and in the old days
we were the most festive smugglers on the coast; this tunnel's a relic of 'em,

although it was only a tradition till I came into the property. I swore I'd find
it, and when I'd done so I made the new connection which you shall see. I'm
rather proud of it. And I won't say I haven't used the old drain once or twice
after the fashion of my rude forefathers; but never was it such a godsend as
it's been this time. By Jove, it would be a sin if you didn't come in with us,
Cole; but for the lives these blackguards lost the thing's gone splendidly; it
would be a sin if you went and lost yours, whereas, if you come in, the two
of us would be able to shake off those devils: we should be too strong for
'em.”
“Seven thousand pounds!” I murmured. “Forty-eight thousand between
us!”
“Yes, and nearly all of it down below, at this end of the tunnel, and the
rest where we dropped it when we heard you were trying to bolt. We'd got it
all at the other end, ready to pop aboard the schooner that's lying there still,
if you turned out to know anything and to have told what you knew to the
police. There was always the possibility of that, you see; we simply daren't
show our noses at the bank until we knew how much you knew, and what
you'd done or were thinking of doing. As it is, we can take 'em the whole
twelve thousand ounces, or rather I can, as soon as I like, in broad daylight.
I'm a lucky digger. It's all right. Everybody knows I've been out there.
They'll have to pay me over the counter; and if you wait in the cab, by the
Lord Harry, I'll pay you your seven thousand first! You don't deserve it,
Cole, but you shall have it, and between us we'll see the others to blazes!”
He jumped up all excitement, and was at the door next instant.
“Stop!” I cried. “Where are you going?”
“Downstairs to tell them.”
“Tell them what?”
“That you're going in with me, and it's all right.”
“And do you really think I am?”
He had unlocked the door; after a pause I heard him lock it again. But I
did not see his face until he returned to the bedside. And then it frightened
me. It was distorted and discolored with rage and chagrin.
“You've been making a fool of me!” he cried fiercely.
“No, I have been considering the matter, Rattray.”

“And you won't accept my offer?”
“Of course I won't. I didn't say I'd been considering that.”
He stood over me with clenched fists and starting eyes.
“Don't you see that I want to save your life?” he cried. “Don't you see
that this is the only way? Do you suppose a murder more or less makes any
difference to that lot downstairs? Are you really such a fool as to die rather
than hold your tongue?”
“I won't hold it for money, at all events,” said I. “But that's what I was
coming to.”
“Very well!” he interrupted. “You shall only pretend to touch it. All I
want is to convince the others that it's against your interest to split. Selfinterest is the one motive they understand. Your bare word would be good
enough for me.”
“Suppose I won't give my bare word?” said I, in a gentle manner which I
did not mean to be as irritating as it doubtless was. Yet his proposals and his
assumptions were between them making me irritable in my turn.
“For Heaven's sake don't be such an idiot, Cole!” he burst out in a
passion. “You know I'm against the others, and you know what they want,
yet you do your best to put me on their side! You know what they are, and
yet you hesitate! For the love of God be sensible; at least give me your
word that you'll hold your tongue for ever about all you know.”
“All right,” I said. “I'll give you my word—my sacred promise, Rattray
—on one condition.”
“What's that?”
“That you let me take Miss Denison away from you, for good and all!”
His face was transformed with fury: honest passion faded from it and left
it bloodless, deadly, sinister.
“Away from me?” said Rattray, through his teeth.
“From the lot of you.”
“I remember! You told me that night. Ha, ha, ha! You were in love with
her—you—you!”
“That has nothing to do with it,” said I, shaking the bed with my anger
and my agitation.
“I should hope not! You, indeed, to look at her!”

“Well,” I cried, “she may never love me; but at least she doesn't loathe
me as she loathes you—yes, and the sight of you, and your very name!”
So I drew blood for blood; and for an instant I thought he was going to
make an end of it by incontinently killing me himself. His fists flew out.
Had I been a whole man on my legs, he took care to tell me what he would
have done, and to drive it home with a mouthful of the oaths which were
conspicuously absent from his ordinary talk.
“You take advantage of your weakness, like any cur,” he wound up.
“And you of your strength—like the young bully you are!” I retorted.
“You do your best to make me one,” he answered bitterly. “I try to stand
by you at all costs. I want to make amends to you, I want to prevent a
crime. Yet there you lie and set your face against a compromise; and there
you lie and taunt me with the thing that's gall and wormwood to me already.
I know I gave you provocation. And I know I'm rightly served. Why do you
suppose I went into this accursed thing at all? Not for the gold, my boy, but
for the girl! So she won't look at me. And it serves me right. But—I say—
do you really think she loathes me, Cole?”
“I don't see how she can think much better of you than of the crime in
which you've had a hand,” was my reply, made, however, with as much
kindness as I could summon. “The word I used was spoken in anger,” said
I; for his had disappeared; and he looked such a miserable, handsome dog
as he stood there hanging his guilty head—in the room, I fancied, where he
once had lain as a pretty, innocent child.
“Cole,” said he, “I'd give twice my share of the damned stuff never to
have put my hand to the plough; but go back I can't; so there's an end of it.”
“I don't see it,” said I. “You say you didn't go in for the gold? Then give
up your share; the others'll jump at it; and Eva won't think the worse of you,
at any rate.”
“But what's to become of her if I drop out?
“You and I will take her to her friends, or wherever she wants to go.”
“No, no!” he cried. “I never yet deserted my pals, and I'm not going to
begin.”
“I don't believe you ever before had such pals to desert,” was my reply to
that. “Quite apart from my own share in the matter, it makes me positively
sick to see a fellow like you mixed up with such a crew in such a game. Get

out of it, man, get out of it while you can! Now's your time. Get out of it,
for God's sake!”
I sat up in my eagerness. I saw him waver. And for one instant a great
hope fluttered in my heart. But his teeth met. His face darkened. He shook
his head.
“That's the kind of rot that isn't worth talking, and you ought to know it,”
said he. “When I begin a thing I go through with it, though it lands me in
hell, as this one will. I can't help that. It's too late to go back. I'm going on
and you're going with me, Cole, like a sensible chap!”
I shook my head.
“Only on the one condition.”
“You—stick—to—that?” he said, so rapidly that the words ran into one,
so fiercely that his decision was as plain to me as my own.
“I do,” said I, and could only sigh when he made yet one more effort to
persuade me, in a distress not less apparent than his resolution, and not less
becoming in him.
“Consider, Cole, consider!”
“I have already done so, Rattray.”
“Murder is simply nothing to them!”
“It is nothing to me either.”
“Human life is nothing!”
“No; it must end one day.”
“You won't give your word unconditionally?”
“No; you know my condition.”
He ignored it with a blazing eye, his hand upon the door.
“You prefer to die, then?” “Infinitely.”
“Then die you may, and be damned to you!”

CHAPTER XVII. THIEVES FALL OUT
The door slammed. It was invisibly locked and the key taken out. I
listened for the last of an angry stride. It never even began. But after a pause
the door was unlocked again, and Rattray re-entered.
Without looking at me, he snatched the candle from the table on which it
stood by the bedside, and carried it to a bureau at the opposite side of the
room. There he stood a minute with his back turned, the candle, I fancy, on
the floor. I saw him putting something in either jacket pocket. Then I heard
a dull little snap, as though he had shut some small morocco case; whatever
it was, he tossed it carelessly back into the bureau; and next minute he was
really gone, leaving the candle burning on the floor.
I lay and heard his steps out of earshot, and they were angry enough now,
nor had he given me a single glance. I listened until there was no more to be
heard, and then in an instant I was off the bed and on my feet. I reeled a
little, and my head gave me great pain, but greater still was my excitement.
I caught up the candle, opened the unlocked bureau, and then the empty
case which I found in the very front.
My heart leapt; there was no mistaking the depressions in the case. It was
a brace of tiny pistols that Rattray had slipped into his jacket pockets.
Mere toys they must have been in comparison with my dear Deane and
Adams; that mattered nothing. I went no longer in dire terror of my life;
indeed, there was that in Rattray which had left me feeling fairly safe, in
spite of his last words to me, albeit I felt his fears on my behalf to be
genuine enough. His taking these little pistols (of course, there were but
three chambers left loaded in mine) confirmed my confidence in him.
He would stick at nothing to defend me from the violence of his
bloodthirsty accomplices. But it should not come to that. My legs were
growing firmer under me. I was not going to lie there meekly without
making at least an effort at self-deliverance. If it succeeded—the idea came
to me in a flash—I would send Rattray an ultimatum from the nearest town;
and either Eva should be set instantly and unconditionally free, or the whole
matter be put unreservedly in the hands of the local police.

There were two lattice windows, both in the same immensely thick wall;
to my joy, I discovered that they overlooked the open premises at the back
of the hall, with the oak-plantation beyond; nor was the distance to the
ground very great. It was the work of a moment to tear the sheets from the
bed, to tie the two ends together and a third round the mullion by which the
larger window was bisected. I had done this, and had let down my sheets,
when a movement below turned my heart to ice. The night had clouded
over. I could see nobody; so much the greater was my alarm.
I withdrew from the window, leaving the sheets hanging, in the hope that
they also might be invisible in the darkness. I put out the candle, and
returned to the window in great perplexity. Next moment I stood aghast—
between the devil and the deep sea. I still heard a something down below,
but a worse sound came to drown it. An unseen hand was very quietly
trying the door which Rattray had locked behind him.
“Diablo!” came to my horrified ears, in a soft, vindictive voice.
“I told ye so,” muttered another; “the young swab's got the key.”
There was a pause, in which it would seem that Joaquin Santos had his
ear at the empty keyhole.
“I think he must be slipping,” at last I heard him sigh. “It was not
necessary to awaken him in this world. It is a peety.”
“One kick over the lock would do it,” said Harris; “only the young
swab'll hear.”
“Not perhaps while he is dancing attendance on the senhora. Was it not
good to send him to her? If he does hear, well, his own turn will come the
queecker, that is all. But it would be better to take them one at a time; so
keeck away, my friend, and I will give him no time to squil.”
While my would-be murderers were holding this whispered colloquy, I
had stood half-petrified by the open window; unwilling to slide down the
sheets into the arms of an unseen enemy, though I had no idea which of
them it could be; more hopeful of slipping past my butchers in the darkness,
and so to Rattray and poor Eva; but not the less eagerly looking for some
hiding-place in the room. The best that offered was a recess in the thick
wall between the two windows, filled with hanging clothes: a narrow closet
without a door, which would shelter me well enough if not too curiously
inspected. Here I hid myself in the end, after a moment of indecision which

nearly cost me my life. The coats and trousers still shook in front of me
when the door flew open at the first kick, and Santos stood a moment in the
moonlight, looking for the bed. With a stride he reached it, and I saw the
gleam of a knife from where I stood among the squire's clothes; it flashed
over my bed, and was still.
“He is not 'ere!”
“He heard us, and he's a-hiding.”
“Make light, my friend, and we shall very soon see.”
Harris did so.
“Here's a candle,” said Santos; “light it, and watch the door. Perro mal
dicto! What have we here?”
I felt certain he had seen me, but the candle passed within a yard of my
feet, and was held on high at the open window.
“We are too late!” said Santos. “He's gone!”
“Are you sure
“Look at this sheet.”
“Then the other swab knew of it, and we'll settle with him.”
“Yes, yes. But not yet, my good friend—not yet. We want his asseestance
in getting the gold back to the sea; he will be glad enough to give it, now
that his pet bird has flown; after that—by all mins. You shall cut his troth,
and I will put one of 'is dear friend's bullets in 'im for my own satisfaction.”
There was a quick step on the stairs-in the corridor.
“I'd like to do it now,” whispered Harris; “no time like the present.”
“Not yet, I tell you!”
And Rattray was in the room, a silver-mounted pistol in each hand; the
sight of these was a surprise to his treacherous confederates, as even I could
see.
“What the devil are you two doing here?” he thundered.
“We thought he was too quite,” said Santos. “You percive the rizzon.”
And he waved from empty bed to open window, then held the candle
close to the tied sheet, and shrugged expressively.
“You thought he was too quiet!” echoed Rattray with fierce scorn. “You
thought I was too blind—that's what you mean. To tell me that Miss

Denison wished to see me, and Miss Denison that I wished to speak to her!
As if we shouldn't find you out in about a minute! But a minute was better
than nothing, eh? And you've made good use of your minute, have you.
You've murdered him, and you pretend he's got out? By God, if you have,
I'll murder you! I've been ready for this all night!”
And he stood with his back to the window, his pistols raised, and his head
carried proudly—happily—like a man whose self-respect was coming back
to him after many days. Harris shrank before his fierce eyes and pointed
barrels. The Portuguese, however, had merely given a characteristic shrug,
and was now rolling the inevitable cigarette.
“Your common sense is almost as remarkable as your sense of justice, my
friend,” said he. “You see us one, two, tree meenutes ago, and you see us
now. You see the empty bed, the empty room, and you imagine that in one,
two, tree meenutes we have killed a man and disposed of his body. Truly,
you are very wise and just, and very loyal also to your friends. You treat a
dangerous enemy as though he were your tween-brother. You let him escape
—let him, I repit—and then you threaten to shoot those who, as it is, may
pay for your carelessness with their lives. We have been always very loyal
to you, Senhor Rattray. We have leestened to your advice, and often taken it
against our better judgment. We are here, not because we think it wise, but
because you weeshed it. Yet at the first temptation you turn upon us, you
point your peestols at your friends.”
“I don't believe in your loyalty,” rejoined Rattray. “I believe you would
shoot me sooner than I would you. The only difference would be than I
should be shot in the back!”
“It is untrue,” said Santos, with immense emotion. “I call the saints to
witness that never by thought or word have I been disloyal to you”—and
the blasphemous wretch actually crossed himself with a trembling, skinny
hand. “I have leestened to you, though you are the younger man. I have
geeven way to you in everything from the moment we were so fullish as to
set foot on this accursed coast; that also was your doeeng; and it will be
your fault if ivil comes of it. Yet I have not complained. Here in your own
'ouse you have been the master, I the guest. So far from plotting against
you, show me the man who has heard me brith one treacherous word behind
your back; you will find it deeficult, friend Rattray; what do you say,
captain?”

“Me?” cried Harris, in a voice bursting with abuse. And what the captain
said may or may not be imagined. It cannot be set down.
But the man who ought to have spoken—the man who had such a chance
as few men have off the stage—who could have confounded these villains
in a breath, and saved the wretched Rattray at once from them and from
himself—that unheroic hero remained ignobly silent in his homely hidingplace. And, what is more, he would do the same again!
The rogues had fallen out; now was the time for honest men. They all
thought I had escaped; therefore they would give me a better chance than
ever of still escaping; and I have already explained to what purpose I meant
to use my first hours of liberty. That purpose I hold to have justified any
ingratitude that I may seem now to have displayed towards the man who
had undoubtedly stood between death and me. Was not Eva Denison of
more value than many Rattrays? And it was precisely in relation with this
pure young girl that I most mistrusted the squire: obviously then my first
duty was to save Eva from Rattray, not Rattray from these traitors.
Not that I pretend for a moment to have been the thing I never was: you
are not so very grateful to the man who pulls you out of the mud when he
has first of all pushed you in; nor is it chivalry alone which spurs one to the
rescue of a lovely lady for whom, after all, one would rather live than die.
Thus I, in my corner, was thinking (I will say) of Eva first; but next I was
thinking of myself; and Rattray's blood be on his own hot head! I hold,
moreover, that I was perfectly right in all this; but if any think me very
wrong, a sufficient satisfaction is in store for them, for I was very swiftly
punished.
The captain's language was no worse in character than in effect: the bed
was bloody from my wounded head, all tumbled from the haste with which
I had quitted it, and only too suggestive of still fouler play. Rattray stopped
the captain with a sudden flourish of one of his pistols, the silver mountings
making lightning in the room; then he called upon the pair of them to show
him what they had done with me; and to my horror, Santos invited him to
search the room. The invitation was accepted. Yet there I stood. It would
have been better to step forward even then. Yet I cowered among his clothes
until his own hand fell upon my collar, and forth I was dragged to the plain
amazement of all three.
Santos was the first to find his voice.

“Another time you will perhaps think twice before you spik, friend
squire.”
Rattray simply asked me what I had been doing in there, in a white flame
of passion, and with such an oath that I embellished the truth for him in my
turn.
“Trying to give you blackguards the slip,” said I.
“Then it was you who let down the sheet?”
“Of course it was.”
“All right! I'm done with you,” said he; “that settles it. I make you an
offer. You won't accept it. I do my best; you do your worst; but I'll be shot if
you get another chance from me!”
Brandy and the wine-glass stood where Rattray must have set them, on
an oak stool beside the bed; as he spoke he crossed the room, filled the
glass till the spirit dripped, and drained it at a gulp. He was twitching and
wincing still when he turned, walked up to Joaquin Santos, and pointed to
where I stood with a fist that shook.
“You wanted to deal with him,” said Rattray; “you're at liberty to do so.
I'm only sorry I stood in your way.”
But no answer, and for once no rings of smoke came from those
shrivelled lips: the man had rolled and lighted a cigarette since Rattray
entered, but it was burning unheeded between his skinny fingers. I had his
attention, all to myself. He knew the tale that I was going to tell. He was
waiting for it; he was ready for me. The attentive droop of his head; the
crafty glitter in his intelligent eyes; the depth and breadth of the creased
forehead; the knowledge of his resource, the consciousness of my error, all
distracted and confounded me so that my speech halted and my voice ran
thin. I told Rattray every syllable that these traitors had been saying behind
his back, but I told it all very ill; what was worse, and made me worse, I
was only too well aware of my own failure to carry conviction with my
words.
“And why couldn't you come out and say so,” asked Rattray, as even I
knew that he must. “Why wait till now?”
“Ah, why!” echoed Santos, with a smile and a shake of the head; a
suspicious tolerance, an ostentatious truce, upon his parchment face. And
already he was sufficiently relieved to suck his cigarette alight again.

“You know why,” I said, trusting to bluff honesty with the one of them
who was not rotten to the core: “because I still meant escaping.”
“And then what?” asked Rattray fiercely.
“You had given me my chance,” I said; “I hould have given you yours.”
“You would, would you? Very kind of you, Mr. Cole!”
“No, no,” said Santos; “not kind, but clever! Clever, spicious, and
queeck-weeted beyond belif! Senhor Rattray, we have all been in the dark;
we thought we had fool to die with, but what admirable knave the young
man would make! Such readiness, such resource, with his tongue or with
his peestol; how useful would it be to us! I am glad you have decided to live
him to me, friend Rattray, for I am quite come round to your way of
thinking. It is no longer necessary for him to die!”
“You mean that?” cried Rattray keenly.
“Of course I min it. You were quite right. He must join us. But he will
when I talk to him.”
I could not speak. I was fascinated by this wretch: it was reptile and
rabbit with us. Treachery I knew he meant; my death, for one; my death was
certain; and yet I could not speak.
“Then talk to him, for God's sake,” cried Rattray, “and I shall be only too
glad if you can talk some sense into him. I've tried, and failed.”
“I shall not fail,” said Santos softly. “But it is better that he has a leetle
time to think over it calmly; better steel for 'im to slip upon it, as you say.
Let us live 'im for the night, what there is of it; time enough in the
morning.”
I could hardly believe my ears; still I knew that it was treachery, all
treachery; and the morning I should never see.
“But we can't leave him up here,” said Rattray; “it would mean one of us
watching him all night.”
“Quite so,” said Santos. “I will tell you where we could live him,
however, if you will allow me to wheesper one leetle moment.”
They drew aside; and, as I live, I thought that little moment was to be
Rattray's last on earth. I watched, but nothing happened; on the contrary,
both men seemed agreed, the Portuguese gesticulating, the Englishman
nodding, as they stood conversing at the window. Their faces were

strangely reassuring. I began to reason with myself, to rid my mind of mere
presentiment and superstition. If these two really were at one about me (I
argued) there might be no treachery after all. When I came to think of it,
Rattray had been closeted long enough with me to awake the worst
suspicions in the breasts of his companions; now that these were allayed,
there might be no more bloodshed after all (if, for example, I pretended to
give in), even though Santos had not cared whose blood was shed a few
minutes since. That was evidently the character of the wretch: to compass
his ends or to defend his person he would take life with no more
compunction than the ordinary criminal takes money; but (and hence)
murder for murder's sake was no amusement to him.
My confidence was further restored by Captain Harris; ever a gross
ruffian, with no refinements to his rascality, he had been at the brandy bottle
after Rattray's example; and now was dozing on the latter's bed, taking his
watch below when he could get it, like the good seaman he had been. I was
quite sorry for him when the conversation at the window ceased suddenly,
and Rattray roused the captain up.
“Watches aft!” said he. “We want that mattress; you can bring it along,
while I lead the way with the pillows and things. Come on, Cole!”
“Where to?” I asked, standing firm.
“Where there's no window for you to jump out of, old boy, and no clothes
of mine for you to hide behind. You needn't look so scared; it's as dry as a
bone, as cellars go. And it's past three o'clock. And you've just got to
come.”

CHAPTER XVIII. A MAN OF MANY
MURDERS
It was a good-sized wine-cellar, with very little wine in it; only one full
bin could I discover. The bins themselves lined but two of the walls, and
most of them were covered in with cobwebs, close-drawn like mosquitocurtains. The ceiling was all too low: torpid spiders hung in disreputable
parlors, dead to the eye, but loathsomely alive at an involuntary touch. Rats
scuttled when we entered, and I had not been long alone when they returned
to bear me company. I am not a natural historian, and had rather face a lion
with the right rifle than a rat with a stick. My jailers, however, had been
kind enough to leave me a lantern, which, set upon the ground (like my
mattress), would afford a warning, if not a protection, against the worst;
unless I slept; and as yet I had not lain down. The rascals had been
considerate enough, more especially Santos, who had a new manner for me
with his revised opinion of my character; it was a manner almost as courtly
as that which had embellished his relations with Eva Denison, and won him
my early regard at sea. Moreover, it was at the suggestion of Santos that
they had detained me in the hall, for much-needed meat and drink, on the
way down. Thereafter they had conducted me through the book-lined door
of my undoing, down stone stairs leading to three cellar doors, one of which
they had double-locked upon me.
As soon as I durst I was busy with this door; but to no purpose; it was a
slab of solid oak, hung on hinges as massive as its lock. It galled me to
think that but two doors stood between me and the secret tunnel to the sea:
for one of the other two must lead to it. The first, however, was all beyond
me, and I very soon gave it up. There was also a very small grating which
let in a very little fresh air: the massive foundations had been tunnelled in
one place; a rude alcove was the result, with this grating at the end and top
of it, some seven feet above the earth floor. Even had I been able to wrench
away the bars, it would have availed me nothing, since the aperture formed
the segment of a circle whose chord was but a very few inches long. I had
nevertheless a fancy for seeing the stars once more and feeling the breath of
heaven upon my bandaged temples, which impelled me to search for that

which should add a cubit to my stature. And at a glance I descried two
packing-cases, rather small and squat, but the pair of them together the very
thing for me. To my amazement, however, I could at first move neither one
nor the other of these small boxes. Was it that I was weak as water, or that
they were heavier than lead? At last I managed to get one of them in my
arms—only to drop it with a thud. A side started; a thin sprinkling of yellow
dust glittered on the earth. I fetched the lantern: it was gold-dust from
Bendigo or from Ballarat.
To me there was horror unspeakable, yet withal a morbid fascination, in
the spectacle of the actual booty for which so many lives had been
sacrificed before my eyes. Minute followed minute in which I looked at
nothing, and could think of nothing, but the stolen bullion at my feet; then I
gathered what of the dust I could, pocketed it in pinches to hide my
meddlesomeness, and blew the rest away. The box had dropped very much
where I had found it; it had exhausted my strength none the less, and I was
glad at last to lie down on the mattress, and to wind my body in Rattray's
blankets.
I shuddered at the thought of sleep: the rats became so lively the moment
I lay still. One ventured so near as to sit up close to the lantern; the light
showed its fat white belly, and the thing itself was like a dog begging, as big
to my disgusted eyes. And yet, in the midst of these horrors (to me as bad as
any that had preceded them), nature overcame me, and for a space my
torments ceased.
“He is aslip,” a soft voice said.
“Don't wake the poor devil,” said another.
“But I weesh to spik with 'im. Senhor Cole! Senhor Cole!”
I opened my eyes. Santos looked of uncanny stature in the low yellow
light, from my pillow close to the earth. Harris turned away at my glance;
he carried a spade, and began digging near the boxes without more ado, by
the light of a second lantern set on one of them: his back was to me from
this time on. Santos shrugged a shoulder towards the captain as he opened a
campstool, drew up his trousers, and seated himself with much deliberation
at the foot of my mattress.
“When you 'ave treasure,” said he, “the better thing is to bury it, Senhor
Cole. Our young friend upstairs begs to deefer; but he is slipping; it is peety
he takes such quantity of brandy! It is leetle wikness of you Engleesh; we in

Portugal never touch it, save as a liqueur; therefore we require less slip.
Friend squire upstairs is at this moment no better than a porker. Have I
made mistake? I thought it was the same word in both languages; but I am
glad to see you smile, Senhor Cole; that is good sign. I was going to say, he
is so fast aslip up there, that he would not hear us if we were to shoot each
other dead!”
And he gave me his paternal smile, benevolent, humorous, reassuring;
but I was no longer reassured; nor did I greatly care any more what
happened to me. There is a point of last, as well as one of least resistance,
and I had reached both points at once.
“Have you shot him dead?” I inquired, thinking that if he had, this would
precipitate my turn. But he was far from angry; the parchment face
crumpled into tolerant smiles; the venerable head shook a playful reproval,
as he threw away the cigarette that I am tired of mentioning, and put the last
touch to a fresh one with his tongue.
“What question?” said he; “reely, Senhor Cole! But you are quite right: I
would have shot him, or cut his troth” (and he shrugged indifference on the
point), “if it had not been for you; and yet it would have been your fault! I
nid not explain; the poseetion must have explained itself already; besides, it
is past. With you two against us—but it is past. You see, I have no longer
the excellent Jose. You broke his leg, bad man. I fear it will be necessary to
destroy 'im.” Santos made a pause; then inquired if he shocked me.
“Not a bit,” said I, neither truly nor untruly; “you interest me.” And that
he did.
“You see,” he continued, “I have not the respect of you Engleesh for
'uman life. We will not argue it. I have at least some respect for prejudice.
In my youth I had myself such prejudices; but one loses them on the
Zambesi. You cannot expect one to set any value upon the life of a black
nigger; and when you have keeled a great many Kaffirs, by the lash, with
the crocodiles, or what-not, then a white man or two makes less deeference.
I acknowledge there were too many on board that sheep; but what was one
to do? You have your Engleesh proverb about the dead men and the stories;
it was necessary to make clin swip. You see the result.”
He shrugged again towards the boxes; but this time, being reminded of
them (I supposed), he rose and went over to see how Harris was
progressing. The captain had never looked round; neither did he look at

Santos. “A leetle dipper,” I heard the latter say, “and, perhaps, a few
eenches—” but I lost the last epithet. It followed a glance over the shoulder
in my direction, and immediately preceded the return of Santos to his campstool.
“Yes, it is always better to bury treasure,” said he once more; but his tone
was altered; it was more contemplative; and many smoke-rings came from
the shrunk lips before another word; but through them all, his dark eyes,
dull with age, were fixed upon me.
“You are a treasure!” he exclaimed at last, softly enough, but quickly and
emphatically for him, and with a sudden and most diabolical smile.
“So you are going to bury me?”
I had suspected it when first I saw the spade; then not; but since the visit
to the hole I had made up my mind to it.
“Bury you? No, not alive,” said Santos, in his playfully reproving tone.
“It would be necessary to deeg so dip!” he added through his few remaining
teeth.
“Well,” I said, “you'll swing for it. That's something.”
Santos smiled again, benignantly enough this time: in contemplation
also: as an artist smiles upon his work. I was his!
“You live town,” said he; “no one knows where you go. You come down
here; no one knows who you are. Your dear friend squire locks you up for
the night, but dreenks too much and goes to slip with the key in his pocket;
it is there when he wakes; but the preesoner, where is he? He is gone,
vanished, escaped in the night, and, like the base fabreec of your own poet's
veesion, he lives no trace—is it trace?—be'ind! A leetle earth is so easily
bitten down; a leetle more is so easily carried up into the garden; and a beet
of nice strong wire might so easily be found in a cellar, and afterwards in
the lock! No, Senhor Cole, I do not expect to 'ang. My schims have seldom
one seengle flaw. There was just one in the Lady Jermyn; there was—
Senhor Cole! If there is one this time, and you will be so kind as to point it
out, I will—I will run the reesk of shooting you instead of—”
A pinch of his baggy throat, between the fingers and thumbs of both
hands, foreshadowed a cleaner end; and yet I could look at him; nay, it was
more than I could do not to look upon that bloodless face, with the two dry
blots upon the parchment, that were never withdrawn from mine.

“No you won't, messmate! If it's him or us for it, let a bullet do it, and let
it do it quick, you bloody Spaniard! You can't do the other without me, and
my part's done.”
Harris was my only hope. I had seen this from the first, but my appeal I
had been keeping to the very end. And now he was leaving me before a
word would come! Santos had gone over to my grave, and there was Harris
at the door!
“It is not dip enough,” said the Portuguese.
“It's as deep as I mean to make it, with you sittin' there talkin' about it.”
And the door stood open.
“Captain!” I screamed. “For Christ's sake, captain!”
He stood there, trembling, yet even now not looking my way.
“Did you ever see a man hanged?” asked Santos, with a vile eye for each
of us. “I once hanged fifteen in a row; abominable thifs. And I once
poisoned nearly a hundred at one banquet; an untrustworthy tribe; but the
hanging was the worse sight and the worse death. Heugh! There was one
man—he was no stouter than you are captain—”
But the door slammed; we heard the captain on the stairs; there was a
rustle from the leaves outside, and then a silence that I shall not attempt to
describe.
And, indeed, I am done with this description: as I live to tell the tale (or
spoil it, if I choose) I will make shorter work of this particular business than
I found it at the time. Perverse I may be in old age as in my youth; but on
that my agony—my humiliating agony—I decline to dwell. I suffer it afresh
as I write. There are the cobwebs on the ceiling, a bloated spider crawling
in one: a worse monster is gloating over me: those dull eyes of his, and my
own pistol-barrel, cover me in the lamp-light. The crucifix pin is awry in his
cravat; that is because he has offered it me to kiss. As a refinement (I feel
sure) my revolver is not cocked; and the hammer goes up—up—
He missed me because a lantern was flashed into his eyes through the
grating. He wasted the next ball in firing wildly at the light. And the last
chamber's load became suddenly too precious for my person; for there were
many voices overhead; there were many feet upon the stairs.
Harris came first—head-first—saw me still living as he reeled—hurled
himself upon the boxes and one of these into the hole—all far quicker than

my pen can write it. The manoeuvre, being the captain's, explained itself: on
his heels trod Rattray, with one who brought me to my feet like the call of
silver trumpets.
“The house is surrounded,” says the squire, very quick and quiet; “is this
your doing, Cole?”
“I wish it was,” said I; “but I can't complain; it's saved my life.” And I
looked at Santos, standing dignified and alert, my still smoking pistol in his
hand.
“Two things to do,” says Rattray—“I don't care which.” He strode across
the cellar and pulled at the one full bin; something slid out, it was a binful
of empty bottles, and this time they were allowed to crash upon the floor;
the squire stood pointing to a manhole at the back of the bin. “That's one
alternative,” said he; “but it will mean leaving this much stuff at least,”
pointing to the boxes, “and probably all the rest at the other end. The other
thing's to stop and fight!”
“I fight,” said Santos, stalking to the door. “Have you no more
ammunition for me, friend Cole? Then I must live you alive; adios,
senhor!”
Harris cast a wistful look towards the manhole, not in cowardice, I fancy,
but in sudden longing for the sea, the longing of a poor devil of a sailor-man
doomed to die ashore. I am still sorry to remember that Rattray judged him
differently. “Come on, skipper,” said he; “it's all or none aboard the lugger,
and I think it will be none. Up you go; wait a second in the room above, and
I'll find you an old cutlass. I shan't be longer.” He turned to me with a wry
smile. “We're not half-armed,” he said; “they've caught us fairly on the hop;
it should be fun! Good-by, Cole; I wish you'd had another round for that
revolver. Good-by, Eva!”
And he held out his hand to our love, who had been watching him all this
time with eyes of stone; but now she turned her back upon him without a
word. His face changed; the stormlight of passion and remorse played upon
it for an instant; he made a step towards her, wheeled abruptly, and took me
by the shoulder instead.
“Take care of her, Cole,” said he. “Whatever happens—take care of her.”
I caught him at the foot of the stairs. I do not defend what I did. But I had
more ammunition; a few wadded bullets, caps, and powder-charges, loose

in a jacket pocket; and I thrust them into one of his, upon a sudden impulse,
not (as I think) altogether unaccountable, albeit (as I have said) so
indefensible.
My back was hardly turned an instant. I had left a statue of unforgiving
coldness. I started round to catch in my arms a half-fainting, grief-stricken
form, shaken with sobs that it broke my heart to hear. I placed her on the
camp-stool. I knelt down and comforted her as well as I could, stroking her
hands, my arm about her heaving shoulders, with the gold-brown hair
streaming over them. Such hair as it was! So much longer than I had
dreamt. So soft—so fine—my soul swam with the sight and touch of it.
Well for me that there broke upon us from above such a sudden din as
turned my hot blood cold! A wild shout of surprise; an ensuing roar of
defiance; shrieks and curses; yells of rage and pain; and pistol-shot after
pistol-shot as loud as cannon in the confined space.
I know now that the battle in the hall was a very brief affair; while it
lasted I had no sense of time; minutes or moments, they were (God forgive
me!) some of the very happiest in all my life. My joy was as profound as it
was also selfish and incongruous. The villains were being routed; of that
there could be no doubt or question. I hoped Rattray might escape, but for
the others no pity stirred in my heart, and even my sneaking sympathy with
the squire could take nothing from the joy that was in my heart. Eva
Denison was free. I was free. Our oppressors would trouble us no more. We
were both lonely; we were both young; we had suffered together and for
each other. And here she lay in my arms, her head upon my shoulder, her
soft bosom heaving on my own! My blood ran hot and cold by turns. I
forgot everything but our freedom and my love. I forgot my sufferings, as I
would have you all forget them. I am not to be pitied. I have been in heaven
on earth. I was there that night, in my great bodily weakness, and in the
midst of blood-shed, death, and crime.
“They have stopped!” cried Eva suddenly. “It is over! Oh, if he is dead!”
And she sat upright, with bright eyes starting from a deathly face. I do
not think she knew that she had been in my arms at all: any more than I
knew that the firing had ceased before she told me. Excited voices were still
raised overhead; but some sounded distant, yet more distinct, coming
through the grating from the garden; and none were voices that we knew.

One poor wretch, on the other hand, we heard plainly groaning to his death;
and we looked in each other's eyes with the same thought.
“That's Harris,” said I, with, I fear, but little compassion in my tone or in
my heart just then.
“Where are the others?” cried Eva piteously.
“God knows,” said I; “they may be done for, too.”
“If they are!”
“It's better than the death they would have lived to die.”
“But only one of them was a wilful murderer! Oh, Mr. Cole—Mr. Cole—
go and see what has happened; come back and tell me! I dare not come. I
will stay here and pray for strength to bear whatever news you may bring
me. Go quickly. I will—wait—and pray!”
So I left the poor child on her knees in that vile cellar, white face and
straining hands uplifted to the foul ceiling, sweet lips quivering with prayer,
eyelids reverently lowered, and the swift tears flowing from beneath them,
all in the yellow light of the lantern that stood burning by her side. How
different a picture from that which awaited me overhead!

CHAPTER XIX. MY GREAT HOUR
The library doors were shut, and I closed the secret one behind me before
opening the other and peering out through a wrack of bluish smoke; and
there lay Captain Harris, sure enough, breathing his last in the arms of one
constable, while another was seated on the table with a very wry face,
twisting a tourniquet round his arm, from which the blood was dripping like
raindrops from the eaves. A third officer stood in the porch, issuing
directions to his men without.
“He's over the wall, I tell you! I saw him run up our ladder. After him
every man of you—and spread!”
I looked in vain for Rattray and the rest; yet it seemed as if only one of
them had escaped. I was still looking when the man in the porch wheeled
back into the hall, and instantly caught sight of me at my door.
“Hillo! here's another of them,” cried he. “Out you come, young fellow!
Your mates are all dead men.”
“They're not my mates.”
“Never mind; come you out and let's have a look at you.”
I did so, and was confronted by a short, thickset man, who recognized me
with a smile, but whom I failed to recognize.
“I might have guessed it was Mr. Cole,” said he. “I knew you were here
somewhere, but I couldn't make head or tail of you through the smoke.”
“I'm surprised that you can make head or tail of me at all,” said I.
“Then you've quite forgotten the inquisitive parson you met out fishing?
You see I found out your name for myself!”
“So it was a detective!”
“It was and is,” said the little man, nodding. “Detective or Inspector
Royds, if you're any the wiser.
“What has happened? Who has escaped?” “Your friend Rattray; but he
won't get far.”
“What of the Portuguese and the nigger?”

I forgot that I had crippled Jose, but remembered with my words, and
wondered the more where he was.
“I'll show you,” said Royds. “It was the nigger let us in. We heard him
groaning round at the back—who smashed his leg? One of our men was at
that cellar grating; there was some of them down there; we wanted to find
our way down and corner them, but the fat got in the fire too soon. Can you
stand something strong? Then come this way.”
He led me out into the garden, and to a tangled heap lying in the
moonlight, on the edge of the long grass. The slave had fallen on top of his
master; one leg lay swathed and twisted; one black hand had but partially
relaxed upon the haft of a knife (the knife) that stood up hilt-deep in a
blacker heart. And in the hand of Santos was still the revolver (my Deane
and Adams) which had sent its last ball through the nigger's body.
“They slipped out behind us, all but the one inside,” said Royds, ruefully;
“I'm hanged if I know yet how it happened—but we were on them next
second. Before that the nigger had made us hide him in the grass, but the
old devil ran straight into him, and the one fired as the other struck. It's the
worst bit of luck in the whole business, and I'm rather disappointed on the
whole. I've been nursing the job all this week; had my last look round this
very evening, with one of these officers, and only rode back for more to
make sure of taking our gentlemen alive. And we've lost three out of four of
'em, and have still to lay hands on the gold! I suppose you didn't know there
was any aboard?” he asked abruptly.
“Not before to-night.”
“Nor did we till the Devoren came in with letters last week, a hundred
and thirty days out. She should have been in a month before you, but she
got amongst the ice around the Horn. There was a letter of advice about the
gold, saying it would probably go in the Lady Jermyn; and another about
Rattray and his schooner, which had just sailed; the young gentleman was
known to the police out there.”
“Do you know where the schooner is?”
“Bless you, no, we've had no time to think about her; the man had been
seen about town, and we've done well to lay hands on him in the time.”
“You will do better still when you do lay hands on him,” said I, wresting
my eyes from the yellow dead face of the foreign scoundrel. The moon

shone full upon his high forehead, his shrivelled lips, dank in their death
agony, and on the bauble with the sacred device that he wore always in his
tie. I recovered my property from the shrunken fingers, and so turned away
with a harder heart than I ever had before or since for any creature of
Almighty God.
Harris had expired in our absence.
“Never spoke, sir,” said the constable in whose arms we had left him.
“More's the pity. Well, cut out at the back and help land the young gent,
or we'll have him giving us the slip too. He may double back, but I'm
watching out for that. Which way should you say he'd head, Mr. Cole?”
“Inland,” said I, lying on the spur of the moment, I knew not why. “Try at
the cottage where I've been staying.”
“We have a man posted there already. That woman is one of the gang,
and we've got her safe. But I'll take your advice, and have that side scoured
whilst I hang about the place.”
And he walked through the house, and out the back way, at the officer's
heels; meanwhile the man with the wounded arm was swaying where he sat
from loss of blood, and I had to help him into the open air before at last I
was free to return to poor Eva in her place of loathsome safety.
I had been so long, however, that her patience was exhausted, and as I
returned to the library by one door, she entered by the other.
“I could bear it no longer. Tell me—the worst!”
“Three of them are dead.”
“Which three?”
She had crossed to the other door, and would not have me shut it. So I
stood between her and the hearth, on which lay the captain's corpse, with
the hearthrug turned up on either side to cover it.
“Harris for one,” said I. “Outside lie Jose and—”
“Quick! Quick!”
“Senhor Santos.”
Her face was as though the name meant nothing to her.
“And Mr. Rattray?” she cried. “And Mr. Rattray—”

“Has escaped for the present. He seems to have cut his way through the
police and got over the wall by a ladder they left behind them. They are
scouring the country—Miss Denison! Eva! My poor love!”
She had broken down utterly in a second fit of violent weeping; and a
second time I took her in my arms, and stood trying in my clumsy way to
comfort her, as though she were a little child. A lamp was burning in the
library, and I recognized the arm-chair which Rattray had drawn thence for
me on the night of our dinner—the very night before! I led Eva back into
the room, and I closed both doors. I supported my poor girl to the chair, and
once more I knelt before her and took her hands in mine. My great hour was
come at last: surely a happy omen that it was also the hour before the dawn.
“Cry your fill, my darling,” I whispered, with the tears in my own voice.
“You shall never have anything more to cry for in this world! God has been
very good to us. He brought you to me, and me to you. He has rescued us
for each other. All our troubles are over; cry your fill; you will never have
another chance so long as I live, if only you will let me live for you. Will
you, Eva? Will you? Will you?”
She drew her hands from mine, and sat upright in the chair, looking at me
with round eyes; but mine were dim; astonishment was all that I could read
in her look, and on I went headlong, with growing impetus and passion.
“I know I am not much, my darling; but you know I was not always what
my luck, good and bad, has left me now, and you will make a new man of
me so soon! Besides, God must mean it, or He would not have thrown us
together amid such horrors, and brought us through them together still. And
you have no one else to take care of you in the world! Won't you let me try,
Eva? Say that you will!”
“Then—you—owe me?” she said slowly, in a low, awe-struck voice that
might have told me my fate at once; but I was shaking all over in the
intensity of my passion, and for the moment it was joy enough to be able at
last to tell her all.
“Love you?” I echoed. “With every fibre of my being! With every atom
of my heart and soul and body! I love you well enough to live to a hundred
for you, or to die for you to-night!”
“Well enough to—give me up?” she whispered.

I felt as though a cold hand had checked my heart at its hottest, but I
mastered myself sufficiently to face her question and to answer it as
honestly as I might.
“Yes!” I cried; “well enough even to do that, if it was for your happiness;
but I might be rather difficult to convince about that.”
“You are very strong and true,” she murmured. “Yes, I can trust you as I
have never trusted anybody else! But—how long have you been so
foolish?” And she tried very hard to smile.
“Since I first saw you; but I only knew it on the night of the fire. Till that
night I resisted it like an idiot. Do you remember how we used to argue? I
rebelled so against my love! I imagined that I had loved once already and
once for all. But on the night of the fire I knew that my love for you was
different from all that had gone before or would ever come again. I gave in
to it at last, and oh! the joy of giving in! I had fought against the greatest
blessing of my life, and I never knew it till I had given up fighting. What
did I care about the fire? I was never happier—until now! You sang through
my heart like the wind through the rigging; my one fear was that I might go
to the bottom without telling you my love. When I asked to say a few last
words to you on the poop, it was to tell you my love before we parted, that
you might know I loved you whatever came. I didn't do so, because you
seemed so frightened, poor darling! I hadn't it in my heart to add to your
distress. So I left you without a word. But I fought the sea for days together
simply to tell you what I couldn't die without telling you. When they picked
me up, it was your name that brought back my senses after days of
delirium. When I heard that you were dead, I longed to die myself. And
when I found you lived after all, the horror of your surroundings was
nothing to be compared with the mere fact that you lived; that you were
unhappy and in danger was my only grief, but it was nothing to the thought
of your death; and that I had to wait twenty-four hours without coming to
you drove me nearer to madness than ever I was on the hen-coop. That's
how I love you, Eva,” I concluded; “that's how I love and will love you, for
ever and ever, no matter what happens.”
Those sweet gray eyes of hers had been fixed very steadily upon me all
through this outburst; as I finished they filled with tears, and my poor love
sat wringing her slender fingers, and upbraiding herself as though she were
the most heartless coquette in the country.

“How wicked I am!” she moaned. “How ungrateful I must be! You offer
me the unselfish love of a strong, brave man. I cannot take it. I have no love
to give you in return.”
“But some day you may,” I urged, quite happily in my ignorance. “It will
come. Oh, surely it will come, after all that we have gone through
together!”
She looked at me very steadily and kindly through her tears.
“It has come, in a way,” said she; “but it is not your way, Mr. Cole. I do
love you for your bravery and your—love—but that will not quite do for
either of us.”
“Why not?” I cried in an ecstasy. “My darling, it will do for me! It is
more than I dared to hope for; thank God, thank God, that you should care
for me at all!”
She shook her head.
“You do not understand,” she whispered.
“I do. I do. You do not love me as you want to love.”
“As I could love—”
“And as you will! It will come. It will come. I'll bother you no more
about it now. God knows I can afford to leave well alone! I am only too
happy—too thankful—as it is!”
And indeed I rose to my feet every whit as joyful as though she had
accepted me on the spot. At least she had not rejected me; nay, she
confessed to loving me in a way. What more could a lover want? Yet there
was a dejection in her drooping attitude which disconcerted me in the hour
of my reward. And her eyes followed me with a kind of stony remorse
which struck a chill to my bleeding heart.
I went to the door; the hall was still empty, and I shut it again with a
shudder at what I saw before the hearth, at all that I had forgotten in the
little library. As I turned, another door opened—the door made invisible by
the multitude of books around and upon it—and young Squire Rattray stood
between my love and me.
His clear, smooth skin was almost as pale as Eva's own, but pale brown,
the tint of rich ivory. His eyes were preternaturally bright. And they never
glanced my way, but flew straight to Eva, and rested on her very humbly

and sadly, as her two hands gripped the arms of the chair, and she leant
forward in horror and alarm.
“How could you come back?” she cried. “I was told you had escaped!”
“Yes, I got away on one of their horses.”
“I pictured you safe on board!”
“I very nearly was.”
“Then why are you here?”
“To get your forgiveness before I go.”
He took a step forward; her eyes and mine were riveted upon him; and I
still wonder which of us admired him the more, as he stood there in his
pride and his humility, gallant and young, and yet shamefaced and sad.
“You risk your life—for my forgiveness?” whispered Eva at last. “Risk
it? I'll give myself up if you'll take back some of the things you said to me
—last night—and before.”
There was a short pause.
“Well, you are not a coward, at all events!”
“Nor a murderer, Eva!”
“God forbid.”
“Then forgive me for everything else that I have been—to you!”
And he was on his knees where I had knelt scarce a minute before; nor
could I bear to watch them any longer. I believed that he loved her in his
own way as sincerely as I did in mine. I believed that she detested him for
the detestable crime in which he had been concerned. I believed that the
opinion of him which she had expressed to his face, in my hearing, was her
true opinion, and I longed to hear her mitigate it ever so little before he
went. He won my sympathy as a gallant who valued a kind word from his
mistress more than life itself. I hoped earnestly that that kind word would
be spoken. But I had no desire to wait to hear it. I felt an intruder. I would
leave them alone together for the last time. So I walked to the door, but,
seeing a key in it, I changed my mind, and locked it on the inside. In the
hall I might become the unintentional instrument of the squire's capture,
though, so far as my ears served me, it was still empty as we had left it. I
preferred to run no risks, and would have a look at the subterranean passage
instead.

“I advise you to speak low,” I said, “and not to be long. The place is alive
with the police. If they hear you all will be up.”
Whether he heard me I do not know. I left him on his knees still, and Eva
with her face hidden in her hands.
The cellar was a strange scene to revisit within an hour of my deliverance
from that very torture-chamber. It had been something more before I left it,
but in it I could think only of the first occupant of the camp-stool. The
lantern still burned upon the floor. There was the mattress, still depressed
where I had lain face to face with insolent death. The bullet was in the
plaster; it could not have missed by the breadth of many hairs. In the corner
was the shallow grave, dug by Harris for my elements. And Harris was
dead. And Santos was dead. But life and love were mine.
I would have gone through it all again!
And all at once I was on fire to be back in the library; so much so, that
half a minute at the manhole, lantern in hand, was enough for me; and a
mere funnel of moist brown earth—a terribly low arch propped with beams
—as much as I myself ever saw of the subterranean conduit between Kirby
House and the sea. But I understood that the curious may traverse it for
themselves to this day on payment of a very modest fee.
As for me, I returned as I had come after (say) five minutes' absence; my
head full once more of Eva, and of impatient anxiety for the wild young
squire's final flight; and my heart still singing with the joy of which my
beloved's kindness seemed a sufficient warranty. Poor egotist! Am I to tell
you what I found when I came up those steep stairs to the chamber where I
had left him on his knees to her? Or can you guess?
He was on his knees no more, but he held her in his arms, and as I
entered he was kissing the tears from her wet, flushed cheek. Her eyelids
drooped; she was pale as the dead without, so pale that her eyebrows looked
abnormally and dreadfully dark. She did not cling to him. Neither did she
resist his caresses, but lay passive in his arms as though her proper paradise
was there. And neither heard me enter; it was as though they had forgotten
all the world but one another.
“So this is it,” said I very calmly. I can hear my voice as I write.
They fell apart on the instant. Rattray glared at me, yet I saw that his eyes
were dim. Eva clasped her hands before her, and looked me steadily in the

face. But never a word.
“You love him?” I said sternly.
The silence of consent remained unbroken.
“Villain as he is?” I burst out.
And at last Eva spoke.
“I loved him before he was one,” said she. “We were engaged.”
She looked at him standing by, his head bowed, his arms folded; next
moment she was very close to me, and fresh tears were in her eyes. But I
stepped backward, for I had had enough.
“Can you not forgive me?”
“Oh, dear, yes.”
“Can't you understand?”
“Perfectly,” said I.
“You know you said—”
“I have said so many things!”
“But this was that you—you loved me well enough to—give me up.”
And the silly ego in me—the endless and incorrigible I—imagined her
pouting for a withdrawal of those brave words.
“I not only said it,” I declared, “but I meant every word of it.”
None the less had I to turn from her to hide my anguish. I leaned my
elbows on the narrow stone chimney-piece, which, with the grate below and
a small mirror above, formed an almost solitary oasis in the four walls of
books. In the mirror I saw my face; it was wizened, drawn, old before its
time, and merely ugly in its sore distress, merely repulsive in its bloody
bandages. And in the mirror also I saw Rattray, handsome, romantic,
audacious, all that I was not, nor ever would be, and I “understood” more
than ever, and loathed my rival in my heart.
I wheeled round on Eva. I was not going to give her up—to him. I would
tell her so before him—tell him so to his face. But she had turned away; she
was listening to some one else. Her white forehead glistened. There were
voices in the hall.
“Mr. Cole! Mr. Cole! Where are you, Mr. Cole?”

I moved over to the locked door. My hand found the key. I turned round
with evil triumph in my heart, and God knows what upon my face. Rattray
did not move. With lifted hands the girl was merely begging him to go by
the door that was open, down the stair. He shook his head grimly. With an
oath I was upon them.
“Go, both of you!” I whispered hoarsely. “Now—while you can—and I
can let you. Now! Now!”
Still Rattray hung back.
I saw him glancing wistfully at my great revolver lying on the table under
the lamp. I thrust it upon him, and pushed him towards the door.
“You go first. She shall follow. You will not grudge me one last word?
Yes, I will take your hand. If you escape—be good to her!”
He was gone. Without, there was a voice still calling me; but now it
sounded overhead.
“Good-by, Eva,” I said. “You have not a moment to lose.”
Yet those divine eyes lingered on my ugliness.
“You are in a very great hurry,” said she, in the sharp little voice of her
bitter moments.
“You love him; that is enough.”
“And you, too!” she cried. “And you, too!”
And her pure, warm arms were round my neck; another instant, and she
would have kissed me, she! I know it. I knew it then. But it was more than I
would bear. As a brother! I had heard that tale before. Back I stepped again,
all the man in me rebelling.
“That's impossible,” said I rudely.
“It isn't. It's true. I do love you—for this!”
God knows how I looked!
“And I mayn't say good-by to you,” she whispered. “And—and I love
you—for that!”
“Then you had better choose between us,” said I.

CHAPTER XX. THE STATEMENT OF
FRANCIS RATTRAY
In the year 1858 I received a bulky packet bearing the stamp of the
Argentine Republic, a realm in which, to the best of my belief, I had not a
solitary acquaintance. The superscription told me nothing. In my relations
with Rattray his handwriting had never come under my observation. Judge
then of my feelings when the first thing I read was his signature at the foot
of the last page.
For five years I had been uncertain whether he was alive or dead. I had
heard nothing of him from the night we parted in Kirby Hall. All I knew
was that he had escaped from England and the English police; his letter
gave no details of the incident. It was an astonishing letter; my breath was
taken on the first close page; at the foot of it the tears were in my eyes. And
all that part I must pass over without a word. I have never shown it to man
or woman. It is sacred between man and man.
But the letter possessed other points of interest—of almost universal
interest—to which no such scruples need apply; for it cleared up certain
features of the foregoing narrative which had long been mysteries to all the
world; and it gave me what I had tried in vain to fathom all these years,
some explanation, or rather history, of the young Lancastrian's complicity
with Joaquin Santos in the foul enterprise of the Lady Jermyn. And these
passages I shall reproduce word for word; partly because of their intrinsic
interest; partly for such new light as they day throw on this or that phase of
the foregoing narrative; and, lastly, out of fairness to (I hope) the most
gallant and most generous youth who ever slipped upon the lower slopes of
Avemus.
Wrote Rattray:
“You wondered how I could have thrown in my lot with such a man. You
may wonder still, for I never yet told living soul. I pretended I had joined
him of my own free will. That was not quite the case. The facts were as
follows:

“In my teens (as I think you know) I was at sea. I took my second mate's
certificate at twenty, and from that to twenty-four my voyages were far
between and on my own account. I had given way to our hereditary passion
for smuggling. I kept a 'yacht' in Morecambe Bay, and more French brandy
than I knew what to do with in my cellars. It was exciting for a time, but the
excitement did not last. In 1851 the gold fever broke out in Australia. I
shipped to Melbourne as third mate on a barque, and I deserted for the
diggings in the usual course. But I was never a successful digger. I had little
luck and less patience, and I have no doubt that many a good haul has been
taken out of claims previously abandoned by me; for of one or two I had the
mortification of hearing while still in the Colony. I suppose I had not the
temperament for the work. Dust would not do for me—I must have nuggets.
So from Bendigo I drifted to the Ovens, and from the Ovens to Ballarat. But
I did no more good on one field than on another, and eventually, early in
1853, I cast up in Melbourne again with the intention of shipping home in
the first vessel. But there were no crews for the homeward-bounders, and
while waiting for a ship my little stock of gold dust gave out. I became
destitute first—then desperate. Unluckily for me, the beginning of '53 was
the hey-day of Captain Melville, the notorious bushranger. He was a young
fellow of my own age. I determined to imitate his exploits. I could make
nothing out there from an honest life; rather than starve I would lead a
dishonest one. I had been born with lawless tendencies; from smuggling to
bushranging was an easy transition, and about the latter there seemed to be
a gallantry and romantic swagger which put it on the higher plane of the
two. But I was not born to be a bushranger either. I failed at the very first
attempt. I was outwitted by my first victim, a thin old gentleman riding a
cob at night on the Geelong road.
“'Why rob me?' said he. 'I have only ten pounds in my pocket, and the
punishment will be the same as though it were ten thousand.'
“'I want your cob,' said I (for I was on foot); 'I'm a starving Jack, and as I
can't get a ship I'm going to take to the bush.'
“He shrugged his shoulders.
“'To starve there?' said he. 'My friend, it is a poor sport, this bushranging.
I have looked into the matter on my own account. You not only die like a
dog, but you live like one too. It is not worth while. No crime is worth
while under five figures, my friend. A starving Jack, eh? Instead of robbing

me of ten pounds, why not join me and take ten thousand as your share of
our first robbery? A sailor is the very man I want!'
“I told him that what I wanted was his cob, and that it was no use his
trying to hoodwink me by pretending he was one of my sort, because I
knew very well that he was not; at which he shrugged again, and slowly
dismounted, after offering me his money, of which I took half. He shook his
head, telling me I was very foolish, and I was coolly mounting (for he had
never offered me the least resistance), with my pistols in my belt, when
suddenly I heard one cocked behind me.
“'Stop!' said he. 'It's my turn! Stop, or I shoot you dead!' The tables were
turned, and he had me at his mercy as completely as he had been at mine. I
made up my mind to being marched to the nearest police-station. But
nothing of the kind. I had misjudged my man as utterly as you misjudged
him a few months later aboard the Lady Jermyn. He took me to his house
on the outskirts of Melbourne, a weather-board bungalow, scantily
furnished, but comfortable enough. And there he seriously repeated the
proposal he had made me off-hand in the road. Only he put it a little
differently. Would I go to the hulks for attempting to rob him of five
pounds, or would I stay and help him commit a robbery, of which my share
alone would be ten or fifteen thousand? You know which I chose. You
know who this man was. I said I would join him. He made me swear it. And
then he told me what his enterprise was: there is no need for me to tell you;
nor indeed had it taken definite shape at this time. Suffice it that Santos had
wind that big consignments of Austrailian gold were shortly to be shipped
home to England; that he, like myself, had done nothing on the diggings,
where he had looked to make his fortune, and out of which he meant to
make it still.
“It was an extraordinary life that we led in the bungalow, I the guest, he
the host, and Eva the unsuspecting hostess and innocent daughter of the
house. Santos had failed on the fields, but he had succeeded in making
valuable friends in Melbourne. Men of position and of influence spent their
evenings on our veranda, among others the Melbourne agent for the Lady
Jermyn, the likeliest vessel then lying in the harbor, and the one to which
the first consignment of gold-dust would be entrusted if only a skipper
could be found to replace the deserter who took you out. Santos made up
his mind to find one. It took him weeks, but eventually he found Captain

Harris on Bendigo, and Captain Harris was his man. More than that he was
the man for the agent; and the Lady Jermyn was once more made ready for
sea.
“Now began the complications. Quite openly, Santos had bought the
schooner Spindrift, freighted her with wool, given me the command, and
vowed that he would go home in her rather than wait any longer for the
Lady Jermyn. At the last moment he appeared to change his mind, and I
sailed alone as many days as possible in advance of the ship, as had been
intended from the first; but it went sorely against the grain when the time
came. I would have given anything to have backed out of the enterprise.
Honest I might be no longer; I was honestly in love with Eva Denison. Yet
to have backed out would have been one way of losing her for ever.
Besides, it was not the first time I had run counter to the law, I who came of
a lawless stock; but it would be the first time I had deserted a comrade or
broken faith with one. I would do neither. In for a penny, in for a pound.
“But before my God I never meant it to turn out as it did; though I admit
and have always admitted that my moral responsibility is but little if any the
less on that account. Yet I was never a consenting party to wholesale
murder, whatever else I was. The night before I sailed, Santos and the
captain were aboard with me till the small hours. They promised me that
every soul should have every chance; that nothing but unforeseen accident
could prevent the boats from making Ascension again in a matter of hours;
that as long as the gig was supposed to be lost with all hands, nothing else
mattered. So they promised, and that Harris meant to keep his promise I
fully believe. That was not a wanton ruffian; but the other would spill blood
like water, as I told you at the hall, and as no man now knows better than
yourself. He was notorious even in Portuguese Africa on account of his
atrocious treatment of the blacks. It was a favorite boast of his that he once
poisoned a whole village; and that he himself tampered with the Lady
Jermyn's boats you can take my word, for I have heard him describe how he
left it to the last night, and struck the blows during the applause at the
concert on the quarter-deck. He said it might have come out about the gold
in the gig, during the fire. It was safer to run no risks.
“The same thing came into play aboard the schooner. Never shall I forget
the horror of that voyage after Santos came aboard! I had a crew of eight
hands all told, and two he brought with him in the gig. Of course they began

talking about the gold; they would have their share or split when they got
ashore; and there was mutiny in the air, with the steward and the quartermaster of the Lady Jermyn for ring-leaders. Santos nipped it in the bud with
a vengeance! He and Harris shot every man of them dead, and two who
were shot through the heart they washed and dressed and set adrift to rot in
the gig with false papers! God knows how we made Madeira; we painted
the old name out and a new name in, on the way; and we shipped a
Portuguese crew, not a man of whom could speak English. We shipped
them aboard the Duque de Mondejo's yacht Braganza; the schooner
Spindrift had disappeared from the face of the waters for ever. And with the
men we took in plenty of sour claret and cigarettes; and we paid them well;
and the Portuguese sailor is not inquisitive under such conditions.
“And now, honestly, I wished I had put a bullet through my head before
joining in this murderous conspiracy; but retreat was impossible, even if I
had been the man to draw back after going so far; and I had a still stronger
reason for standing by the others to the bitter end. I could not leave our lady
to these ruffians. On the other hand, neither could I take her from them, for
(as you know) she justly regarded me as the most flagrant ruffian of them
all. It was in me and through me that she was deceived, insulted, humbled,
and contaminated; that she should ever have forgiven me for a moment is
more than I can credit or fathom to this hour... So there we were. She would
not look at me. And I would not leave her until death removed me. Santos
had been kind enough to her hitherto; he had been kind enough (I
understand) to her mother before her. It was only in the execution of his
plans that he showed his Napoleonic disregard for human life; and it was
precisely herein that I began to fear for the girl I still dared to love. She took
up an attitude as dangerous to her safety as to our own. She demanded to be
set free when we came to land. Her demand was refused. God forgive me, it
had no bitterer opponent than myself! And all we did was to harden her
resolution; that mere child threatened us to our faces, never shall I forget the
scene! You know her spirit: if we would not set her free, she would tell all
when we landed. And you remember how Santos used to shrug? That was
all he did then. It was enough for me who knew him. For days I never left
them alone together. Night after night I watched her cabin door. And she
hated me the more for never leaving her alone! I had to resign myself to
that.

“The night we anchored in Falmouth Bay, thinking then of taking our
gold straight to the Bank of England, as eccentric lucky diggers—that night
I thought would be the last for one or other of us. He locked her in her
cabin. He posted himself outside on the settee. I sat watching him across the
table. Each had a hand in his pocket, each had a pistol in that hand, and
there we sat, with our four eyes locked, while Harris went ashore for
papers. He came back in great excitement. What with stopping at Madeira,
and calms, and the very few knots we could knock out of the schooner at
the best of times, we had made a seven or eight weeks' voyage of it from
Ascension—where, by the way, I had arrived only a couple of days before
the Lady Jermyn, though I had nearly a month's start of her. Well, Harris
came back in the highest state of excitement: and well he might: the papers
were full of you, and of the burning of the Lady Jermyn!
“Now mark what happened. You know, of course, as well as I do; but I
wonder if you can even yet realize what it was to us! Our prisoner hears that
you are alive, and she turns upon Santos and tells him he is welcome to
silence her, but it will do us ne good now, as you know that the ship was
wilfully burned, and with what object. It is the single blow she can strike in
self-defence; but a shrewder one could scarcely be imagined. She had
talked to you, at the very last; and by that time she did know the truth. What
more natural than that she should confide it to you? She had had time to tell
you enough to hang the lot of us; and you may imagine our consternation
on hearing that she had told you all she knew! From the first we were never
quite sure whether to believe it or not. That the papers breathed no
suspicion of foul play was neither here nor there. Scotland Yard might have
seen to that. Then we read of the morbid reserve which was said to
characterize all your utterances concerning the Lady Jermyn. What were we
to do? What we no longer dared to do was to take our gold-dust straight to
the Bank. What we did, you know.
“We ran round to Morecambe Bay, and landed the gold as we Rattrays
had landed lace and brandy from time immemorial. We left Eva in charge of
Jane Braithwaite, God only knows how much against my will, but we were
in a corner, it was life or death with us, and to find out how much you knew
was a first plain necessity. And the means we took were the only means in
our power; nor shall I say more to you on that subject than I said five years
ago in my poor old house. That is still the one part of the whole conspiracy
of which I myself am most ashamed.

“And now it only remains for me to tell you why I have written all this to
you, at such great length, so long after the event. My wife wished it. The
fact is that she wants you to think better of me than I deserve; and I—yes—
I confess that I should like you not to think quite as ill of me as you must
have done all these years. I was villain enough, but do not think I am
unpunished.
“I am an outlaw from my country. I am morally a transported felon. Only
in this no-man's land am I a free man; let me but step across the border and
I am worth a little fortune to the man who takes me. And we have had a
hard time here, though not so hard as I deserved; and the hardest part of
all...”
But you must guess the hardest part: for the letter ended as it began, with
sudden talk of his inner life, and tentative inquiry after mine. In its entirety,
as I say, I have never shown it to a soul; there was just a little more that I
read to my wife (who could not hear enough about his); then I folded up the
letter, and even she has never seen the passages to which I allude.
And yet I am not one of those who hold that the previous romances of
married people should be taboo between them in after life. On the contrary,
much mutual amusement, of an innocent character, may be derived from a
fair and free interchange upon the subject; and this is why we, in our old
age (or rather in mine), find a still unfailing topic in the story of which Eva
Denison was wayward heroine and Frank Rattray the nearest approach to a
hero. Sometimes these reminiscences lead to an argument; for it has been
the fate of my life to become attached to argumentative persons. I suppose
because I myself hate arguing. On the day that I received Rattray's letter we
had one of our warmest discussions. I could repeat every word of it after
forty years.
“A good man does not necessarily make a good husband,” I innocently
remarked.
“Why do you say that?” asked my wife, who never would let a
generalization pass unchallenged.
“I was thinking of Rattray,” said I. “The most tolerant of judges could
scarcely have described him as a good man five years ago. Yet I can see that
he has made an admirable husband. On the whole, and if you can't be both,
it is better to be the good husband!”

It was this point that we debated with so much ardor. My wife would take
the opposite side; that is her one grave fault. And I must introduce
personalities; that, of course, is among the least of mine. I compared myself
with Rattray, as a husband, and (with some sincerity) to my own
disparagement. I pointed out that he was an infinitely more fascinating
creature, which was no hard saying, for that epithet at least I have never
earned. And yet it was the word to sting my wife.
“Fascinating, perhaps!” said she. “Yes, that is the very word; but—
fascination is not love!”
And then I went to her, and stroked her hair (for she had hung her head in
deep distress), and kissed the tears from her eyes. And I swore that her eyes
were as lovely as Eva Denison's, that there seemed even more gold in her
glossy brown hair, that she was even younger to look at. And at the last and
craftiest compliment my own love looked at me through her tears, as though
some day or other she might forgive me.
“Then why did you want to give me up to him?” said she.
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Introduction
It was somewhere, I think, towards the autumn of the year 1889 that the
thought occurred to me that I might perhaps try to write a little in the
modern way. For, hitherto, I had been, as it were, wearing costume in
literature. The rich, figured English of the earlier part of the seventeenth
century had always had a peculiar attraction for me. I accustomed myself to
write in it, to think in it; I kept a diary in that manner, and halfunconsciously dressed up my every day thoughts and common experiences
in the habit of the Cavalier or of the Caroline Divine. Thus, when in 1884 I
got a commission to translate the Heptameron, I wrote quite naturally in the
language of my favourite period, and, as some critics declare, made my
English version somewhat more antique and stiff than the original. And so
"The Anatomy of Tobacco" was an exercise in the antique of a different
kind; and "The Chronicle of Clemendy" was a volume of tales that tried
their hardest to be mediæval; and the translation of the "Moyen de
Parvenir" was still a thing in the ancient mode.
It seemed, in fine, to be settled that in literature I was to be a hanger on
of the past ages; and I don't quite know how I managed to get away from
them. I had finished translating "Casanova"—more modern, but not
thoroughly up to date—and I had nothing particular on hand, and,
somehow or other, it struck me that I might try a little writing for the
papers. I began with a "turnover" as it was called, for the old vanished
Globe, a harmless little article on old English proverbs; and I shall never
forget my pride and delight when one day, being at Dover, with a fresh
autumn wind blowing from the sea, I bought a chance copy of the paper and
saw my essay on the front page. Naturally, I was encouraged to persevere,
and I wrote more turnovers for the Globe and then tried the St. James's
Gazette and found that they paid two pounds instead of the guinea of the
Globe, and again, naturally enough, devoted most of my attention to the St.
James's Gazette. From the essay or literary paper, I somehow got into the
habit of the short story, and did a good many of these, still for the St.
James's, till in the autumn of 1890, I wrote a tale called "The Double
Return." Well, Oscar Wilde asked: "Are you the author of that story that

fluttered the dovecotes? I thought it was very good." But: it did flutter the
dovecotes, and the St. James's Gazette and I parted.
But I still wrote short stories, now chiefly for what were called "society"
papers, which have become extinct. And one of these appeared in a paper,
the name of which I have long forgotten. I had called the tale "Resurrectio
Mortuorum," and the editor had very sensibly rendered the title into "The
Resurrection of the Dead."
I do not clearly remember how the story began. I am inclined to think
something in this way:
"Old Mr. Llewellyn, the Welsh antiquary, threw his copy of the morning
paper on the floor and banged the breakfast-table, exclaiming: 'Good God!
Here's the last of the Caradocs of the Garth, has been married in a Baptist
Chapel by a dissenting preacher; somewhere in Peckham.'" Or, did I take
up the tale a few years after this happy event and shew the perfectly
cheerful contented young commercial clerk running somewhat too fast to
catch the bus one morning, and feeling dazed all day long over the office
work, and going home in a sort of dimness, and then at his very doorstep,
recovering as it were, his ancestral consciousness. I think it was the sight of
his wife and the tones of her voice that suddenly announced to him with the
sound of a trumpet that he had nothing to do with this woman with the
Cockney accent, or the pastor who was coming to supper, or the red brick
villa, or Peckham or the City of London. Though the old place on the banks
of the Usk had been sold fifty years before, still, he was Caradoc of the
Garth. I forget how I ended the story: but here was one of the sources of "A
Fragment of Life."
And somehow, though the tale was written and printed and paid for; it
stayed with me as a tale half told in the years from 1890 to 1899. I was in
love with the notion: this contrast between the raw London suburb and its
mean limited life and its daily journeys to the City; its utter banality and
lack of significance; between all this and the old, grey mullioned house
under the forest near the river, the armorial bearings on the Jacobean
porch, and noble old traditions: all this captivated me and I thought of my
mistold tale at intervals, while I was writing "The Great God Pan," "The
Red Hand," "The Three Impostors," "The Hill of Dreams," "The White

People," and "Hieroglyphics." It was at the back of my head, I suppose, all
the time, and at last in '99 I began to write it all over again from a
somewhat different standpoint.
The fact was that one grey Sunday afternoon in the March of that year, I
went for a long walk with a friend. I was living in Gray's Inn in those days,
and we stravaged up Gray's Inn Road on one of those queer, unscientific
explorations of the odd corners of London in which I have always delighted.
I don't think that there was any definite scheme laid down; but we resisted
manifold temptations. For on the right of Gray's Inn Road is one of the
oddest quarters of London—to those, that is, with the unsealed eyes. Here
are streets of 1800-1820 that go down into a valley—Flora in "Little
Dorrit" lived in one of them—and then crossing King's Cross Road climb
very steeply up to heights which always suggest to me that I am in the
hinder and poorer quarter of some big seaside place, and that there is a fine
view of the sea from the attic windows. This place was once called Spa
Fields, and has very properly an old meeting house of the Countess of
Huntingdon's Connection as one of its attractions. It is one of the parts of
London which would attract me if I wished to hide; not to escape arrest,
perhaps, but rather to escape the possibility of ever meeting anybody who
had ever seen me before.
But: my friend and I resisted it all. We strolled along to the parting of
many ways at King's Cross Station, and struck boldly up Pentonville.
Again: on our left was Barnsbury, which is like Africa. In Barnsbury
semper aliquid novi, but our course was laid for us by some occult
influence, and we came to Islington and chose the right hand side of the
way. So far, we were tolerably in the region of the known, since every year
there is the great Cattle Show at Islington, and many men go there. But,
trending to the right, we got into Canonbury, of which there are only
Travellers' Tales. Now and then, perhaps, as one sits about the winter fire,
while the storm howls without and the snow falls fast, the silent man in the
corner has told how he had a great aunt who lived in Canonbury in 1860;
so in the fourteenth century you might meet men who had talked with those
who had been in Cathay and had seen the splendours of the Grand Cham.
Such is Canonbury; I hardly dare speak of its dim squares, of the deep,
leafy back-gardens behind the houses, running down into obscure alleyways

with discreet, mysterious postern doors: as I say, "Travellers' Tales"; things
not much credited.
But, he who adventures in London has a foretaste of infinity. There is a
region beyond Ultima Thule. I know not how it was, but on this famous
Sunday afternoon, my friend and I, passing through Canonbury came into
something called the Balls Pond Road—Mr. Perch, the messenger of
Dombey & Son, lived somewhere in this region—and so I think by Dalston
down into Hackney where caravans, or trams, or, as I think you say in
America, trolley cars set out at stated intervals to the limits of the western
world.
But in the course of that walk which had become an exploration of the
unknown, I had seen two common things which had made a profound
impression upon me. One of these things was a street, the other a small
family party. The street was somewhere in that vague, uncharted, Balls
Pond-Dalston region. It was a long street and a grey street. Each house was
exactly like every other house. Each house had a basement, the sort of story
which house-agents have grown to call of late a "lower ground floor." The
front windows of these basements were half above the patch of black, sootsmeared soil and coarse grass that named itself a garden, and so, passing
along at the hour of four o'clock or four-thirty, I could see that in everyone
of these "breakfast rooms"—their technical name—the tea tray and the tea
cups were set out in readiness. I received from this trivial and natural
circumstance an impression of a dull life, laid out in dreadful lines of
patterned uniformity, of a life without adventure of body or soul.
Then, the family party. It got into the tram down Hackney way. There
were father, mother and baby; and I should think that they came from a
small shop, probably from a small draper's shop. The parents were young
people of twenty-five to thirty-five. He wore a black shiny frock coat—an
"Albert" in America?—a high hat, little side whiskers and dark moustache
and a look of amiable vacuity. His wife was oddly bedizened in black satin,
with a wide spreading hat, not ill-looking, simply unmeaning. I fancy that
she had at times, not too often, "a temper of her own." And the very small
baby sat upon her knee. The party was probably going forth to spend the
Sunday evening with relations or friends.

And yet, I said to myself, these two have partaken together of the great
mystery, of the great sacrament of nature, of the source of all that is
magical in the wide world. But have they discerned the mysteries? Do they
know that they have been in that place which is called Syon and Jerusalem?
—I am quoting from an old book and a strange book.
It was thus that, remembering the old story of the "Resurrection of the
Dead," I was furnished with the source of "A Fragment of Life." I was
writing "Hieroglyphics" at the time, having just finished "The White
People"; or rather, having just decided that what now appears in print
under that heading was all that would ever be written, that the Great
Romance that should have been written—in manifestation of the idea—
would never be written at all. And so, when Hieroglyphics was finished,
somewhere about May 1899, I set about "A Fragment of Life" and wrote the
first chapter with the greatest relish and the utmost ease. And then my own
life was dashed into fragments. I ceased to write. I travelled. I saw Syon
and Bagdad and other strange places—see "Things Near and Far" for an
explanation of this obscure passage—and found myself in the lighted world
of floats and battens, entering L. U. E., crossing R and exiting R 3; and
doing all sorts of queer things.
But still, in spite of all these shocks and changes, the "notion" would not
leave me. I went at it again, I suppose in 1904; consumed with a bitter
determination to finish what I had begun. Everything now had become
difficult. I tried this way and that way and the other way. They all failed and
I broke down on every one of them; and I tried and tried again. At last I
cobbled up some sort of an end, an utterly bad one, as I realized as I wrote
every single line and word of it, and the story appeared, in 1904 or 1905, in
Horlick's Magazine under the editorship of my old and dear friend, A. E.
Waite.
Still; I was not satisfied. That end was intolerable and I knew it. Again, I
sat down to the work, night after night I wrestled with it. And I remember an
odd circumstance which may or may not be of some physiological interest. I
was then living in a circumscribed "upper part" of a house in Cosway
Street, Marylebone Road. That I might struggle by myself, I wrote in the
little kitchen; and night after night as I fought grimly, savagely, all but
hopelessly for some fit close for "A Fragment of Life," I was astonished and

almost alarmed to find that my feet developed a sensation of most deadly
cold. The room was not cold; I had lit the oven burners of the little gas
cooking stove. I was not cold; but my feet were chilled in a quite
extraordinary manner, as if they had been packed in ice. At last I took off
my slippers with a view of poking my toes into the oven of the stove, and
feeling my feet with my hand, I perceived that, in fact, they were not cold at
all! But the sensation remained; there, I suppose, you have an odd case of a
transference of something that was happening in the brain to the
extremities. My feet were quite warm to the palm of my hand, but to my
sense they were frozen. But what a testimony to the fitness of the American
idiom, "cold feet," as signifying a depressed and desponding mood! But,
somehow or other, the tale was finished and the "notion" was at last out of
my head. I have gone into all this detail about "A Fragment of Life"
because I have been assured in many quarters that it is the best thing that I
have ever done, and students of the crooked ways of literature may be
interested to hear of the abominable labours of doing it.
"The White People" belongs to the same year as the first chapter of "A
Fragment of Life," 1899, which was also the year of "Hieroglyphics." The
fact was I was in high literary spirits, just then. I had been harassed and
worried for a whole year in the office of Literature, a weekly paper
published by The Times, and getting free again, I felt like a prisoner
released from chains; ready to dance in letters to any extent. Forthwith I
thought of "A Great Romance," a highly elaborate and elaborated piece of
work, full of the strangest and rarest things. I have forgotten how it was that
this design broke down; but I found by experiment that the great romance
was to go on that brave shelf of the unwritten books, the shelf where all the
splendid books are to be found in their golden bindings. "The White
People" is a small piece of salvage from the wreck. Oddly enough, as is
insinuated in the Prologue, the mainspring of the story is to be sought in a
medical textbook. In the Prologue reference is made to a review article by
Dr. Coryn. But I have since found out that Dr. Coryn was merely quoting
from a scientific treatise that case of the lady whose fingers became
violently inflamed because she saw a heavy window sash descend on the
fingers of her child. With this instance, of course, are to be considered all
cases of stigmata, both ancient and modern: and then the question is
obvious enough: what limits can we place to the powers of the imagination?

Has not the imagination the potentiality at least of performing any miracle,
however marvelous, however incredible, according to our ordinary
standards? As to the decoration of the story, that is a mingling which I
venture to think somewhat ingenious of odds and ends of folk lore and witch
lore with pure inventions of my own. Some years later I was amused to
receive a letter from a gentleman who was, if I remember, a schoolmaster
somewhere in Malaya. This gentleman, an earnest student of folklore, was
writing an article on some singular things he had observed amongst the
Malayans, and chiefly a kind of were-wolf state into which some of them
were able to conjure themselves. He had found, as he said, startling
resemblances between the magic ritual of Malaya and some of the
ceremonies and practices hinted at in "The White People." He presumed
that all this was not fancy but fact; that is that I was describing practices
actually in use among superstitious people on the Welsh border; he was
going to quote from me in the article for the Journal of the Folk Lore
Society, or whatever it was called, and he just wanted to let me know. I
wrote in a hurry to the folklore journal to bid them beware: for the
instances selected by the student were all fictions of my own brain!
"The Great God Pan" and "The Inmost Light" are tales of an earlier
date, going back to 1890, '91, '92. I have written a good deal about them in
"Far Off Things," and in a preface to an edition of "The Great God Pan,"
published by Messrs. Simpkin, Marshall in 1916, I have described at length
the origins of the book. But I must quote anew some extracts from the
reviews which welcomed "The Great God Pan" to my extraordinary
entertainment, hilarity and refreshment. Here are a few of the best:
"It is not Mr. Machen's fault but his misfortune, that one shakes with
laughter rather than with dread over the contemplation of his psychological
bogey."—Observer.
"His horror, we regret to say, leaves us quite cold ... and our flesh
obstinately refuses to creep."—Chronicle.
"His bogies don't scare."—Sketch.
"We are afraid he only succeeds in being ridiculous."—Manchester
Guardian.

"Gruesome, ghastly and dull."—Lady's Pictorial.
"Incoherent nightmare of sex ... which would soon lead to insanity if
unrestrained ... innocuous from its absurdity."—Westminster Gazette.
And so on, and so on. Several papers, I remember, declared that "The
Great God Pan" was simply a stupid and incompetent rehash of Huysmans'
"Là-Bas" and "À Rebours." I had not read these books so I got them both.
Thereon, I perceived that my critics had not read them either.

A Fragment of Life
I

E

DWARD DARNELL awoke from a dream of an ancient wood, and of
a clear well rising into grey film and vapour beneath a misty, glimmering
heat; and as his eyes opened he saw the sunlight bright in the room,
sparkling on the varnish of the new furniture. He turned and found his
wife's place vacant, and with some confusion and wonder of the dream still
lingering in his mind, he rose also, and began hurriedly to set about his
dressing, for he had overslept a little, and the 'bus passed the corner at 9.15.
He was a tall, thin man, dark-haired and dark-eyed, and in spite of the
routine of the City, the counting of coupons, and all the mechanical
drudgery that had lasted for ten years, there still remained about him the
curious hint of a wild grace, as if he had been born a creature of the antique
wood, and had seen the fountain rising from the green moss and the grey
rocks.
The breakfast was laid in the room on the ground floor, the back room
with the French windows looking on the garden, and before he sat down to
his fried bacon he kissed his wife seriously and dutifully. She had brown
hair and brown eyes, and though her lovely face was grave and quiet, one
would have said that she might have awaited her husband under the old
trees, and bathed in the pool hollowed out of the rocks.
They had a good deal to talk over while the coffee was poured out and
the bacon eaten, and Darnell's egg brought in by the stupid, staring servantgirl of the dusty face. They had been married for a year, and they had got on
excellently, rarely sitting silent for more than an hour, but for the past few
weeks Aunt Marian's present had afforded a subject for conversation which

seemed inexhaustible. Mrs. Darnell had been Miss Mary Reynolds, the
daughter of an auctioneer and estate agent in Notting Hill, and Aunt Marian
was her mother's sister, who was supposed rather to have lowered herself by
marrying a coal merchant, in a small way, at Turnham Green. Marian had
felt the family attitude a good deal, and the Reynoldses were sorry for many
things that had been said, when the coal merchant saved money and took up
land on building leases in the neighbourhood of Crouch End, greatly to his
advantage, as it appeared. Nobody had thought that Nixon could ever do
very much; but he and his wife had been living for years in a beautiful
house at Barnet, with bow-windows, shrubs, and a paddock, and the two
families saw but little of each other, for Mr. Reynolds was not very
prosperous. Of course, Aunt Marian and her husband had been asked to
Mary's wedding, but they had sent excuses with a nice little set of silver
apostle spoons, and it was feared that nothing more was to be looked for.
However, on Mary's birthday her aunt had written a most affectionate letter,
enclosing a cheque for a hundred pounds from 'Robert' and herself, and ever
since the receipt of the money the Darnells had discussed the question of its
judicious disposal. Mrs. Darnell had wished to invest the whole sum in
Government securities, but Mr. Darnell had pointed out that the rate of
interest was absurdly low, and after a good deal of talk he had persuaded his
wife to put ninety pounds of the money in a safe mine, which was paying
five per cent. This was very well, but the remaining ten pounds, which Mrs.
Darnell had insisted on reserving, gave rise to legends and discourses as
interminable as the disputes of the schools.
At first Mr. Darnell had proposed that they should furnish the 'spare'
room. There were four bedrooms in the house: their own room, the small
one for the servant, and two others overlooking the garden, one of which
had been used for storing boxes, ends of rope, and odd numbers of 'Quiet
Days' and 'Sunday Evenings,' besides some worn suits belonging to Mr.
Darnell which had been carefully wrapped up and laid by, as he scarcely
knew what to do with them. The other room was frankly waste and vacant,
and one Saturday afternoon, as he was coming home in the 'bus, and while
he revolved that difficult question of the ten pounds, the unseemly
emptiness of the spare room suddenly came into his mind, and he glowed
with the idea that now, thanks to Aunt Marian, it could be furnished. He
was busied with this delightful thought all the way home, but when he let

himself in, he said nothing to his wife, since he felt that his idea must be
matured. He told Mrs. Darnell that, having important business, he was
obliged to go out again directly, but that he should be back without fail for
tea at half-past six; and Mary, on her side, was not sorry to be alone, as she
was a little behindhand with the household books. The fact was, that
Darnell, full of the design of furnishing the spare bedroom, wished to
consult his friend Wilson, who lived at Fulham, and had often given him
judicious advice as to the laying out of money to the very best advantage.
Wilson was connected with the Bordeaux wine trade, and Darnell's only
anxiety was lest he should not be at home.
However, it was all right; Darnell took a tram along the Goldhawk Road,
and walked the rest of the way, and was delighted to see Wilson in the front
garden of his house, busy amongst his flower-beds.
'Haven't seen you for an age,' he said cheerily, when he heard Darnell's
hand on the gate; 'come in. Oh, I forgot,' he added, as Darnell still fumbled
with the handle, and vainly attempted to enter. 'Of course you can't get in; I
haven't shown it you.'
It was a hot day in June, and Wilson appeared in a costume which he had
put on in haste as soon as he arrived from the City. He wore a straw hat
with a neat pugaree protecting the back of his neck, and his dress was a
Norfolk jacket and knickers in heather mixture.
'See,' he said, as he let Darnell in; 'see the dodge. You don't turn the
handle at all. First of all push hard, and then pull. It's a trick of my own, and
I shall have it patented. You see, it keeps undesirable characters at a
distance—such a great thing in the suburbs. I feel I can leave Mrs. Wilson
alone now; and, formerly, you have no idea how she used to be pestered.'
'But how about visitors?' said Darnell. 'How do they get in?'
'Oh, we put them up to it. Besides,' he said vaguely, 'there is sure to be
somebody looking out. Mrs. Wilson is nearly always at the window. She's
out now; gone to call on some friends. The Bennetts' At Home day, I think
it is. This is the first Saturday, isn't it? You know J. W. Bennett, don't you?
Ah, he's in the House; doing very well, I believe. He put me on to a very
good thing the other day.'

'But, I say,' said Wilson, as they turned and strolled towards the front
door, 'what do you wear those black things for? You look hot. Look at me.
Well, I've been gardening, you know, but I feel as cool as a cucumber. I dare
say you don't know where to get these things? Very few men do. Where do
you suppose I got 'em?'
'In the West End, I suppose,' said Darnell, wishing to be polite.
'Yes, that's what everybody says. And it is a good cut. Well, I'll tell you,
but you needn't pass it on to everybody. I got the tip from Jameson—you
know him, "Jim-Jams," in the China trade, 39 Eastbrook—and he said he
didn't want everybody in the City to know about it. But just go to Jennings,
in Old Wall, and mention my name, and you'll be all right. And what d'you
think they cost?'
'I haven't a notion,' said Darnell, who had never bought such a suit in his
life.
'Well, have a guess.'
Darnell regarded Wilson gravely.
The jacket hung about his body like a sack, the knickerbockers drooped
lamentably over his calves, and in prominent positions the bloom of the
heather seemed about to fade and disappear.
'Three pounds, I suppose, at least,' he said at length.
'Well, I asked Dench, in our place, the other day, and he guessed four ten,
and his father's got something to do with a big business in Conduit Street.
But I only gave thirty-five and six. To measure? Of course; look at the cut,
man.'
Darnell was astonished at so low a price.
'And, by the way,' Wilson went on, pointing to his new brown boots, 'you
know where to go for shoe-leather? Oh, I thought everybody was up to that!
There's only one place. "Mr. Bill," in Gunning Street,—nine and six.'
They were walking round and round the garden, and Wilson pointed out
the flowers in the beds and borders. There were hardly any blossoms, but

everything was neatly arranged.
'Here are the tuberous-rooted Glasgownias,' he said, showing a rigid row
of stunted plants; 'those are Squintaceæ; this is a new introduction,
Moldavia Semperflorida Andersonii; and this is Prattsia.'
'When do they come out?' said Darnell.
'Most of them in the end of August or beginning of September,' said
Wilson briefly. He was slightly annoyed with himself for having talked so
much about his plants, since he saw that Darnell cared nothing for flowers;
and, indeed, the visitor could hardly dissemble vague recollections that
came to him; thoughts of an old, wild garden, full of odours, beneath grey
walls, of the fragrance of the meadowsweet beside the brook.
'I wanted to consult you about some furniture,' Darnell said at last. 'You
know we've got a spare room, and I'm thinking of putting a few things into
it. I haven't exactly made up my mind, but I thought you might advise me.'
'Come into my den,' said Wilson. 'No; this way, by the back'; and he
showed Darnell another ingenious arrangement at the side door whereby a
violent high-toned bell was set pealing in the house if one did but touch the
latch. Indeed, Wilson handled it so briskly that the bell rang a wild alarm,
and the servant, who was trying on her mistress's things in the bedroom,
jumped madly to the window and then danced a hysteric dance. There was
plaster found on the drawing-room table on Sunday afternoon, and Wilson
wrote a letter to the 'Fulham Chronicle,' ascribing the phenomenon 'to some
disturbance of a seismic nature.'
For the moment he knew nothing of the great results of his contrivance,
and solemnly led the way towards the back of the house. Here there was a
patch of turf, beginning to look a little brown, with a background of shrubs.
In the middle of the turf, a boy of nine or ten was standing all alone, with
something of an air.
'The eldest,' said Wilson. 'Havelock. Well, Lockie, what are ye doing
now? And where are your brother and sister?'
The boy was not at all shy. Indeed, he seemed eager to explain the course
of events.

'I'm playing at being Gawd,' he said, with an engaging frankness. 'And
I've sent Fergus and Janet to the bad place. That's in the shrubbery. And
they're never to come out any more. And they're burning for ever and ever.'
'What d'you think of that?' said Wilson admiringly. 'Not bad for a
youngster of nine, is it? They think a lot of him at the Sunday-school. But
come into my den.'
The den was an apartment projecting from the back of the house. It had
been designed as a back kitchen and washhouse, but Wilson had draped the
'copper' in art muslin and had boarded over the sink, so that it served as a
workman's bench.
'Snug, isn't it?' he said, as he pushed forward one of the two wicker
chairs. 'I think out things here, you know; it's quiet. And what about this
furnishing? Do you want to do the thing on a grand scale?'
'Oh, not at all. Quite the reverse. In fact, I don't know whether the sum at
our disposal will be sufficient. You see the spare room is ten feet by twelve,
with a western exposure, and I thought if we could manage it, that it would
seem more cheerful furnished. Besides, it's pleasant to be able to ask a
visitor; our aunt, Mrs. Nixon, for example. But she is accustomed to have
everything very nice.'
'And how much do you want to spend?'
'Well, I hardly think we should be justified in going much beyond ten
pounds. That isn't enough, eh?'
Wilson got up and shut the door of the back kitchen impressively.
'Look here,' he said, 'I'm glad you came to me in the first place. Now
you'll just tell me where you thought of going yourself.'
'Well, I had thought of the Hampstead Road,' said Darnell in a hesitating
manner.
'I just thought you'd say that. But I'll ask you, what is the good of going
to those expensive shops in the West End? You don't get a better article for
your money. You're merely paying for fashion.'

'I've seen some nice things in Samuel's, though. They get a brilliant
polish on their goods in those superior shops. We went there when we were
married.'
'Exactly, and paid ten per cent more than you need have paid. It's
throwing money away. And how much did you say you had to spend? Ten
pounds. Well, I can tell you where to get a beautiful bedroom suite, in the
very highest finish, for six pound ten. What d'you think of that? China
included, mind you; and a square of carpet, brilliant colours, will only cost
you fifteen and six. Look here, go any Saturday afternoon to Dick's, in the
Seven Sisters Road, mention my name, and ask for Mr. Johnston. The
suite's in ash, "Elizabethan" they call it. Six pound ten, including the china,
with one of their "Orient" carpets, nine by nine, for fifteen and six. Dick's.'
Wilson spoke with some eloquence on the subject of furnishing. He
pointed out that the times were changed, and that the old heavy style was
quite out of date.
'You know,' he said, 'it isn't like it was in the old days, when people used
to buy things to last hundreds of years. Why, just before the wife and I were
married, an uncle of mine died up in the North and left me his furniture. I
was thinking of furnishing at the time, and I thought the things might come
in handy; but I assure you there wasn't a single article that I cared to give
house-room to. All dingy, old mahogany; big bookcases and bureaus, and
claw-legged chairs and tables. As I said to the wife (as she was soon
afterwards), "We don't exactly want to set up a chamber of horrors, do we?"
So I sold off the lot for what I could get. I must confess I like a cheerful
room.'
Darnell said he had heard that artists liked the old-fashioned furniture.
'Oh, I dare say. The "unclean cult of the sunflower," eh? You saw that
piece in the "Daily Post"? I hate all that rot myself. It isn't healthy, you
know, and I don't believe the English people will stand it. But talking of
curiosities, I've got something here that's worth a bit of money.'
He dived into some dusty receptacle in a corner of the room, and showed
Darnell a small, worm-eaten Bible, wanting the first five chapters of
Genesis and the last leaf of the Apocalypse. It bore the date of 1753.

'It's my belief that's worth a lot,' said Wilson. 'Look at the worm-holes.
And you see it's "imperfect," as they call it. You've noticed that some of the
most valuable books are "imperfect" at the sales?'
The interview came to an end soon after, and Darnell went home to his
tea. He thought seriously of taking Wilson's advice, and after tea he told
Mary of his idea and of what Wilson had said about Dick's.
Mary was a good deal taken by the plan when she had heard all the
details. The prices struck her as very moderate. They were sitting one on
each side of the grate (which was concealed by a pretty cardboard screen,
painted with landscapes), and she rested her cheek on her hand, and her
beautiful dark eyes seemed to dream and behold strange visions. In reality
she was thinking of Darnell's plan.
'It would be very nice in some ways,' she said at last. 'But we must talk it
over. What I am afraid of is that it will come to much more than ten pounds
in the long run. There are so many things to be considered. There's the bed.
It would look shabby if we got a common bed without brass mounts. Then
the bedding, the mattress, and blankets, and sheets, and counterpane would
all cost something.'
She dreamed again, calculating the cost of all the necessaries, and
Darnell stared anxiously; reckoning with her, and wondering what her
conclusion would be. For a moment the delicate colouring of her face, the
grace of her form, and the brown hair, drooping over her ears and clustering
in little curls about her neck, seemed to hint at a language which he had not
yet learned; but she spoke again.
'The bedding would come to a great deal, I am afraid. Even if Dick's are
considerably cheaper than Boon's or Samuel's. And, my dear, we must have
some ornaments on the mantelpiece. I saw some very nice vases at eleventhree the other day at Wilkin and Dodd's. We should want six at least, and
there ought to be a centre-piece. You see how it mounts up.'
Darnell was silent. He saw that his wife was summing up against his
scheme, and though he had set his heart on it, he could not resist her
arguments.
'It would be nearer twelve pounds than ten,' she said.

'The floor would have to be stained round the carpet (nine by nine, you
said?), and we should want a piece of linoleum to go under the washstand.
And the walls would look very bare without any pictures.'
'I thought about the pictures,' said Darnell; and he spoke quite eagerly. He
felt that here, at least, he was unassailable. 'You know there's the "Derby
Day" and the "Railway Station," ready framed, standing in the corner of the
box-room already. They're a bit old-fashioned, perhaps, but that doesn't
matter in a bedroom. And couldn't we use some photographs? I saw a very
neat frame in natural oak in the City, to hold half a dozen, for one and six.
We might put in your father, and your brother James, and Aunt Marian, and
your grandmother, in her widow's cap—and any of the others in the album.
And then there's that old family picture in the hair-trunk—that might do
over the mantelpiece.'
'You mean your great-grandfather in the gilt frame? But that's very oldfashioned, isn't it? He looks so queer in his wig. I don't think it would quite
go with the room, somehow.'
Darnell thought a moment. The portrait was a 'kitcat' of a young
gentleman, bravely dressed in the fashion of 1750, and he very faintly
remembered some old tales that his father had told him about this ancestor
—tales of the woods and fields, of the deep sunken lanes, and the forgotten
country in the west.
'No,' he said, 'I suppose it is rather out of date. But I saw some very nice
prints in the City, framed and quite cheap.'
'Yes, but everything counts. Well, we will talk it over, as you say. You
know we must be careful.'
The servant came in with the supper, a tin of biscuits, a glass of milk for
the mistress, and a modest pint of beer for the master, with a little cheese
and butter. Afterwards Edward smoked two pipes of honeydew, and they
went quietly to bed; Mary going first, and her husband following a quarter
of an hour later, according to the ritual established from the first days of
their marriage. Front and back doors were locked, the gas was turned off at
the meter, and when Darnell got upstairs he found his wife already in bed,
her face turned round on the pillow.

She spoke softly to him as he came into the room.
'It would be impossible to buy a presentable bed at anything under one
pound eleven, and good sheets are dear, anywhere.'
He slipped off his clothes and slid gently into bed, putting out the candle
on the table. The blinds were all evenly and duly drawn, but it was a June
night, and beyond the walls, beyond that desolate world and wilderness of
grey Shepherd's Bush, a great golden moon had floated up through magic
films of cloud, above the hill, and the earth was filled with a wonderful
light between red sunset lingering over the mountain and that marvellous
glory that shone into the woods from the summit of the hill. Darnell seemed
to see some reflection of that wizard brightness in the room; the pale walls
and the white bed and his wife's face lying amidst brown hair upon the
pillow were illuminated, and listening he could almost hear the corncrake in
the fields, the fern-owl sounding his strange note from the quiet of the
rugged place where the bracken grew, and, like the echo of a magic song,
the melody of the nightingale that sang all night in the alder by the little
brook. There was nothing that he could say, but he slowly stole his arm
under his wife's neck, and played with the ringlets of brown hair. She never
moved, she lay there gently breathing, looking up to the blank ceiling of the
room with her beautiful eyes, thinking also, no doubt, thoughts that she
could not utter, kissing her husband obediently when he asked her to do so,
and he stammered and hesitated as he spoke.
They were nearly asleep, indeed Darnell was on the very eve of
dreaming, when she said very softly—
'I am afraid, darling, that we could never afford it.' And he heard her
words through the murmur of the water, dripping from the grey rock, and
falling into the clear pool beneath.
Sunday morning was always an occasion of idleness. Indeed, they would
never have got breakfast if Mrs. Darnell, who had the instincts of the
housewife, had not awoke and seen the bright sunshine, and felt that the
house was too still. She lay quiet for five minutes, while her husband slept
beside her, and listened intently, waiting for the sound of Alice stirring
down below. A golden tube of sunlight shone through some opening in the
Venetian blinds, and it shone on the brown hair that lay about her head on

the pillow, and she looked steadily into the room at the 'duchesse' toilettable, the coloured ware of the washstand, and the two photogravures in oak
frames, 'The Meeting' and 'The Parting,' that hung upon the wall. She was
half dreaming as she listened for the servant's footsteps, and the faint
shadow of a shade of a thought came over her, and she imagined dimly, for
the quick moment of a dream, another world where rapture was wine,
where one wandered in a deep and happy valley, and the moon was always
rising red above the trees. She was thinking of Hampstead, which
represented to her the vision of the world beyond the walls, and the thought
of the heath led her away to Bank Holidays, and then to Alice. There was
not a sound in the house; it might have been midnight for the stillness if the
drawling cry of the Sunday paper had not suddenly echoed round the corner
of Edna Road, and with it came the warning clank and shriek of the
milkman with his pails.
Mrs. Darnell sat up, and wide awake, listened more intently. The girl was
evidently fast asleep, and must be roused, or all the work of the day would
be out of joint, and she remembered how Edward hated any fuss or
discussion about household matters, more especially on a Sunday, after his
long week's work in the City. She gave her husband an affectionate glance
as he slept on, for she was very fond of him, and so she gently rose from the
bed and went in her nightgown to call the maid.
The servant's room was small and stuffy, the night had been very hot, and
Mrs. Darnell paused for a moment at the door, wondering whether the girl
on the bed was really the dusty-faced servant who bustled day by day about
the house, or even the strangely bedizened creature, dressed in purple, with
a shiny face, who would appear on the Sunday afternoon, bringing in an
early tea, because it was her 'evening out.' Alice's hair was black and her
skin was pale, almost of the olive tinge, and she lay asleep, her head resting
on one arm, reminding Mrs. Darnell of a queer print of a 'Tired Bacchante'
that she had seen long ago in a shop window in Upper Street, Islington. And
a cracked bell was ringing; that meant five minutes to eight, and nothing
done.
She touched the girl gently on the shoulder, and only smiled when her
eyes opened, and waking with a start, she got up in sudden confusion. Mrs.
Darnell went back to her room and dressed slowly while her husband still

slept, and it was only at the last moment, as she fastened her cherrycoloured bodice, that she roused him, telling him that the bacon would be
overdone unless he hurried over his dressing.
Over the breakfast they discussed the question of the spare room all over
again. Mrs. Darnell still admitted that the plan of furnishing it attracted her,
but she could not see how it could be done for the ten pounds, and as they
were prudent people they did not care to encroach on their savings. Edward
was highly paid, having (with allowances for extra work in busy weeks) a
hundred and forty pounds a year, and Mary had inherited from an old uncle,
her godfather, three hundred pounds, which had been judiciously laid out in
mortgage at 4½ per cent. Their total income, then, counting in Aunt
Marian's present, was a hundred and fifty-eight pounds a year, and they
were clear of debt, since Darnell had bought the furniture for the house out
of money which he had saved for five or six years before. In the first few
years of his life in the City his income had, of course, been smaller, and at
first he had lived very freely, without a thought of laying by. The theatres
and music-halls had attracted him, and scarcely a week passed without his
going (in the pit) to one or the other; and he had occasionally bought
photographs of actresses who pleased him. These he had solemnly burnt
when he became engaged to Mary; he remembered the evening well; his
heart had been so full of joy and wonder, and the landlady had complained
bitterly of the mess in the grate when he came home from the City the next
night. Still, the money was lost, as far as he could recollect, ten or twelve
shillings; and it annoyed him all the more to reflect that if he had put it by,
it would have gone far towards the purchase of an 'Orient' carpet in brilliant
colours. Then there had been other expenses of his youth: he had purchased
threepenny and even fourpenny cigars, the latter rarely, but the former
frequently, sometimes singly, and sometimes in bundles of twelve for halfa-crown. Once a meerschaum pipe had haunted him for six weeks; the
tobacconist had drawn it out of a drawer with some air of secrecy as he was
buying a packet of 'Lone Star.' Here was another useless expense, these
American-manufactured tobaccos; his 'Lone Star,' 'Long Judge,' 'Old Hank,'
'Sultry Clime,' and the rest of them cost from a shilling to one and six the
two-ounce packet; whereas now he got excellent loose honeydew for
threepence halfpenny an ounce. But the crafty tradesman, who had marked
him down as a buyer of expensive fancy goods, nodded with his air of

mystery, and, snapping open the case, displayed the meerschaum before the
dazzled eyes of Darnell. The bowl was carved in the likeness of a female
figure, showing the head and torso, and the mouthpiece was of the very best
amber—only twelve and six, the man said, and the amber alone, he
declared, was worth more than that. He explained that he felt some delicacy
about showing the pipe to any but a regular customer, and was willing to
take a little under cost price and 'cut the loss.' Darnell resisted for the time,
but the pipe troubled him, and at last he bought it. He was pleased to show
it to the younger men in the office for a while, but it never smoked very
well, and he gave it away just before his marriage, as from the nature of the
carving it would have been impossible to use it in his wife's presence. Once,
while he was taking his holidays at Hastings, he had purchased a malacca
cane—a useless thing that had cost seven shillings—and he reflected with
sorrow on the innumerable evenings on which he had rejected his landlady's
plain fried chop, and had gone out to flaner among the Italian restaurants in
Upper Street, Islington (he lodged in Holloway), pampering himself with
expensive delicacies: cutlets and green peas, braised beef with tomato
sauce, fillet steak and chipped potatoes, ending the banquet very often with
a small wedge of Gruyère, which cost twopence. One night, after receiving
a rise in his salary, he had actually drunk a quarter-flask of Chianti and had
added the enormities of Benedictine, coffee, and cigarettes to an
expenditure already disgraceful, and sixpence to the waiter made the bill
amount to four shillings instead of the shilling that would have provided
him with a wholesome and sufficient repast at home. Oh, there were many
other items in this account of extravagance, and Darnell had often regretted
his way of life, thinking that if he had been more careful, five or six pounds
a year might have been added to their income.
And the question of the spare room brought back these regrets in an
exaggerated degree. He persuaded himself that the extra five pounds would
have given a sufficient margin for the outlay that he desired to make;
though this was, no doubt, a mistake on his part. But he saw quite clearly
that, under the present conditions, there must be no levies made on the very
small sum of money that they had saved. The rent of the house was thirtyfive, and rates and taxes added another ten pounds—nearly a quarter of
their income for house-room. Mary kept down the housekeeping bills to the
very best of her ability, but meat was always dear, and she suspected the

maid of cutting surreptitious slices from the joint and eating them in her
bedroom with bread and treacle in the dead of night, for the girl had
disordered and eccentric appetites. Mr. Darnell thought no more of
restaurants, cheap or dear; he took his lunch with him to the City, and
joined his wife in the evening at high tea—chops, a bit of steak, or cold
meat from the Sunday's dinner. Mrs. Darnell ate bread and jam and drank a
little milk in the middle of the day; but, with the utmost economy, the effort
to live within their means and to save for future contingencies was a very
hard one. They had determined to do without change of air for at least three
years, as the honeymoon at Walton-on-the-Naze had cost a good deal; and it
was on this ground that they had, somewhat illogically, reserved the ten
pounds, declaring that as they were not to have any holiday they would
spend the money on something useful.
And it was this consideration of utility that was finally fatal to Darnell's
scheme. They had calculated and recalculated the expense of the bed and
bedding, the linoleum, and the ornaments, and by a great deal of exertion
the total expenditure had been made to assume the shape of 'something very
little over ten pounds,' when Mary said quite suddenly—
'But, after all, Edward, we don't really want to furnish the room at all. I
mean it isn't necessary. And if we did so it might lead to no end of expense.
People would hear of it and be sure to fish for invitations. You know we
have relatives in the country, and they would be almost certain, the
Mallings, at any rate, to give hints.'
Darnell saw the force of the argument and gave way. But he was bitterly
disappointed.
'It would have been very nice, wouldn't it?' he said with a sigh.
'Never mind, dear,' said Mary, who saw that he was a good deal cast
down. 'We must think of some other plan that will be nice and useful too.'
She often spoke to him in that tone of a kind mother, though she was by
three years the younger.
'And now,' she said, 'I must get ready for church. Are you coming?'

Darnell said that he thought not. He usually accompanied his wife to
morning service, but that day he felt some bitterness in his heart, and
preferred to lounge under the shade of the big mulberry tree that stood in
the middle of their patch of garden—relic of the spacious lawns that had
once lain smooth and green and sweet, where the dismal streets now
swarmed in a hopeless labyrinth.
So Mary went quietly and alone to church. St. Paul's stood in a
neighbouring street, and its Gothic design would have interested a curious
inquirer into the history of a strange revival. Obviously, mechanically, there
was nothing amiss. The style chosen was 'geometrical decorated,' and the
tracery of the windows seemed correct. The nave, the aisles, the spacious
chancel, were reasonably proportioned; and, to be quite serious, the only
feature obviously wrong was the substitution of a low 'chancel wall' with
iron gates for the rood screen with the loft and rood. But this, it might
plausibly be contended, was merely an adaptation of the old idea to modern
requirements, and it would have been quite difficult to explain why the
whole building, from the mere mortar setting between the stones to the
Gothic gas standards, was a mysterious and elaborate blasphemy. The
canticles were sung to Joll in B flat, the chants were 'Anglican,' and the
sermon was the gospel for the day, amplified and rendered into the more
modern and graceful English of the preacher. And Mary came away.
After their dinner (an excellent piece of Australian mutton, bought in the
'World Wide' Stores, in Hammersmith), they sat for some time in the
garden, partly sheltered by the big mulberry tree from the observation of
their neighbours. Edward smoked his honeydew, and Mary looked at him
with placid affection.
'You never tell me about the men in your office,' she said at length. 'Some
of them are nice fellows, aren't they?'
'Oh, yes, they're very decent. I must bring some of them round, one of
these days.'
He remembered with a pang that it would be necessary to provide
whisky. One couldn't ask the guest to drink table beer at tenpence the
gallon.

'Who are they, though?' said Mary. 'I think they might have given you a
wedding present.'
'Well, I don't know. We never have gone in for that sort of thing. But
they're very decent chaps. Well, there's Harvey; "Sauce" they call him
behind his back. He's mad on bicycling. He went in last year for the Two
Miles Amateur Record. He'd have made it, too, if he could have got into
better training.
'Then there's James, a sporting man. You wouldn't care for him. I always
think he smells of the stable.'
'How horrid!' said Mrs. Darnell, finding her husband a little frank,
lowering her eyes as she spoke.
'Dickenson might amuse you,' Darnell went on. 'He's always got a joke.
A terrible liar, though. When he tells a tale we never know how much to
believe. He swore the other day he'd seen one of the governors buying
cockles off a barrow near London Bridge, and Jones, who's just come,
believed every word of it.'
Darnell laughed at the humorous recollection of the jest.
'And that wasn't a bad yarn about Salter's wife,' he went on. 'Salter is the
manager, you know. Dickenson lives close by, in Notting Hill, and he said
one morning that he had seen Mrs. Salter, in the Portobello Road, in red
stockings, dancing to a piano organ.'
'He's a little coarse, isn't he?' said Mrs. Darnell. 'I don't see much fun in
that.'
'Well, you know, amongst men it's different. You might like Wallis; he's a
tremendous photographer. He often shows us photos he's taken of his
children—one, a little girl of three, in her bath. I asked him how he thought
she'd like it when she was twenty-three.'
Mrs. Darnell looked down and made no answer.
There was silence for some minutes while Darnell smoked his pipe. 'I
say, Mary,' he said at length, 'what do you say to our taking a paying guest?'

'A paying guest! I never thought of it. Where should we put him?'
'Why, I was thinking of the spare room. The plan would obviate your
objection, wouldn't it? Lots of men in the City take them, and make money
of it too. I dare say it would add ten pounds a year to our income. Redgrave,
the cashier, finds it worth his while to take a large house on purpose. They
have a regular lawn for tennis and a billiard-room.'
Mary considered gravely, always with the dream in her eyes. 'I don't
think we could manage it, Edward,' she said; 'it would be inconvenient in
many ways.' She hesitated for a moment. 'And I don't think I should care to
have a young man in the house. It is so very small, and our accommodation,
as you know, is so limited.'
She blushed slightly, and Edward, a little disappointed as he was, looked
at her with a singular longing, as if he were a scholar confronted with a
doubtful hieroglyph, either wholly wonderful or altogether commonplace.
Next door children were playing in the garden, playing shrilly, laughing,
crying, quarrelling, racing to and fro. Suddenly a clear, pleasant voice
sounded from an upper window.
'Enid! Charles! Come up to my room at once!'
There was an instant sudden hush. The children's voices died away.
'Mrs. Parker is supposed to keep her children in great order,' said Mary.
'Alice was telling me about it the other day. She had been talking to Mrs.
Parker's servant. I listened to her without any remark, as I don't think it right
to encourage servants' gossip; they always exaggerate everything. And I
dare say children often require to be corrected.'
The children were struck silent as if some ghastly terror had seized them.
Darnell fancied that he heard a queer sort of cry from the house, but
could not be quite sure. He turned to the other side, where an elderly,
ordinary man with a grey moustache was strolling up and down on the
further side of his garden. He caught Darnell's eye, and Mrs. Darnell
looking towards him at the same moment, he very politely raised his tweed
cap. Darnell was surprised to see his wife blushing fiercely.

'Sayce and I often go into the City by the same 'bus,' he said, 'and as it
happens we've sat next to each other two or three times lately. I believe he's
a traveller for a leather firm in Bermondsey. He struck me as a pleasant
man. Haven't they got rather a good-looking servant?'
'Alice has spoken to me about her—and the Sayces,' said Mrs. Darnell. 'I
understand that they are not very well thought of in the neighbourhood. But
I must go in and see whether the tea is ready. Alice will be wanting to go
out directly.'
Darnell looked after his wife as she walked quickly away. He only dimly
understood, but he could see the charm of her figure, the delight of the
brown curls clustering about her neck, and he again felt that sense of the
scholar confronted by the hieroglyphic. He could not have expressed his
emotion, but he wondered whether he would ever find the key, and
something told him that before she could speak to him his own lips must be
unclosed. She had gone into the house by the back kitchen door, leaving it
open, and he heard her speaking to the girl about the water being 'really
boiling.' He was amazed, almost indignant with himself; but the sound of
the words came to his ears as strange, heart-piercing music, tones from
another, wonderful sphere. And yet he was her husband, and they had been
married nearly a year; and yet, whenever she spoke, he had to listen to the
sense of what she said, constraining himself, lest he should believe she was
a magic creature, knowing the secrets of immeasurable delight.
He looked out through the leaves of the mulberry tree. Mr. Sayce had
disappeared from his view, but he saw the light-blue fume of the cigar that
he was smoking floating slowly across the shadowed air. He was wondering
at his wife's manner when Sayce's name was mentioned, puzzling his head
as to what could be amiss in the household of a most respectable personage,
when his wife appeared at the dining-room window and called him in to tea.
She smiled as he looked up, and he rose hastily and walked in, wondering
whether he were not a little 'queer,' so strange were the dim emotions and
the dimmer impulses that rose within him.
Alice was all shining purple and strong scent, as she brought in the teapot
and the jug of hot water. It seemed that a visit to the kitchen had inspired
Mrs. Darnell in her turn with a novel plan for disposing of the famous ten

pounds. The range had always been a trouble to her, and when sometimes
she went into the kitchen, and found, as she said, the fire 'roaring halfway
up the chimney,' it was in vain that she reproved the maid on the ground of
extravagance and waste of coal. Alice was ready to admit the absurdity of
making up such an enormous fire merely to bake (they called it 'roast') a bit
of beef or mutton, and to boil the potatoes and the cabbage; but she was
able to show Mrs. Darnell that the fault lay in the defective contrivance of
the range, in an oven which 'would not get hot.' Even with a chop or a steak
it was almost as bad; the heat seemed to escape up the chimney or into the
room, and Mary had spoken several times to her husband on the shocking
waste of coal, and the cheapest coal procurable was never less than eighteen
shillings the ton. Mr. Darnell had written to the landlord, a builder, who had
replied in an illiterate but offensive communication, maintaining the
excellence of the stove and charging all the faults to the account of 'your
good lady,' which really implied that the Darnells kept no servant, and that
Mrs. Darnell did everything. The range, then, remained, a standing
annoyance and expense. Every morning, Alice said, she had the greatest
difficulty in getting the fire to light at all, and once lighted it 'seemed as if it
fled right up the chimney.' Only a few nights before Mrs. Darnell had
spoken seriously to her husband about it; she had got Alice to weigh the
coals expended in cooking a cottage pie, the dish of the evening, and
deducting what remained in the scuttle after the pie was done, it appeared
that the wretched thing had consumed nearly twice the proper quantity of
fuel.
'You remember what I said the other night about the range?' said Mrs.
Darnell, as she poured out the tea and watered the leaves. She thought the
introduction a good one, for though her husband was a most amiable man,
she guessed that he had been just a little hurt by her decision against his
furnishing scheme.
'The range?' said Darnell. He paused as he helped himself to the
marmalade and considered for a moment. 'No, I don't recollect. What night
was it?'
'Tuesday. Don't you remember? You had "overtime," and didn't get home
till quite late.'

She paused for a moment, blushing slightly; and then began to
recapitulate the misdeeds of the range, and the outrageous outlay of coal in
the preparation of the cottage pie.
'Oh, I recollect now. That was the night I thought I heard the nightingale
(people say there are nightingales in Bedford Park), and the sky was such a
wonderful deep blue.'
He remembered how he had walked from Uxbridge Road Station, where
the green 'bus stopped, and in spite of the fuming kilns under Acton, a
delicate odour of the woods and summer fields was mysteriously in the air,
and he had fancied that he smelt the red wild roses, drooping from the
hedge. As he came to his gate he saw his wife standing in the doorway, with
a light in her hand, and he threw his arms violently about her as she
welcomed him, and whispered something in her ear, kissing her scented
hair. He had felt quite abashed a moment afterwards, and he was afraid that
he had frightened her by his nonsense; she seemed trembling and confused.
And then she had told him how they had weighed the coal.
'Yes, I remember now,' he said. 'It is a great nuisance, isn't it? I hate to
throw away money like that.'
'Well, what do you think? Suppose we bought a really good range with
aunt's money? It would save us a lot, and I expect the things would taste
much nicer.'
Darnell passed the marmalade, and confessed that the idea was brilliant.
'It's much better than mine, Mary,' he said quite frankly. 'I am so glad you
thought of it. But we must talk it over; it doesn't do to buy in a hurry. There
are so many makes.'
Each had seen ranges which looked miraculous inventions; he in the
neighbourhood of the City; she in Oxford Street and Regent Street, on visits
to the dentist. They discussed the matter at tea, and afterwards they
discussed it walking round and round the garden, in the sweet cool of the
evening.
'They say the "Newcastle" will burn anything, coke even,' said Mary.

'But the "Glow" got the gold medal at the Paris Exhibition,' said Edward.
'But what about the "Eutopia" Kitchener? Have you seen it at work in
Oxford Street?' said Mary. 'They say their plan of ventilating the oven is
quite unique.'
'I was in Fleet Street the other day,' answered Edward, 'and I was looking
at the "Bliss" Patent Stoves. They burn less fuel than any in the market—so
the makers declare.'
He put his arm gently round her waist. She did not repel him; she
whispered quite softly—
'I think Mrs. Parker is at her window,' and he drew his arm back slowly.
'But we will talk it over,' he said. 'There is no hurry. I might call at some
of the places near the City, and you might do the same thing in Oxford
Street and Regent Street and Piccadilly, and we could compare notes.'
Mary was quite pleased with her husband's good temper. It was so nice of
him not to find fault with her plan; 'He's so good to me,' she thought, and
that was what she often said to her brother, who did not care much for
Darnell. They sat down on the seat under the mulberry, close together, and
she let Darnell take her hand, and as she felt his shy, hesitating fingers
touch her in the shadow, she pressed them ever so softly, and as he fondled
her hand, his breath was on her neck, and she heard his passionate,
hesitating voice whisper, 'My dear, my dear,' as his lips touched her cheek.
She trembled a little, and waited. Darnell kissed her gently on the cheek and
drew away his hand, and when he spoke he was almost breathless.
'We had better go in now,' he said. 'There is a heavy dew, and you might
catch cold.'
A warm, scented gale came to them from beyond the walls. He longed to
ask her to stay out with him all night beneath the tree, that they might
whisper to one another, that the scent of her hair might inebriate him, that
he might feel her dress still brushing against his ankles. But he could not
find the words, and it was absurd, and she was so gentle that she would do
whatever he asked, however foolish it might be, just because he asked her.
He was not worthy to kiss her lips; he bent down and kissed her silk bodice,

and again he felt that she trembled, and he was ashamed, fearing that he had
frightened her.
They went slowly into the house, side by side, and Darnell lit the gas in
the drawing-room, where they always sat on Sunday evenings. Mrs. Darnell
felt a little tired and lay down on the sofa, and Darnell took the arm-chair
opposite. For a while they were silent, and then Darnell said suddenly—
'What's wrong with the Sayces? You seemed to think there was
something a little strange about them. Their maid looks quite quiet.'
'Oh, I don't know that one ought to pay any attention to servants' gossip.
They're not always very truthful.'
'It was Alice told you, wasn't it?'
'Yes. She was speaking to me the other day, when I was in the kitchen in
the afternoon.'
'But what was it?'
'Oh, I'd rather not tell you, Edward. It's not pleasant. I scolded Alice for
repeating it to me.'
Darnell got up and took a small, frail chair near the sofa.
'Tell me,' he said again, with an odd perversity. He did not really care to
hear about the household next door, but he remembered how his wife's
cheeks flushed in the afternoon, and now he was looking at her eyes.
'Oh, I really couldn't tell you, dear. I should feel ashamed.'
'But you're my wife.'
'Yes, but it doesn't make any difference. A woman doesn't like to talk
about such things.'
Darnell bent his head down. His heart was beating; he put his ear to her
mouth and said, 'Whisper.'
Mary drew his head down still lower with her gentle hand, and her
cheeks burned as she whispered—

'Alice says that—upstairs—they have only—one room furnished. The
maid told her—herself.'
With an unconscious gesture she pressed his head to her breast, and he in
turn was bending her red lips to his own, when a violent jangle clamoured
through the silent house. They sat up, and Mrs. Darnell went hurriedly to
the door.
'That's Alice,' she said. 'She is always in in time. It has only just struck
ten.'
Darnell shivered with annoyance. His lips, he knew, had almost been
opened. Mary's pretty handkerchief, delicately scented from a little flagon
that a school friend had given her, lay on the floor, and he picked it up, and
kissed it, and hid it away.
The question of the range occupied them all through June and far into
July. Mrs. Darnell took every opportunity of going to the West End and
investigating the capacity of the latest makes, gravely viewing the new
improvements and hearing what the shopmen had to say; while Darnell, as
he said, 'kept his eyes open' about the City. They accumulated quite a
literature of the subject, bringing away illustrated pamphlets, and in the
evenings it was an amusement to look at the pictures. They viewed with
reverence and interest the drawings of great ranges for hotels and public
institutions, mighty contrivances furnished with a series of ovens each for a
different use, with wonderful apparatus for grilling, with batteries of
accessories which seemed to invest the cook almost with the dignity of a
chief engineer. But when, in one of the lists, they encountered the images of
little toy 'cottage' ranges, for four pounds, and even for three pounds ten,
they grew scornful, on the strength of the eight or ten pound article which
they meant to purchase—when the merits of the divers patents had been
thoroughly thrashed out.
The 'Raven' was for a long time Mary's favourite. It promised the utmost
economy with the highest efficiency, and many times they were on the point
of giving the order. But the 'Glow' seemed equally seductive, and it was
only £8. 5s. as compared with £9. 7s. 6d., and though the 'Raven' was
supplied to the Royal Kitchen, the 'Glow' could show more fervent
testimonials from continental potentates.

It seemed a debate without end, and it endured day after day till that
morning, when Darnell woke from the dream of the ancient wood, of the
fountains rising into grey vapour beneath the heat of the sun. As he dressed,
an idea struck him, and he brought it as a shock to the hurried breakfast,
disturbed by the thought of the City 'bus which passed the corner of the
street at 9.15.
'I've got an improvement on your plan, Mary,' he said, with triumph.
'Look at that,' and he flung a little book on the table.
He laughed. 'It beats your notion all to fits. After all, the great expense is
the coal. It's not the stove—at least that's not the real mischief. It's the coal
is so dear. And here you are. Look at those oil stoves. They don't burn any
coal, but the cheapest fuel in the world—oil; and for two pounds ten you
can get a range that will do everything you want.'

'Give me the book,' said Mary, 'and we will talk it over in the evening,
when you come home. Must you be going?'
Darnell cast an anxious glance at the clock.
'Good-bye,' and they kissed each other seriously and dutifully, and Mary's
eyes made Darnell think of those lonely water-pools, hidden in the shadow
of the ancient woods.
So, day after day, he lived in the grey phantasmal world, akin to death,
that has, somehow, with most of us, made good its claim to be called life.
To Darnell the true life would have seemed madness, and when, now and
again, the shadows and vague images reflected from its splendour fell
across his path, he was afraid, and took refuge in what he would have called
the sane 'reality' of common and usual incidents and interests. His absurdity
was, perhaps, the more evident, inasmuch as 'reality' for him was a matter
of kitchen ranges, of saving a few shillings; but in truth the folly would
have been greater if it had been concerned with racing stables, steam
yachts, and the spending of many thousand pounds.
But so went forth Darnell, day by day, strangely mistaking death for life,
madness for sanity, and purposeless and wandering phantoms for true
beings. He was sincerely of opinion that he was a City clerk, living in
Shepherd's Bush—having forgotten the mysteries and the far-shining
glories of the kingdom which was his by legitimate inheritance.

II
All day long a fierce and heavy heat had brooded over the City, and as
Darnell neared home he saw the mist lying on all the damp lowlands,
wreathed in coils about Bedford Park to the south, and mounting to the
west, so that the tower of Acton Church loomed out of a grey lake. The
grass in the squares and on the lawns which he overlooked as the 'bus
lumbered wearily along was burnt to the colour of dust. Shepherd's Bush
Green was a wretched desert, trampled brown, bordered with monotonous

poplars, whose leaves hung motionless in air that was still, hot smoke. The
foot passengers struggled wearily along the pavements, and the reek of the
summer's end mingled with the breath of the brickfields made Darnell gasp,
as if he were inhaling the poison of some foul sick-room.
He made but a slight inroad into the cold mutton that adorned the teatable, and confessed that he felt rather 'done up' by the weather and the
day's work.
'I have had a trying day, too,' said Mary. 'Alice has been very queer and
troublesome all day, and I have had to speak to her quite seriously. You
know I think her Sunday evenings out have a rather unsettling influence on
the girl. But what is one to do?'
'Has she got a young man?'
'Of course: a grocer's assistant from the Goldhawk Road—Wilkin's, you
know. I tried them when we settled here, but they were not very
satisfactory.'
'What do they do with themselves all the evening? They have from five
to ten, haven't they?'
'Yes; five, or sometimes half-past, when the water won't boil. Well, I
believe they go for walks usually. Once or twice he has taken her to the City
Temple, and the Sunday before last they walked up and down Oxford
Street, and then sat in the Park. But it seems that last Sunday they went to
tea with his mother at Putney. I should like to tell the old woman what I
really think of her.'
'Why? What happened? Was she nasty to the girl?'
'No; that's just it. Before this, she has been very unpleasant on several
occasions. When the young man first took Alice to see her—that was in
March—the girl came away crying; she told me so herself. Indeed, she said
she never wanted to see old Mrs. Murry again; and I told Alice that, if she
had not exaggerated things, I could hardly blame her for feeling like that.'
'Why? What did she cry for?'

'Well, it seems that the old lady—she lives in quite a small cottage in
some Putney back street—was so stately that she would hardly speak. She
had borrowed a little girl from some neighbour's family, and had managed
to dress her up to imitate a servant, and Alice said nothing could be sillier
than to see that mite opening the door, with her black dress and her white
cap and apron, and she hardly able to turn the handle, as Alice said. George
(that's the young man's name) had told Alice that it was a little bit of a
house; but he said the kitchen was comfortable, though very plain and oldfashioned. But, instead of going straight to the back, and sitting by a big fire
on the old settle that they had brought up from the country, that child asked
for their names (did you ever hear such nonsense?) and showed them into a
little poky parlour, where old Mrs. Murry was sitting "like a duchess," by a
fireplace full of coloured paper, and the room as cold as ice. And she was so
grand that she would hardly speak to Alice.'
'That must have been very unpleasant.'
'Oh, the poor girl had a dreadful time. She began with: "Very pleased to
make your acquaintance, Miss Dill. I know so very few persons in service."
Alice imitates her mincing way of talking, but I can't do it. And then she
went on to talk about her family, how they had farmed their own land for
five hundred years—such stuff! George had told Alice all about it: they had
had an old cottage with a good strip of garden and two fields somewhere in
Essex, and that old woman talked almost as if they had been country gentry,
and boasted about the Rector, Dr. Somebody, coming to see them so often,
and of Squire Somebody Else always looking them up, as if they didn't visit
them out of kindness. Alice told me it was as much as she could do to keep
from laughing in Mrs. Murry's face, her young man having told her all
about the place, and how small it was, and how the Squire had been so kind
about buying it when old Murry died and George was a little boy, and his
mother not able to keep things going. However, that silly old woman "laid it
on thick," as you say, and the young man got more and more
uncomfortable, especially when she went on to speak about marrying in
one's own class, and how unhappy she had known young men to be who
had married beneath them, giving some very pointed looks at Alice as she
talked. And then such an amusing thing happened: Alice had noticed
George looking about him in a puzzled sort of way, as if he couldn't make
out something or other, and at last he burst out and asked his mother if she

had been buying up the neighbours' ornaments, as he remembered the two
green cut-glass vases on the mantelpiece at Mrs. Ellis's, and the wax
flowers at Miss Turvey's. He was going on, but his mother scowled at him,
and upset some books, which he had to pick up; but Alice quite understood
she had been borrowing things from her neighbours, just as she had
borrowed the little girl, so as to look grander. And then they had tea—water
bewitched, Alice calls it—and very thin bread and butter, and rubbishy
foreign pastry from the Swiss shop in the High Street—all sour froth and
rancid fat, Alice declares. And then Mrs. Murry began boasting again about
her family, and snubbing Alice and talking at her, till the girl came away
quite furious, and very unhappy, too. I don't wonder at it, do you?'
'It doesn't sound very enjoyable, certainly,' said Darnell, looking dreamily
at his wife. He had not been attending very carefully to the subject-matter
of her story, but he loved to hear a voice that was incantation in his ears,
tones that summoned before him the vision of a magic world.
'And has the young man's mother always been like this?' he said after a
long pause, desiring that the music should continue.
'Always, till quite lately, till last Sunday in fact. Of course Alice spoke to
George Murry at once, and said, like a sensible girl, that she didn't think it
ever answered for a married couple to live with the man's mother,
"especially," she went on, "as I can see your mother hasn't taken much of a
fancy to me." He told her, in the usual style, it was only his mother's way,
that she didn't really mean anything, and so on; but Alice kept away for a
long time, and rather hinted, I think, that it might come to having to choose
between her and his mother. And so affairs went on all through the spring
and summer, and then, just before the August Bank Holiday, George spoke
to Alice again about it, and told her how sorry the thought of any
unpleasantness made him, and how he wanted his mother and her to get on
with each other, and how she was only a bit old-fashioned and queer in her
ways, and had spoken very nicely to him about her when there was nobody
by. So the long and the short of it was that Alice said she might come with
them on the Monday, when they had settled to go to Hampton Court—the
girl was always talking about Hampton Court, and wanting to see it. You
remember what a beautiful day it was, don't you?'

'Let me see,' said Darnell dreamily. 'Oh yes, of course—I sat out under
the mulberry tree all day, and we had our meals there: it was quite a picnic.
The caterpillars were a nuisance, but I enjoyed the day very much.' His ears
were charmed, ravished with the grave, supernal melody, as of antique
song, rather of the first made world in which all speech was descant, and all
words were sacraments of might, speaking not to the mind but to the soul.
He lay back in his chair, and said—
'Well, what happened to them?'
'My dear, would you believe it; but that wretched old woman behaved
worse than ever. They met as had been arranged, at Kew Bridge, and got
places, with a good deal of difficulty, in one of those char-à-banc things,
and Alice thought she was going to enjoy herself tremendously. Nothing of
the kind. They had hardly said "Good morning," when old Mrs. Murry
began to talk about Kew Gardens, and how beautiful it must be there, and
how much more convenient it was than Hampton, and no expense at all;
just the trouble of walking over the bridge. Then she went on to say, as they
were waiting for the char-à-banc, that she had always heard there was
nothing to see at Hampton, except a lot of nasty, grimy old pictures, and
some of them not fit for any decent woman, let alone girl, to look at, and
she wondered why the Queen allowed such things to be shown, putting all
kinds of notions into girls' heads that were light enough already; and as she
said that she looked at Alice so nastily—horrid old thing—that, as she told
me afterwards, Alice would have slapped her face if she hadn't been an
elderly woman, and George's mother. Then she talked about Kew again,
saying how wonderful the hot-houses were, with palms and all sorts of
wonderful things, and a lily as big as a parlour table, and the view over the
river. George was very good, Alice told me. He was quite taken aback at
first, as the old woman had promised faithfully to be as nice as ever she
could be; but then he said, gently but firmly, "Well, mother, we must go to
Kew some other day, as Alice has set her heart on Hampton for to-day, and
I want to see it myself!" All Mrs. Murry did was to snort, and look at the
girl like vinegar, and just then the char-à-banc came up, and they had to
scramble for their seats. Mrs. Murry grumbled to herself in an indistinct sort
of voice all the way to Hampton Court. Alice couldn't very well make out
what she said, but now and then she seemed to hear bits of sentences, like:
Pity to grow old, if sons grow bold; and Honour thy father and mother; and

Lie on the shelf, said the housewife to the old shoe, and the wicked son to
his mother; and I gave you milk and you give me the go-by. Alice thought
they must be proverbs (except the Commandment, of course), as George
was always saying how old-fashioned his mother is; but she says there were
so many of them, and all pointed at her and George, that she thinks now
Mrs. Murry must have made them up as they drove along. She says it would
be just like her to do it, being old-fashioned, and ill-natured too, and fuller
of talk than a butcher on Saturday night. Well, they got to Hampton at last,
and Alice thought the place would please her, perhaps, and they might have
some enjoyment. But she did nothing but grumble, and out loud too, so that
people looked at them, and a woman said, so that they could hear, "Ah well,
they'll be old themselves some day," which made Alice very angry, for, as
she said, they weren't doing anything. When they showed her the chestnut
avenue in Bushey Park, she said it was so long and straight that it made her
quite dull to look at it, and she thought the deer (you know how pretty they
are, really) looked thin and miserable, as if they would be all the better for a
good feed of hog-wash, with plenty of meal in it. She said she knew they
weren't happy by the look in their eyes, which seemed to tell her that their
keepers beat them. It was the same with everything; she said she
remembered market-gardens in Hammersmith and Gunnersbury that had a
better show of flowers, and when they took her to the place where the water
is, under the trees, she burst out with its being rather hard to tramp her off
her legs to show her a common canal, with not so much as a barge on it to
liven it up a bit. She went on like that the whole day, and Alice told me she
was only too thankful to get home and get rid of her. Wasn't it wretched for
the girl?'
'It must have been, indeed. But what happened last Sunday?'
'That's the most extraordinary thing of all. I noticed that Alice was rather
queer in her manner this morning; she was a longer time washing up the
breakfast things, and she answered me quite sharply when I called to her to
ask when she would be ready to help me with the wash; and when I went
into the kitchen to see about something, I noticed that she was going about
her work in a sulky sort of way. So I asked her what was the matter, and
then it all came out. I could scarcely believe my own ears when she
mumbled out something about Mrs. Murry thinking she could do very much
better for herself; but I asked her one question after another till I had it all

out of her. It just shows one how foolish and empty-headed these girls are. I
told her she was no better than a weather-cock. If you will believe me, that
horrid old woman was quite another person when Alice went to see her the
other night. Why, I can't think, but so she was. She told the girl how pretty
she was; what a neat figure she had; how well she walked; and how she'd
known many a girl not half so clever or well-looking earning her twentyfive or thirty pounds a year, and with good families. She seems to have
gone into all sorts of details, and made elaborate calculations as to what she
would be able to save, "with decent folks, who don't screw, and pinch, and
lock up everything in the house," and then she went off into a lot of
hypocritical nonsense about how fond she was of Alice, and how she could
go to her grave in peace, knowing how happy her dear George would be
with such a good wife, and about her savings from good wages helping to
set up a little home, ending up with "And, if you take an old woman's
advice, deary, it won't be long before you hear the marriage bells."'
'I see,' said Darnell; 'and the upshot of it all is, I suppose, that the girl is
thoroughly dissatisfied?'
'Yes, she is so young and silly. I talked to her, and reminded her of how
nasty old Mrs. Murry had been, and told her that she might change her
place and change for the worse. I think I have persuaded her to think it over
quietly, at all events. Do you know what it is, Edward? I have an idea. I
believe that wicked old woman is trying to get Alice to leave us, that she
may tell her son how changeable she is; and I suppose she would make up
some of her stupid old proverbs: "A changeable wife, a troublesome life,"
or some nonsense of the kind. Horrid old thing!'
'Well, well,' said Darnell, 'I hope she won't go, for your sake. It would be
such a bother for you, hunting for a fresh servant.'
He refilled his pipe and smoked placidly, refreshed somewhat after the
emptiness and the burden of the day. The French window was wide open,
and now at last there came a breath of quickening air, distilled by the night
from such trees as still wore green in that arid valley. The song to which
Darnell had listened in rapture, and now the breeze, which even in that dry,
grim suburb still bore the word of the woodland, had summoned the dream
to his eyes, and he meditated over matters that his lips could not express.

'She must, indeed, be a villainous old woman,' he said at length.
'Old Mrs. Murry? Of course she is; the mischievous old thing! Trying to
take the girl from a comfortable place where she is happy.'
'Yes; and not to like Hampton Court! That shows how bad she must be,
more than anything.'
'It is beautiful, isn't it?'
'I shall never forget the first time I saw it. It was soon after I went into the
City; the first year. I had my holidays in July, and I was getting such a small
salary that I couldn't think of going away to the seaside, or anything like
that. I remember one of the other men wanted me to come with him on a
walking tour in Kent. I should have liked that, but the money wouldn't run
to it. And do you know what I did? I lived in Great College Street then, and
the first day I was off, I stayed in bed till past dinner-time, and lounged
about in an arm-chair with a pipe all the afternoon. I had got a new kind of
tobacco—one and four for the two-ounce packet—much dearer than I could
afford to smoke, and I was enjoying it immensely. It was awfully hot, and
when I shut the window and drew down the red blind it grew hotter; at five
o'clock the room was like an oven. But I was so pleased at not having to go
into the City, that I didn't mind anything, and now and again I read bits from
a queer old book that had belonged to my poor dad. I couldn't make out
what a lot of it meant, but it fitted in somehow, and I read and smoked till
tea-time. Then I went out for a walk, thinking I should be better for a little
fresh air before I went to bed; and I went wandering away, not much
noticing where I was going, turning here and there as the fancy took me. I
must have gone miles and miles, and a good many of them round and
round, as they say they do in Australia if they lose their way in the bush;
and I am sure I couldn't have gone exactly the same way all over again for
any money. Anyhow, I was still in the streets when the twilight came on,
and the lamp-lighters were trotting round from one lamp to another. It was a
wonderful night: I wish you had been there, my dear.'
'I was quite a little girl then.'
'Yes, I suppose you were. Well, it was a wonderful night. I remember, I
was walking in a little street of little grey houses all alike, with stucco

copings and stucco door-posts; there were brass plates on a lot of the doors,
and one had "Maker of Shell Boxes" on it, and I was quite pleased, as I had
often wondered where those boxes and things that you buy at the seaside
came from. A few children were playing about in the road with some
rubbish or other, and men were singing in a small public-house at the
corner, and I happened to look up, and I noticed what a wonderful colour
the sky had turned. I have seen it since, but I don't think it has ever been
quite what it was that night, a dark blue, glowing like a violet, just as they
say the sky looks in foreign countries. I don't know why, but the sky or
something made me feel quite queer; everything seemed changed in a way I
couldn't understand. I remember, I told an old gentleman I knew then—a
friend of my poor father's, he's been dead for five years, if not more—about
how I felt, and he looked at me and said something about fairyland; I don't
know what he meant, and I dare say I didn't explain myself properly. But,
do you know, for a moment or two I felt as if that little back street was
beautiful, and the noise of the children and the men in the public-house
seemed to fit in with the sky and become part of it. You know that old
saying about "treading on air" when one is glad! Well, I really felt like that
as I walked, not exactly like air, you know, but as if the pavement was
velvet or some very soft carpet. And then—I suppose it was all my fancy—
the air seemed to smell sweet, like the incense in Catholic churches, and my
breath came queer and catchy, as it does when one gets very excited about
anything. I felt altogether stranger than I've ever felt before or since.'
Darnell stopped suddenly and looked up at his wife. She was watching
him with parted lips, with eager, wondering eyes.
'I hope I'm not tiring you, dear, with all this story about nothing. You
have had a worrying day with that stupid girl; hadn't you better go to bed?'
'Oh, no, please, Edward. I'm not a bit tired now. I love to hear you talk
like that. Please go on.'
'Well, after I had walked a bit further, that queer sort of feeling seemed to
fade away. I said a bit further, and I really thought I had been walking about
five minutes, but I had looked at my watch just before I got into that little
street, and when I looked at it again it was eleven o'clock. I must have done
about eight miles. I could scarcely believe my own eyes, and I thought my

watch must have gone mad; but I found out afterwards it was perfectly
right. I couldn't make it out, and I can't now; I assure you the time passed as
if I walked up one side of Edna Road and down the other. But there I was,
right in the open country, with a cool wind blowing on me from a wood,
and the air full of soft rustling sounds, and notes of birds from the bushes,
and the singing noise of a little brook that ran under the road. I was standing
on the bridge when I took out my watch and struck a wax light to see the
time; and it came upon me suddenly what a strange evening it had been. It
was all so different, you see, to what I had been doing all my life,
particularly for the year before, and it almost seemed as if I couldn't be the
man who had been going into the City every day in the morning and
coming back from it every evening after writing a lot of uninteresting
letters. It was like being pitched all of a sudden from one world into
another. Well, I found my way back somehow or other, and as I went along
I made up my mind how I'd spend my holiday. I said to myself, "I'll have a
walking tour as well as Ferrars, only mine is to be a tour of London and its
environs," and I had got it all settled when I let myself into the house about
four o'clock in the morning, and the sun was shining, and the street almost
as still as the wood at midnight!'
'I think that was a capital idea of yours. Did you have your tour? Did you
buy a map of London?'
'I had the tour all right. I didn't buy a map; that would have spoilt it,
somehow; to see everything plotted out, and named, and measured. What I
wanted was to feel that I was going where nobody had been before. That's
nonsense, isn't it? as if there could be any such places in London, or
England either, for the matter of that.'
'I know what you mean; you wanted to feel as if you were going on a sort
of voyage of discovery. Isn't that it?'
'Exactly, that's what I was trying to tell you. Besides, I didn't want to buy
a map. I made a map.'
'How do you mean? Did you make a map out of your head?'
'I'll tell you about it afterwards. But do you really want to hear about my
grand tour?'

'Of course I do; it must have been delightful. I call it a most original
idea.'
'Well, I was quite full of it, and what you said just now about a voyage of
discovery reminds me of how I felt then. When I was a boy I was awfully
fond of reading of great travellers—I suppose all boys are—and of sailors
who were driven out of their course and found themselves in latitudes
where no ship had ever sailed before, and of people who discovered
wonderful cities in strange countries; and all the second day of my holidays
I was feeling just as I used to when I read these books. I didn't get up till
pretty late. I was tired to death after all those miles I had walked; but when I
had finished my breakfast and filled my pipe, I had a grand time of it. It was
such nonsense, you know; as if there could be anything strange or
wonderful in London.'
'Why shouldn't there be?'
'Well, I don't know; but I have thought afterwards what a silly lad I must
have been. Anyhow, I had a great day of it, planning what I would do, half
making-believe—just like a kid—that I didn't know where I might find
myself, or what might happen to me. And I was enormously pleased to
think it was all my secret, that nobody else knew anything about it, and that,
whatever I might see, I would keep to myself. I had always felt like that
about the books. Of course, I loved reading them, but it seemed to me that,
if I had been a discoverer, I would have kept my discoveries a secret. If I
had been Columbus, and, if it could possibly have been managed, I would
have found America all by myself, and never have said a word about it to
anybody. Fancy! how beautiful it would be to be walking about in one's
own town, and talking to people, and all the while to have the thought that
one knew of a great world beyond the seas, that nobody else dreamed of. I
should have loved that!
'And that is exactly what I felt about the tour I was going to make. I made
up my mind that nobody should know; and so, from that day to this, nobody
has heard a word of it.'
'But you are going to tell me?'

'You are different. But I don't think even you will hear everything; not
because I won't, but because I can't tell many of the things I saw.'
'Things you saw? Then you really did see wonderful, strange things in
London?'
'Well, I did and I didn't. Everything, or pretty nearly everything, that I
saw is standing still, and hundreds of thousands of people have looked at
the same sights—there were many places that the fellows in the office knew
quite well, I found out afterwards. And then I read a book called "London
and its Surroundings." But (I don't know how it is) neither the men at the
office nor the writers of the book seem to have seen the things that I did.
That's why I stopped reading the book; it seemed to take the life, the real
heart, out of everything, making it as dry and stupid as the stuffed birds in a
museum.
'I thought about what I was going to do all that day, and went to bed
early, so as to be fresh. I knew wonderfully little about London, really;
though, except for an odd week now and then, I had spent all my life in
town. Of course I knew the main streets—the Strand, Regent Street, Oxford
Street, and so on—and I knew the way to the school I used to go to when I
was a boy, and the way into the City. But I had just kept to a few tracks, as
they say the sheep do on the mountains; and that made it all the easier for
me to imagine that I was going to discover a new world.'
Darnell paused in the stream of his talk. He looked keenly at his wife to
see if he were wearying her, but her eyes gazed at him with unabated
interest—one would have almost said that they were the eyes of one who
longed and half expected to be initiated into the mysteries, who knew not
what great wonder was to be revealed. She sat with her back to the open
window, framed in the sweet dusk of the night, as if a painter had made a
curtain of heavy velvet behind her; and the work that she had been doing
had fallen to the floor. She supported her head with her two hands placed on
each side of her brow, and her eyes were as the wells in the wood of which
Darnell dreamed in the night-time and in the day.
'And all the strange tales I had ever heard were in my head that morning,'
he went on, as if continuing the thoughts that had filled his mind while his
lips were silent. 'I had gone to bed early, as I told you, to get a thorough

rest, and I had set my alarum clock to wake me at three, so that I might set
out at an hour that was quite strange for the beginning of a journey. There
was a hush in the world when I awoke, before the clock had rung to arouse
me, and then a bird began to sing and twitter in the elm tree that grew in the
next garden, and I looked out of the window, and everything was still, and
the morning air breathed in pure and sweet, as I had never known it before.
My room was at the back of the house, and most of the gardens had trees in
them, and beyond these trees I could see the backs of the houses of the next
street rising like the wall of an old city; and as I looked the sun rose, and the
great light came in at my window, and the day began.
'And I found that when I was once out of the streets just about me that I
knew, some of the queer feeling that had come to me two days before came
back again. It was not nearly so strong, the streets no longer smelt of
incense, but still there was enough of it to show me what a strange world I
passed by. There were things that one may see again and again in many
London streets: a vine or a fig tree on a wall, a lark singing in a cage, a
curious shrub blossoming in a garden, an odd shape of a roof, or a balcony
with an uncommon-looking trellis-work in iron. There's scarcely a street,
perhaps, where you won't see one or other of such things as these; but that
morning they rose to my eyes in a new light, as if I had on the magic
spectacles in the fairy tale, and just like the man in the fairy tale, I went on
and on in the new light. I remember going through wild land on a high
place; there were pools of water shining in the sun, and great white houses
in the middle of dark, rocking pines, and then on the turn of the height I
came to a little lane that went aside from the main road, a lane that led to a
wood, and in the lane was a little old shadowed house, with a bell turret in
the roof, and a porch of trellis-work all dim and faded into the colour of the
sea; and in the garden there were growing tall, white lilies, just as we saw
them that day we went to look at the old pictures; they were shining like
silver, and they filled the air with their sweet scent. It was from near that
house I saw the valley and high places far away in the sun. So, as I say, I
went "on and on," by woods and fields, till I came to a little town on the top
of a hill, a town full of old houses bowing to the ground beneath their years,
and the morning was so still that the blue smoke rose up straight into the
sky from all the roof-tops, so still that I heard far down in the valley the
song of a boy who was singing an old song through the streets as he went to

school, and as I passed through the awakening town, beneath the old, grave
houses, the church bells began to ring.
'It was soon after I had left this town behind me that I found the Strange
Road. I saw it branching off from the dusty high road, and it looked so
green that I turned aside into it, and soon I felt as if I had really come into a
new country. I don't know whether it was one of the roads the old Romans
made that my father used to tell me about; but it was covered with deep,
soft turf, and the great tall hedges on each side looked as if they had not
been touched for a hundred years; they had grown so broad and high and
wild that they met overhead, and I could only get glimpses here and there of
the country through which I was passing, as one passes in a dream. The
Strange Road led me on and on, up and down hill; sometimes the rose
bushes had grown so thick that I could scarcely make my way between
them, and sometimes the road broadened out into a green, and in one valley
a brook, spanned by an old wooden bridge, ran across it. I was tired, and I
found a soft and shady place beneath an ash tree, where I must have slept
for many hours, for when I woke up it was late in the afternoon. So I went
on again, and at last the green road came out into the highway, and I looked
up and saw another town on a high place with a great church in the middle
of it, and when I went up to it there was a great organ sounding from within,
and the choir was singing.'
There was a rapture in Darnell's voice as he spoke, that made his story
well-nigh swell into a song, and he drew a long breath as the words ended,
filled with the thought of that far-off summer day, when some enchantment
had informed all common things, transmuting them into a great sacrament,
causing earthly works to glow with the fire and the glory of the everlasting
light.
And some splendour of that light shone on the face of Mary as she sat
still against the sweet gloom of the night, her dark hair making her face
more radiant. She was silent for a little while, and then she spoke—
'Oh, my dear, why have you waited so long to tell me these wonderful
things? I think it is beautiful. Please go on.'
'I have always been afraid it was all nonsense,' said Darnell. 'And I don't
know how to explain what I feel. I didn't think I could say so much as I

have to-night.'
'And did you find it the same day after day?'
'All through the tour? Yes, I think every journey was a success. Of
course, I didn't go so far afield every day; I was too tired. Often I rested all
day long, and went out in the evening, after the lamps were lit, and then
only for a mile or two. I would roam about old, dim squares, and hear the
wind from the hills whispering in the trees; and when I knew I was within
call of some great glittering street, I was sunk in the silence of ways where I
was almost the only passenger, and the lamps were so few and faint that
they seemed to give out shadows instead of light. And I would walk slowly,
to and fro, perhaps for an hour at a time, in such dark streets, and all the
time I felt what I told you about its being my secret—that the shadow, and
the dim lights, and the cool of the evening, and trees that were like dark low
clouds were all mine, and mine alone, that I was living in a world that
nobody else knew of, into which no one could enter.
'I remembered one night I had gone farther. It was somewhere in the far
west, where there are orchards and gardens, and great broad lawns that
slope down to trees by the river. A great red moon rose that night through
mists of sunset, and thin, filmy clouds, and I wandered by a road that passed
through the orchards, till I came to a little hill, with the moon showing
above it glowing like a great rose. Then I saw figures pass between me and
the moon, one by one, in a long line, each bent double, with great packs
upon their shoulders. One of them was singing, and then in the middle of
the song I heard a horrible shrill laugh, in the thin cracked voice of a very
old woman, and they disappeared into the shadow of the trees. I suppose
they were people going to work, or coming from work in the gardens; but
how like it was to a nightmare!
'I can't tell you about Hampton; I should never finish talking. I was there
one evening, not long before they closed the gates, and there were very few
people about. But the grey-red, silent, echoing courts, and the flowers
falling into dreamland as the night came on, and the dark yews and
shadowy-looking statues, and the far, still stretches of water beneath the
avenues; and all melting into a blue mist, all being hidden from one's eyes,
slowly, surely, as if veils were dropped, one by one, on a great ceremony!

Oh! my dear, what could it mean? Far away, across the river, I heard a soft
bell ring three times, and three times, and again three times, and I turned
away, and my eyes were full of tears.
'I didn't know what it was when I came to it; I only found out afterwards
that it must have been Hampton Court. One of the men in the office told me
he had taken an A. B. C. girl there, and they had great fun. They got into the
maze and couldn't get out again, and then they went on the river and were
nearly drowned. He told me there were some spicy pictures in the galleries;
his girl shrieked with laughter, so he said.'
Mary quite disregarded this interlude.
'But you told me you had made a map. What was it like?'
'I'll show it you some day, if you want to see it. I marked down all the
places I had gone to, and made signs—things like queer letters—to remind
me of what I had seen. Nobody but myself could understand it. I wanted to
draw pictures, but I never learnt how to draw, so when I tried nothing was
like what I wanted it to be. I tried to draw a picture of that town on the hill
that I came to on the evening of the first day; I wanted to make a steep hill
with houses on top, and in the middle, but high above them, the great
church, all spires and pinnacles, and above it, in the air, a cup with rays
coming from it. But it wasn't a success. I made a very strange sign for
Hampton Court, and gave it a name that I made up out of my head.'
The Darnells avoided one another's eyes as they sat at breakfast the next
morning. The air had lightened in the night, for rain had fallen at dawn; and
there was a bright blue sky, with vast white clouds rolling across it from the
south-west, and a fresh and joyous wind blew in at the open window; the
mists had vanished. And with the mists there seemed to have vanished also
the sense of strange things that had possessed Mary and her husband the
night before; and as they looked out into the clear light they could scarcely
believe that the one had spoken and the other had listened a few hours
before to histories very far removed from the usual current of their thoughts
and of their lives. They glanced shyly at one another, and spoke of common
things, of the question whether Alice would be corrupted by the insidious
Mrs. Murry, or whether Mrs. Darnell would be able to persuade the girl that
the old woman must be actuated by the worst motives.

'And I think, if I were you,' said Darnell, as he went out, 'I should step
over to the stores and complain of their meat. That last piece of beef was
very far from being up to the mark—full of sinew.'

III
It might have been different in the evening, and Darnell had matured a
plan by which he hoped to gain much. He intended to ask his wife if she
would mind having only one gas, and that a good deal lowered, on the
pretext that his eyes were tired with work; he thought many things might
happen if the room were dimly lit, and the window opened, so that they
could sit and watch the night, and listen to the rustling murmur of the tree
on the lawn. But his plans were made in vain, for when he got to the garden
gate his wife, in tears, came forth to meet him.
'Oh, Edward,' she began, 'such a dreadful thing has happened! I never
liked him much, but I didn't think he would ever do such awful things.'
'What do you mean? Who are you talking about? What has happened? Is
it Alice's young man?'
'No, no. But come in, dear. I can see that woman opposite watching us:
she's always on the look out.'
'Now, what is it?' said Darnell, as they sat down to tea. 'Tell me, quick!
you've quite frightened me.'
'I don't know how to begin, or where to start. Aunt Marian has thought
that there was something queer for weeks. And then she found—oh, well,
the long and short of it is that Uncle Robert has been carrying on dreadfully
with some horrid girl, and aunt has found out everything!'
'Lord! you don't say so! The old rascal! Why, he must be nearer seventy
than sixty!'
'He's just sixty-five; and the money he has given her——'

The first shock of surprise over, Darnell turned resolutely to his mince.
'We'll have it all out after tea,' he said; 'I am not going to have my meals
spoilt by that old fool of a Nixon. Fill up my cup, will you, dear?'
'Excellent mince this,' he went on, calmly. 'A little lemon juice and a bit
of ham in it? I thought there was something extra. Alice all right to-day?
That's good. I expect she's getting over all that nonsense.'
He went on calmly chattering in a manner that astonished Mrs. Darnell,
who felt that by the fall of Uncle Robert the natural order had been inverted,
and had scarcely touched food since the intelligence had arrived by the
second post. She had started out to keep the appointment her aunt had made
early in the morning, and had spent most of the day in a first-class waitingroom at Victoria Station, where she had heard all the story.
'Now,' said Darnell, when the table had been cleared, 'tell us all about it.
How long has it been going on?'
'Aunt thinks now, from little things she remembers, that it must have
been going on for a year at least. She says there has been a horrid kind of
mystery about uncle's behaviour for a long time, and her nerves were quite
shaken, as she thought he must be involved with Anarchists, or something
dreadful of the sort.'
'What on earth made her think that?'
'Well, you see, once or twice when she was out walking with her
husband, she has been startled by whistles, which seemed to follow them
everywhere. You know there are some nice country walks at Barnet, and
one in particular, in the fields near Totteridge, that uncle and aunt rather
made a point of going to on fine Sunday evenings. Of course, this was not
the first thing she noticed, but, at the time, it made a great impression on her
mind; she could hardly get a wink of sleep for weeks and weeks.'
'Whistling?' said Darnell. 'I don't quite understand. Why should she be
frightened by whistling?'
'I'll tell you. The first time it happened was one Sunday in last May. Aunt
had a fancy they were being followed a Sunday or two before, but she didn't

see or hear anything, except a sort of crackling noise in the hedge. But this
particular Sunday they had hardly got through the stile into the fields, when
she heard a peculiar kind of low whistle. She took no notice, thinking it was
no concern of hers or her husband's, but as they went on she heard it again,
and then again, and it followed them the whole walk, and it made her so
uncomfortable, because she didn't know where it was coming from or who
was doing it, or why. Then, just as they got out of the fields into the lane,
uncle said he felt quite faint, and he thought he would try a little brandy at
the "Turpin's Head," a small public-house there is there. And she looked at
him and saw his face was quite purple—more like apoplexy, as she says,
than fainting fits, which make people look a sort of greenish-white. But she
said nothing, and thought perhaps uncle had a peculiar way of fainting of
his own, as he always was a man to have his own way of doing everything.
So she just waited in the road, and he went ahead and slipped into the
public, and aunt says she thought she saw a little figure rise out of the dusk
and slip in after him, but she couldn't be sure. And when uncle came out he
looked red instead of purple, and said he felt much better; and so they went
home quietly together, and nothing more was said. You see, uncle had said
nothing about the whistling, and aunt had been so frightened that she didn't
dare speak, for fear they might be both shot.
'She wasn't thinking anything more about it, when two Sundays
afterwards the very same thing happened just as it had before. This time
aunt plucked up a spirit, and asked uncle what it could be. And what do you
think he said? "Birds, my dear, birds." Of course aunt said to him that no
bird that ever flew with wings made a noise like that: sly, and low, with
pauses in between; and then he said that many rare sorts of birds lived in
North Middlesex and Hertfordshire. "Nonsense, Robert," said aunt, "how
can you talk so, considering it has followed us all the way, for a mile or
more?" And then uncle told her that some birds were so attached to man
that they would follow one about for miles sometimes; he said he had just
been reading about a bird like that in a book of travels. And do you know
that when they got home he actually showed her a piece in the
"Hertfordshire Naturalist" which they took in to oblige a friend of theirs, all
about rare birds found in the neighbourhood, all the most outlandish names,
aunt says, that she had never heard or thought of, and uncle had the
impudence to say that it must have been a Purple Sandpiper, which, the

paper said, had "a low shrill note, constantly repeated." And then he took
down a book of Siberian Travels from the bookcase and showed her a page
which told how a man was followed by a bird all day long through a forest.
And that's what Aunt Marian says vexes her more than anything almost; to
think that he should be so artful and ready with those books, twisting them
to his own wicked ends. But, at the time, when she was out walking, she
simply couldn't make out what he meant by talking about birds in that
random, silly sort of way, so unlike him, and they went on, that horrible
whistling following them, she looking straight ahead and walking fast,
really feeling more huffy and put out than frightened. And when they got to
the next stile, she got over and turned round, and "lo and behold," as she
says, there was no Uncle Robert to be seen! She felt herself go quite white
with alarm, thinking of that whistle, and making sure he'd been spirited
away or snatched in some way or another, and she had just screamed out
"Robert" like a mad woman, when he came quite slowly round the corner,
as cool as a cucumber, holding something in his hand. He said there were
some flowers he could never pass, and when aunt saw that he had got a
dandelion torn up by the roots, she felt as if her head were going round.'
Mary's story was suddenly interrupted. For ten minutes Darnell had been
writhing in his chair, suffering tortures in his anxiety to avoid wounding his
wife's feelings, but the episode of the dandelion was too much for him, and
he burst into a long, wild shriek of laughter, aggravated by suppression into
the semblance of a Red Indian's war-whoop. Alice, who was washing-up in
the scullery, dropped some three shillings' worth of china, and the
neighbours ran out into their gardens wondering if it were murder. Mary
gazed reproachfully at her husband.
'How can you be so unfeeling, Edward?' she said, at length, when Darnell
had passed into the feebleness of exhaustion. 'If you had seen the tears
rolling down poor Aunt Marian's cheeks as she told me, I don't think you
would have laughed. I didn't think you were so hard-hearted.'
'My dear Mary,' said Darnell, faintly, through sobs and catching of the
breath, 'I am awfully sorry. I know it's very sad, really, and I'm not
unfeeling; but it is such an odd tale, now, isn't it? The Sandpiper, you know,
and then the dandelion!'

His face twitched and he ground his teeth together. Mary looked gravely
at him for a moment, and then she put her hands to her face, and Darnell
could see that she also shook with merriment.
'I am as bad as you,' she said, at last. 'I never thought of it in that way. I'm
glad I didn't, or I should have laughed in Aunt Marian's face, and I wouldn't
have done that for the world. Poor old thing; she cried as if her heart would
break. I met her at Victoria, as she asked me, and we had some soup at a
confectioner's. I could scarcely touch it; her tears kept dropping into the
plate all the time; and then we went to the waiting-room at the station, and
she cried there terribly.'
'Well,' said Darnell, 'what happened next? I won't laugh any more.'
'No, we mustn't; it's much too horrible for a joke. Well, of course aunt
went home and wondered and wondered what could be the matter, and tried
to think it out, but, as she says, she could make nothing of it. She began to
be afraid that uncle's brain was giving way through overwork, as he had
stopped in the City (as he said) up to all hours lately, and he had to go to
Yorkshire (wicked old story-teller!), about some very tiresome business
connected with his leases. But then she reflected that however queer he
might be getting, even his queerness couldn't make whistles in the air,
though, as she said, he was always a wonderful man. So she had to give that
up; and then she wondered if there were anything the matter with her, as she
had read about people who heard noises when there was really nothing at
all. But that wouldn't do either, because though it might account for the
whistling, it wouldn't account for the dandelion or the Sandpiper, or for
fainting fits that turned purple, or any of uncle's queerness. So aunt said she
could think of nothing but to read the Bible every day from the beginning,
and by the time she got into Chronicles she felt rather better, especially as
nothing had happened for three or four Sundays. She noticed uncle seemed
absent-minded, and not as nice to her as he might be, but she put that down
to too much work, as he never came home before the last train, and had a
hansom twice all the way, getting there between three and four in the
morning. Still, she felt it was no good bothering her head over what couldn't
be made out or explained anyway, and she was just settling down, when one
Sunday evening it began all over again, and worse things happened. The
whistling followed them just as it did before, and poor aunt set her teeth and

said nothing to uncle, as she knew he would only tell her stories, and they
were walking on, not saying a word, when something made her look back,
and there was a horrible boy with red hair, peeping through the hedge just
behind, and grinning. She said it was a dreadful face, with something
unnatural about it, as if it had been a dwarf, and before she had time to have
a good look, it popped back like lightning, and aunt all but fainted away.'
'A red-headed boy?' said Darnell. 'I thought——What an extraordinary
story this is. I've never heard of anything so queer. Who was the boy?'
'You will know in good time,' said Mrs. Darnell. 'It is very strange, isn't
it?'
'Strange!' Darnell ruminated for a while.
'I know what I think, Mary,' he said at length. 'I don't believe a word of it.
I believe your aunt is going mad, or has gone mad, and that she has
delusions. The whole thing sounds to me like the invention of a lunatic.'
'You are quite wrong. Every word is true, and if you will let me go on,
you will understand how it all happened.'
'Very good, go ahead.'
'Let me see, where was I? Oh, I know, aunt saw the boy grinning in the
hedge. Yes, well, she was dreadfully frightened for a minute or two; there
was something so queer about the face, but then she plucked up a spirit and
said to herself, "After all, better a boy with red hair than a big man with a
gun," and she made up her mind to watch Uncle Robert closely, as she
could see by his look he knew all about it; he seemed as if he were thinking
hard and puzzling over something, as if he didn't know what to do next, and
his mouth kept opening and shutting, like a fish's. So she kept her face
straight, and didn't say a word, and when he said something to her about the
fine sunset, she took no notice. "Don't you hear what I say, Marian?" he
said, speaking quite crossly, and bellowing as if it were to somebody in the
next field. So aunt said she was very sorry, but her cold made her so deaf,
she couldn't hear much. She noticed uncle looked quite pleased, and
relieved too, and she knew he thought she hadn't heard the whistling.
Suddenly uncle pretended to see a beautiful spray of honeysuckle high up in
the hedge, and he said he must get it for aunt, only she must go on ahead, as

it made him nervous to be watched. She said she would, but she just
stepped aside behind a bush where there was a sort of cover in the hedge,
and found she could see him quite well, though she scratched her face
terribly with poking it into a rose bush. And in a minute or two out came the
boy from behind the hedge, and she saw uncle and him talking, and she
knew it was the same boy, as it wasn't dark enough to hide his flaming red
head. And uncle put out his hand as if to catch him, but he just darted into
the bushes and vanished. Aunt never said a word at the time, but that night
when they got home she charged uncle with what she'd seen and asked him
what it all meant. He was quite taken aback at first, and stammered and
stuttered and said a spy wasn't his notion of a good wife, but at last he made
her swear secrecy, and told her that he was a very high Freemason, and that
the boy was an emissary of the order who brought him messages of the
greatest importance. But aunt didn't believe a word of it, as an uncle of hers
was a mason, and he never behaved like that. It was then she began to be
afraid that it was really Anarchists, or something of the kind, and every time
the bell rang she thought that uncle had been found out, and the police had
come for him.'
'What nonsense! As if a man with house property would be an Anarchist.'
'Well, she could see there must be some horrible secret, and she didn't
know what else to think. And then she began to have the things through the
post.'
'Things through the post! What do you mean by that?'
'All sorts of things; bits of broken bottle-glass, packed carefully as if it
were jewellery; parcels that unrolled and unrolled worse than Chinese
boxes, and then had "cat" in large letters when you came to the middle; old
artificial teeth, a cake of red paint, and at last cockroaches.'
'Cockroaches by post! Stuff and nonsense; your aunt's mad.'
'Edward, she showed me the box; it was made to hold cigarettes, and
there were three dead cockroaches inside. And when she found a box of
exactly the same kind, half-full of cigarettes, in uncle's great-coat pocket,
then her head began to turn again.'

Darnell groaned, and stirred uneasily in his chair, feeling that the tale of
Aunt Marian's domestic troubles was putting on the semblance of an evil
dream.
'Anything else?' he asked.
'My dear, I haven't repeated half the things poor aunt told me this
afternoon. There was the night she thought she saw a ghost in the
shrubbery. She was anxious about some chickens that were just due to hatch
out, so she went out after dark with some egg and bread-crumbs, in case
they might be out. And just before her she saw a figure gliding by the
rhododendrons. It looked like a short, slim man dressed as they used to be
hundreds of years ago; she saw the sword by his side, and the feather in his
cap. She thought she should have died, she said, and though it was gone in a
minute, and she tried to make out it was all her fancy, she fainted when she
got into the house. Uncle was at home that night, and when she came to and
told him he ran out, and stayed out for half-an-hour or more, and then came
in and said he could find nothing; and the next minute aunt heard that low
whistle just outside the window, and uncle ran out again.'
'My dear Mary, do let us come to the point. What on earth does it all lead
to?'
'Haven't you guessed? Why, of course it was that girl all the time.'
'Girl? I thought you said it was a boy with a red head?'
'Don't you see? She's an actress, and she dressed up. She won't leave
uncle alone. It wasn't enough that he was with her nearly every evening in
the week, but she must be after him on Sundays too. Aunt found a letter the
horrid thing had written, and so it has all come out. Enid Vivian she calls
herself, though I don't suppose she has any right to one name or the other.
And the question is, what is to be done?'
'Let us talk of that again. I'll have a pipe, and then we'll go to bed.'
They were almost asleep when Mary said suddenly—
'Doesn't it seem queer, Edward? Last night you were telling me such
beautiful things, and to-night I have been talking about that disgraceful old

man and his goings on.'
'I don't know,' answered Darnell, dreamily. 'On the walls of that great
church upon the hill I saw all kinds of strange grinning monsters, carved in
stone.'
The misdemeanours of Mr. Robert Nixon brought in their train
consequences strange beyond imagination. It was not that they continued to
develop on the somewhat fantastic lines of these first adventures which
Mrs. Darnell had related; indeed, when 'Aunt Marian' came over to
Shepherd's Bush, one Sunday afternoon, Darnell wondered how he had had
the heart to laugh at the misfortunes of a broken-hearted woman.
He had never seen his wife's aunt before, and he was strangely surprised
when Alice showed her into the garden where they were sitting on the warm
and misty Sunday in September. To him, save during these latter days, she
had always been associated with ideas of splendour and success: his wife
had always mentioned the Nixons with a tinge of reverence; he had heard,
many times, the epic of Mr. Nixon's struggles and of his slow but
triumphant rise. Mary had told the story as she had received it from her
parents, beginning with the flight to London from some small, dull, and
unprosperous town in the flattest of the Midlands, long ago, when a young
man from the country had great chances of fortune. Robert Nixon's father
had been a grocer in the High Street, and in after days the successful coal
merchant and builder loved to tell of that dull provincial life, and while he
glorified his own victories, he gave his hearers to understand that he came
of a race which had also known how to achieve. That had been long ago, he
would explain: in the days when that rare citizen who desired to go to
London or to York was forced to rise in the dead of night, and make his
way, somehow or other, by ten miles of quagmirish, wandering lanes to the
Great North Road, there to meet the 'Lightning' coach, a vehicle which
stood to all the countryside as the visible and tangible embodiment of
tremendous speed—'and indeed,' as Nixon would add, 'it was always up to
time, which is more than can be said of the Dunham Branch Line
nowadays!' It was in this ancient Dunham that the Nixons had waged
successful trade for perhaps a hundred years, in a shop with bulging bay
windows looking on the market-place. There was no competition, and the
townsfolk, and well-to-do farmers, the clergy and the country families,

looked upon the house of Nixon as an institution fixed as the town hall
(which stood on Roman pillars) and the parish church. But the change
came: the railway crept nearer and nearer, the farmers and the country
gentry became less well-to-do; the tanning, which was the local industry,
suffered from a great business which had been established in a larger town,
some twenty miles away, and the profits of the Nixons grew less and less.
Hence the hegira of Robert, and he would dilate on the poorness of his
beginnings, how he saved, by little and little, from his sorry wage of City
clerk, and how he and a fellow clerk, 'who had come into a hundred
pounds,' saw an opening in the coal trade—and filled it. It was at this stage
of Robert's fortunes, still far from magnificent, that Miss Marian Reynolds
had encountered him, she being on a visit to friends in Gunnersbury.
Afterwards, victory followed victory; Nixon's wharf became a landmark to
bargemen; his power stretched abroad, his dusky fleets went outwards to the
sea, and inward by all the far reaches of canals. Lime, cement, and bricks
were added to his merchandise, and at last he hit upon the great stroke—
that extensive taking up of land in the north of London. Nixon himself
ascribed this coup to native sagacity, and the possession of capital; and
there were also obscure rumours to the effect that some one or other had
been 'done' in the course of the transaction. However that might be, the
Nixons grew wealthy to excess, and Mary had often told her husband of the
state in which they dwelt, of their liveried servants, of the glories of their
drawing-room, of their broad lawn, shadowed by a splendid and ancient
cedar. And so Darnell had somehow been led into conceiving the lady of
this demesne as a personage of no small pomp. He saw her, tall, of dignified
port and presence, inclining, it might be, to some measure of obesity, such a
measure as was not unbefitting in an elderly lady of position, who lived
well and lived at ease. He even imagined a slight ruddiness of complexion,
which went very well with hair that was beginning to turn grey, and when
he heard the door-bell ring, as he sat under the mulberry on the Sunday
afternoon, he bent forward to catch sight of this stately figure, clad, of
course, in the richest, blackest silk, girt about with heavy chains of gold.
He started with amazement when he saw the strange presence that
followed the servant into the garden. Mrs. Nixon was a little, thin old
woman, who bent as she feebly trotted after Alice; her eyes were on the
ground, and she did not lift them when the Darnells rose to greet her. She

glanced to the right, uneasily, as she shook hands with Darnell, to the left
when Mary kissed her, and when she was placed on the garden seat with a
cushion at her back, she looked away at the back of the houses in the next
street. She was dressed in black, it was true, but even Darnell could see that
her gown was old and shabby, that the fur trimming of her cape and the fur
boa which was twisted about her neck were dingy and disconsolate, and had
all the melancholy air which fur wears when it is seen in a second-hand
clothes-shop in a back street. And her gloves—they were black kid,
wrinkled with much wear, faded to a bluish hue at the finger-tips, which
showed signs of painful mending. Her hair, plastered over her forehead,
looked dull and colourless, though some greasy matter had evidently been
used with a view of producing a becoming gloss, and on it perched an
antique bonnet, adorned with black pendants that rattled paralytically one
against the other.
And there was nothing in Mrs. Nixon's face to correspond with the
imaginary picture that Darnell had made of her. She was sallow, wrinkled,
pinched; her nose ran to a sharp point, and her red-rimmed eyes were a
queer water-grey, that seemed to shrink alike from the light and from
encounter with the eyes of others. As she sat beside his wife on the green
garden-seat, Darnell, who occupied a wicker-chair brought out from the
drawing-room, could not help feeling that this shadowy and evasive figure,
muttering replies to Mary's polite questions, was almost impossibly remote
from his conceptions of the rich and powerful aunt, who could give away a
hundred pounds as a mere birthday gift. She would say little at first; yes,
she was feeling rather tired, it had been so hot all the way, and she had been
afraid to put on lighter things as one never knew at this time of year what it
might be like in the evenings; there were apt to be cold mists when the sun
went down, and she didn't care to risk bronchitis.
'I thought I should never get here,' she went on, raising her voice to an
odd querulous pipe. 'I'd no notion it was such an out-of-the-way place, it's
so many years since I was in this neighbourhood.'
She wiped her eyes, no doubt thinking of the early days at Turnham
Green, when she married Nixon; and when the pocket-handkerchief had
done its office she replaced it in a shabby black bag which she clutched
rather than carried. Darnell noticed, as he watched her, that the bag seemed

full, almost to bursting, and he speculated idly as to the nature of its
contents: correspondence, perhaps, he thought, further proofs of Uncle
Robert's treacherous and wicked dealings. He grew quite uncomfortable, as
he sat and saw her glancing all the while furtively away from his wife and
himself, and presently he got up and strolled away to the other end of the
garden, where he lit his pipe and walked to and fro on the gravel walk, still
astounded at the gulf between the real and the imagined woman.
Presently he heard a hissing whisper, and he saw Mrs. Nixon's head
inclining to his wife's. Mary rose and came towards him.
'Would you mind sitting in the drawing-room, Edward?' she murmured.
'Aunt says she can't bring herself to discuss such a delicate matter before
you. I dare say it's quite natural.'
'Very well, but I don't think I'll go into the drawing-room. I feel as if a
walk would do me good. You mustn't be frightened if I am a little late,' he
said; 'if I don't get back before your aunt goes, say good-bye to her for me.'
He strolled into the main road, where the trams were humming to and fro.
He was still confused and perplexed, and he tried to account for a certain
relief he felt in removing himself from the presence of Mrs. Nixon. He told
himself that her grief at her husband's ruffianly conduct was worthy of all
pitiful respect, but at the same time, to his shame, he had felt a certain
physical aversion from her as she sat in his garden in her dingy black,
dabbing her red-rimmed eyes with a damp pocket-handkerchief. He had
been to the Zoo when he was a lad, and he still remembered how he had
shrunk with horror at the sight of certain reptiles slowly crawling over one
another in their slimy pond. But he was enraged at the similarity between
the two sensations, and he walked briskly on that level and monotonous
road, looking about him at the unhandsome spectacle of suburban London
keeping Sunday.
There was something in the tinge of antiquity which still exists in Acton
that soothed his mind and drew it away from those unpleasant
contemplations, and when at last he had penetrated rampart after rampart of
brick, and heard no more the harsh shrieks and laughter of the people who
were enjoying themselves, he found a way into a little sheltered field, and
sat down in peace beneath a tree, whence he could look out on a pleasant

valley. The sun sank down beneath the hills, the clouds changed into the
likeness of blossoming rose-gardens; and he still sat there in the gathering
darkness till a cool breeze blew upon him, and he rose with a sigh, and
turned back to the brick ramparts and the glimmering streets, and the noisy
idlers sauntering to and fro in the procession of their dismal festival. But he
was murmuring to himself some words that seemed a magic song, and it
was with uplifted heart that he let himself into his house.
Mrs. Nixon had gone an hour and a half before his return, Mary told him.
Darnell sighed with relief, and he and his wife strolled out into the garden
and sat down side by side.
They kept silence for a time, and at last Mary spoke, not without a
nervous tremor in her voice.
'I must tell you, Edward,' she began, 'that aunt has made a proposal which
you ought to hear. I think we should consider it.'
'A proposal? But how about the whole affair? Is it still going on?'
'Oh, yes! She told me all about it. Uncle is quite unrepentant. It seems he
has taken a flat somewhere in town for that woman, and furnished it in the
most costly manner. He simply laughs at aunt's reproaches, and says he
means to have some fun at last. You saw how broken she was?'
'Yes; very sad. But won't he give her any money? Wasn't she very badly
dressed for a woman in her position?'
'Aunt has no end of beautiful things, but I fancy she likes to hoard them;
she has a horror of spoiling her dresses. It isn't for want of money, I assure
you, as uncle settled a very large sum on her two years ago, when he was
everything that could be desired as a husband. And that brings me to what I
want to say. Aunt would like to live with us. She would pay very liberally.
What do you say?'
'Would like to live with us?' exclaimed Darnell, and his pipe dropped
from his hand on to the grass. He was stupefied by the thought of Aunt
Marian as a boarder, and sat staring vacantly before him, wondering what
new monster the night would next produce.

'I knew you wouldn't much like the idea,' his wife went on. 'But I do
think, dearest, that we ought not to refuse without very serious
consideration. I am afraid you did not take to poor aunt very much.'
Darnell shook his head dumbly.
'I thought you didn't; she was so upset, poor thing, and you didn't see her
at her best. She is really so good. But listen to me, dear. Do you think we
have the right to refuse her offer? I told you she has money of her own, and
I am sure she would be dreadfully offended if we said we wouldn't have her.
And what would become of me if anything happened to you? You know we
have very little saved.'
Darnell groaned.
'It seems to me,' he said, 'that it would spoil everything. We are so happy,
Mary dear, by ourselves. Of course I am extremely sorry for your aunt. I
think she is very much to be pitied. But when it comes to having her always
here——'
'I know, dear. Don't think I am looking forward to the prospect; you know
I don't want anybody but you. Still, we ought to think of the future, and
besides we shall be able to live so very much better. I shall be able to give
you all sorts of nice things that I know you ought to have after all that hard
work in the City. Our income would be doubled.'
'Do you mean she would pay us £150 a year?'
'Certainly. And she would pay for the spare room being furnished, and
any extra she might want. She told me, specially, that if a friend or two
came now and again to see her, she would gladly bear the cost of a fire in
the drawing-room, and give something towards the gas bill, with a few
shillings for the girl for any additional trouble. We should certainly be more
than twice as well off as we are now. You see, Edward, dear, it's not the sort
of offer we are likely to have again. Besides, we must think of the future, as
I said. Do you know aunt took a great fancy to you?'
He shuddered and said nothing, and his wife went on with her argument.

'And, you see, it isn't as if we should see so very much of her. She will
have her breakfast in bed, and she told me she would often go up to her
room in the evening directly after dinner. I thought that very nice and
considerate. She quite understands that we shouldn't like to have a third
person always with us. Don't you think, Edward, that, considering
everything, we ought to say we will have her?'
'Oh, I suppose so,' he groaned. 'As you say, it's a very good offer,
financially, and I am afraid it would be very imprudent to refuse. But I don't
like the notion, I confess.'
'I am so glad you agree with me, dear. Depend upon it, it won't be half so
bad as you think. And putting our own advantage on one side, we shall
really be doing poor aunt a very great kindness. Poor old dear, she cried
bitterly after you were gone; she said she had made up her mind not to stay
any longer in Uncle Robert's house, and she didn't know where to go, or
what would become of her, if we refused to take her in. She quite broke
down.'
'Well, well; we will try it for a year, anyhow. It may be as you say; we
shan't find it quite so bad as it seems now. Shall we go in?'
He stooped for his pipe, which lay as it had fallen, on the grass. He could
not find it, and lit a wax match which showed him the pipe, and close
beside it, under the seat, something that looked like a page torn from a
book. He wondered what it could be, and picked it up.
The gas was lit in the drawing-room, and Mrs. Darnell, who was
arranging some notepaper, wished to write at once to Mrs. Nixon, cordially
accepting her proposal, when she was startled by an exclamation from her
husband.
'What is the matter?' she said, startled by the tone of his voice. 'You
haven't hurt yourself?'
'Look at this,' he replied, handing her a small leaflet; 'I found it under the
garden seat just now.'
Mary glanced with bewilderment at her husband and read as follows:—

THE NEW AND CHOSEN SEED OF ABRAHAM
PROPHECIES TO BE FULFILLED IN THE PRESENT YEAR

1. The Sailing of a Fleet of One hundred and Forty and Four
Vessels for Tarshish and the Isles.
2. Destruction of the Power of the Dog, including all the
instruments of anti-Abrahamic legislation.
3. Return of the Fleet from Tarshish, bearing with it the gold
of Arabia, destined to be the Foundation of the New City of
Abraham.
4. The Search for the Bride, and the bestowing of the Seals
on the Seventy and Seven.
5. The Countenance of F
to become luminous, but
with a greater glory than the face of Moses.
6. The Pope of Rome to be stoned with stones in the valley
called Berek-Zittor.
7. F
to be acknowledged by Three Great Rulers. Two
Great Rulers will deny F
, and will immediately perish
in the Effluvia of F
' Indignation.
8. Binding of the Beast with the Little Horn, and all Judges
cast down.
9. Finding of the Bride in the Land of Egypt, which has been
revealed to F
as now existing in the western part of
London.
10. Bestowal of the New Tongue on the Seventy and Seven,
and on the One Hundred and Forty and Four. F
proceeds to the Bridal Chamber.
11. Destruction of London and rebuilding of the City called
No, which is the New City of Abraham.

12. F
united to the Bride, and the present Earth
removed to the Sun for the space of half an hour.
Mrs. Darnell's brow cleared as she read matter which seemed to her
harmless if incoherent. From her husband's voice she had been led to fear
something more tangibly unpleasant than a vague catena of prophecies.
'Well,' she said, 'what about it?'
'What about it? Don't you see that your aunt dropped it, and that she must
be a raging lunatic?'
'Oh, Edward! don't say that. In the first place, how do you know that aunt
dropped it at all? It might easily have blown over from any of the other
gardens. And, if it were hers, I don't think you should call her a lunatic. I
don't believe, myself, that there are any real prophets now; but there are
many good people who think quite differently. I knew an old lady once
who, I am sure, was very good, and she took in a paper every week that was
full of prophecies and things very like this. Nobody called her mad, and I
have heard father say that she had one of the sharpest heads for business he
had ever come across.'
'Very good; have it as you like. But I believe we shall both be sorry.'
They sat in silence for some time. Alice came in after her 'evening out,'
and they sat on, till Mrs. Darnell said she was tired and wanted to go to bed.
Her husband kissed her. 'I don't think I will come up just yet,' he said;
'you go to sleep, dearest. I want to think things over. No, no; I am not going
to change my mind: your aunt shall come, as I said. But there are one or
two things I should like to get settled in my mind.'
He meditated for a long while, pacing up and down the room. Light after
light was extinguished in Edna Road, and the people of the suburb slept all
around him, but still the gas was alight in Darnell's drawing-room, and he
walked softly up and down the floor. He was thinking that about the life of
Mary and himself, which had been so quiet, there seemed to be gathering on
all sides grotesque and fantastic shapes, omens of confusion and disorder,
threats of madness; a strange company from another world. It was as if into
the quiet, sleeping streets of some little ancient town among the hills there

had come from afar the sound of drum and pipe, snatches of wild song, and
there had burst into the market-place the mad company of the players,
strangely bedizened, dancing a furious measure to their hurrying music,
drawing forth the citizens from their sheltered homes and peaceful lives,
and alluring them to mingle in the significant figures of their dance.
Yet afar and near (for it was hidden in his heart) he beheld the glimmer of
a sure and constant star. Beneath, darkness came on, and mists and shadows
closed about the town. The red, flickering flame of torches was kindled in
the midst of it. The song grew louder, with more insistent, magical tones,
surging and falling in unearthly modulations, the very speech of
incantation; and the drum beat madly, and the pipe shrilled to a scream,
summoning all to issue forth, to leave their peaceful hearths; for a strange
rite was preconized in their midst. The streets that were wont to be so still,
so hushed with the cool and tranquil veils of darkness, asleep beneath the
patronage of the evening star, now danced with glimmering lanterns,
resounded with the cries of those who hurried forth, drawn as by a magistral
spell; and the songs swelled and triumphed, the reverberant beating of the
drum grew louder, and in the midst of the awakened town the players,
fantastically arrayed, performed their interlude under the red blaze of
torches. He knew not whether they were players, men that would vanish
suddenly as they came, disappearing by the track that climbed the hill; or
whether they were indeed magicians, workers of great and efficacious
spells, who knew the secret word by which the earth may be transformed
into the hall of Gehenna, so that they that gazed and listened, as at a passing
spectacle, should be entrapped by the sound and the sight presented to
them, should be drawn into the elaborated figures of that mystic dance, and
so should be whirled away into those unending mazes on the wild hills that
were abhorred, there to wander for evermore.
But Darnell was not afraid, because of the Daystar that had risen in his
heart. It had dwelt there all his life, and had slowly shone forth with clearer
and clearer light, and he began to see that though his earthly steps might be
in the ways of the ancient town that was beset by the Enchanters, and
resounded with their songs and their processions, yet he dwelt also in that
serene and secure world of brightness, and from a great and unutterable
height looked on the confusion of the mortal pageant, beholding mysteries

in which he was no true actor, hearing magic songs that could by no means
draw him down from the battlements of the high and holy city.
His heart was filled with a great joy and a great peace as he lay down
beside his wife and fell asleep, and in the morning, when he woke up, he
was glad.

IV
In a haze as of a dream Darnell's thoughts seemed to move through the
opening days of the next week. Perhaps nature had not intended that he
should be practical or much given to that which is usually called 'sound
common sense,' but his training had made him desirous of good, plain
qualities of the mind, and he uneasily strove to account to himself for his
strange mood of the Sunday night, as he had often endeavoured to interpret
the fancies of his boyhood and early manhood. At first he was annoyed by
his want of success; the morning paper, which he always secured as the 'bus
delayed at Uxbridge Road Station, fell from his hands unread, while he
vainly reasoned, assuring himself that the threatened incursion of a
whimsical old woman, though tiresome enough, was no rational excuse for
those curious hours of meditation in which his thoughts seemed to have
dressed themselves in unfamiliar, fantastic habits, and to parley with him in
a strange speech, and yet a speech that he had understood.
With such arguments he perplexed his mind on the long, accustomed ride
up the steep ascent of Holland Park, past the incongruous hustle of Notting
Hill Gate, where in one direction a road shows the way to the snug,
somewhat faded bowers and retreats of Bayswater, and in another one sees
the portal of the murky region of the slums. The customary companions of
his morning's journey were in the seats about him; he heard the hum of their
talk, as they disputed concerning politics, and the man next to him, who
came from Acton, asked him what he thought of the Government now.
There was a discussion, and a loud and excited one, just in front, as to
whether rhubarb was a fruit or vegetable, and in his ear he heard Redman,
who was a near neighbour, praising the economy of 'the wife.'

'I don't know how she does it. Look here; what do you think we had
yesterday? Breakfast: fish-cakes, beautifully fried—rich, you know, lots of
herbs, it's a receipt of her aunt's; you should just taste 'em. Coffee, bread,
butter, marmalade, and, of course, all the usual etceteras. Dinner: roast beef,
Yorkshire, potatoes, greens, and horse-radish sauce, plum tart, cheese. And
where will you get a better dinner than that? Well, I call it wonderful, I
really do.'
But in spite of these distractions he fell into a dream as the 'bus rolled and
tossed on its way Citywards, and still he strove to solve the enigma of his
vigil of the night before, and as the shapes of trees and green lawns and
houses passed before his eyes, and as he saw the procession moving on the
pavement, and while the murmur of the streets sounded in his ears, all was
to him strange and unaccustomed, as if he moved through the avenues of
some city in a foreign land. It was, perhaps, on these mornings, as he rode
to his mechanical work, that vague and floating fancies that must have long
haunted his brain began to shape themselves, and to put on the form of
definite conclusions, from which he could no longer escape, even if he had
wished it. Darnell had received what is called a sound commercial
education, and would therefore have found very great difficulty in putting
into articulate speech any thought that was worth thinking; but he grew
certain on these mornings that the 'common sense' which he had always
heard exalted as man's supremest faculty was, in all probability, the smallest
and least-considered item in the equipment of an ant of average
intelligence. And with this, as an almost necessary corollary, came a firm
belief that the whole fabric of life in which he moved was sunken, past all
thinking, in the grossest absurdity; that he and all his friends and
acquaintances and fellow-workers were interested in matters in which men
were never meant to be interested, were pursuing aims which they were
never meant to pursue, were, indeed, much like fair stones of an altar
serving as a pigsty wall. Life, it seemed to him, was a great search for—he
knew not what; and in the process of the ages one by one the true marks
upon the ways had been shattered, or buried, or the meaning of the words
had been slowly forgotten; one by one the signs had been turned awry, the
true entrances had been thickly overgrown, the very way itself had been
diverted from the heights to the depths, till at last the race of pilgrims had
become hereditary stone-breakers and ditch-scourers on a track that led to

destruction—if it led anywhere at all. Darnell's heart thrilled with a strange
and trembling joy, with a sense that was all new, when it came to his mind
that this great loss might not be a hopeless one, that perhaps the difficulties
were by no means insuperable. It might be, he considered, that the stonebreaker had merely to throw down his hammer and set out, and the way
would be plain before him; and a single step would free the delver in
rubbish from the foul slime of the ditch.
It was, of course, with difficulty and slowly that these things became
clear to him. He was an English City clerk, 'flourishing' towards the end of
the nineteenth century, and the rubbish heap that had been accumulating for
some centuries could not be cleared away in an instant. Again and again the
spirit of nonsense that had been implanted in him as in his fellows assured
him that the true world was the visible and tangible world, the world in
which good and faithful letter-copying was exchangeable for a certain
quantum of bread, beef, and house-room, and that the man who copied
letters well, did not beat his wife, nor lose money foolishly, was a good
man, fulfilling the end for which he had been made. But in spite of these
arguments, in spite of their acceptance by all who were about him, he had
the grace to perceive the utter falsity and absurdity of the whole position.
He was fortunate in his entire ignorance of sixpenny 'science,' but if the
whole library had been projected into his brain it would not have moved
him to 'deny in the darkness that which he had known in the light.' Darnell
knew by experience that man is made a mystery for mysteries and visions,
for the realization in his consciousness of ineffable bliss, for a great joy that
transmutes the whole world, for a joy that surpasses all joys and overcomes
all sorrows. He knew this certainly, though he knew it dimly; and he was
apart from other men, preparing himself for a great experiment.
With such thoughts as these for his secret and concealed treasure, he was
able to bear the threatened invasion of Mrs. Nixon with something
approaching indifference. He knew, indeed, that her presence between his
wife and himself would be unwelcome to him, and he was not without
grave doubts as to the woman's sanity; but after all, what did it matter?
Besides, already a faint glimmering light had risen within him that showed
the profit of self-negation, and in this matter he had preferred his wife's will
to his own. Et non sua poma; to his astonishment he found a delight in
denying himself his own wish, a process that he had always regarded as

thoroughly detestable. This was a state of things which he could not in the
least understand; but, again, though a member of a most hopeless class,
living in the most hopeless surroundings that the world has ever seen,
though he knew as much of the askesis as of Chinese metaphysics; again,
he had the grace not to deny the light that had begun to glimmer in his soul.
And he found a present reward in the eyes of Mary, when she welcomed
him home after his foolish labours in the cool of the evening. They sat
together, hand in hand, under the mulberry tree, at the coming of the dusk,
and as the ugly walls about them became obscure and vanished into the
formless world of shadows, they seemed to be freed from the bondage of
Shepherd's Bush, freed to wander in that undisfigured, undefiled world that
lies beyond the walls. Of this region Mary knew little or nothing by
experience, since her relations had always been of one mind with the
modern world, which has for the true country an instinctive and most
significant horror and dread. Mr. Reynolds had also shared in another odd
superstition of these later days—that it is necessary to leave London at least
once a year; consequently Mary had some knowledge of various seaside
resorts on the south and east coasts, where Londoners gather in hordes, turn
the sands into one vast, bad music-hall, and derive, as they say, enormous
benefit from the change. But experiences such as these give but little
knowledge of the country in its true and occult sense; and yet Mary, as she
sat in the dusk beneath the whispering tree, knew something of the secret of
the wood, of the valley shut in by high hills, where the sound of pouring
water always echoes from the clear brook. And to Darnell these were nights
of great dreams; for it was the hour of the work, the time of transmutation,
and he who could not understand the miracle, who could scarcely believe in
it, yet knew, secretly and half consciously, that the water was being changed
into the wine of a new life. This was ever the inner music of his dreams,
and to it he added on these still and sacred nights the far-off memory of that
time long ago when, a child, before the world had overwhelmed him, he
journeyed down to the old grey house in the west, and for a whole month
heard the murmur of the forest through his bedroom window, and when the
wind was hushed, the washing of the tides about the reeds; and sometimes
awaking very early he had heard the strange cry of a bird as it rose from its
nest among the reeds, and had looked out and had seen the valley whiten to
the dawn, and the winding river whiten as it swam down to the sea. The

memory of all this had faded and become shadowy as he grew older and the
chains of common life were riveted firmly about his soul; all the
atmosphere by which he was surrounded was well-nigh fatal to such
thoughts, and only now and again in half-conscious moments or in sleep he
had revisited that valley in the far-off west, where the breath of the wind
was an incantation, and every leaf and stream and hill spoke of great and
ineffable mysteries. But now the broken vision was in great part restored to
him, and looking with love in his wife's eyes he saw the gleam of waterpools in the still forest, saw the mists rising in the evening, and heard the
music of the winding river.
They were sitting thus together on the Friday evening of the week that
had begun with that odd and half-forgotten visit of Mrs. Nixon, when, to
Darnell's annoyance, the door-bell gave a discordant peal, and Alice with
some disturbance of manner came out and announced that a gentleman
wished to see the master. Darnell went into the drawing-room, where Alice
had lit one gas so that it flared and burnt with a rushing sound, and in this
distorting light there waited a stout, elderly gentleman, whose countenance
was altogether unknown to him. He stared blankly, and hesitated, about to
speak, but the visitor began.
'You don't know who I am, but I expect you'll know my name. It's Nixon.'
He did not wait to be interrupted. He sat down and plunged into
narrative, and after the first few words, Darnell, whose mind was not
altogether unprepared, listened without much astonishment.
'And the long and the short of it is,' Mr. Nixon said at last, 'she's gone
stark, staring mad, and we had to put her away to-day—poor thing.'
His voice broke a little, and he wiped his eyes hastily, for though stout
and successful he was not unfeeling, and he was fond of his wife. He had
spoken quickly, and had gone lightly over many details which might have
interested specialists in certain kinds of mania, and Darnell was sorry for
his evident distress.
'I came here,' he went on after a brief pause, 'because I found out she had
been to see you last Sunday, and I knew the sort of story she must have
told.'

Darnell showed him the prophetic leaflet which Mrs. Nixon had dropped
in the garden. 'Did you know about this?' he said.
'Oh, him,' said the old man, with some approach to cheerfulness; 'oh yes,
I thrashed him black and blue the day before yesterday.'
'Isn't he mad? Who is the man?'
'He's not mad, he's bad. He's a little Welsh skunk named Richards. He's
been running some sort of chapel over at New Barnet for the last few years,
and my poor wife—she never could find the parish church good enough for
her—had been going to his damned schism shop for the last twelve-month.
It was all that finished her off. Yes; I thrashed him the day before yesterday,
and I'm not afraid of a summons either. I know him, and he knows I know
him.'
Old Nixon whispered something in Darnell's ear, and chuckled faintly as
he repeated for the third time his formula—
'I thrashed him black and blue the day before yesterday.'
Darnell could only murmur condolences and express his hope that Mrs.
Nixon might recover.
The old man shook his head.
'I'm afraid there's no hope of that,' he said. 'I've had the best advice, but
they couldn't do anything, and told me so.'
Presently he asked to see his niece, and Darnell went out and prepared
Mary as well as he could. She could scarcely take in the news that her aunt
was a hopeless maniac, for Mrs. Nixon, having been extremely stupid all
her days, had naturally succeeded in passing with her relations as typically
sensible. With the Reynolds family, as with the great majority of us, want of
imagination is always equated with sanity, and though many of us have
never heard of Lombroso we are his ready-made converts. We have always
believed that poets are mad, and if statistics unfortunately show that few
poets have really been inhabitants of lunatic asylums, it is soothing to learn
that nearly all poets have had whooping-cough, which is doubtless, like
intoxication, a minor madness.

'But is it really true?' she asked at length. 'Are you certain uncle is not
deceiving you? Aunt seemed so sensible always.'
She was helped at last by recollecting that Aunt Marian used to get up
very early of mornings, and then they went into the drawing-room and
talked to the old man. His evident kindliness and honesty grew upon Mary,
in spite of a lingering belief in her aunt's fables, and when he left, it was
with a promise to come to see them again.
Mrs. Darnell said she felt tired, and went to bed; and Darnell returned to
the garden and began to pace to and fro, collecting his thoughts. His
immeasurable relief at the intelligence that, after all, Mrs. Nixon was not
coming to live with them taught him that, despite his submission, his dread
of the event had been very great. The weight was removed, and now he was
free to consider his life without reference to the grotesque intrusion that he
had feared. He sighed for joy, and as he paced to and fro he savoured the
scent of the night, which, though it came faintly to him in that brick-bound
suburb, summoned to his mind across many years the odour of the world at
night as he had known it in that short sojourn of his boyhood; the odour that
rose from the earth when the flame of the sun had gone down beyond the
mountain, and the afterglow had paled in the sky and on the fields. And as
he recovered as best he could these lost dreams of an enchanted land, there
came to him other images of his childhood, forgotten and yet not forgotten,
dwelling unheeded in dark places of the memory, but ready to be
summoned forth. He remembered one fantasy that had long haunted him.
As he lay half asleep in the forest on one hot afternoon of that memorable
visit to the country, he had 'made believe' that a little companion had come
to him out of the blue mists and the green light beneath the leaves—a white
girl with long black hair, who had played with him and whispered her
secrets in his ear, as his father lay sleeping under a tree; and from that
summer afternoon, day by day, she had been beside him; she had visited
him in the wilderness of London, and even in recent years there had come
to him now and again the sense of her presence, in the midst of the heat and
turmoil of the City. The last visit he remembered well; it was a few weeks
before he married, and from the depths of some futile task he had looked up
with puzzled eyes, wondering why the close air suddenly grew scented with
green leaves, why the murmur of the trees and the wash of the river on the
reeds came to his ears; and then that sudden rapture to which he had given a

name and an individuality possessed him utterly. He knew then how the dull
flesh of man can be like fire; and now, looking back from a new standpoint
on this and other experiences, he realized how all that was real in his life
had been unwelcomed, uncherished by him, had come to him, perhaps, in
virtue of merely negative qualities on his part. And yet, as he reflected, he
saw that there had been a chain of witnesses all through his life: again and
again voices had whispered in his ear words in a strange language that he
now recognized as his native tongue; the common street had not been
lacking in visions of the true land of his birth; and in all the passing and
repassing of the world he saw that there had been emissaries ready to guide
his feet on the way of the great journey.
A week or two after the visit of Mr. Nixon, Darnell took his annual
holiday.
There was no question of Walton-on-the-Naze, or of anything of the kind,
as he quite agreed with his wife's longing for some substantial sum put by
against the evil day. But the weather was still fine, and he lounged away the
time in his garden beneath the tree, or he sauntered out on long aimless
walks in the western purlieus of London, not unvisited by that old sense of
some great ineffable beauty, concealed by the dim and dingy veils of grey
interminable streets. Once, on a day of heavy rain he went to the 'boxroom,' and began to turn over the papers in the old hair trunk—scraps and
odds and ends of family history, some of them in his father's handwriting,
others in faded ink, and there were a few ancient pocket-books, filled with
manuscript of a still earlier time, and in these the ink was glossier and
blacker than any writing fluids supplied by stationers of later days. Darnell
had hung up the portrait of the ancestor in this room, and had bought a solid
kitchen table and a chair; so that Mrs. Darnell, seeing him looking over his
old documents, half thought of naming the room 'Mr. Darnell's study.' He
had not glanced at these relics of his family for many years, but from the
hour when the rainy morning sent him to them, he remained constant to
research till the end of the holidays. It was a new interest, and he began to
fashion in his mind a faint picture of his forefathers, and of their life in that
grey old house in the river valley, in the western land of wells and streams
and dark and ancient woods. And there were stranger things than mere
notes on family history amongst that odd litter of old disregarded papers,
and when he went back to his work in the City some of the men fancied that

he was in some vague manner changed in appearance; but he only laughed
when they asked him where he had been and what he had been doing with
himself. But Mary noticed that every evening he spent at least an hour in
the box-room; she was rather sorry at the waste of time involved in reading
old papers about dead people. And one afternoon, as they were out together
on a somewhat dreary walk towards Acton, Darnell stopped at a hopeless
second-hand bookshop, and after scanning the rows of shabby books in the
window, went in and purchased two volumes. They proved to be a Latin
dictionary and grammar, and she was surprised to hear her husband declare
his intention of acquiring the Latin language.
But, indeed, all his conduct impressed her as indefinably altered; and she
began to be a little alarmed, though she could scarcely have formed her
fears in words. But she knew that in some way that was all indefined and
beyond the grasp of her thought their lives had altered since the summer,
and no single thing wore quite the same aspect as before. If she looked out
into the dull street with its rare loiterers, it was the same and yet it had
altered, and if she opened the window in the early morning the wind that
entered came with a changed breath that spoke some message that she could
not understand. And day by day passed by in the old course, and not even
the four walls were altogether familiar, and the voices of men and women
sounded with strange notes, with the echo, rather, of a music that came over
unknown hills. And day by day as she went about her household work,
passing from shop to shop in those dull streets that were a network, a fatal
labyrinth of grey desolation on every side, there came to her sense half-seen
images of some other world, as if she walked in a dream, and every moment
must bring her to light and to awakening, when the grey should fade, and
regions long desired should appear in glory. Again and again it seemed as if
that which was hidden would be shown even to the sluggish testimony of
sense; and as she went to and fro from street to street of that dim and weary
suburb, and looked on those grey material walls, they seemed as if a light
glowed behind them, and again and again the mystic fragrance of incense
was blown to her nostrils from across the verge of that world which is not
so much impenetrable as ineffable, and to her ears came the dream of a
chant that spoke of hidden choirs about all her ways. She struggled against
these impressions, refusing her assent to the testimony of them, since all the
pressure of credited opinion for three hundred years has been directed

towards stamping out real knowledge, and so effectually has this been
accomplished that we can only recover the truth through much anguish.
And so Mary passed the days in a strange perturbation, clinging to common
things and common thoughts, as if she feared that one morning she would
wake up in an unknown world to a changed life. And Edward Darnell went
day by day to his labour and returned in the evening, always with that
shining of light within his eyes and upon his face, with the gaze of wonder
that was greater day by day, as if for him the veil grew thin and soon would
disappear.
From these great matters both in herself and in her husband Mary shrank
back, afraid, perhaps, that if she began the question the answer might be too
wonderful. She rather taught herself to be troubled over little things; she
asked herself what attraction there could be in the old records over which
she supposed Edward to be poring night after night in the cold room
upstairs. She had glanced over the papers at Darnell's invitation, and could
see but little interest in them; there were one or two sketches, roughly done
in pen and ink, of the old house in the west: it looked a shapeless and
fantastic place, furnished with strange pillars and stranger ornaments on the
projecting porch; and on one side a roof dipped down almost to the earth,
and in the centre there was something that might almost be a tower rising
above the rest of the building. Then there were documents that seemed all
names and dates, with here and there a coat of arms done in the margin, and
she came upon a string of uncouth Welsh names linked together by the
word 'ap' in a chain that looked endless. There was a paper covered with
signs and figures that meant nothing to her, and then there were the pocketbooks, full of old-fashioned writing, and much of it in Latin, as her husband
told her—it was a collection as void of significance as a treatise on conic
sections, so far as Mary was concerned. But night after night Darnell shut
himself up with the musty rolls, and more than ever when he rejoined her he
bore upon his face the blazonry of some great adventure. And one night she
asked him what interested him so much in the papers he had shown her.
He was delighted with the question. Somehow they had not talked much
together for the last few weeks, and he began to tell her of the records of the
old race from which he came, of the old strange house of grey stone
between the forest and the river. The family went back and back, he said,
far into the dim past, beyond the Normans, beyond the Saxons, far into the

Roman days, and for many hundred years they had been petty kings, with a
strong fortress high up on the hill, in the heart of the forest; and even now
the great mounds remained, whence one could look through the trees
towards the mountain on one side and across the yellow sea on the other.
The real name of the family was not Darnell; that was assumed by one Iolo
ap Taliesin ap Iorwerth in the sixteenth century—why, Darnell did not seem
to understand. And then he told her how the race had dwindled in
prosperity, century by century, till at last there was nothing left but the grey
house and a few acres of land bordering the river.
'And do you know, Mary,' he said, 'I suppose we shall go and live there
some day or other. My great-uncle, who has the place now, made money in
business when he was a young man, and I believe he will leave it all to me.
I know I am the only relation he has. How strange it would be. What a
change from the life here.'
'You never told me that. Don't you think your great-uncle might leave his
house and his money to somebody he knows really well? You haven't seen
him since you were a little boy, have you?'
'No; but we write once a year. And from what I have heard my father say,
I am sure the old man would never leave the house out of the family. Do
you think you would like it?'
'I don't know. Isn't it very lonely?'
'I suppose it is. I forget whether there are any other houses in sight, but I
don't think there are any at all near. But what a change! No City, no streets,
no people passing to and fro; only the sound of the wind and the sight of the
green leaves and the green hills, and the song of the voices of the earth.'...
He checked himself suddenly, as if he feared that he was about to tell some
secret that must not yet be uttered; and indeed, as he spoke of the change
from the little street in Shepherd's Bush to that ancient house in the woods
of the far west, a change seemed already to possess himself, and his voice
put on the modulation of an antique chant. Mary looked at him steadily and
touched his arm, and he drew a long breath before he spoke again.
'It is the old blood calling to the old land,' he said. 'I was forgetting that I
am a clerk in the City.'

It was, doubtless, the old blood that had suddenly stirred in him; the
resurrection of the old spirit that for many centuries had been faithful to
secrets that are now disregarded by most of us, that now day by day was
quickened more and more in his heart, and grew so strong that it was hard
to conceal. He was indeed almost in the position of the man in the tale,
who, by a sudden electric shock, lost the vision of the things about him in
the London streets, and gazed instead upon the sea and shore of an island in
the Antipodes; for Darnell only clung with an effort to the interests and the
atmosphere which, till lately, had seemed all the world to him; and the grey
house and the wood and the river, symbols of the other sphere, intruded as it
were into the landscape of the London suburb.
But he went on, with more restraint, telling his stories of far-off
ancestors, how one of them, the most remote of all, was called a saint, and
was supposed to possess certain mysterious secrets often alluded to in the
papers as the 'Hidden Songs of Iolo Sant.' And then with an abrupt
transition he recalled memories of his father and of the strange, shiftless life
in dingy lodgings in the backwaters of London, of the dim stucco streets
that were his first recollections, of forgotten squares in North London, and
of the figure of his father, a grave bearded man who seemed always in a
dream, as if he too sought for the vision of a land beyond the strong walls, a
land where there were deep orchards and many shining hills, and fountains
and water-pools gleaming under the leaves of the wood.
'I believe my father earned his living,' he went on, 'such a living as he did
earn, at the Record Office and the British Museum. He used to hunt up
things for lawyers and country parsons who wanted old deeds inspected. He
never made much, and we were always moving from one lodging to another
—always to out-of-the-way places where everything seemed to have run to
seed. We never knew our neighbours—we moved too often for that—but
my father had about half a dozen friends, elderly men like himself, who
used to come to see us pretty often; and then, if there was any money, the
lodging-house servant would go out for beer, and they would sit and smoke
far into the night.
'I never knew much about these friends of his, but they all had the same
look, the look of longing for something hidden. They talked of mysteries
that I never understood, very little of their own lives, and when they did

speak of ordinary affairs one could tell that they thought such matters as
money and the want of it were unimportant trifles. When I grew up and
went into the City, and met other young fellows and heard their way of
talking, I wondered whether my father and his friends were not a little queer
in their heads; but I know better now.'
So night after night Darnell talked to his wife, seeming to wander
aimlessly from the dingy lodging-houses, where he had spent his boyhood
in the company of his father and the other seekers, to the old house hidden
in that far western valley, and the old race that had so long looked at the
setting of the sun over the mountain. But in truth there was one end in all
that he spoke, and Mary felt that beneath his words, however indifferent
they might seem, there was hidden a purpose, that they were to embark on a
great and marvellous adventure.
So day by day the world became more magical; day by day the work of
separation was being performed, the gross accidents were being refined
away. Darnell neglected no instruments that might be useful in the work;
and now he neither lounged at home on Sunday mornings, nor did he
accompany his wife to the Gothic blasphemy which pretended to be a
church. They had discovered a little church of another fashion in a back
street, and Darnell, who had found in one of the old notebooks the maxim
Incredibilia sola Credenda, soon perceived how high and glorious a thing
was that service at which he assisted. Our stupid ancestors taught us that we
could become wise by studying books on 'science,' by meddling with testtubes, geological specimens, microscopic preparations, and the like; but
they who have cast off these follies know that they must read not 'science'
books, but mass-books, and that the soul is made wise by the contemplation
of mystic ceremonies and elaborate and curious rites. In such things Darnell
found a wonderful mystery language, which spoke at once more secretly
and more directly than the formal creeds; and he saw that, in a sense, the
whole world is but a great ceremony or sacrament, which teaches under
visible forms a hidden and transcendent doctrine. It was thus that he found
in the ritual of the church a perfect image of the world; an image purged,
exalted, and illuminate, a holy house built up of shining and translucent
stones, in which the burning torches were more significant than the
wheeling stars, and the fuming incense was a more certain token than the
rising of the mist. His soul went forth with the albed procession in its white

and solemn order, the mystic dance that signifies rapture and a joy above all
joys, and when he beheld Love slain and rise again victorious he knew that
he witnessed, in a figure, the consummation of all things, the Bridal of all
Bridals, the mystery that is beyond all mysteries, accomplished from the
foundation of the world. So day by day the house of his life became more
magical.
And at the same time he began to guess that if in the New Life there are
new and unheard-of joys, there are also new and unheard-of dangers. In his
manuscript books which professed to deliver the outer sense of those
mysterious 'Hidden Songs of Iolo Sant' there was a little chapter that bore
the heading: Fons Sacer non in communem Vsum convertendus est, and by
diligence, with much use of the grammar and dictionary, Darnell was able
to construe the by no means complex Latin of his ancestor. The special
book which contained the chapter in question was one of the most singular
in the collection, since it bore the title Terra de Iolo, and on the surface,
with an ingenious concealment of its real symbolism, it affected to give an
account of the orchards, fields, woods, roads, tenements, and waterways in
the possession of Darnell's ancestors. Here, then, he read of the Holy Well,
hidden in the Wistman's Wood—Sylva Sapientum—'a fountain of abundant
water, which no heats of summer can ever dry, which no flood can ever
defile, which is as a water of life, to them that thirst for life, a stream of
cleansing to them that would be pure, and a medicine of such healing virtue
that by it, through the might of God and the intercession of His saints, the
most grievous wounds are made whole.' But the water of this well was to be
kept sacred perpetually, it was not to be used for any common purpose, nor
to satisfy any bodily thirst; but ever to be esteemed as holy, 'even as the
water which the priest hath hallowed.' And in the margin a comment in a
later hand taught Darnell something of the meaning of these prohibitions.
He was warned not to use the Well of Life as a mere luxury of mortal life,
as a new sensation, as a means of making the insipid cup of everyday
existence more palatable. 'For,' said the commentator, 'we are not called to
sit as the spectators in a theatre, there to watch the play performed before
us, but we are rather summoned to stand in the very scene itself, and there
fervently to enact our parts in a great and wonderful mystery.'
Darnell could quite understand the temptation that was thus indicated.
Though he had gone but a little way on the path, and had barely tested the

over-runnings of that mystic well, he was already aware of the enchantment
that was transmuting all the world about him, informing his life with a
strange significance and romance. London seemed a city of the Arabian
Nights, and its labyrinths of streets an enchanted maze; its long avenues of
lighted lamps were as starry systems, and its immensity became for him an
image of the endless universe. He could well imagine how pleasant it might
be to linger in such a world as this, to sit apart and dream, beholding the
strange pageant played before him; but the Sacred Well was not for
common use, it was for the cleansing of the soul, and the healing of the
grievous wounds of the spirit. There must be yet another transformation:
London had become Bagdad; it must at last be transmuted to Syon, or in the
phrase of one of his old documents, the City of the Cup.
And there were yet darker perils which the Iolo MSS. (as his father had
named the collection) hinted at more or less obscurely. There were
suggestions of an awful region which the soul might enter, of a
transmutation that was unto death, of evocations which could summon the
utmost forces of evil from their dark places—in a word, of that sphere
which is represented to most of us under the crude and somewhat childish
symbolism of Black Magic. And here again he was not altogether without a
dim comprehension of what was meant. He found himself recalling an odd
incident that had happened long ago, which had remained all the years in
his mind unheeded, amongst the many insignificant recollections of his
childhood, and now rose before him, clear and distinct and full of meaning.
It was on that memorable visit to the old house in the west, and the whole
scene returned, with its smallest events, and the voices seemed to sound in
his ears. It was a grey, still day of heavy heat that he remembered: he had
stood on the lawn after breakfast, and wondered at the great peace and
silence of the world. Not a leaf stirred in the trees on the lawn, not a
whisper came from the myriad leaves of the wood; the flowers gave out
sweet and heavy odours as if they breathed the dreams of the summer night;
and far down the valley, the winding river was like dim silver under that
dim and silvery sky, and the far hills and woods and fields vanished in the
mist. The stillness of the air held him as with a charm; he leant all the
morning against the rails that parted the lawn from the meadow, breathing
the mystic breath of summer, and watching the fields brighten as with a
sudden blossoming of shining flowers as the high mist grew thin for a

moment before the hidden sun. As he watched thus, a man weary with heat,
with some glance of horror in his eyes, passed him on his way to the house;
but he stayed at his post till the old bell in the turret rang, and they dined all
together, masters and servants, in the dark cool room that looked towards
the still leaves of the wood. He could see that his uncle was upset about
something, and when they had finished dinner he heard him tell his father
that there was trouble at a farm; and it was settled that they should all drive
over in the afternoon to some place with a strange name. But when the time
came Mr. Darnell was too deep in old books and tobacco smoke to be
stirred from his corner, and Edward and his uncle went alone in the dogcart. They drove swiftly down the narrow lane, into the road that followed
the winding river, and crossed the bridge at Caermaen by the mouldering
Roman walls, and then, skirting the deserted, echoing village, they came out
on a broad white turnpike road, and the limestone dust followed them like a
cloud. Then, suddenly, they turned to the north by such a road as Edward
had never seen before. It was so narrow that there was barely room for the
cart to pass, and the footway was of rock, and the banks rose high above
them as they slowly climbed the long, steep way, and the untrimmed hedges
on either side shut out the light. And the ferns grew thick and green upon
the banks, and hidden wells dripped down upon them; and the old man told
him how the lane in winter was a torrent of swirling water, so that no one
could pass by it. On they went, ascending and then again descending,
always in that deep hollow under the wild woven boughs, and the boy
wondered vainly what the country was like on either side. And now the air
grew darker, and the hedge on one bank was but the verge of a dark and
rustling wood, and the grey limestone rocks had changed to dark-red earth
flecked with green patches and veins of marl, and suddenly in the stillness
from the depths of the wood a bird began to sing a melody that charmed the
heart into another world, that sang to the child's soul of the blessed faery
realm beyond the woods of the earth, where the wounds of man are healed.
And so at last, after many turnings and windings, they came to a high bare
land where the lane broadened out into a kind of common, and along the
edge of this place there were scattered three or four old cottages, and one of
them was a little tavern. Here they stopped, and a man came out and
tethered the tired horse to a post and gave him water; and old Mr. Darnell
took the child's hand and led him by a path across the fields. The boy could
see the country now, but it was all a strange, undiscovered land; they were

in the heart of a wilderness of hills and valleys that he had never looked
upon, and they were going down a wild, steep hillside, where the narrow
path wound in and out amidst gorse and towering bracken, and the sun
gleaming out for a moment, there was a gleam of white water far below in a
narrow valley, where a little brook poured and rippled from stone to stone.
They went down the hill, and through a brake, and then, hidden in darkgreen orchards, they came upon a long, low whitewashed house, with a
stone roof strangely coloured by the growth of moss and lichens. Mr.
Darnell knocked at a heavy oaken door, and they came into a dim room
where but little light entered through the thick glass in the deep-set window.
There were heavy beams in the ceiling, and a great fireplace sent out an
odour of burning wood that Darnell never forgot, and the room seemed to
him full of women who talked all together in frightened tones. Mr. Darnell
beckoned to a tall, grey old man, who wore corduroy knee-breeches, and
the boy, sitting on a high straight-backed chair, could see the old man and
his uncle passing to and fro across the window-panes, as they walked
together on the garden path. The women stopped their talk for a moment,
and one of them brought him a glass of milk and an apple from some cold
inner chamber; and then, suddenly, from a room above there rang out a
shrill and terrible shriek, and then, in a young girl's voice, a more terrible
song. It was not like anything the child had ever heard, but as the man
recalled it to his memory, he knew to what song it might be compared—to a
certain chant indeed that summons the angels and archangels to assist in the
great Sacrifice. But as this song chants of the heavenly army, so did that
seem to summon all the hierarchy of evil, the hosts of Lilith and Samael;
and the words that rang out with such awful modulations—neumata
inferorum—were in some unknown tongue that few men have ever heard
on earth.
The women glared at one another with horror in their eyes, and he saw
one or two of the oldest of them clumsily making an old sign upon their
breasts. Then they began to speak again, and he remembered fragments of
their talk.
'She has been up there,' said one, pointing vaguely over her shoulder.
'She'd never know the way,' answered another. 'They be all gone that
went there.'

'There be nought there in these days.'
'How can you tell that, Gwenllian? 'Tis not for us to say that.'
'My great-grandmother did know some that had been there,' said a very
old woman. 'She told me how they was taken afterwards.'
And then his uncle appeared at the door, and they went their way as they
had come. Edward Darnell never heard any more of it, nor whether the girl
died or recovered from her strange attack; but the scene had haunted his
mind in boyhood, and now the recollection of it came to him with a certain
note of warning, as a symbol of dangers that might be in the way.
It would be impossible to carry on the history of Edward Darnell and of
Mary his wife to a greater length, since from this point their legend is full of
impossible events, and seems to put on the semblance of the stories of the
Graal. It is certain, indeed, that in this world they changed their lives, like
King Arthur, but this is a work which no chronicler has cared to describe
with any amplitude of detail. Darnell, it is true, made a little book, partly
consisting of queer verse which might have been written by an inspired
infant, and partly made up of 'notes and exclamations' in an odd dog-Latin
which he had picked up from the 'Iolo MSS.', but it is to be feared that this
work, even if published in its entirety, would cast but little light on a
perplexing story. He called this piece of literature 'In Exitu Israel,' and
wrote on the title page the motto, doubtless of his own composition, 'Nunc
certe scio quod omnia legenda; omnes historiæ, omnes fabulæ, omnis
Scriptura sint de ME narrata.' It is only too evident that his Latin was not
learnt at the feet of Cicero; but in this dialect he relates the great history of
the 'New Life' as it was manifested to him. The 'poems' are even stranger.
One, headed (with an odd reminiscence of old-fashioned books) 'Lines
written on looking down from a Height in London on a Board School
suddenly lit up by the Sun' begins thus:—

One day when I was all alone
I found a wondrous little stone,
It lay forgotten on the road
Far from the ways of man's abode.
When on this stone mine eyes I cast
I saw my Treasure found at last.
I pressed it hard against my face,
I covered it with my embrace,
I hid it in a secret place.
And every day I went to see
This stone that was my ecstasy;
And worshipped it with flowers rare,
And secret words and sayings fair.
O stone, so rare and red and wise
O fragment of far Paradise,
O Star, whose light is life! O Sea,
Whose ocean is infinity!
Thou art a fire that ever burns,
And all the world to wonder turns;
And all the dust of the dull day
By thee is changed and purged away,
So that, where'er I look, I see
A world of a Great Majesty.
The sullen river rolls all gold,
The desert park's a faery wold,
When on the trees the wind is borne
I hear the sound of Arthur's horn
I see no town of grim grey ways,
But a great city all ablaze
With burning torches, to light up
The pinnacles that shrine the Cup.
Ever the magic wine is poured,
Ever the Feast shines on the board,
Ever the song is borne on high
That chants the holy Magistry—
Etc. etc. etc.

From such documents as these it is clearly impossible to gather any very
definite information. But on the last page Darnell has written—
'So I awoke from a dream of a London suburb, of daily labour, of weary,
useless little things; and as my eyes were opened I saw that I was in an
ancient wood, where a clear well rose into grey film and vapour beneath a
misty, glimmering heat. And a form came towards me from the hidden
places of the wood, and my love and I were united by the well.'

The White People
PROLOGUE

'S ORCERY and sanctity,' said Ambrose, 'these are the only realities. Each
is an ecstasy, a withdrawal from the common life.'

Cotgrave listened, interested. He had been brought by a friend to this
mouldering house in a northern suburb, through an old garden to the room
where Ambrose the recluse dozed and dreamed over his books.
'Yes,' he went on, 'magic is justified of her children. There are many, I
think, who eat dry crusts and drink water, with a joy infinitely sharper than
anything within the experience of the "practical" epicure.'
'You are speaking of the saints?'
'Yes, and of the sinners, too. I think you are falling into the very general
error of confining the spiritual world to the supremely good; but the
supremely wicked, necessarily, have their portion in it. The merely carnal,
sensual man can no more be a great sinner than he can be a great saint.
Most of us are just indifferent, mixed-up creatures; we muddle through the
world without realizing the meaning and the inner sense of things, and,
consequently, our wickedness and our goodness are alike second-rate,
unimportant.'
'And you think the great sinner, then, will be an ascetic, as well as the
great saint?'
'Great people of all kinds forsake the imperfect copies and go to the
perfect originals. I have no doubt but that many of the very highest among
the saints have never done a "good action" (using the words in their

ordinary sense). And, on the other hand, there have been those who have
sounded the very depths of sin, who all their lives have never done an "ill
deed."'
He went out of the room for a moment, and Cotgrave, in high delight,
turned to his friend and thanked him for the introduction.
'He's grand,' he said. 'I never saw that kind of lunatic before.'
Ambrose returned with more whisky and helped the two men in a liberal
manner. He abused the teetotal sect with ferocity, as he handed the seltzer,
and pouring out a glass of water for himself, was about to resume his
monologue, when Cotgrave broke in—
'I can't stand it, you know,' he said, 'your paradoxes are too monstrous. A
man may be a great sinner and yet never do anything sinful! Come!'
'You're quite wrong,' said Ambrose. 'I never make paradoxes; I wish I
could. I merely said that a man may have an exquisite taste in Romanée
Conti, and yet never have even smelt four ale. That's all, and it's more like a
truism than a paradox, isn't it? Your surprise at my remark is due to the fact
that you haven't realized what sin is. Oh, yes, there is a sort of connexion
between Sin with the capital letter, and actions which are commonly called
sinful: with murder, theft, adultery, and so forth. Much the same connexion
that there is between the A, B, C and fine literature. But I believe that the
misconception—it is all but universal—arises in great measure from our
looking at the matter through social spectacles. We think that a man who
does evil to us and to his neighbours must be very evil. So he is, from a
social standpoint; but can't you realize that Evil in its essence is a lonely
thing, a passion of the solitary, individual soul? Really, the average
murderer, quâ murderer, is not by any means a sinner in the true sense of
the word. He is simply a wild beast that we have to get rid of to save our
own necks from his knife. I should class him rather with tigers than with
sinners.'
'It seems a little strange.'
'I think not. The murderer murders not from positive qualities, but from
negative ones; he lacks something which non-murderers possess. Evil, of
course, is wholly positive—only it is on the wrong side. You may believe

me that sin in its proper sense is very rare; it is probable that there have
been far fewer sinners than saints. Yes, your standpoint is all very well for
practical, social purposes; we are naturally inclined to think that a person
who is very disagreeable to us must be a very great sinner! It is very
disagreeable to have one's pocket picked, and we pronounce the thief to be
a very great sinner. In truth, he is merely an undeveloped man. He cannot be
a saint, of course; but he may be, and often is, an infinitely better creature
than thousands who have never broken a single commandment. He is a
great nuisance to us, I admit, and we very properly lock him up if we catch
him; but between his troublesome and unsocial action and evil—Oh, the
connexion is of the weakest.'
It was getting very late. The man who had brought Cotgrave had
probably heard all this before, since he assisted with a bland and judicious
smile, but Cotgrave began to think that his 'lunatic' was turning into a sage.
'Do you know,' he said, 'you interest me immensely? You think, then, that
we do not understand the real nature of evil?'
'No, I don't think we do. We over-estimate it and we under-estimate it.
We take the very numerous infractions of our social "bye-laws"—the very
necessary and very proper regulations which keep the human company
together—and we get frightened at the prevalence of "sin" and "evil." But
this is really nonsense. Take theft, for example. Have you any horror at the
thought of Robin Hood, of the Highland caterans of the seventeenth
century, of the moss-troopers, of the company promoters of our day?
'Then, on the other hand, we underrate evil. We attach such an enormous
importance to the "sin" of meddling with our pockets (and our wives) that
we have quite forgotten the awfulness of real sin.'
'And what is sin?' said Cotgrave.
'I think I must reply to your question by another. What would your
feelings be, seriously, if your cat or your dog began to talk to you, and to
dispute with you in human accents? You would be overwhelmed with
horror. I am sure of it. And if the roses in your garden sang a weird song,
you would go mad. And suppose the stones in the road began to swell and

grow before your eyes, and if the pebble that you noticed at night had shot
out stony blossoms in the morning?
'Well, these examples may give you some notion of what sin really is.'
'Look here,' said the third man, hitherto placid, 'you two seem pretty well
wound up. But I'm going home. I've missed my tram, and I shall have to
walk.'
Ambrose and Cotgrave seemed to settle down more profoundly when the
other had gone out into the early misty morning and the pale light of the
lamps.
'You astonish me,' said Cotgrave. 'I had never thought of that. If that is
really so, one must turn everything upside down. Then the essence of sin
really is——'
'In the taking of heaven by storm, it seems to me,' said Ambrose. 'It
appears to me that it is simply an attempt to penetrate into another and
higher sphere in a forbidden manner. You can understand why it is so rare.
There are few, indeed, who wish to penetrate into other spheres, higher or
lower, in ways allowed or forbidden. Men, in the mass, are amply content
with life as they find it. Therefore there are few saints, and sinners (in the
proper sense) are fewer still, and men of genius, who partake sometimes of
each character, are rare also. Yes; on the whole, it is, perhaps, harder to be a
great sinner than a great saint.'
'There is something profoundly unnatural about sin? Is that what you
mean?'
'Exactly. Holiness requires as great, or almost as great, an effort; but
holiness works on lines that were natural once; it is an effort to recover the
ecstasy that was before the Fall. But sin is an effort to gain the ecstasy and
the knowledge that pertain alone to angels, and in making this effort man
becomes a demon. I told you that the mere murderer is not therefore a
sinner; that is true, but the sinner is sometimes a murderer. Gilles de Raiz is
an instance. So you see that while the good and the evil are unnatural to
man as he now is—to man the social, civilized being—evil is unnatural in a
much deeper sense than good. The saint endeavours to recover a gift which

he has lost; the sinner tries to obtain something which was never his. In
brief, he repeats the Fall.'
'But are you a Catholic?' said Cotgrave.
'Yes; I am a member of the persecuted Anglican Church.'
'Then, how about those texts which seem to reckon as sin that which you
would set down as a mere trivial dereliction?'
'Yes; but in one place the word "sorcerers" comes in the same sentence,
doesn't it? That seems to me to give the key-note. Consider: can you
imagine for a moment that a false statement which saves an innocent man's
life is a sin? No; very good, then, it is not the mere liar who is excluded by
those words; it is, above all, the "sorcerers" who use the material life, who
use the failings incidental to material life as instruments to obtain their
infinitely wicked ends. And let me tell you this: our higher senses are so
blunted, we are so drenched with materialism, that we should probably fail
to recognize real wickedness if we encountered it.'
'But shouldn't we experience a certain horror—a terror such as you hinted
we would experience if a rose tree sang—in the mere presence of an evil
man?'
'We should if we were natural: children and women feel this horror you
speak of, even animals experience it. But with most of us convention and
civilization and education have blinded and deafened and obscured the
natural reason. No, sometimes we may recognize evil by its hatred of the
good—one doesn't need much penetration to guess at the influence which
dictated, quite unconsciously, the "Blackwood" review of Keats—but this is
purely incidental; and, as a rule, I suspect that the Hierarchs of Tophet pass
quite unnoticed, or, perhaps, in certain cases, as good but mistaken men.'
'But you used the word "unconscious" just now, of Keats' reviewers. Is
wickedness ever unconscious?'
'Always. It must be so. It is like holiness and genius in this as in other
points; it is a certain rapture or ecstasy of the soul; a transcendent effort to
surpass the ordinary bounds. So, surpassing these, it surpasses also the
understanding, the faculty that takes note of that which comes before it. No,

a man may be infinitely and horribly wicked and never suspect it. But I tell
you, evil in this, its certain and true sense, is rare, and I think it is growing
rarer.'
'I am trying to get hold of it all,' said Cotgrave. 'From what you say, I
gather that the true evil differs generically from that which we call evil?'
'Quite so. There is, no doubt, an analogy between the two; a resemblance
such as enables us to use, quite legitimately, such terms as the "foot of the
mountain" and the "leg of the table." And, sometimes, of course, the two
speak, as it were, in the same language. The rough miner, or "puddler," the
untrained, undeveloped "tiger-man," heated by a quart or two above his
usual measure, comes home and kicks his irritating and injudicious wife to
death. He is a murderer. And Gilles de Raiz was a murderer. But you see the
gulf that separates the two? The "word," if I may so speak, is accidentally
the same in each case, but the "meaning" is utterly different. It is flagrant
"Hobson Jobson" to confuse the two, or rather, it is as if one supposed that
Juggernaut and the Argonauts had something to do etymologically with one
another. And no doubt the same weak likeness, or analogy, runs between all
the "social" sins and the real spiritual sins, and in some cases, perhaps, the
lesser may be "schoolmasters" to lead one on to the greater—from the
shadow to the reality. If you are anything of a Theologian, you will see the
importance of all this.'
'I am sorry to say,' remarked Cotgrave, 'that I have devoted very little of
my time to theology. Indeed, I have often wondered on what grounds
theologians have claimed the title of Science of Sciences for their favourite
study; since the "theological" books I have looked into have always seemed
to me to be concerned with feeble and obvious pieties, or with the kings of
Israel and Judah. I do not care to hear about those kings.'
Ambrose grinned.
'We must try to avoid theological discussion,' he said. 'I perceive that you
would be a bitter disputant. But perhaps the "dates of the kings" have as
much to do with theology as the hobnails of the murderous puddler with
evil.'

'Then, to return to our main subject, you think that sin is an esoteric,
occult thing?'
'Yes. It is the infernal miracle as holiness is the supernal. Now and then it
is raised to such a pitch that we entirely fail to suspect its existence; it is
like the note of the great pedal pipes of the organ, which is so deep that we
cannot hear it. In other cases it may lead to the lunatic asylum, or to still
stranger issues. But you must never confuse it with mere social misdoing.
Remember how the Apostle, speaking of the "other side," distinguishes
between "charitable" actions and charity. And as one may give all one's
goods to the poor, and yet lack charity; so, remember, one may avoid every
crime and yet be a sinner.'
'Your psychology is very strange to me,' said Cotgrave, 'but I confess I
like it, and I suppose that one might fairly deduce from your premisses the
conclusion that the real sinner might very possibly strike the observer as a
harmless personage enough?'
'Certainly; because the true evil has nothing to do with social life or
social laws, or if it has, only incidentally and accidentally. It is a lonely
passion of the soul—or a passion of the lonely soul—whichever you like.
If, by chance, we understand it, and grasp its full significance, then, indeed,
it will fill us with horror and with awe. But this emotion is widely
distinguished from the fear and the disgust with which we regard the
ordinary criminal, since this latter is largely or entirely founded on the
regard which we have for our own skins or purses. We hate a murderer,
because we know that we should hate to be murdered, or to have any one
that we like murdered. So, on the "other side," we venerate the saints, but
we don't "like" them as we like our friends. Can you persuade yourself that
you would have "enjoyed" St. Paul's company? Do you think that you and I
would have "got on" with Sir Galahad?
'So with the sinners, as with the saints. If you met a very evil man, and
recognized his evil; he would, no doubt, fill you with horror and awe; but
there is no reason why you should "dislike" him. On the contrary, it is quite
possible that if you could succeed in putting the sin out of your mind you
might find the sinner capital company, and in a little while you might have
to reason yourself back into horror. Still, how awful it is. If the roses and

the lilies suddenly sang on this coming morning; if the furniture began to
move in procession, as in De Maupassant's tale!'
'I am glad you have come back to that comparison,' said Cotgrave,
'because I wanted to ask you what it is that corresponds in humanity to
these imaginary feats of inanimate things. In a word—what is sin? You have
given me, I know, an abstract definition, but I should like a concrete
example.'
'I told you it was very rare,' said Ambrose, who appeared willing to avoid
the giving of a direct answer. 'The materialism of the age, which has done a
good deal to suppress sanctity, has done perhaps more to suppress evil. We
find the earth so very comfortable that we have no inclination either for
ascents or descents. It would seem as if the scholar who decided to
"specialize" in Tophet, would be reduced to purely antiquarian researches.
No palæontologist could show you a live pterodactyl.'
'And yet you, I think, have "specialized," and I believe that your
researches have descended to our modern times.'
'You are really interested, I see. Well, I confess, that I have dabbled a
little, and if you like I can show you something that bears on the very
curious subject we have been discussing.'
Ambrose took a candle and went away to a far, dim corner of the room.
Cotgrave saw him open a venerable bureau that stood there, and from some
secret recess he drew out a parcel, and came back to the window where they
had been sitting.
Ambrose undid a wrapping of paper, and produced a green pocket-book.
'You will take care of it?' he said. 'Don't leave it lying about. It is one of
the choicer pieces in my collection, and I should be very sorry if it were
lost.'
He fondled the faded binding.
'I knew the girl who wrote this,' he said. 'When you read it, you will see
how it illustrates the talk we have had to-night. There is a sequel, too, but I
won't talk of that.'

'There was an odd article in one of the reviews some months ago,' he
began again, with the air of a man who changes the subject. 'It was written
by a doctor—Dr. Coryn, I think, was the name. He says that a lady,
watching her little girl playing at the drawing-room window, suddenly saw
the heavy sash give way and fall on the child's fingers. The lady fainted, I
think, but at any rate the doctor was summoned, and when he had dressed
the child's wounded and maimed fingers he was summoned to the mother.
She was groaning with pain, and it was found that three fingers of her hand,
corresponding with those that had been injured on the child's hand, were
swollen and inflamed, and later, in the doctor's language, purulent
sloughing set in.'
Ambrose still handled delicately the green volume.
'Well, here it is,' he said at last, parting with difficulty, it seemed, from his
treasure.
'You will bring it back as soon as you have read it,' he said, as they went
out into the hall, into the old garden, faint with the odour of white lilies.
There was a broad red band in the east as Cotgrave turned to go, and
from the high ground where he stood he saw that awful spectacle of London
in a dream.

THE GREEN BOOK
The morocco binding of the book was faded, and the colour had grown
faint, but there were no stains nor bruises nor marks of usage. The book
looked as if it had been bought 'on a visit to London' some seventy or eighty
years ago, and had somehow been forgotten and suffered to lie away out of
sight. There was an old, delicate, lingering odour about it, such an odour as
sometimes haunts an ancient piece of furniture for a century or more. The
end-papers, inside the binding, were oddly decorated with coloured patterns
and faded gold. It looked small, but the paper was fine, and there were
many leaves, closely covered with minute, painfully formed characters.

I found this book (the manuscript began) in a drawer in the old bureau
that stands on the landing. It was a very rainy day and I could not go out, so
in the afternoon I got a candle and rummaged in the bureau. Nearly all the
drawers were full of old dresses, but one of the small ones looked empty,
and I found this book hidden right at the back. I wanted a book like this, so
I took it to write in. It is full of secrets. I have a great many other books of
secrets I have written, hidden in a safe place, and I am going to write here
many of the old secrets and some new ones; but there are some I shall not
put down at all. I must not write down the real names of the days and
months which I found out a year ago, nor the way to make the Aklo letters,
or the Chian language, or the great beautiful Circles, nor the Mao Games,
nor the chief songs. I may write something about all these things but not the
way to do them, for peculiar reasons. And I must not say who the Nymphs
are, or the Dôls, or Jeelo, or what voolas mean. All these are most secret
secrets, and I am glad when I remember what they are, and how many
wonderful languages I know, but there are some things that I call the secrets
of the secrets of the secrets that I dare not think of unless I am quite alone,
and then I shut my eyes, and put my hands over them and whisper the word,
and the Alala comes. I only do this at night in my room or in certain woods
that I know, but I must not describe them, as they are secret woods. Then
there are the Ceremonies, which are all of them important, but some are
more delightful than others—there are the White Ceremonies, and the
Green Ceremonies, and the Scarlet Ceremonies. The Scarlet Ceremonies are
the best, but there is only one place where they can be performed properly,
though there is a very nice imitation which I have done in other places.
Besides these, I have the dances, and the Comedy, and I have done the
Comedy sometimes when the others were looking, and they didn't
understand anything about it. I was very little when I first knew about these
things.
When I was very small, and mother was alive, I can remember
remembering things before that, only it has all got confused. But I
remember when I was five or six I heard them talking about me when they
thought I was not noticing. They were saying how queer I was a year or two
before, and how nurse had called my mother to come and listen to me
talking all to myself, and I was saying words that nobody could understand.
I was speaking the Xu language, but I only remember a very few of the

words, as it was about the little white faces that used to look at me when I
was lying in my cradle. They used to talk to me, and I learnt their language
and talked to them in it about some great white place where they lived,
where the trees and the grass were all white, and there were white hills as
high up as the moon, and a cold wind. I have often dreamed of it
afterwards, but the faces went away when I was very little. But a wonderful
thing happened when I was about five. My nurse was carrying me on her
shoulder; there was a field of yellow corn, and we went through it, it was
very hot. Then we came to a path through a wood, and a tall man came after
us, and went with us till we came to a place where there was a deep pool,
and it was very dark and shady. Nurse put me down on the soft moss under
a tree, and she said: 'She can't get to the pond now.' So they left me there,
and I sat quite still and watched, and out of the water and out of the wood
came two wonderful white people, and they began to play and dance and
sing. They were a kind of creamy white like the old ivory figure in the
drawing-room; one was a beautiful lady with kind dark eyes, and a grave
face, and long black hair, and she smiled such a strange sad smile at the
other, who laughed and came to her. They played together, and danced
round and round the pool, and they sang a song till I fell asleep. Nurse woke
me up when she came back, and she was looking something like the lady
had looked, so I told her all about it, and asked her why she looked like that.
At first she cried, and then she looked very frightened, and turned quite
pale. She put me down on the grass and stared at me, and I could see she
was shaking all over. Then she said I had been dreaming, but I knew I
hadn't. Then she made me promise not to say a word about it to anybody,
and if I did I should be thrown into the black pit. I was not frightened at all,
though nurse was, and I never forgot about it, because when I shut my eyes
and it was quite quiet, and I was all alone, I could see them again, very faint
and far away, but very splendid; and little bits of the song they sang came
into my head, but I couldn't sing it.
I was thirteen, nearly fourteen, when I had a very singular adventure, so
strange that the day on which it happened is always called the White Day.
My mother had been dead for more than a year, and in the morning I had
lessons, but they let me go out for walks in the afternoon. And this
afternoon I walked a new way, and a little brook led me into a new country,
but I tore my frock getting through some of the difficult places, as the way

was through many bushes, and beneath the low branches of trees, and up
thorny thickets on the hills, and by dark woods full of creeping thorns. And
it was a long, long way. It seemed as if I was going on for ever and ever,
and I had to creep by a place like a tunnel where a brook must have been,
but all the water had dried up, and the floor was rocky, and the bushes had
grown overhead till they met, so that it was quite dark. And I went on and
on through that dark place; it was a long, long way. And I came to a hill that
I never saw before. I was in a dismal thicket full of black twisted boughs
that tore me as I went through them, and I cried out because I was smarting
all over, and then I found that I was climbing, and I went up and up a long
way, till at last the thicket stopped and I came out crying just under the top
of a big bare place, where there were ugly grey stones lying all about on the
grass, and here and there a little twisted, stunted tree came out from under a
stone, like a snake. And I went up, right to the top, a long way. I never saw
such big ugly stones before; they came out of the earth some of them, and
some looked as if they had been rolled to where they were, and they went
on and on as far as I could see, a long, long way. I looked out from them
and saw the country, but it was strange. It was winter time, and there were
black terrible woods hanging from the hills all round; it was like seeing a
large room hung with black curtains, and the shape of the trees seemed
quite different from any I had ever seen before. I was afraid. Then beyond
the woods there were other hills round in a great ring, but I had never seen
any of them; it all looked black, and everything had a voor over it. It was all
so still and silent, and the sky was heavy and grey and sad, like a wicked
voorish dome in Deep Dendo. I went on into the dreadful rocks. There were
hundreds and hundreds of them. Some were like horrid-grinning men; I
could see their faces as if they would jump at me out of the stone, and catch
hold of me, and drag me with them back into the rock, so that I should
always be there. And there were other rocks that were like animals,
creeping, horrible animals, putting out their tongues, and others were like
words that I could not say, and others like dead people lying on the grass. I
went on among them, though they frightened me, and my heart was full of
wicked songs that they put into it; and I wanted to make faces and twist
myself about in the way they did, and I went on and on a long way till at
last I liked the rocks, and they didn't frighten me any more. I sang the songs
I thought of; songs full of words that must not be spoken or written down.
Then I made faces like the faces on the rocks, and I twisted myself about

like the twisted ones, and I lay down flat on the ground like the dead ones,
and I went up to one that was grinning, and put my arms round him and
hugged him. And so I went on and on through the rocks till I came to a
round mound in the middle of them. It was higher than a mound, it was
nearly as high as our house, and it was like a great basin turned upside
down, all smooth and round and green, with one stone, like a post, sticking
up at the top. I climbed up the sides, but they were so steep I had to stop or I
should have rolled all the way down again, and I should have knocked
against the stones at the bottom, and perhaps been killed. But I wanted to
get up to the very top of the big round mound, so I lay down flat on my
face, and took hold of the grass with my hands and drew myself up, bit by
bit, till I was at the top. Then I sat down on the stone in the middle, and
looked all round about. I felt I had come such a long, long way, just as if I
were a hundred miles from home, or in some other country, or in one of the
strange places I had read about in the 'Tales of the Genie' and the 'Arabian
Nights,' or as if I had gone across the sea, far away, for years and I had
found another world that nobody had ever seen or heard of before, or as if I
had somehow flown through the sky and fallen on one of the stars I had
read about where everything is dead and cold and grey, and there is no air,
and the wind doesn't blow. I sat on the stone and looked all round and down
and round about me. It was just as if I was sitting on a tower in the middle
of a great empty town, because I could see nothing all around but the grey
rocks on the ground. I couldn't make out their shapes any more, but I could
see them on and on for a long way, and I looked at them, and they seemed
as if they had been arranged into patterns, and shapes, and figures. I knew
they couldn't be, because I had seen a lot of them coming right out of the
earth, joined to the deep rocks below, so I looked again, but still I saw
nothing but circles, and small circles inside big ones, and pyramids, and
domes, and spires, and they seemed all to go round and round the place
where I was sitting, and the more I looked, the more I saw great big rings of
rocks, getting bigger and bigger, and I stared so long that it felt as if they
were all moving and turning, like a great wheel, and I was turning, too, in
the middle. I got quite dizzy and queer in the head, and everything began to
be hazy and not clear, and I saw little sparks of blue light, and the stones
looked as if they were springing and dancing and twisting as they went
round and round and round. I was frightened again, and I cried out loud,
and jumped up from the stone I was sitting on, and fell down. When I got

up I was so glad they all looked still, and I sat down on the top and slid
down the mound, and went on again. I danced as I went in the peculiar way
the rocks had danced when I got giddy, and I was so glad I could do it quite
well, and I danced and danced along, and sang extraordinary songs that
came into my head. At last I came to the edge of that great flat hill, and
there were no more rocks, and the way went again through a dark thicket in
a hollow. It was just as bad as the other one I went through climbing up, but
I didn't mind this one, because I was so glad I had seen those singular
dances and could imitate them. I went down, creeping through the bushes,
and a tall nettle stung me on my leg, and made me burn, but I didn't mind it,
and I tingled with the boughs and the thorns, but I only laughed and sang.
Then I got out of the thicket into a close valley, a little secret place like a
dark passage that nobody ever knows of, because it was so narrow and deep
and the woods were so thick round it. There is a steep bank with trees
hanging over it, and there the ferns keep green all through the winter, when
they are dead and brown upon the hill, and the ferns there have a sweet, rich
smell like what oozes out of fir trees. There was a little stream of water
running down this valley, so small that I could easily step across it. I drank
the water with my hand, and it tasted like bright, yellow wine, and it
sparkled and bubbled as it ran down over beautiful red and yellow and
green stones, so that it seemed alive and all colours at once. I drank it, and I
drank more with my hand, but I couldn't drink enough, so I lay down and
bent my head and sucked the water up with my lips. It tasted much better,
drinking it that way, and a ripple would come up to my mouth and give me
a kiss, and I laughed, and drank again, and pretended there was a nymph,
like the one in the old picture at home, who lived in the water and was
kissing me. So I bent low down to the water, and put my lips softly to it,
and whispered to the nymph that I would come again. I felt sure it could not
be common water, I was so glad when I got up and went on; and I danced
again and went up and up the valley, under hanging hills. And when I came
to the top, the ground rose up in front of me, tall and steep as a wall, and
there was nothing but the green wall and the sky. I thought of 'for ever and
for ever, world without end, Amen'; and I thought I must have really found
the end of the world, because it was like the end of everything, as if there
could be nothing at all beyond, except the kingdom of Voor, where the light
goes when it is put out, and the water goes when the sun takes it away. I
began to think of all the long, long way I had journeyed, how I had found a

brook and followed it, and followed it on, and gone through bushes and
thorny thickets, and dark woods full of creeping thorns. Then I had crept up
a tunnel under trees, and climbed a thicket, and seen all the grey rocks, and
sat in the middle of them when they turned round, and then I had gone on
through the grey rocks and come down the hill through the stinging thicket
and up the dark valley, all a long, long way. I wondered how I should get
home again, if I could ever find the way, and if my home was there any
more, or if it were turned and everybody in it into grey rocks, as in the
'Arabian Nights.' So I sat down on the grass and thought what I should do
next. I was tired, and my feet were hot with walking, and as I looked about I
saw there was a wonderful well just under the high, steep wall of grass. All
the ground round it was covered with bright, green, dripping moss; there
was every kind of moss there, moss like beautiful little ferns, and like palms
and fir trees, and it was all green as jewellery, and drops of water hung on it
like diamonds. And in the middle was the great well, deep and shining and
beautiful, so clear that it looked as if I could touch the red sand at the
bottom, but it was far below. I stood by it and looked in, as if I were looking
in a glass. At the bottom of the well, in the middle of it, the red grains of
sand were moving and stirring all the time, and I saw how the water
bubbled up, but at the top it was quite smooth, and full and brimming. It
was a great well, large like a bath, and with the shining, glittering green
moss about it, it looked like a great white jewel, with green jewels all
round. My feet were so hot and tired that I took off my boots and stockings,
and let my feet down into the water, and the water was soft and cold, and
when I got up I wasn't tired any more, and I felt I must go on, farther and
farther, and see what was on the other side of the wall. I climbed up it very
slowly, going sideways all the time, and when I got to the top and looked
over, I was in the queerest country I had seen, stranger even than the hill of
the grey rocks. It looked as if earth-children had been playing there with
their spades, as it was all hills and hollows, and castles and walls made of
earth and covered with grass. There were two mounds like big beehives,
round and great and solemn, and then hollow basins, and then a steep
mounting wall like the ones I saw once by the seaside where the big guns
and the soldiers were. I nearly fell into one of the round hollows, it went
away from under my feet so suddenly, and I ran fast down the side and
stood at the bottom and looked up. It was strange and solemn to look up.
There was nothing but the grey, heavy sky and the sides of the hollow;

everything else had gone away, and the hollow was the whole world, and I
thought that at night it must be full of ghosts and moving shadows and pale
things when the moon shone down to the bottom at the dead of the night,
and the wind wailed up above. It was so strange and solemn and lonely, like
a hollow temple of dead heathen gods. It reminded me of a tale my nurse
had told me when I was quite little; it was the same nurse that took me into
the wood where I saw the beautiful white people. And I remembered how
nurse had told me the story one winter night, when the wind was beating the
trees against the wall, and crying and moaning in the nursery chimney. She
said there was, somewhere or other, a hollow pit, just like the one I was
standing in, everybody was afraid to go into it or near it, it was such a bad
place. But once upon a time there was a poor girl who said she would go
into the hollow pit, and everybody tried to stop her, but she would go. And
she went down into the pit and came back laughing, and said there was
nothing there at all, except green grass and red stones, and white stones and
yellow flowers. And soon after people saw she had most beautiful emerald
earrings, and they asked how she got them, as she and her mother were
quite poor. But she laughed, and said her earrings were not made of
emeralds at all, but only of green grass. Then, one day, she wore on her
breast the reddest ruby that any one had ever seen, and it was as big as a
hen's egg, and glowed and sparkled like a hot burning coal of fire. And they
asked how she got it, as she and her mother were quite poor. But she
laughed, and said it was not a ruby at all, but only a red stone. Then one day
she wore round her neck the loveliest necklace that any one had ever seen,
much finer than the queen's finest, and it was made of great bright
diamonds, hundreds of them, and they shone like all the stars on a night in
June. So they asked her how she got it, as she and her mother were quite
poor. But she laughed, and said they were not diamonds at all, but only
white stones. And one day she went to the Court, and she wore on her head
a crown of pure angel-gold, so nurse said, and it shone like the sun, and it
was much more splendid than the crown the king was wearing himself, and
in her ears she wore the emeralds, and the big ruby was the brooch on her
breast, and the great diamond necklace was sparkling on her neck. And the
king and queen thought she was some great princess from a long way off,
and got down from their thrones and went to meet her, but somebody told
the king and queen who she was, and that she was quite poor. So the king
asked why she wore a gold crown, and how she got it, as she and her

mother were so poor. And she laughed, and said it wasn't a gold crown at
all, but only some yellow flowers she had put in her hair. And the king
thought it was very strange, and said she should stay at the Court, and they
would see what would happen next. And she was so lovely that everybody
said that her eyes were greener than the emeralds, that her lips were redder
than the ruby, that her skin was whiter than the diamonds, and that her hair
was brighter than the golden crown. So the king's son said he would marry
her, and the king said he might. And the bishop married them, and there was
a great supper, and afterwards the king's son went to his wife's room. But
just when he had his hand on the door, he saw a tall, black man, with a
dreadful face, standing in front of the door, and a voice said—
Venture not upon your life,
This is mine own wedded wife.
Then the king's son fell down on the ground in a fit. And they came and
tried to get into the room, but they couldn't, and they hacked at the door
with hatchets, but the wood had turned hard as iron, and at last everybody
ran away, they were so frightened at the screaming and laughing and
shrieking and crying that came out of the room. But next day they went in,
and found there was nothing in the room but thick black smoke, because the
black man had come and taken her away. And on the bed there were two
knots of faded grass and a red stone, and some white stones, and some
faded yellow flowers. I remembered this tale of nurse's while I was standing
at the bottom of the deep hollow; it was so strange and solitary there, and I
felt afraid. I could not see any stones or flowers, but I was afraid of bringing
them away without knowing, and I thought I would do a charm that came
into my head to keep the black man away. So I stood right in the very
middle of the hollow, and I made sure that I had none of those things on me,
and then I walked round the place, and touched my eyes, and my lips, and
my hair in a peculiar manner, and whispered some queer words that nurse
taught me to keep bad things away. Then I felt safe and climbed up out of
the hollow, and went on through all those mounds and hollows and walls,
till I came to the end, which was high above all the rest, and I could see that
all the different shapes of the earth were arranged in patterns, something
like the grey rocks, only the pattern was different. It was getting late, and
the air was indistinct, but it looked from where I was standing something

like two great figures of people lying on the grass. And I went on, and at
last I found a certain wood, which is too secret to be described, and nobody
knows of the passage into it, which I found out in a very curious manner, by
seeing some little animal run into the wood through it. So I went after the
animal by a very narrow dark way, under thorns and bushes, and it was
almost dark when I came to a kind of open place in the middle. And there I
saw the most wonderful sight I have ever seen, but it was only for a minute,
as I ran away directly, and crept out of the wood by the passage I had come
by, and ran and ran as fast as ever I could, because I was afraid, what I had
seen was so wonderful and so strange and beautiful. But I wanted to get
home and think of it, and I did not know what might not happen if I stayed
by the wood. I was hot all over and trembling, and my heart was beating,
and strange cries that I could not help came from me as I ran from the
wood. I was glad that a great white moon came up from over a round hill
and showed me the way, so I went back through the mounds and hollows
and down the close valley, and up through the thicket over the place of the
grey rocks, and so at last I got home again. My father was busy in his study,
and the servants had not told about my not coming home, though they were
frightened, and wondered what they ought to do, so I told them I had lost
my way, but I did not let them find out the real way I had been. I went to
bed and lay awake all through the night, thinking of what I had seen. When
I came out of the narrow way, and it looked all shining, though the air was
dark, it seemed so certain, and all the way home I was quite sure that I had
seen it, and I wanted to be alone in my room, and be glad over it all to
myself, and shut my eyes and pretend it was there, and do all the things I
would have done if I had not been so afraid. But when I shut my eyes the
sight would not come, and I began to think about my adventures all over
again, and I remembered how dusky and queer it was at the end, and I was
afraid it must be all a mistake, because it seemed impossible it could
happen. It seemed like one of nurse's tales, which I didn't really believe in,
though I was frightened at the bottom of the hollow; and the stories she told
me when I was little came back into my head, and I wondered whether it
was really there what I thought I had seen, or whether any of her tales could
have happened a long time ago. It was so queer; I lay awake there in my
room at the back of the house, and the moon was shining on the other side
towards the river, so the bright light did not fall upon the wall. And the
house was quite still. I had heard my father come upstairs, and just after the

clock struck twelve, and after the house was still and empty, as if there was
nobody alive in it. And though it was all dark and indistinct in my room, a
pale glimmering kind of light shone in through the white blind, and once I
got up and looked out, and there was a great black shadow of the house
covering the garden, looking like a prison where men are hanged; and then
beyond it was all white; and the wood shone white with black gulfs between
the trees. It was still and clear, and there were no clouds on the sky. I
wanted to think of what I had seen but I couldn't, and I began to think of all
the tales that nurse had told me so long ago that I thought I had forgotten,
but they all came back, and mixed up with the thickets and the grey rocks
and the hollows in the earth and the secret wood, till I hardly knew what
was new and what was old, or whether it was not all dreaming. And then I
remembered that hot summer afternoon, so long ago, when nurse left me by
myself in the shade, and the white people came out of the water and out of
the wood, and played, and danced, and sang, and I began to fancy that nurse
told me about something like it before I saw them, only I couldn't recollect
exactly what she told me. Then I wondered whether she had been the white
lady, as I remembered she was just as white and beautiful, and had the same
dark eyes and black hair; and sometimes she smiled and looked like the
lady had looked, when she was telling me some of her stories, beginning
with 'Once on a time,' or 'In the time of the fairies.' But I thought she
couldn't be the lady, as she seemed to have gone a different way into the
wood, and I didn't think the man who came after us could be the other, or I
couldn't have seen that wonderful secret in the secret wood. I thought of the
moon: but it was afterwards when I was in the middle of the wild land,
where the earth was made into the shape of great figures, and it was all
walls, and mysterious hollows, and smooth round mounds, that I saw the
great white moon come up over a round hill. I was wondering about all
these things, till at last I got quite frightened, because I was afraid
something had happened to me, and I remembered nurse's tale of the poor
girl who went into the hollow pit, and was carried away at last by the black
man. I knew I had gone into a hollow pit too, and perhaps it was the same,
and I had done something dreadful. So I did the charm over again, and
touched my eyes and my lips and my hair in a peculiar manner, and said the
old words from the fairy language, so that I might be sure I had not been
carried away. I tried again to see the secret wood, and to creep up the
passage and see what I had seen there, but somehow I couldn't, and I kept

on thinking of nurse's stories. There was one I remembered about a young
man who once upon a time went hunting, and all the day he and his hounds
hunted everywhere, and they crossed the rivers and went into all the woods,
and went round the marshes, but they couldn't find anything at all, and they
hunted all day till the sun sank down and began to set behind the mountain.
And the young man was angry because he couldn't find anything, and he
was going to turn back, when just as the sun touched the mountain, he saw
come out of a brake in front of him a beautiful white stag. And he cheered
to his hounds, but they whined and would not follow, and he cheered to his
horse, but it shivered and stood stock still, and the young man jumped off
the horse and left the hounds and began to follow the white stag all alone.
And soon it was quite dark, and the sky was black, without a single star
shining in it, and the stag went away into the darkness. And though the man
had brought his gun with him he never shot at the stag, because he wanted
to catch it, and he was afraid he would lose it in the night. But he never lost
it once, though the sky was so black and the air was so dark, and the stag
went on and on till the young man didn't know a bit where he was. And they
went through enormous woods where the air was full of whispers and a
pale, dead light came out from the rotten trunks that were lying on the
ground, and just as the man thought he had lost the stag, he would see it all
white and shining in front of him, and he would run fast to catch it, but the
stag always ran faster, so he did not catch it. And they went through the
enormous woods, and they swam across rivers, and they waded through
black marshes where the ground bubbled, and the air was full of will-o'-thewisps, and the stag fled away down into rocky narrow valleys, where the air
was like the smell of a vault, and the man went after it. And they went over
the great mountains and the man heard the wind come down from the sky,
and the stag went on and the man went after. At last the sun rose and the
young man found he was in a country that he had never seen before; it was
a beautiful valley with a bright stream running through it, and a great, big
round hill in the middle. And the stag went down the valley, towards the
hill, and it seemed to be getting tired and went slower and slower, and
though the man was tired, too, he began to run faster, and he was sure he
would catch the stag at last. But just as they got to the bottom of the hill,
and the man stretched out his hand to catch the stag, it vanished into the
earth, and the man began to cry; he was so sorry that he had lost it after all
his long hunting. But as he was crying he saw there was a door in the hill,

just in front of him, and he went in, and it was quite dark, but he went on, as
he thought he would find the white stag. And all of a sudden it got light,
and there was the sky, and the sun shining, and birds singing in the trees,
and there was a beautiful fountain. And by the fountain a lovely lady was
sitting, who was the queen of the fairies, and she told the man that she had
changed herself into a stag to bring him there because she loved him so
much. Then she brought out a great gold cup, covered with jewels, from her
fairy palace, and she offered him wine in the cup to drink. And he drank,
and the more he drank the more he longed to drink, because the wine was
enchanted. So he kissed the lovely lady, and she became his wife, and he
stayed all that day and all that night in the hill where she lived, and when he
woke he found he was lying on the ground, close to where he had seen the
stag first, and his horse was there and his hounds were there waiting, and he
looked up, and the sun sank behind the mountain. And he went home and
lived a long time, but he would never kiss any other lady because he had
kissed the queen of the fairies, and he would never drink common wine any
more, because he had drunk enchanted wine. And sometimes nurse told me
tales that she had heard from her great-grandmother, who was very old, and
lived in a cottage on the mountain all alone, and most of these tales were
about a hill where people used to meet at night long ago, and they used to
play all sorts of strange games and do queer things that nurse told me of,
but I couldn't understand, and now, she said, everybody but her greatgrandmother had forgotten all about it, and nobody knew where the hill
was, not even her great-grandmother. But she told me one very strange
story about the hill, and I trembled when I remembered it. She said that
people always went there in summer, when it was very hot, and they had to
dance a good deal. It would be all dark at first, and there were trees there,
which made it much darker, and people would come, one by one, from all
directions, by a secret path which nobody else knew, and two persons
would keep the gate, and every one as they came up had to give a very
curious sign, which nurse showed me as well as she could, but she said she
couldn't show me properly. And all kinds of people would come; there
would be gentle folks and village folks, and some old people and boys and
girls, and quite small children, who sat and watched. And it would all be
dark as they came in, except in one corner where some one was burning
something that smelt strong and sweet, and made them laugh, and there one
would see a glaring of coals, and the smoke mounting up red. So they

would all come in, and when the last had come there was no door any more,
so that no one else could get in, even if they knew there was anything
beyond. And once a gentleman who was a stranger and had ridden a long
way, lost his path at night, and his horse took him into the very middle of
the wild country, where everything was upside down, and there were
dreadful marshes and great stones everywhere, and holes underfoot, and the
trees looked like gibbet-posts, because they had great black arms that
stretched out across the way. And this strange gentleman was very
frightened, and his horse began to shiver all over, and at last it stopped and
wouldn't go any farther, and the gentleman got down and tried to lead the
horse, but it wouldn't move, and it was all covered with a sweat, like death.
So the gentleman went on all alone, going farther and farther into the wild
country, till at last he came to a dark place, where he heard shouting and
singing and crying, like nothing he had ever heard before. It all sounded
quite close to him, but he couldn't get in, and so he began to call, and while
he was calling, something came behind him, and in a minute his mouth and
arms and legs were all bound up, and he fell into a swoon. And when he
came to himself, he was lying by the roadside, just where he had first lost
his way, under a blasted oak with a black trunk, and his horse was tied
beside him. So he rode on to the town and told the people there what had
happened, and some of them were amazed; but others knew. So when once
everybody had come, there was no door at all for anybody else to pass in
by. And when they were all inside, round in a ring, touching each other,
some one began to sing in the darkness, and some one else would make a
noise like thunder with a thing they had on purpose, and on still nights
people would hear the thundering noise far, far away beyond the wild land,
and some of them, who thought they knew what it was, used to make a sign
on their breasts when they woke up in their beds at dead of night and heard
that terrible deep noise, like thunder on the mountains. And the noise and
the singing would go on and on for a long time, and the people who were in
a ring swayed a little to and fro; and the song was in an old, old language
that nobody knows now, and the tune was queer. Nurse said her greatgrandmother had known some one who remembered a little of it, when she
was quite a little girl, and nurse tried to sing some of it to me, and it was so
strange a tune that I turned all cold and my flesh crept as if I had put my
hand on something dead. Sometimes it was a man that sang and sometimes
it was a woman, and sometimes the one who sang it did it so well that two

or three of the people who were there fell to the ground shrieking and
tearing with their hands. The singing went on, and the people in the ring
kept swaying to and fro for a long time, and at last the moon would rise
over a place they called the Tole Deol, and came up and showed them
swinging and swaying from side to side, with the sweet thick smoke curling
up from the burning coals, and floating in circles all around them. Then
they had their supper. A boy and a girl brought it to them; the boy carried a
great cup of wine, and the girl carried a cake of bread, and they passed the
bread and the wine round and round, but they tasted quite different from
common bread and common wine, and changed everybody that tasted them.
Then they all rose up and danced, and secret things were brought out of
some hiding place, and they played extraordinary games, and danced round
and round and round in the moonlight, and sometimes people would
suddenly disappear and never be heard of afterwards, and nobody knew
what had happened to them. And they drank more of that curious wine, and
they made images and worshipped them, and nurse showed me how the
images were made one day when we were out for a walk, and we passed by
a place where there was a lot of wet clay. So nurse asked me if I would like
to know what those things were like that they made on the hill, and I said
yes. Then she asked me if I would promise never to tell a living soul a word
about it, and if I did I was to be thrown into the black pit with the dead
people, and I said I wouldn't tell anybody, and she said the same thing again
and again, and I promised. So she took my wooden spade and dug a big
lump of clay and put it in my tin bucket, and told me to say if any one met
us that I was going to make pies when I went home. Then we went on a
little way till we came to a little brake growing right down into the road,
and nurse stopped, and looked up the road and down it, and then peeped
through the hedge into the field on the other side, and then she said, 'Quick!'
and we ran into the brake, and crept in and out among the bushes till we had
gone a good way from the road. Then we sat down under a bush, and I
wanted so much to know what nurse was going to make with the clay, but
before she would begin she made me promise again not to say a word about
it, and she went again and peeped through the bushes on every side, though
the lane was so small and deep that hardly anybody ever went there. So we
sat down, and nurse took the clay out of the bucket, and began to knead it
with her hands, and do queer things with it, and turn it about. And she hid it
under a big dock-leaf for a minute or two and then she brought it out again,

and then she stood up and sat down, and walked round the clay in a peculiar
manner, and all the time she was softly singing a sort of rhyme, and her face
got very red. Then she sat down again, and took the clay in her hands and
began to shape it into a doll, but not like the dolls I have at home, and she
made the queerest doll I had ever seen, all out of the wet clay, and hid it
under a bush to get dry and hard, and all the time she was making it she was
singing these rhymes to herself, and her face got redder and redder. So we
left the doll there, hidden away in the bushes where nobody would ever find
it. And a few days later we went the same walk, and when we came to that
narrow, dark part of the lane where the brake runs down to the bank, nurse
made me promise all over again, and she looked about, just as she had done
before, and we crept into the bushes till we got to the green place where the
little clay man was hidden. I remember it all so well, though I was only
eight, and it is eight years ago now as I am writing it down, but the sky was
a deep violet blue, and in the middle of the brake where we were sitting
there was a great elder tree covered with blossoms, and on the other side
there was a clump of meadowsweet, and when I think of that day the smell
of the meadowsweet and elder blossom seems to fill the room, and if I shut
my eyes I can see the glaring blue sky, with little clouds very white floating
across it, and nurse who went away long ago sitting opposite me and
looking like the beautiful white lady in the wood. So we sat down and nurse
took out the clay doll from the secret place where she had hidden it, and she
said we must 'pay our respects,' and she would show me what to do, and I
must watch her all the time. So she did all sorts of queer things with the
little clay man, and I noticed she was all streaming with perspiration,
though we had walked so slowly, and then she told me to 'pay my respects,'
and I did everything she did because I liked her, and it was such an odd
game. And she said that if one loved very much, the clay man was very
good, if one did certain things with it, and if one hated very much, it was
just as good, only one had to do different things, and we played with it a
long time, and pretended all sorts of things. Nurse said her greatgrandmother had told her all about these images, but what we did was no
harm at all, only a game. But she told me a story about these images that
frightened me very much, and that was what I remembered that night when
I was lying awake in my room in the pale, empty darkness, thinking of what
I had seen and the secret wood. Nurse said there was once a young lady of
the high gentry, who lived in a great castle. And she was so beautiful that all

the gentlemen wanted to marry her, because she was the loveliest lady that
anybody had ever seen, and she was kind to everybody, and everybody
thought she was very good. But though she was polite to all the gentlemen
who wished to marry her, she put them off, and said she couldn't make up
her mind, and she wasn't sure she wanted to marry anybody at all. And her
father, who was a very great lord, was angry, though he was so fond of her,
and he asked her why she wouldn't choose a bachelor out of all the
handsome young men who came to the castle. But she only said she didn't
love any of them very much, and she must wait, and if they pestered her,
she said she would go and be a nun in a nunnery. So all the gentlemen said
they would go away and wait for a year and a day, and when a year and a
day were gone, they would come back again and ask her to say which one
she would marry. So the day was appointed and they all went away; and the
lady had promised that in a year and a day it would be her wedding day
with one of them. But the truth was, that she was the queen of the people
who danced on the hill on summer nights, and on the proper nights she
would lock the door of her room, and she and her maid would steal out of
the castle by a secret passage that only they knew of, and go away up to the
hill in the wild land. And she knew more of the secret things than any one
else, and more than any one knew before or after, because she would not
tell anybody the most secret secrets. She knew how to do all the awful
things, how to destroy young men, and how to put a curse on people, and
other things that I could not understand. And her real name was the Lady
Avelin, but the dancing people called her Cassap, which meant somebody
very wise, in the old language. And she was whiter than any of them and
taller, and her eyes shone in the dark like burning rubies; and she could sing
songs that none of the others could sing, and when she sang they all fell
down on their faces and worshipped her. And she could do what they called
shib-show, which was a very wonderful enchantment. She would tell the
great lord, her father, that she wanted to go into the woods to gather
flowers, so he let her go, and she and her maid went into the woods where
nobody came, and the maid would keep watch. Then the lady would lie
down under the trees and begin to sing a particular song, and she stretched
out her arms, and from every part of the wood great serpents would come,
hissing and gliding in and out among the trees, and shooting out their
forked tongues as they crawled up to the lady. And they all came to her, and
twisted round her, round her body, and her arms, and her neck, till she was

covered with writhing serpents, and there was only her head to be seen. And
she whispered to them, and she sang to them, and they writhed round and
round, faster and faster, till she told them to go. And they all went away
directly, back to their holes, and on the lady's breast there would be a most
curious, beautiful stone, shaped something like an egg, and coloured dark
blue and yellow, and red, and green, marked like a serpent's scales. It was
called a glame stone, and with it one could do all sorts of wonderful things,
and nurse said her great-grandmother had seen a glame stone with her own
eyes, and it was for all the world shiny and scaly like a snake. And the lady
could do a lot of other things as well, but she was quite fixed that she would
not be married. And there were a great many gentlemen who wanted to
marry her, but there were five of them who were chief, and their names
were Sir Simon, Sir John, Sir Oliver, Sir Richard, and Sir Rowland. All the
others believed she spoke the truth, and that she would choose one of them
to be her man when a year and a day was done; it was only Sir Simon, who
was very crafty, who thought she was deceiving them all, and he vowed he
would watch and try if he could find out anything. And though he was very
wise he was very young, and he had a smooth, soft face like a girl's, and he
pretended, as the rest did, that he would not come to the castle for a year
and a day, and he said he was going away beyond the sea to foreign parts.
But he really only went a very little way, and came back dressed like a
servant girl, and so he got a place in the castle to wash the dishes. And he
waited and watched, and he listened and said nothing, and he hid in dark
places, and woke up at night and looked out, and he heard things and he
saw things that he thought were very strange. And he was so sly that he told
the girl that waited on the lady that he was really a young man, and that he
had dressed up as a girl because he loved her so very much and wanted to
be in the same house with her, and the girl was so pleased that she told him
many things, and he was more than ever certain that the Lady Avelin was
deceiving him and the others. And he was so clever, and told the servant so
many lies, that one night he managed to hide in the Lady Avelin's room
behind the curtains. And he stayed quite still and never moved, and at last
the lady came. And she bent down under the bed, and raised up a stone, and
there was a hollow place underneath, and out of it she took a waxen image,
just like the clay one that I and nurse had made in the brake. And all the
time her eyes were burning like rubies. And she took the little wax doll up
in her arms and held it to her breast, and she whispered and she murmured,

and she took it up and she laid it down again, and she held it high, and she
held it low, and she laid it down again. And she said, 'Happy is he that begat
the bishop, that ordered the clerk, that married the man, that had the wife,
that fashioned the hive, that harboured the bee, that gathered the wax that
my own true love was made of.' And she brought out of an aumbry a great
golden bowl, and she brought out of a closet a great jar of wine, and she
poured some of the wine into the bowl, and she laid her mannikin very
gently in the wine, and washed it in the wine all over. Then she went to a
cupboard and took a small round cake and laid it on the image's mouth, and
then she bore it softly and covered it up. And Sir Simon, who was watching
all the time, though he was terribly frightened, saw the lady bend down and
stretch out her arms and whisper and sing, and then Sir Simon saw beside
her a handsome young man, who kissed her on the lips. And they drank
wine out of the golden bowl together, and they ate the cake together. But
when the sun rose there was only the little wax doll, and the lady hid it
again under the bed in the hollow place. So Sir Simon knew quite well what
the lady was, and he waited and he watched, till the time she had said was
nearly over, and in a week the year and a day would be done. And one
night, when he was watching behind the curtains in her room, he saw her
making more wax dolls. And she made five, and hid them away. And the
next night she took one out, and held it up, and filled the golden bowl with
water, and took the doll by the neck and held it under the water. Then she
said—

Sir Dickon, Sir Dickon, your day is done,
You shall be drowned in the water wan.
And the next day news came to the castle that Sir Richard had been
drowned at the ford. And at night she took another doll and tied a violet
cord round its neck and hung it up on a nail. Then she said—
Sir Rowland, your life has ended its span,
High on a tree I see you hang.
And the next day news came to the castle that Sir Rowland had been
hanged by robbers in the wood. And at night she took another doll, and
drove her bodkin right into its heart. Then she said—
Sir Noll, Sir Noll, so cease your life,
Your heart piercèd with the knife.
And the next day news came to the castle that Sir Oliver had fought in a
tavern, and a stranger had stabbed him to the heart. And at night she took
another doll, and held it to a fire of charcoal till it was melted. Then she
said—
Sir John, return, and turn to clay,
In fire of fever you waste away.
And the next day news came to the castle that Sir John had died in a
burning fever. So then Sir Simon went out of the castle and mounted his
horse and rode away to the bishop and told him everything. And the bishop
sent his men, and they took the Lady Avelin, and everything she had done
was found out. So on the day after the year and a day, when she was to have
been married, they carried her through the town in her smock, and they tied
her to a great stake in the market-place, and burned her alive before the
bishop with her wax image hung round her neck. And people said the wax
man screamed in the burning of the flames. And I thought of this story
again and again as I was lying awake in my bed, and I seemed to see the
Lady Avelin in the market-place, with the yellow flames eating up her
beautiful white body. And I thought of it so much that I seemed to get into

the story myself, and I fancied I was the lady, and that they were coming to
take me to be burnt with fire, with all the people in the town looking at me.
And I wondered whether she cared, after all the strange things she had
done, and whether it hurt very much to be burned at the stake. I tried again
and again to forget nurse's stories, and to remember the secret I had seen
that afternoon, and what was in the secret wood, but I could only see the
dark and a glimmering in the dark, and then it went away, and I only saw
myself running, and then a great moon came up white over a dark round
hill. Then all the old stories came back again, and the queer rhymes that
nurse used to sing to me; and there was one beginning 'Halsy cumsy Helen
musty,' that she used to sing very softly when she wanted me to go to sleep.
And I began to sing it to myself inside of my head, and I went to sleep.
The next morning I was very tired and sleepy, and could hardly do my
lessons, and I was very glad when they were over and I had had my dinner,
as I wanted to go out and be alone. It was a warm day, and I went to a nice
turfy hill by the river, and sat down on my mother's old shawl that I had
brought with me on purpose. The sky was grey, like the day before, but
there was a kind of white gleam behind it, and from where I was sitting I
could look down on the town, and it was all still and quiet and white, like a
picture. I remembered that it was on that hill that nurse taught me to play an
old game called 'Troy Town,' in which one had to dance, and wind in and
out on a pattern in the grass, and then when one had danced and turned long
enough the other person asks you questions, and you can't help answering
whether you want to or not, and whatever you are told to do you feel you
have to do it. Nurse said there used to be a lot of games like that that some
people knew of, and there was one by which people could be turned into
anything you liked, and an old man her great-grandmother had seen had
known a girl who had been turned into a large snake. And there was another
very ancient game of dancing and winding and turning, by which you could
take a person out of himself and hide him away as long as you liked, and his
body went walking about quite empty, without any sense in it. But I came to
that hill because I wanted to think of what had happened the day before, and
of the secret of the wood. From the place where I was sitting I could see
beyond the town, into the opening I had found, where a little brook had led
me into an unknown country. And I pretended I was following the brook
over again, and I went all the way in my mind, and at last I found the wood,

and crept into it under the bushes, and then in the dusk I saw something that
made me feel as if I were filled with fire, as if I wanted to dance and sing
and fly up into the air, because I was changed and wonderful. But what I
saw was not changed at all, and had not grown old, and I wondered again
and again how such things could happen, and whether nurse's stories were
really true, because in the daytime in the open air everything seemed quite
different from what it was at night, when I was frightened, and thought I
was to be burned alive. I once told my father one of her little tales, which
was about a ghost, and asked him if it was true, and he told me it was not
true at all, and that only common, ignorant people believed in such rubbish.
He was very angry with nurse for telling me the story, and scolded her, and
after that I promised her I would never whisper a word of what she told me,
and if I did I should be bitten by the great black snake that lived in the pool
in the wood. And all alone on the hill I wondered what was true. I had seen
something very amazing and very lovely, and I knew a story, and if I had
really seen it, and not made it up out of the dark, and the black bough, and
the bright shining that was mounting up to the sky from over the great
round hill, but had really seen it in truth, then there were all kinds of
wonderful and lovely and terrible things to think of, so I longed and
trembled, and I burned and got cold. And I looked down on the town, so
quiet and still, like a little white picture, and I thought over and over if it
could be true. I was a long time before I could make up my mind to
anything; there was such a strange fluttering at my heart that seemed to
whisper to me all the time that I had not made it up out of my head, and yet
it seemed quite impossible, and I knew my father and everybody would say
it was dreadful rubbish. I never dreamed of telling him or anybody else a
word about it, because I knew it would be of no use, and I should only get
laughed at or scolded, so for a long time I was very quiet, and went about
thinking and wondering; and at night I used to dream of amazing things,
and sometimes I woke up in the early morning and held out my arms with a
cry. And I was frightened, too, because there were dangers, and some awful
thing would happen to me, unless I took great care, if the story were true.
These old tales were always in my head, night and morning, and I went
over them and told them to myself over and over again, and went for walks
in the places where nurse had told them to me; and when I sat in the nursery
by the fire in the evenings I used to fancy nurse was sitting in the other
chair, and telling me some wonderful story in a low voice, for fear anybody

should be listening. But she used to like best to tell me about things when
we were right out in the country, far from the house, because she said she
was telling me such secrets, and walls have ears. And if it was something
more than ever secret, we had to hide in brakes or woods; and I used to
think it was such fun creeping along a hedge, and going very softly, and
then we would get behind the bushes or run into the wood all of a sudden,
when we were sure that none was watching us; so we knew that we had our
secrets quite all to ourselves, and nobody else at all knew anything about
them. Now and then, when we had hidden ourselves as I have described,
she used to show me all sorts of odd things. One day, I remember, we were
in a hazel brake, overlooking the brook, and we were so snug and warm, as
though it was April; the sun was quite hot, and the leaves were just coming
out. Nurse said she would show me something funny that would make me
laugh, and then she showed me, as she said, how one could turn a whole
house upside down, without anybody being able to find out, and the pots
and pans would jump about, and the china would be broken, and the chairs
would tumble over of themselves. I tried it one day in the kitchen, and I
found I could do it quite well, and a whole row of plates on the dresser fell
off it, and cook's little work-table tilted up and turned right over 'before her
eyes,' as she said, but she was so frightened and turned so white that I didn't
do it again, as I liked her. And afterwards, in the hazel copse, when she had
shown me how to make things tumble about, she showed me how to make
rapping noises, and I learnt how to do that, too. Then she taught me rhymes
to say on certain occasions, and peculiar marks to make on other occasions,
and other things that her great-grandmother had taught her when she was a
little girl herself. And these were all the things I was thinking about in those
days after the strange walk when I thought I had seen a great secret, and I
wished nurse were there for me to ask her about it, but she had gone away
more than two years before, and nobody seemed to know what had become
of her, or where she had gone. But I shall always remember those days if I
live to be quite old, because all the time I felt so strange, wondering and
doubting, and feeling quite sure at one time, and making up my mind, and
then I would feel quite sure that such things couldn't happen really, and it
began all over again. But I took great care not to do certain things that
might be very dangerous. So I waited and wondered for a long time, and
though I was not sure at all, I never dared to try to find out. But one day I
became sure that all that nurse said was quite true, and I was all alone when

I found it out. I trembled all over with joy and terror, and as fast as I could I
ran into one of the old brakes where we used to go—it was the one by the
lane, where nurse made the little clay man—and I ran into it, and I crept
into it; and when I came to the place where the elder was, I covered up my
face with my hands and lay down flat on the grass, and I stayed there for
two hours without moving, whispering to myself delicious, terrible things,
and saying some words over and over again. It was all true and wonderful
and splendid, and when I remembered the story I knew and thought of what
I had really seen, I got hot and I got cold, and the air seemed full of scent,
and flowers, and singing. And first I wanted to make a little clay man, like
the one nurse had made so long ago, and I had to invent plans and
stratagems, and to look about, and to think of things beforehand, because
nobody must dream of anything that I was doing or going to do, and I was
too old to carry clay about in a tin bucket. At last I thought of a plan, and I
brought the wet clay to the brake, and did everything that nurse had done,
only I made a much finer image than the one she had made; and when it
was finished I did everything that I could imagine and much more than she
did, because it was the likeness of something far better. And a few days
later, when I had done my lessons early, I went for the second time by the
way of the little brook that had led me into a strange country. And I
followed the brook, and went through the bushes, and beneath the low
branches of trees, and up thorny thickets on the hill, and by dark woods full
of creeping thorns, a long, long way. Then I crept through the dark tunnel
where the brook had been and the ground was stony, till at last I came to the
thicket that climbed up the hill, and though the leaves were coming out
upon the trees, everything looked almost as black as it was on the first day
that I went there. And the thicket was just the same, and I went up slowly
till I came out on the big bare hill, and began to walk among the wonderful
rocks. I saw the terrible voor again on everything, for though the sky was
brighter, the ring of wild hills all around was still dark, and the hanging
woods looked dark and dreadful, and the strange rocks were as grey as ever;
and when I looked down on them from the great mound, sitting on the
stone, I saw all their amazing circles and rounds within rounds, and I had to
sit quite still and watch them as they began to turn about me, and each stone
danced in its place, and they seemed to go round and round in a great whirl,
as if one were in the middle of all the stars and heard them rushing through
the air. So I went down among the rocks to dance with them and to sing

extraordinary songs; and I went down through the other thicket, and drank
from the bright stream in the close and secret valley, putting my lips down
to the bubbling water; and then I went on till I came to the deep, brimming
well among the glittering moss, and I sat down. I looked before me into the
secret darkness of the valley, and behind me was the great high wall of
grass, and all around me there were the hanging woods that made the valley
such a secret place. I knew there was nobody here at all besides myself, and
that no one could see me. So I took off my boots and stockings, and let my
feet down into the water, saying the words that I knew. And it was not cold
at all, as I expected, but warm and very pleasant, and when my feet were in
it I felt as if they were in silk, or as if the nymph were kissing them. So
when I had done, I said the other words and made the signs, and then I dried
my feet with a towel I had brought on purpose, and put on my stockings and
boots. Then I climbed up the steep wall, and went into the place where there
are the hollows, and the two beautiful mounds, and the round ridges of land,
and all the strange shapes. I did not go down into the hollow this time, but I
turned at the end, and made out the figures quite plainly, as it was lighter,
and I had remembered the story I had quite forgotten before, and in the
story the two figures are called Adam and Eve, and only those who know
the story understand what they mean. So I went on and on till I came to the
secret wood which must not be described, and I crept into it by the way I
had found. And when I had gone about halfway I stopped, and turned
round, and got ready, and I bound the handkerchief tightly round my eyes,
and made quite sure that I could not see at all, not a twig, nor the end of a
leaf, nor the light of the sky, as it was an old red silk handkerchief with
large yellow spots, that went round twice and covered my eyes, so that I
could see nothing. Then I began to go on, step by step, very slowly. My
heart beat faster and faster, and something rose in my throat that choked me
and made me want to cry out, but I shut my lips, and went on. Boughs
caught in my hair as I went, and great thorns tore me; but I went on to the
end of the path. Then I stopped, and held out my arms and bowed, and I
went round the first time, feeling with my hands, and there was nothing. I
went round the second time, feeling with my hands, and there was nothing.
Then I went round the third time, feeling with my hands, and the story was
all true, and I wished that the years were gone by, and that I had not so long
a time to wait before I was happy for ever and ever.

Nurse must have been a prophet like those we read of in the Bible.
Everything that she said began to come true, and since then other things that
she told me of have happened. That was how I came to know that her
stories were true and that I had not made up the secret myself out of my
own head. But there was another thing that happened that day. I went a
second time to the secret place. It was at the deep brimming well, and when
I was standing on the moss I bent over and looked in, and then I knew who
the white lady was that I had seen come out of the water in the wood long
ago when I was quite little. And I trembled all over, because that told me
other things. Then I remembered how sometime after I had seen the white
people in the wood, nurse asked me more about them, and I told her all over
again, and she listened, and said nothing for a long, long time, and at last
she said, 'You will see her again.' So I understood what had happened and
what was to happen. And I understood about the nymphs; how I might meet
them in all kinds of places, and they would always help me, and I must
always look for them, and find them in all sorts of strange shapes and
appearances. And without the nymphs I could never have found the secret,
and without them none of the other things could happen. Nurse had told me
all about them long ago, but she called them by another name, and I did not
know what she meant, or what her tales of them were about, only that they
were very queer. And there were two kinds, the bright and the dark, and
both were very lovely and very wonderful, and some people saw only one
kind, and some only the other, but some saw them both. But usually the
dark appeared first, and the bright ones came afterwards, and there were
extraordinary tales about them. It was a day or two after I had come home
from the secret place that I first really knew the nymphs. Nurse had shown
me how to call them, and I had tried, but I did not know what she meant,
and so I thought it was all nonsense. But I made up my mind I would try
again, so I went to the wood where the pool was, where I saw the white
people, and I tried again. The dark nymph, Alanna, came, and she turned
the pool of water into a pool of fire....

EPILOGUE

'That's a very queer story,' said Cotgrave, handing back the green book to
the recluse, Ambrose. 'I see the drift of a good deal, but there are many
things that I do not grasp at all. On the last page, for example, what does
she mean by "nymphs"?'
'Well, I think there are references throughout the manuscript to certain
"processes" which have been handed down by tradition from age to age.
Some of these processes are just beginning to come within the purview of
science, which has arrived at them—or rather at the steps which lead to
them—by quite different paths. I have interpreted the reference to
"nymphs" as a reference to one of these processes.'
'And you believe that there are such things?'
'Oh, I think so. Yes, I believe I could give you convincing evidence on
that point. I am afraid you have neglected the study of alchemy? It is a pity,
for the symbolism, at all events, is very beautiful, and moreover if you were
acquainted with certain books on the subject, I could recall to your mind
phrases which might explain a good deal in the manuscript that you have
been reading.'
'Yes; but I want to know whether you seriously think that there is any
foundation of fact beneath these fancies. Is it not all a department of poetry;
a curious dream with which man has indulged himself?'
'I can only say that it is no doubt better for the great mass of people to
dismiss it all as a dream. But if you ask my veritable belief—that goes quite
the other way. No; I should not say belief, but rather knowledge. I may tell
you that I have known cases in which men have stumbled quite by accident
on certain of these "processes," and have been astonished by wholly
unexpected results. In the cases I am thinking of there could have been no
possibility of "suggestion" or sub-conscious action of any kind. One might
as well suppose a schoolboy "suggesting" the existence of Æschylus to
himself, while he plods mechanically through the declensions.
'But you have noticed the obscurity,' Ambrose went on, 'and in this
particular case it must have been dictated by instinct, since the writer never
thought that her manuscripts would fall into other hands. But the practice is
universal, and for most excellent reasons. Powerful and sovereign

medicines, which are, of necessity, virulent poisons also, are kept in a
locked cabinet. The child may find the key by chance, and drink herself
dead; but in most cases the search is educational, and the phials contain
precious elixirs for him who has patiently fashioned the key for himself.'
'You do not care to go into details?'
'No, frankly, I do not. No, you must remain unconvinced. But you saw
how the manuscript illustrates the talk we had last week?'
'Is this girl still alive?'
'No. I was one of those who found her. I knew the father well; he was a
lawyer, and had always left her very much to herself. He thought of nothing
but deeds and leases, and the news came to him as an awful surprise. She
was missing one morning; I suppose it was about a year after she had
written what you have read. The servants were called, and they told things,
and put the only natural interpretation on them—a perfectly erroneous one.
'They discovered that green book somewhere in her room, and I found
her in the place that she described with so much dread, lying on the ground
before the image.'
'It was an image?'
'Yes, it was hidden by the thorns and the thick undergrowth that had
surrounded it. It was a wild, lonely country; but you know what it was like
by her description, though of course you will understand that the colours
have been heightened. A child's imagination always makes the heights
higher and the depths deeper than they really are; and she had,
unfortunately for herself, something more than imagination. One might say,
perhaps, that the picture in her mind which she succeeded in a measure in
putting into words, was the scene as it would have appeared to an
imaginative artist. But it is a strange, desolate land.'
'And she was dead?'
'Yes. She had poisoned herself—in time. No; there was not a word to be
said against her in the ordinary sense. You may recollect a story I told you

the other night about a lady who saw her child's fingers crushed by a
window?'
'And what was this statue?'
'Well, it was of Roman workmanship, of a stone that with the centuries
had not blackened, but had become white and luminous. The thicket had
grown up about it and concealed it, and in the Middle Ages the followers of
a very old tradition had known how to use it for their own purposes. In fact
it had been incorporated into the monstrous mythology of the Sabbath. You
will have noted that those to whom a sight of that shining whiteness had
been vouchsafed by chance, or rather, perhaps, by apparent chance, were
required to blindfold themselves on their second approach. That is very
significant.'
'And is it there still?'
'I sent for tools, and we hammered it into dust and fragments.'
'The persistence of tradition never surprises me,' Ambrose went on after a
pause. 'I could name many an English parish where such traditions as that
girl had listened to in her childhood are still existent in occult but unabated
vigour. No, for me, it is the "story" not the "sequel," which is strange and
awful, for I have always believed that wonder is of the soul.'

The Great God Pan
I
THE EXPERIMENT

'I AM glad you came, Clarke; very glad indeed. I was not sure you could
spare the time.'

'I was able to make arrangements for a few days; things are not very
lively just now. But have you no misgivings, Raymond? Is it absolutely
safe?'
The two men were slowly pacing the terrace in front of Dr. Raymond's
house. The sun still hung above the western mountain-line, but it shone
with a dull red glow that cast no shadows, and all the air was quiet; a sweet
breath came from the great wood on the hillside above, and with it, at
intervals, the soft murmuring call of the wild doves. Below, in the long
lovely valley, the river wound in and out between the lonely hills, and, as
the sun hovered and vanished into the west, a faint mist, pure white, began
to rise from the banks. Dr. Raymond turned sharply to his friend.
'Safe? Of course it is. In itself the operation is a perfectly simple one; any
surgeon could do it.'
'And there is no danger at any other stage?'
'None; absolutely no physical danger whatever, I give you my word. You
are always timid, Clarke, always; but you know my history. I have devoted
myself to transcendental medicine for the last twenty years. I have heard
myself called quack and charlatan and impostor, but all the while I knew I

was on the right path. Five years ago I reached the goal, and since then
every day has been a preparation for what we shall do to-night.'
'I should like to believe it is all true.' Clarke knit his brows, and looked
doubtfully at Dr. Raymond. 'Are you perfectly sure, Raymond, that your
theory is not a phantasmagoria—a splendid vision, certainly, but a mere
vision after all?'
Dr. Raymond stopped in his walk and turned sharply. He was a middleaged man, gaunt and thin, of a pale yellow complexion, but as he answered
Clarke and faced him, there was a flush on his cheek.
'Look about you, Clarke. You see the mountain, and hill following after
hill, as wave on wave, you see the woods and orchards, the fields of ripe
corn, and the meadows reaching to the reed-beds by the river. You see me
standing here beside you, and hear my voice; but I tell you that all these
things—yes, from that star that has just shone out in the sky to the solid
ground beneath our feet—I say that all these are but dreams and shadows:
the shadows that hide the real world from our eyes. There is a real world,
but it is beyond this glamour and this vision, beyond these "chases in Arras,
dreams in a career," beyond them all as beyond a veil. I do not know
whether any human being has ever lifted that veil; but I do know, Clarke,
that you and I shall see it lifted this very night from before another's eyes.
You may think all this strange nonsense; it may be strange, but it is true, and
the ancients knew what lifting the veil means. They called it seeing the god
Pan.'
Clarke shivered; the white mist gathering over the river was chilly.
'It is wonderful indeed,' he said. 'We are standing on the brink of a
strange world, Raymond, if what you say is true. I suppose the knife is
absolutely necessary?'
'Yes; a slight lesion in the grey matter, that is all; a trifling rearrangement
of certain cells, a microscopical alteration that would escape the attention of
ninety-nine brain specialists out of a hundred. I don't want to bother you
with "shop," Clarke; I might give you a mass of technical detail which
would sound very imposing, and would leave you as enlightened as you are
now. But I suppose you have read, casually, in out-of-the-way corners of

your paper, that immense strides have been made recently in the physiology
of the brain. I saw a paragraph the other day about Digby's theory, and
Browne Faber's discoveries. Theories and discoveries! Where they are
standing now, I stood fifteen years ago, and I need not tell you that I have
not been standing still for the last fifteen years. It will be enough if I say
that five years ago I made the discovery to which I alluded when I said that
then I reached the goal. After years of labour, after years of toiling and
groping in the dark, after days and nights of disappointment and sometimes
of despair, in which I used now and then to tremble and grow cold with the
thought that perhaps there were others seeking for what I sought, at last,
after so long, a pang of sudden joy thrilled my soul, and I knew the long
journey was at an end. By what seemed then and still seems a chance, the
suggestion of a moment's idle thought followed up upon familiar lines and
paths that I had tracked a hundred times already, the great truth burst upon
me, and I saw, mapped out in lines of light, a whole world, a sphere
unknown; continents and islands, and great oceans in which no ship has
sailed (to my belief) since a Man first lifted up his eyes and beheld the sun,
and the stars of heaven, and the quiet earth beneath. You will think all this
high-flown language, Clarke, but it is hard to be literal. And yet; I do not
know whether what I am hinting at cannot be set forth in plain and homely
terms. For instance, this world of ours is pretty well girded now with the
telegraph wires and cables; thought, with something less than the speed of
thought, flashes from sunrise to sunset, from north to south, across the
floods and the desert places. Suppose that an electrician of to-day were
suddenly to perceive that he and his friends have merely been playing with
pebbles and mistaking them for the foundations of the world; suppose that
such a man saw uttermost space lie open before the current, and words of
men flash forth to the sun and beyond the sun into the systems beyond, and
the voices of articulate-speaking men echo in the waste void that bounds
our thought. As analogies go, that is a pretty good analogy of what I have
done; you can understand now a little of what I felt as I stood here one
evening; it was a summer evening, and the valley looked much as it does
now; I stood here, and saw before me the unutterable, the unthinkable gulf
that yawns profound between two worlds, the world of matter and the world
of spirit; I saw the great empty deep stretch dim before me, and in that
instant a bridge of light leapt from the earth to the unknown shore, and the
abyss was spanned. You may look in Browne Faber's book, if you like, and

you will find that to the present day men of science are unable to account
for the presence, or to specify the functions of a certain group of nerve-cells
in the brain. That group is, as it were, land to let, a mere waste place for
fanciful theories. I am not in the position of Browne Faber and the
specialists, I am perfectly instructed as to the possible functions of those
nerve-centers in the scheme of things. With a touch I can bring them into
play, with a touch, I say, I can set free the current, with a touch I can
complete the communication between this world of sense and——we shall
be able to finish the sentence later on. Yes, the knife is necessary; but think
what that knife will effect. It will level utterly the solid wall of sense, and
probably, for the first time since man was made, a spirit will gaze on a
spirit-world. Clarke, Mary will see the god Pan!'
'But you remember what you wrote to me? I thought it would be requisite
that she——'
He whispered the rest into the doctor's ear.
'Not at all, not at all. That is nonsense, I assure you. Indeed, it is better as
it is; I am quite certain of that.'
'Consider the matter well, Raymond. It's a great responsibility. Something
might go wrong; you would be a miserable man for the rest of your days.'
'No, I think not, even if the worst happened. As you know, I rescued
Mary from the gutter, and from almost certain starvation, when she was a
child; I think her life is mine, to use as I see fit. Come, it is getting late; we
had better go in.'
Dr. Raymond led the way into the house, through the hall, and down a
long dark passage. He took a key from his pocket and opened a heavy door,
and motioned Clarke into his laboratory. It had once been a billiard-room,
and was lighted by a glass dome in the centre of the ceiling, whence there
still shone a sad grey light on the figure of the doctor as he lit a lamp with a
heavy shade and placed it on a table in the middle of the room.
Clarke looked about him. Scarcely a foot of wall remained bare; there
were shelves all around laden with bottles and phials of all shapes and
colours, and at one end stood a little Chippendale bookcase. Raymond
pointed to this.

'You see that parchment Oswald Crollius? He was one of the first to show
me the way, though I don't think he ever found it himself. That is a strange
saying of his: "In every grain of wheat there lies hidden the soul of a star."'
There was not much of furniture in the laboratory. The table in the centre,
a stone slab with a drain in one corner, the two armchairs on which
Raymond and Clarke were sitting; that was all, except an odd-looking chair
at the furthest end of the room. Clarke looked at it, and raised his eyebrows.
'Yes, that is the chair,' said Raymond. 'We may as well place it in
position,' He got up and wheeled the chair to the light, and began raising
and lowering it, letting down the seat, setting the back at various angles,
and adjusting the foot-rest. It looked comfortable enough, and Clarke
passed his hand over the soft green velvet, as the doctor manipulated the
levers.
'Now, Clarke, make yourself quite comfortable. I have a couple of hours'
work before me; I was obliged to leave certain matters to the last.'
Raymond went to the stone slab, and Clarke watched him drearily as he
bent over a row of phials and lit the flame under the crucible. The doctor
had a small hand-lamp, shaded as the larger one, on a ledge above his
apparatus, and Clarke, who sat in the shadows, looked down the great
dreary room, wondering at the bizarre effects of brilliant light and
undefined darkness contrasting with one another. Soon he became
conscious of an odd odour, at first the merest suggestion of odour, in the
room; and as it grew more decided he felt surprised that he was not
reminded of the chemist's shop or the surgery. Clarke found himself idly
endeavouring to analyse the sensation, and, half conscious, he began to
think of a day, fifteen years ago, that he had spent in roaming through the
woods and meadows near his old home. It was a burning day at the
beginning of August, the heat had dimmed the outlines of all things and all
distances with a faint mist, and people who observed the thermometer
spoke of an abnormal register, of a temperature that was almost tropical.
Strangely that wonderful hot day of the 'fifties rose up in Clarke's
imagination; the sense of dazzling all-pervading sunlight seemed to blot out
the shadows and the lights of the laboratory, and he felt again the heated air

beating in gusts about his face, saw the shimmer rising from the turf, and
heard the myriad murmur of the summer.
'I hope the smell doesn't annoy you, Clarke; there's nothing unwholesome
about it. It may make you a bit sleepy, that's all.'
Clarke heard the words quite distinctly, and knew that Raymond was
speaking to him, but for the life of him he could not rouse himself from his
lethargy. He could only think of the lonely walk he had taken fifteen years
ago; it was his last look at the fields and woods he had known since he was
a child, and now it all stood out in brilliant light, as a picture, before him.
Above all there came to his nostrils the scent of summer, the smell of
flowers mingled, and the odour of the woods, of cool shaded places, deep in
the green depths, drawn forth by the sun's heat; and the scent of the good
earth, lying as it were with arms stretched forth, and smiling lips,
overpowered all. His fancies made him wander, as he had wandered long
ago, from the fields into the wood, tracking a little path between the shining
undergrowth of beech-trees; and the trickle of water dropping from the
limestone rock sounded as a clear melody in the dream. Thoughts began to
go astray and to mingle with other recollections; the beech alley was
transformed to a path beneath ilex-trees, and here and there a vine climbed
from bough to bough, and sent up waving tendrils and drooped with purple
grapes, and the sparse grey-green leaves of a wild olive-tree stood out
against the dark shadows of the ilex. Clarke, in the deep folds of dream, was
conscious that the path from his father's house had led him into an
undiscovered country, and he was wondering at the strangeness of it all,
when suddenly, in place of the hum and murmur of the summer, an infinite
silence seemed to fall on all things, and the wood was hushed, and for a
moment of time he stood face to face there with a presence, that was neither
man nor beast, neither the living nor the dead, but all things mingled, the
form of all things but devoid of all form. And in that moment, the
sacrament of body and soul was dissolved, and a voice seemed to cry 'Let
us go hence,' and then the darkness of darkness beyond the stars, the
darkness of everlasting.
When Clarke woke up with a start he saw Raymond pouring a few drops
of some oily fluid into a green phial, which he stoppered tightly.

'You have been dozing,' he said; 'the journey must have tired you out. It is
done now. I am going to fetch Mary; I shall be back in ten minutes.'
Clarke lay back in his chair and wondered. It seemed as if he had but
passed from one dream into another. He half expected to see the walls of the
laboratory melt and disappear, and to awake in London, shuddering at his
own sleeping fancies. But at last the door opened, and the doctor returned,
and behind him came a girl of about seventeen, dressed all in white. She
was so beautiful that Clarke did not wonder at what the doctor had written
to him. She was blushing now over face and neck and arms, but Raymond
seemed unmoved.
'Mary,' he said, 'the time has come. You are quite free. Are you willing to
trust yourself to me entirely?'
'Yes, dear.'
'You hear that, Clarke? You are my witness. Here is the chair, Mary. It is
quite easy. Just sit in it and lean back. Are you ready?'
'Yes, dear, quite ready. Give me a kiss before you begin.'
The doctor stooped and kissed her mouth, kindly enough. 'Now shut your
eyes,' he said. The girl closed her eyelids, as if she were tired, and longed
for sleep, and Raymond held the green phial to her nostrils. Her face grew
white, whiter than her dress; she struggled faintly, and then with the feeling
of submission strong within her, crossed her arms upon her breast as a little
child about to say her prayers. The bright light of the lamp beat full upon
her, and Clarke watched changes fleeting over that face as the changes of
the hills when the summer clouds float across the sun. And then she lay all
white and still, and the doctor turned up one of her eyelids. She was quite
unconscious. Raymond pressed hard on one of the levers and the chair
instantly sank back. Clarke saw him cutting away a circle, like a tonsure,
from her hair, and the lamp was moved nearer. Raymond took a small
glittering instrument from a little case, and Clarke turned away shuddering.
When he looked again the doctor was binding up the wound he had made.
'She will awake in five minutes.' Raymond was still perfectly cool. 'There
is nothing more to be done; we can only wait.'

The minutes passed slowly; they could hear a slow, heavy ticking. There
was an old clock in the passage. Clarke felt sick and faint; his knees shook
beneath him, he could hardly stand.
Suddenly, as they watched, they heard a long-drawn sigh, and suddenly
did the colour that had vanished return to the girl's cheeks, and suddenly her
eyes opened. Clarke quailed before them. They shone with an awful light,
looking far away, and a great wonder fell upon her face, and her hands
stretched out as if to touch what was invisible; but in an instant the wonder
faded, and gave place to the most awful terror. The muscles of her face
were hideously convulsed, she shook from head to foot; the soul seemed
struggling and shuddering within the house of flesh. It was a horrible sight,
and Clarke rushed forward, as she fell shrieking to the floor.
Three days later Raymond took Clarke to Mary's bedside. She was lying
wide-awake, rolling her head from side to side, and grinning vacantly.
'Yes,' said the doctor, still quite cool, 'it is a great pity; she is a hopeless
idiot. However, it could not be helped; and, after all, she has seen the Great
God Pan.'

II
MR. CLARKE'S MEMOIRS
Mr. Clarke, the gentleman chosen by Dr. Raymond to witness the strange
experiment of the god Pan, was a person in whose character caution and
curiosity were oddly mingled; in his sober moments he thought of the
unusual and the eccentric with undisguised aversion, and yet, deep in his
heart, there was a wide-eyed inquisitiveness with respect to all the more
recondite and esoteric elements in the nature of men. The latter tendency
had prevailed when he accepted Raymond's invitation, for though his
considered judgment had always repudiated the doctor's theories as the
wildest nonsense, yet he secretly hugged a belief in fantasy, and would have
rejoiced to see that belief confirmed. The horrors that he witnessed in the

dreary laboratory were to a certain extent salutary; he was conscious of
being involved in an affair not altogether reputable, and for many years
afterwards he clung bravely to the commonplace, and rejected all occasions
of occult investigation. Indeed, on some homœopathic principle, he for
some time attended the seances of distinguished mediums, hoping that the
clumsy tricks of these gentlemen would make him altogether disgusted with
mysticism of every kind, but the remedy, though caustic, was not
efficacious. Clarke knew that he still pined for the unseen, and little by
little, the old passion began to reassert itself, as the face of Mary,
shuddering and convulsed with an unknowable terror, faded slowly from his
memory. Occupied all day in pursuits both serious and lucrative, the
temptation to relax in the evening was too great, especially in the winter
months, when the fire cast a warm glow over his snug bachelor apartment,
and a bottle of some choice claret stood ready by his elbow. His dinner
digested, he would make a brief pretence of reading the evening paper, but
the mere catalogue of news soon palled upon him, and Clarke would find
himself casting glances of warm desire in the direction of an old Japanese
bureau, which stood at a pleasant distance from the hearth. Like a boy
before a jam-closet, for a few minutes he would hover indecisive, but lust
always prevailed, and Clarke ended by drawing up his chair, lighting a
candle, and sitting down before the bureau. Its pigeonholes and drawers
teemed with documents on the most morbid subjects, and in the well
reposed a large manuscript volume, in which he had painfully entered the
gems of his collection. Clarke had a fine contempt for published literature;
the most ghostly story ceased to interest him if it happened to be printed;
his sole pleasure was in the reading, compiling, and rearranging what he
called his 'Memoirs to prove the Existence of the Devil,' and engaged in this
pursuit the evening seemed to fly and the night appeared too short.
On one particular evening, an ugly December night, black with fog, and
raw with frost, Clarke hurried over his dinner, and scarcely deigned to
observe his customary ritual of taking up the paper and laying it down
again. He paced two or three times up and down the room, and opened the
bureau, stood still a moment, and sat down. He leant back, absorbed in one
of those dreams to which he was subject, and at length drew out his book,
and opened it at the last entry. There were three or four pages densely

covered with Clarke's round, set penmanship, and at the beginning he had
written in a somewhat larger hand:
Singular Narrative told me by my Friend, Dr. Phillips. He
assures me that all the facts related therein are strictly and
wholly True, but refuses to give either the Surnames of the
Persons concerned, or the Place where these Extraordinary
Events occurred.
Mr. Clarke began to read over the account for the tenth time, glancing
now and then at the pencil notes he had made when it was told him by his
friend. It was one of his humours to pride himself on a certain literary
ability; he thought well of his style, and took pains in arranging the
circumstances in dramatic order. He read the following story:—
The persons concerned in this statement are Helen V., who, if she is still
alive, must now be a woman of twenty-three, Rachel M., since deceased,
who was a year younger than the above, and Trevor W., an imbecile, aged
eighteen. These persons were at the period of the story inhabitants of a
village on the borders of Wales, a place of some importance in the time of
the Roman occupation, but now a scattered hamlet, of not more than five
hundred souls. It is situated on rising ground, about six miles from the sea,
and is sheltered by a large and picturesque forest.
Some eleven years ago, Helen V. came to the village under rather
peculiar circumstances. It is understood that she, being an orphan, was
adopted in her infancy by a distant relative, who brought her up in his own
house till she was twelve years old. Thinking, however, that it would be
better for the child to have playmates of her own age, he advertised in
several local papers for a good home in a comfortable farmhouse for a girl
of twelve, and this advertisement was answered by Mr. R., a well-to-do
farmer in the above-mentioned village. His references proving satisfactory,
the gentleman sent his adopted daughter to Mr. R., with a letter, in which he
stipulated that the girl should have a room to herself, and stated that her
guardians need be at no trouble in the matter of education, as she was
already sufficiently educated for the position in life which she would
occupy. In fact, Mr. R. was given to understand that the girl was to be
allowed to find her own occupations, and to spend her time almost as she

liked. Mr. R. duly met her at the nearest station, a town some seven miles
away from his house, and seems to have remarked nothing extraordinary
about the child, except that she was reticent as to her former life and her
adopted father. She was, however, of a very different type from the
inhabitants of the village; her skin was a pale, clear olive, and her features
were strongly marked, and of a somewhat foreign character. She appears to
have settled down easily enough into farmhouse life, and became a
favourite with the children, who sometimes went with her on her rambles in
the forest, for this was her amusement. Mr. R. states that he has known her
go out by herself directly after their early breakfast, and not return till after
dusk, and that, feeling uneasy at a young girl being out alone for so many
hours, he communicated with her adopted father, who replied in a brief note
that Helen must do as she chose. In the winter, when the forest paths are
impassable, she spent most of her time in her bedroom, where she slept
alone, according to the instructions of her relative. It was on one of these
expeditions to the forest that the first of the singular incidents with which
this girl is connected occurred, the date being about a year after her arrival
at the village. The preceding winter had been remarkably severe, the snow
drifting to a great depth, and the frost continuing for an unexampled period,
and the summer following was as noteworthy for its extreme heat. On one
of the very hottest days in this summer, Helen V. left the farmhouse for one
of her long rambles in the forest, taking with her, as usual, some bread and
meat for lunch. She was seen by some men in the fields making for the old
Roman Road, a green causeway which traverses the highest part of the
wood, and they were astonished to observe that the girl had taken off her
hat, though the heat of the sun was already almost tropical. As it happened,
a labourer, Joseph W. by name, was working in the forest near the Roman
Road, and at twelve o'clock his little son, Trevor, brought the man his
dinner of bread and cheese. After the meal, the boy, who was about seven
years old at the time, left his father at work, and, as he said, went to look for
flowers in the wood, and the man, who could hear him shouting with
delight over his discoveries, felt no uneasiness. Suddenly, however, he was
horrified at hearing the most dreadful screams, evidently the result of great
terror, proceeding from the direction in which his son had gone, and he
hastily threw down his tools and ran to see what had happened. Tracing his
path by the sound, he met the little boy, who was running headlong, and
was evidently terribly frightened, and on questioning him the man at last

elicited that after picking a posy of flowers he felt tired, and lay down on
the grass and fell asleep. He was suddenly awakened, as he stated, by a
peculiar noise, a sort of singing he called it, and on peeping through the
branches he saw Helen V. playing on the grass with a 'strange naked man,'
whom he seemed unable to describe more fully. He said he felt dreadfully
frightened, and ran away crying for his father. Joseph W. proceeded in the
direction indicated by his son, and found Helen V. sitting on the grass in the
middle of a glade or open space left by charcoal burners. He angrily
charged her with frightening his little boy, but she entirely denied the
accusation and laughed at the child's story of a 'strange man,' to which he
himself did not attach much credence. Joseph W. came to the conclusion
that the boy had woke up with a sudden fright, as children sometimes do,
but Trevor persisted in his story, and continued in such evident distress that
at last his father took him home, hoping that his mother would be able to
soothe him. For many weeks, however, the boy gave his parents much
anxiety; he became nervous and strange in his manner, refusing to leave the
cottage by himself, and constantly alarming the household by waking in the
night with cries of 'The man in the wood! father! father!'
In course of time, however, the impression seemed to have worn off, and
about three months later he accompanied his father to the house of a
gentleman in the neighbourhood, for whom Joseph W. occasionally did
work. The man was shown into the study, and the little boy was left sitting
in the hall, and a few minutes later, while the gentleman was giving W. his
instructions, they were both horrified by a piercing shriek and the sound of
a fall, and rushing out they found the child lying senseless on the floor, his
face contorted with terror. The doctor was immediately summoned, and
after some examination he pronounced the child to be suffering from a kind
of fit, apparently produced by a sudden shock. The boy was taken to one of
the bedrooms, and after some time recovered consciousness, but only to
pass into a condition described by the medical man as one of violent
hysteria. The doctor exhibited a strong sedative, and in the course of two
hours pronounced him fit to walk home, but in passing through the hall the
paroxysms of fright returned and with additional violence. The father
perceived that the child was pointing at some object, and heard the old cry,
'The man in the wood,' and looking in the direction indicated saw a stone
head of grotesque appearance, which had been built into the wall above one

of the doors. It seems that the owner of the house had recently made
alterations in his premises, and on digging the foundation for some offices,
the men had found a curious head, evidently of the Roman period, which
had been placed in the hall in the manner described. The head is
pronounced by the most experienced archaeologists of the district to be that
of a faun or satyr.[1]

[1] Dr. Phillips tells me that he has seen the head in question, and assures me that
he has never received such a vivid presentment of intense evil.

From whatever cause arising, this second shock seemed too severe for
the boy Trevor, and at the present date he suffers from a weakness of
intellect, which gives but little promise of amending. The matter caused a
good deal of sensation at the time, and the girl Helen was closely
questioned by Mr. R., but to no purpose, she steadfastly denying that she
had frightened or in any way molested Trevor.
The second event with which this girl's name is connected took place
about six years ago, and is of a still more extraordinary character.
At the beginning of the summer of 1882 Helen contracted a friendship of
a peculiarly intimate character with Rachel M., the daughter of a prosperous
farmer in the neighbourhood. This girl, who was a year younger than Helen,
was considered by most people to be the prettier of the two, though Helen's
features had to a great extent softened as she became older. The two girls,
who were together on every available opportunity, presented a singular
contrast, the one with her clear, olive skin and almost Italian appearance,
and the other of the proverbial red and white of our rural districts. It must
be stated that the payments made to Mr. R. for the maintenance of Helen
were known in the village for their excessive liberality, and the impression
was general that she would one day inherit a large sum of money from her
relative. The parents of Rachel were therefore not averse from their
daughter's friendship with the girl, and even encouraged the intimacy,
though they now bitterly regret having done so. Helen still retained her
extraordinary fondness for the forest, and on several occasions Rachel
accompanied her, the two friends setting out early in the morning, and
remaining in the wood till dusk. Once or twice after these excursions Mrs.
M. thought her daughter's manner rather peculiar; she seemed languid and
dreamy, and as it has been expressed, 'different from herself,' but these
peculiarities seem to have been thought too trifling for remark. One
evening, however, after Rachel had come home, her mother heard a noise
which sounded like suppressed weeping in the girl's room, and on going in
found her lying, half undressed, upon the bed, evidently in the greatest
distress. As soon as she saw her mother, she exclaimed, 'Ah, mother,
mother, why did you let me go to the forest with Helen?' Mrs. M. was

astonished at so strange a question, and proceeded to make inquiries.
Rachel told her a wild story. She said—
Clarke closed the book with a snap, and turned his chair towards the fire.
When his friend sat one evening in that very chair, and told his story, Clarke
had interrupted him at a point a little subsequent to this, had cut short his
words in a paroxysm of horror. 'My God!' he had exclaimed, 'think, think
what you are saying. It is too incredible, too monstrous; such things can
never be in this quiet world, where men and women live and die, and
struggle, and conquer, or maybe fail, and fall down under sorrow, and
grieve and suffer strange fortunes for many a year; but not this, Phillips, not
such things as this. There must be some explanation, some way out of the
terror. Why, man, if such a case were possible, our earth would be a
nightmare.'
But Phillips had told his story to the end, concluding:
'Her flight remains a mystery to this day; she vanished in broad sunlight;
they saw her walking in a meadow, and a few moments later she was not
there.'
Clarke tried to conceive the thing again, as he sat by the fire, and again
his mind shuddered and shrank back, appalled before the sight of such
awful, unspeakable elements enthroned as it were, and triumphant in human
flesh. Before him stretched the long dim vista of the green causeway in the
forest, as his friend had described it; he saw the swaying leaves and the
quivering shadows on the grass, he saw the sunlight and the flowers, and far
away, far in the long distance, the two figures moved toward him. One was
Rachel, but the other?
Clarke had tried his best to disbelieve it all, but at the end of the account,
as he had written it in his book, he had placed the inscription:
ET DIABOLUS INCARNATUS EST. ET HOMO FACTUS
EST.

III
THE CITY OF RESURRECTIONS
'Herbert! Good God! Is it possible?'
'Yes, my name's Herbert. I think I know your face too, but I don't
remember your name. My memory is very queer.'
'Don't you recollect Villiers of Wadham?'
'So it is, so it is. I beg your pardon, Villiers, I didn't think I was begging
of an old college friend. Good-night.'
'My dear fellow, this haste is unnecessary. My rooms are close by, but we
won't go there just yet. Suppose we walk up Shaftesbury Avenue a little
way? But how in heaven's name have you come to this pass, Herbert?'
'It's a long story, Villiers, and a strange one too, but you can hear it if you
like.'
'Come on, then. Take my arm, you don't seem very strong.'
The ill-assorted pair moved slowly up Rupert Street; the one in dirty,
evil-looking rags, and the other attired in the regulation uniform of a man
about town, trim, glossy, and eminently well-to-do. Villiers had emerged
from his restaurant after an excellent dinner of many courses, assisted by an
ingratiating little flask of Chianti, and, in that frame of mind which was
with him almost chronic, had delayed a moment by the door, peering round
in the dimly-lighted street in search of those mysterious incidents and
persons with which the streets of London teem in every quarter and at every
hour. Villiers prided himself as a practised explorer of such obscure mazes
and byways of London life, and in this unprofitable pursuit he displayed an
assiduity which was worthy of more serious employment. Thus he stood
beside the lamp-post surveying the passers-by with undisguised curiosity,
and with that gravity only known to the systematic diner, had just
enunciated in his mind the formula: 'London has been called the city of
encounters; it is more than that, it is the city of Resurrections,' when these
reflections were suddenly interrupted by a piteous whine at his elbow, and a

deplorable appeal for alms. He looked around in some irritation, and with a
sudden shock found himself confronted with the embodied proof of his
somewhat stilted fancies. There, close beside him, his face altered and
disfigured by poverty and disgrace, his body barely covered by greasy illfitting rags, stood his old friend Charles Herbert, who had matriculated on
the same day as himself, with whom he had been merry and wise for twelve
revolving terms. Different occupations and varying interests had interrupted
the friendship, and it was six years since Villiers had seen Herbert; and now
he looked upon this wreck of a man with grief and dismay, mingled with a
certain inquisitiveness as to what dreary chain of circumstance had dragged
him down to such a doleful pass. Villiers felt together with compassion all
the relish of the amateur in mysteries, and congratulated himself on his
leisurely speculations outside the restaurant.
They walked on in silence for some time, and more than one passer-by
stared in astonishment at the unaccustomed spectacle of a well-dressed man
with an unmistakable beggar hanging on to his arm, and, observing this,
Villiers led the way to an obscure street in Soho. Here he repeated his
question.
'How on earth has it happened, Herbert? I always understood you would
succeed to an excellent position in Dorsetshire. Did your father disinherit
you? Surely not?'
'No, Villiers; I came into all the property at my poor father's death; he
died a year after I left Oxford. He was a very good father to me, and I
mourned his death sincerely enough. But you know what young men are; a
few months later I came up to town and went a good deal into society. Of
course I had excellent introductions, and I managed to enjoy myself very
much in a harmless sort of way. I played a little, certainly, but never for
heavy stakes, and the few bets I made on races brought me in money—only
a few pounds, you know, but enough to pay for cigars and such petty
pleasures. It was in my second season that the tide turned. Of course you
have heard of my marriage?'
'No, I never heard anything about it.'
'Yes, I married, Villiers. I met a girl, a girl of the most wonderful and
most strange beauty, at the house of some people whom I knew. I cannot tell

you her age; I never knew it, but, so far as I can guess, I should think she
must have been about nineteen when I made her acquaintance. My friends
had come to know her at Florence; she told them she was an orphan, the
child of an English father and an Italian mother, and she charmed them as
she charmed me. The first time I saw her was at an evening party. I was
standing by the door talking to a friend, when suddenly above the hum and
babble of conversation I heard a voice which seemed to thrill to my heart.
She was singing an Italian song. I was introduced to her that evening, and in
three months I married Helen. Villiers, that woman, if I can call her woman,
corrupted my soul. The night of the wedding I found myself sitting in her
bedroom in the hotel, listening to her talk. She was sitting up in bed, and I
listened to her as she spoke in her beautiful voice, spoke of things which
even now I would not dare whisper in blackest night, though I stood in the
midst of a wilderness. You, Villiers, you may think you know life, and
London, and what goes on day and night in this dreadful city; for all I can
say you may have heard the talk of the vilest, but I tell you you can have no
conception of what I know, not in your most fantastic, hideous dreams can
you have imaged forth the faintest shadow of what I have heard—and seen.
Yes, seen. I have seen the incredible, such horrors that even I myself
sometimes stop in the middle of the street, and ask whether it is possible for
a man to behold such things and live. In a year, Villiers, I was a ruined man,
in body and soul—in body and soul.'
'But your property, Herbert? You had land in Dorset.'
'I sold it all; the fields and woods, the dear old house—everything.'
'And the money?'
'She took it all from me.'
'And then left you?'
'Yes; she disappeared one night. I don't know where she went, but I am
sure if I saw her again it would kill me. The rest of my story is of no
interest; sordid misery, that is all. You may think, Villiers, that I have
exaggerated and talked for effect; but I have not told you half. I could tell
you certain things which would convince you, but you would never know a

happy day again. You would pass the rest of your life, as I pass mine, a
haunted man, a man who has seen hell.'
Villiers took the unfortunate man to his rooms, and gave him a meal.
Herbert could eat little, and scarcely touched the glass of wine set before
him. He sat moody and silent by the fire, and seemed relieved when Villiers
sent him away with a small present of money.
'By the way, Herbert,' said Villiers, as they parted at the door, 'what was
your wife's name? You said Helen, I think? Helen what?'
'The name she passed under when I met her was Helen Vaughan, but
what her real name was I can't say. I don't think she had a name. No, no, not
in that sense. Only human beings have names, Villiers; I can't say any more.
Good-bye; yes, I will not fail to call if I see any way in which you can help
me. Good-night.'
The man went out into the bitter night, and Villiers returned to his
fireside. There was something about Herbert which shocked him
inexpressibly; not his poor rags nor the marks which poverty had set upon
his face, but rather an indefinite terror which hung about him like a mist. He
had acknowledged that he himself was not devoid of blame; the woman, he
had avowed, had corrupted him body and soul, and Villiers felt that this
man, once his friend, had been an actor in scenes evil beyond the power of
words. His story needed no confirmation: he himself was the embodied
proof of it. Villiers mused curiously over the story he had heard, and
wondered whether he had heard both the first and the last of it. 'No,' he
thought, 'certainly not the last, probably only the beginning. A case like this
is like a nest of Chinese boxes; you open one after another and find a
quainter workmanship in every box. Most likely poor Herbert is merely one
of the outside boxes; there are stranger ones to follow.'
Villiers could not take his mind away from Herbert and his story, which
seemed to grow wilder as the night wore on. The fire began to burn low,
and the chilly air of the morning crept into the room; Villiers got up with a
glance over his shoulder, and shivering slightly, went to bed.
A few days later he saw at his club a gentleman of his acquaintance,
named Austin, who was famous for his intimate knowledge of London life,

both in its tenebrous and luminous phases. Villiers, still full of his encounter
in Soho and its consequences, thought Austin might possibly be able to
shed some light on Herbert's history, and so after some casual talk he
suddenly put the question:
'Do you happen to know anything of a man named Herbert—Charles
Herbert?'
Austin turned round sharply and stared at Villiers with some
astonishment.
'Charles Herbert? Weren't you in town three years ago? No; then you
have not heard of the Paul Street case? It caused a good deal of sensation at
the time.'
'What was the case?'
'Well, a gentleman, a man of very good position, was found dead, stark
dead, in the area of a certain house in Paul Street, off Tottenham Court
Road. Of course the police did not make the discovery; if you happen to be
sitting up all night and have a light in your window, the constable will ring
the bell, but if you happen to be lying dead in somebody's area, you will be
left alone. In this instance as in many others the alarm was raised by some
kind of vagabond; I don't mean a common tramp, or a public-house loafer,
but a gentleman, whose business or pleasure, or both, made him a spectator
of the London streets at five o'clock in the morning. This individual was, as
he said, "going home," it did not appear whence or whither, and had
occasion to pass through Paul Street between four and five a. m. Something
or other caught his eye at Number 20; he said, absurdly enough, that the
house had the most unpleasant physiognomy he had ever observed, but, at
any rate, he glanced down the area, and was a good deal astonished to see a
man lying on the stones, his limbs all huddled together, and his face turned
up. Our gentleman thought his face looked peculiarly ghastly, and so set off
at a run in search of the nearest policeman. The constable was at first
inclined to treat the matter lightly, suspecting common drunkenness;
however, he came, and after looking at the man's face, changed his tone,
quickly enough. The early bird, who had picked up this fine worm, was sent
off for a doctor, and the policeman rang and knocked at the door till a
slatternly servant girl came down looking more than half asleep. The

constable pointed out the contents of the area to the maid, who screamed
loudly enough to wake up the street, but she knew nothing of the man; had
never seen him at the house, and so forth. Meanwhile the original
discoverer had come back with a medical man, and the next thing was to get
into the area. The gate was open, so the whole quartet stumped down the
steps. The doctor hardly needed a moment's examination; he said the poor
fellow had been dead for several hours, and it was then the case began to
get interesting. The dead man had not been robbed, and in one of his
pockets were papers identifying him as—well, as a man of good family and
means, a favourite in society, and nobody's enemy, so far as could be
known. I don't give his name, Villiers, because it has nothing to do with the
story, and because it's no good raking up these affairs about the dead when
there are no relations living. The next curious point was that the medical
men couldn't agree as to how he met his death. There were some slight
bruises on his shoulders, but they were so slight that it looked as if he had
been pushed roughly out of the kitchen door, and not thrown over the
railings from the street or even dragged down the steps. But there were
positively no other marks of violence about him, certainly none that would
account for his death; and when they came to the autopsy there wasn't a
trace of poison of any kind. Of course the police wanted to know all about
the people at Number 20, and here again, so I have heard from private
sources, one or two other very curious points came out. It appears that the
occupants of the house were a Mr. and Mrs. Charles Herbert; he was said to
be a landed proprietor, though it struck most people that Paul Street was not
exactly the place to look for county gentry. As for Mrs. Herbert, nobody
seemed to know who or what she was, and, between ourselves, I fancy the
divers after her history found themselves in rather strange waters. Of course
they both denied knowing anything about the deceased, and in default of
any evidence against them they were discharged. But some very odd things
came out about them. Though it was between five and six in the morning
when the dead man was removed, a large crowd had collected, and several
of the neighbours ran to see what was going on. They were pretty free with
their comments, by all accounts, and from these it appeared that Number 20
was in very bad odour in Paul Street. The detectives tried to trace down
these rumours to some solid foundation of fact, but could not get hold of
anything. People shook their heads and raised their eyebrows and thought
the Herberts rather "queer," "would rather not be seen going into their

house," and so on, but there was nothing tangible. The authorities were
morally certain that the man met his death in some way or another in the
house and was thrown out by the kitchen door, but they couldn't prove it,
and the absence of any indications of violence or poisoning left them
helpless. An odd case, wasn't it? But curiously enough, there's something
more that I haven't told you. I happened to know one of the doctors who
was consulted as to the cause of death, and some time after the inquest I
met him, and asked him about it. "Do you really mean to tell me," I said,
"that you were baffled by the case, that you actually don't know what the
man died of?" "Pardon me," he replied, "I know perfectly well what caused
death. Blank died of fright, of sheer, awful terror; I never saw features so
hideously contorted in the entire course of my practice, and I have seen the
faces of a whole host of dead." The doctor was usually a cool customer
enough, and a certain vehemence in his manner struck me, but I couldn't get
anything more out of him. I suppose the Treasury didn't see their way to
prosecuting the Herberts for frightening a man to death; at any rate, nothing
was done, and the case dropped out of men's minds. Do you happen to
know anything of Herbert?'
'Well,' replied Villiers, 'he was an old college friend of mine.'
'You don't say so? Have you ever seen his wife?'
'No, I haven't. I have lost sight of Herbert for many years.'
'It's queer, isn't it, parting with a man at the college gate or at Paddington,
seeing nothing of him for years, and then finding him pop up his head in
such an odd place. But I should like to have seen Mrs. Herbert; people said
extraordinary things about her.'
'What sort of things?'
'Well, I hardly know how to tell you. Every one who saw her at the police
court said she was at once the most beautiful woman and the most repulsive
they had ever set eyes on. I have spoken to a man who saw her, and I assure
you he positively shuddered as he tried to describe the woman, but he
couldn't tell why. She seems to have been a sort of enigma; and I expect if
that one dead man could have told tales, he would have told some
uncommonly queer ones. And there you are again in another puzzle; what

could a respectable country gentleman like Mr. Blank (we'll call him that if
you don't mind) want in such a very queer house as Number 20? It's
altogether a very odd case, isn't it?'
'It is indeed, Austin; an extraordinary case. I didn't think, when I asked
you about my old friend, I should strike on such strange metal. Well, I must
be off; good-day.'
Villiers went away, thinking of his own conceit of the Chinese boxes;
here was quaint workmanship indeed.

IV
THE DISCOVERY IN PAUL STREET
A few months after Villiers's meeting with Herbert, Mr. Clarke was
sitting, as usual, by his after-dinner hearth, resolutely guarding his fancies
from wandering in the direction of the bureau. For more than a week he had
succeeded in keeping away from the 'Memoirs,' and he cherished hopes of a
complete self-reformation; but, in spite of his endeavours, he could not hush
the wonder and the strange curiosity that that last case he had written down
had excited within him. He had put the case, or rather the outline of it,
conjecturally to a scientific friend, who shook his head, and thought Clarke
getting queer, and on this particular evening Clarke was making an effort to
rationalize the story, when a sudden knock at his door roused him from his
meditations.
'Mr. Villiers to see you, sir.'
'Dear me, Villiers, it is very kind of you to look me up; I have not seen
you for many months; I should think nearly a year. Come in, come in. And
how are you, Villiers? Want any advice about investments?'
'No, thanks, I fancy everything I have in that way is pretty safe. No,
Clarke, I have really come to consult you about a rather curious matter that
has been brought under my notice of late. I am afraid you will think it all

rather absurd when I tell my tale. I sometimes think so myself, and that's
just why I made up my mind to come to you, as I know you're a practical
man.'
Mr. Villiers was ignorant of the 'Memoirs to prove the Existence of the
Devil.'
'Well, Villiers, I shall be happy to give you my advice, to the best of my
ability. What is the nature of the case?'
'It's an extraordinary thing altogether. You know my ways; I always keep
my eyes open in the streets, and in my time I have chanced upon some
queer customers, and queer cases too, but this, I think, beats all. I was
coming out of a restaurant one nasty winter night about three months ago; I
had had a capital dinner and a good bottle of Chianti, and I stood for a
moment on the pavement, thinking what a mystery there is about London
streets and the companies that pass along them. A bottle of red wine
encourages these fancies, Clarke, and I dare say I should have thought a
page of small type, but I was cut short by a beggar who had come behind
me, and was making the usual appeals. Of course I looked round, and this
beggar turned out to be what was left of an old friend of mine, a man named
Herbert. I asked him how he had come to such a wretched pass, and he told
me. We walked up and down one of those long dark Soho streets, and there
I listened to his story. He said he had married a beautiful girl, some years
younger than himself, and, as he put it, she had corrupted him body and
soul. He wouldn't go into details; he said he dare not, that what he had seen
and heard haunted him by night and day, and when I looked in his face I
knew he was speaking the truth. There was something about the man that
made me shiver. I don't know why, but it was there. I gave him a little
money and sent him away, and I assure you that when he was gone I gasped
for breath. His presence seemed to chill one's blood.'
'Isn't all this just a little fanciful, Villiers? I suppose the poor fellow had
made an imprudent marriage, and, in plain English, gone to the bad.'
'Well, listen to this.' Villiers told Clarke the story he had heard from
Austin.

'You see,' he concluded, 'there can be but little doubt that this Mr. Blank,
whoever he was, died of sheer terror; he saw something so awful, so
terrible, that it cut short his life. And what he saw, he most certainly saw in
that house, which, somehow or other, had got a bad name in the
neighbourhood. I had the curiosity to go and look at the place for myself.
It's a saddening kind of street; the houses are old enough to be mean and
dreary, but not old enough to be quaint. As far as I could see most of them
are let in lodgings, furnished and unfurnished, and almost every door has
three bells to it. Here and there the ground floors have been made into shops
of the commonest kind; it's a dismal street in every way. I found Number 20
was to let, and I went to the agent's and got the key. Of course I should have
heard nothing of the Herberts in that quarter, but I asked the man, fair and
square, how long they had left the house, and whether there had been other
tenants in the meanwhile. He looked at me queerly for a minute, and told
me the Herberts had left immediately after the unpleasantness, as he called
it, and since then the house had been empty.'
Mr. Villiers paused for a moment.
'I have always been rather fond of going over empty houses; there's a sort
of fascination about the desolate empty rooms, with the nails sticking in the
walls, and the dust thick upon the window-sills. But I didn't enjoy going
over Number 20, Paul Street. I had hardly put my foot inside the passage
before I noticed a queer, heavy feeling about the air of the house. Of course
all empty houses are stuffy, and so forth, but this was something quite
different; I can't describe it to you, but it seemed to stop the breath. I went
into the front room and the back room, and the kitchens downstairs; they
were all dirty and dusty enough, as you would expect, but there was
something strange about them all. I couldn't define it to you, I only know I
felt queer. It was one of the rooms on the first floor, though, that was the
worst. It was a largish room, and once on a time the paper must have been
cheerful enough, but when I saw it, paint, paper, and everything were most
doleful. But the room was full of horror; I felt my teeth grinding as I put my
hand on the door, and when I went in, I thought I should have fallen
fainting to the floor. However, I pulled myself together, and stood against
the end wall, wondering what on earth there could be about the room to
make my limbs tremble, and my heart beat as if I were at the hour of death.
In one corner there was a pile of newspapers littered about on the floor, and

I began looking at them; they were papers of three or four years ago, some
of them half torn, and some crumpled as if they had been used for packing.
I turned the whole pile over, and amongst them I found a curious drawing; I
will show it you presently. But I couldn't stay in the room; I felt it was
overpowering me. I was thankful to come out, safe and sound, into the open
air. People stared at me as I walked along the street, and one man said I was
drunk. I was staggering about from one side of the pavement to the other,
and it was as much as I could do to take the key back to the agent and get
home. I was in bed for a week, suffering from what my doctor called
nervous shock and exhaustion. One of those days I was reading the evening
paper, and happened to notice a paragraph headed: "Starved to Death." It
was the usual style of thing; a model lodging-house in Marylebone, a door
locked for several days, and a dead man in his chair when they broke in.
"The deceased," said the paragraph, "was known as Charles Herbert, and is
believed to have been once a prosperous country gentleman. His name was
familiar to the public three years ago in connection with the mysterious
death in Paul Street, Tottenham Court Road, the deceased being the tenant
of the house Number 20, in the area of which a gentleman of good position
was found dead under circumstances not devoid of suspicion." A tragic
ending, wasn't it? But after all, if what he told me were true, which I am
sure it was, the man's life was all a tragedy, and a tragedy of a stranger sort
than they put on the boards.'
'And that is the story, is it?' said Clarke musingly.
'Yes, that is the story.'
'Well, really, Villiers, I scarcely know what to say about it. There are, no
doubt, circumstances in the case which seem peculiar, the finding of the
dead man in the area of Herbert's house, for instance, and the extraordinary
opinion of the physician as to the cause of death; but, after all, it is
conceivable that the facts may be explained in a straightforward manner. As
to your own sensations, when you went to see the house, I would suggest
that they were due to a vivid imagination; you must have been brooding, in
a semiconscious way, over what you had heard. I don't exactly see what
more can be said or done in the matter; you evidently think there is a
mystery of some kind, but Herbert is dead; where then do you propose to
look?'

'I propose to look for the woman; the woman whom he married. She is
the mystery.'
The two men sat silent by the fireside; Clarke secretly congratulating
himself on having successfully kept up the character of advocate of the
commonplace, and Villiers wrapt in his gloomy fancies.
'I think I will have a cigarette,' he said at last, and put his hand in his
pocket to feel for the cigarette-case.
'Ah!' he said, starting slightly, 'I forgot I had something to show you. You
remember my saying that I had found a rather curious sketch amongst the
pile of old newspapers at the house in Paul Street? Here it is.'
Villiers drew out a small thin parcel from his pocket. It was covered with
brown paper, and secured with string, and the knots were troublesome. In
spite of himself Clarke felt inquisitive; he bent forward on his chair as
Villiers painfully undid the string, and unfolded the outer covering. Inside
was a second wrapping of tissue, and Villiers took it off and handed the
small piece of paper to Clarke without a word.
There was dead silence in the room for five minutes or more; the two
men sat so still that they could hear the ticking of the tall old-fashioned
clock that stood outside in the hall, and in the mind of one of them the slow
monotony of sound woke up a far, far memory. He was looking intently at
the small pen-and-ink sketch of the woman's head; it had evidently been
drawn with great care, and by a true artist, for the woman's soul looked out
of the eyes, and the lips were parted with a strange smile. Clarke gazed still
at the face; it brought to his memory one summer evening long ago; he saw
again the long lovely valley, the river winding between the hills, the
meadows and the cornfields, the dull red sun, and the cold white mist rising
from the water. He heard a voice speaking to him across the waves of many
years, and saying, 'Clarke, Mary will see the God Pan!' and then he was
standing in the grim room beside the doctor, listening to the heavy ticking
of the clock, waiting and watching, watching the figure lying on the green
chair beneath the lamplight. Mary rose up, and he looked into her eyes, and
his heart grew cold within him.
'Who is this woman?' he said at last. His voice was dry and hoarse.

'That is the woman whom Herbert married.'
Clarke looked again at the sketch; it was not Mary after all. There
certainly was Mary's face, but there was something else, something he had
not seen on Mary's features when the white-clad girl entered the laboratory
with the doctor, nor at her terrible awakening, nor when she lay grinning on
the bed. Whatever it was, the glance that came from those eyes, the smile
on the full lips, or the expression of the whole face, Clarke shuddered
before it in his inmost soul, and thought, unconsciously, of Dr. Phillips's
words, 'the most vivid presentment of evil I have ever seen.' He turned the
paper over mechanically in his hand and glanced at the back.
'Good God! Clarke, what is the matter? You are as white as death.'
Villiers had started wildly from his chair, as Clarke fell back with a
groan, and let the paper drop from his hands.
'I don't feel very well, Villiers, I am subject to these attacks. Pour me out
a little wine; thanks, that will do. I shall feel better in a few minutes.'
Villiers picked up the fallen sketch and turned it over as Clarke had done.
'You saw that?' he said. 'That's how I identified it as being a portrait of
Herbert's wife, or I should say his widow. How do you feel now?'
'Better, thanks, it was only a passing faintness. I don't think I quite catch
your meaning. What did you say enabled you to identify the picture?'
'This word—"Helen"—written on the back. Didn't I tell you her name
was Helen? Yes; Helen Vaughan.'
Clarke groaned; there could be no shadow of doubt.
'Now, don't you agree with me,' said Villiers, 'that in the story I have told
you to-night, and in the part this woman plays in it, there are some very
strange points?'
'Yes, Villiers,' Clarke muttered, 'it is a strange story indeed; a strange
story indeed. You must give me time to think it over; I may be able to help
you or I may not. Must you be going now? Well, good-night, Villiers, goodnight. Come and see me in the course of a week.'

V
THE LETTER OF ADVICE
'Do you know, Austin,' said Villiers, as the two friends were pacing
sedately along Piccadilly one pleasant morning in May, 'do you know I am
convinced that what you told me about Paul Street and the Herberts is a
mere episode in an extraordinary history? I may as well confess to you that
when I asked you about Herbert a few months ago I had just seen him.'
'You had seen him? Where?'
'He begged of me in the street one night. He was in the most pitiable
plight, but I recognized the man, and I got him to tell me his history, or at
least the outline of it. In brief, it amounted to this—he had been ruined by
his wife.'
'In what manner?'
'He would not tell me; he would only say that she had destroyed him,
body and soul. The man is dead now.'
'And what has become of his wife?'
'Ah, that's what I should like to know, and I mean to find her sooner or
later. I know a man named Clarke, a dry fellow, in fact a man of business,
but shrewd enough. You understand my meaning; not shrewd in the mere
business sense of the word, but a man who really knows something about
men and life. Well, I laid the case before him, and he was evidently
impressed. He said it needed consideration, and asked me to come again in
the course of a week. A few days later I received this extraordinary letter.'
Austin took the envelope, drew out the letter, and read it curiously. It ran
as follows:—
'M
V
,—I have thought over the matter on
which you consulted me the other night, and my advice to
you is this. Throw the portrait into the fire, blot out the story
from your mind. Never give it another thought, Villiers, or

you will be sorry. You will think, no doubt, that I am in
possession of some secret information, and to a certain
extent that is the case. But I only know a little; I am like a
traveller who has peered over an abyss, and has drawn back
in terror. What I know is strange enough and horrible
enough, but beyond my knowledge there are depths and
horrors more frightful still, more incredible than any tale
told of winter nights about the fire. I have resolved, and
nothing shall shake that resolve, to explore no whit farther,
and if you value your happiness you will make the same
determination.
'Come and see me by all means; but we will talk on more
cheerful topics than this.'
Austin folded the letter methodically, and returned it to Villiers.
'It is certainly an extraordinary letter,' he said; 'what does he mean by the
portrait?'
'Ah! I forgot to tell you I have been to Paul Street and have made a
discovery.'
Villiers told his story as he had told it to Clarke, and Austin listened in
silence. He seemed puzzled.
'How very curious that you should experience such an unpleasant
sensation in that room!' he said at length. 'I hardly gather that it was a mere
matter of the imagination; a feeling of repulsion, in short.'
'No, it was more physical than mental. It was as if I were inhaling at
every breath some deadly fume, which seemed to penetrate to every nerve
and bone and sinew of my body. I felt racked from head to foot, my eyes
began to grow dim; it was like the entrance of death.'
'Yes, yes, very strange, certainly. You see, your friend confesses that there
is some very black story connected with this woman. Did you notice any
particular emotion in him when you were telling your tale?'

'Yes, I did. He became very faint, but he assured me that it was a mere
passing attack to which he was subject.'
'Did you believe him?'
'I did at the time, but I don't now. He heard what I had to say with a good
deal of indifference, till I showed him the portrait. It was then he was seized
with the attack of which I spoke. He looked ghastly, I assure you.'
'Then he must have seen the woman before. But there might be another
explanation; it might have been the name, and not the face, which was
familiar to him. What do you think?'
'I couldn't say. To the best of my belief it was after turning the portrait in
his hands that he nearly dropped from his chair. The name, you know, was
written on the back.'
'Quite so. After all, it is impossible to come to any resolution in a case
like this. I hate melodrama, and nothing strikes me as more commonplace
and tedious than the ordinary ghost story of commerce; but really, Villiers,
it looks as if there were something very queer at the bottom of all this.'
The two men had, without noticing it, turned up Ashley Street, leading
northward from Piccadilly. It was a long street, and rather a gloomy one,
but here and there a brighter taste had illuminated the dark houses with
flowers, and gay curtains, and a cheerful paint on the doors. Villiers glanced
up as Austin stopped speaking, and looked at one of these houses;
geraniums, red and white, drooped from every sill, and daffodil-coloured
curtains were draped back from each window.
'It looks cheerful, doesn't it?' he said.
'Yes, and the inside is still more cheery. One of the pleasantest houses of
the season, so I have heard. I haven't been there myself, but I've met several
men who have, and they tell me it's uncommonly jovial.'
'Whose house is it?'
'A Mrs. Beaumont's.'
'And who is she?'

'I couldn't tell you. I have heard she comes from South America, but,
after all, who she is is of little consequence. She is a very wealthy woman,
there's no doubt of that, and some of the best people have taken her up. I
hear she has some wonderful claret, really marvellous wine, which must
have cost a fabulous sum. Lord Argentine was telling me about it; he was
there last Sunday evening. He assures me he has never tasted such a wine,
and Argentine, as you know, is an expert. By the way, that reminds me, she
must be an oddish sort of woman, this Mrs. Beaumont. Argentine asked her
how old the wine was, and what do you think she said? "About a thousand
years, I believe." Lord Argentine thought she was chaffing him, you know,
but when he laughed she said she was speaking quite seriously, and offered
to show him the jar. Of course, he couldn't say anything more after that; but
it seems rather antiquated for a beverage, doesn't it? Why, here we are at my
rooms. Come in, won't you?'
'Thanks, I think I will. I haven't seen the curiosity-shop for some time.'
It was a room furnished richly, yet oddly, where every chair and bookcase
and table, and every rug and jar and ornament seemed to be a thing apart,
preserving each its own individuality.
'Anything fresh lately?' said Villiers after a while.
'No; I think not; you saw those queer jugs, didn't you? I thought so. I
don't think I have come across anything for the last few weeks.'
Austin glanced round the room from cupboard to cupboard, from shelf to
shelf, in search of some new oddity. His eyes fell at last on an old chest,
pleasantly and quaintly carved, which stood in a dark corner of the room.
'Ah,' he said, 'I was forgetting, I have got something to show you.' Austin
unlocked the chest, drew out a thick quarto volume, laid it on the table, and
resumed the cigar he had put down.
'Did you know Arthur Meyrick the painter, Villiers?'
'A little; I met him two or three times at the house of a friend of mine.
What has become of him? I haven't heard his name mentioned for some
time.'

'He's dead.'
'You don't say so! Quite young, wasn't he?'
'Yes; only thirty when he died.'
'What did he die of?'
'I don't know. He was an intimate friend of mine, and a thoroughly good
fellow. He used to come here and talk to me for hours, and he was one of
the best talkers I have met. He could even talk about painting, and that's
more than can be said of most painters. About eighteen months ago he was
feeling rather overworked, and partly at my suggestion he went off on a sort
of roving expedition, with no very definite end or aim about it. I believe
New York was to be his first port, but I never heard from him. Three
months ago I got this book, with a very civil letter from an English doctor
practising at Buenos Ayres, stating that he had attended the late Mr.
Meyrick during his illness, and that the deceased had expressed an earnest
wish that the enclosed packet should be sent to me after his death. That was
all.'
'And haven't you written for further particulars?'
'I have been thinking of doing so. You would advise me to write to the
doctor?'
'Certainly. And what about the book?'
'It was sealed up when I got it. I don't think the doctor had seen it.'
'It is something very rare? Meyrick was a collector, perhaps?'
'No, I think not, hardly a collector. Now, what do you think of those Ainu
jugs?'
'They are peculiar, but I like them. But aren't you going to show me poor
Meyrick's legacy?'
'Yes, yes, to be sure. The fact is, it's rather a peculiar sort of thing, and I
haven't shown it to any one. I wouldn't say anything about it if I were you.
There it is.'

Villiers took the book, and opened it at haphazard.
'It isn't a printed volume then?' he said.
'No. It is a collection of drawings in black and white by my poor friend
Meyrick.'
Villiers turned to the first page, it was blank; the second bore a brief
inscription, which he read:
Silet per diem universus, nec sine horrore secretus est; lucet
nocturnis ignibus, chorus Ægipanum undique personatur:
audiuntur et cantus tibiarum, et tinnitus cymbalorum per
oram maritimam.
On the third page was a design which made Villiers start and look up at
Austin; he was gazing abstractedly out of the window. Villiers turned page
after page, absorbed, in spite of himself, in the frightful Walpurgis Night of
evil, strange monstrous evil, that the dead artist had set forth in hard black
and white. The figures of Fauns and Satyrs and Ægipans danced before his
eyes, the darkness of the thicket, the dance on the mountain-top, the scenes
by lonely shores, in green vineyards, by rocks and desert places, passed
before him: a world before which the human soul seemed to shrink back
and shudder. Villiers whirled over the remaining pages; he had seen enough,
but the picture on the last leaf caught his eye, as he almost closed the book.
'Austin!'
'Well, what is it?'
'Do you know who that is?'
It was a woman's face, alone on the white page.
'Know who it is? No, of course not.'
'I do.'
'Who is it?'
'It is Mrs. Herbert.'

'Are you sure?'
'I am perfectly certain of it. Poor Meyrick! He is one more chapter in her
history.'
'But what do you think of the designs?'
'They are frightful. Lock the book up again, Austin. If I were you I would
burn it; it must be a terrible companion even though it be in a chest.'
'Yes, they are singular drawings. But I wonder what connection there
could be between Meyrick and Mrs. Herbert, or what link between her and
these designs?'
'Ah, who can say? It is possible that the matter may end here, and we
shall never know, but in my own opinion this Helen Vaughan, or Mrs.
Herbert, is only the beginning. She will come back to London, Austin;
depend upon it, she will come back, and we shall hear more about her then.
I don't think it will be very pleasant news.'

VI
THE SUICIDES
Lord Argentine was a great favourite in London Society. At twenty he
had been a poor man, decked with the surname of an illustrious family, but
forced to earn a livelihood as best he could, and the most speculative of
money-lenders would not have entrusted him with fifty pounds on the
chance of his ever changing his name for a title, and his poverty for a great
fortune. His father had been near enough to the fountain of good things to
secure one of the family livings, but the son, even if he had taken orders,
would scarcely have obtained so much as this, and moreover felt no
vocation for the ecclesiastical estate. Thus he fronted the world with no
better armour than the bachelor's gown and the wits of a younger son's
grandson, with which equipment he contrived in some way to make a very
tolerable fight of it. At twenty-five Mr. Charles Aubernoun saw himself still

a man of struggles and of warfare with the world, but out of the seven who
stood between him and the high places of his family three only remained.
These three, however, were 'good lives,' but yet not proof against the Zulu
assegais and typhoid fever, and so one morning Aubernoun woke up and
found himself Lord Argentine, a man of thirty who had faced the
difficulties of existence, and had conquered. The situation amused him
immensely, and he resolved that riches should be as pleasant to him as
poverty had always been. Argentine, after some little consideration, came to
the conclusion that dining, regarded as a fine art, was perhaps the most
amusing pursuit open to fallen humanity, and thus his dinners became
famous in London, and an invitation to his table a thing covetously desired.
After ten years of lordship and dinners Argentine still declined to be jaded,
still persisted in enjoying life, and by a kind of infection had become
recognized as the cause of joy in others, in short, as the best of company.
His sudden and tragical death therefore caused a wide and deep sensation.
People could scarce believe it, even though the newspaper was before their
eyes, and the cry of 'Mysterious Death of a Nobleman' came ringing up
from the street. But there stood the brief paragraph: 'Lord Argentine was
found dead this morning by his valet under distressing circumstances. It is
stated that there can be no doubt that his lordship committed suicide, though
no motive can be assigned for the act. The deceased nobleman was widely
known in society, and much liked for his genial manner and sumptuous
hospitality. He is succeeded by,' etc., etc.
By slow degrees the details came to light, but the case still remained a
mystery. The chief witness at the inquest was the dead nobleman's valet,
who said that the night before his death Lord Argentine had dined with a
lady of good position, whose name was suppressed in the newspaper
reports. At about eleven o'clock Lord Argentine had returned, and informed
his man that he should not require his services till the next morning. A little
later the valet had occasion to cross the hall and was somewhat astonished
to see his master quietly letting himself out at the front door. He had taken
off his evening clothes, and was dressed in a Norfolk coat and
knickerbockers, and wore a low brown hat. The valet had no reason to
suppose that Lord Argentine had seen him, and though his master rarely
kept late hours, thought little of the occurrence till the next morning, when
he knocked at the bedroom door at a quarter to nine as usual. He received

no answer, and, after knocking two or three times, entered the room, and
saw Lord Argentine's body leaning forward at an angle from the bottom of
the bed. He found that his master had tied a cord securely to one of the short
bed-posts, and, after making a running noose and slipping it round his neck,
the unfortunate man must have resolutely fallen forward, to die by slow
strangulation. He was dressed in the light suit in which the valet had seen
him go out, and the doctor who was summoned pronounced that life had
been extinct for more than four hours. All papers, letters, and so forth
seemed in perfect order, and nothing was discovered which pointed in the
most remote way to any scandal either great or small. Here the evidence
ended; nothing more could be discovered. Several persons had been present
at the dinner-party at which Lord Argentine had assisted, and to all these he
seemed in his usual genial spirits. The valet, indeed, said he thought his
master appeared a little excited when he came home, but he confessed that
the alteration in his manner was very slight, hardly noticeable, indeed. It
seemed hopeless to seek for any clue, and the suggestion that Lord
Argentine had been suddenly attacked by acute suicidal mania was
generally accepted.
It was otherwise, however, when within three weeks, three more
gentlemen, one of them a nobleman, and the two others men of good
position and ample means, perished miserably in almost precisely the same
manner. Lord Swanleigh was found one morning in his dressing-room,
hanging from a peg affixed to the wall, and Mr. Collier-Stuart and Mr.
Herries had chosen to die as Lord Argentine. There was no explanation in
either case; a few bald facts; a living man in the evening, and a dead body
with a black swollen face in the morning. The police had been forced to
confess themselves powerless to arrest or to explain the sordid murders of
Whitechapel; but before the horrible suicides of Piccadilly and Mayfair they
were dumb-foundered, for not even the mere ferocity which did duty as an
explanation of the crimes of the East End, could be of service in the West.
Each of these men who had resolved to die a tortured shameful death was
rich, prosperous, and to all appearances in love with the world, and not the
acutest research could ferret out any shadow of a lurking motive in either
case. There was a horror in the air, and men looked at one another's faces
when they met, each wondering whether the other was to be the victim of
the fifth nameless tragedy. Journalists sought in vain in their scrap-books

for materials whereof to concoct reminiscent articles; and the morning
paper was unfolded in many a house with a feeling of awe; no man knew
when or where the blow would next light.
A short while after the last of these terrible events, Austin came to see
Mr. Villiers. He was curious to know whether Villiers had succeeded in
discovering any fresh traces of Mrs. Herbert, either through Clarke or by
other sources, and he asked the question soon after he had sat down.
'No,' said Villiers, 'I wrote to Clarke, but he remains obdurate, and I have
tried other channels, but without any result. I can't find out what became of
Helen Vaughan after she left Paul Street, but I think she must have gone
abroad. But to tell the truth, Austin, I haven't paid very much attention to
the matter for the last few weeks; I knew poor Herries intimately, and his
terrible death has been a great shock to me, a great shock.'
'I can well believe it,' answered Austin gravely; 'you know Argentine was
a friend of mine. If I remember rightly, we were speaking of him that day
you came to my rooms.'
'Yes; it was in connection with that house in Ashley Street, Mrs.
Beaumont's house. You said something about Argentine's dining there.'
'Quite so. Of course you know it was there Argentine dined the night
before—before his death.'
'No, I haven't heard that.'
'Oh, yes; the name was kept out of the papers to spare Mrs. Beaumont.
Argentine was a great favourite of hers, and it is said she was in a terrible
state for some time after.'
A curious look came over Villiers's face; he seemed undecided whether
to speak or not. Austin began again.
'I never experienced such a feeling of horror as when I read the account
of Argentine's death. I didn't understand it at the time, and I don't now. I
knew him well, and it completely passes my understanding for what
possible cause he—or any of the others for the matter of that—could have
resolved in cold blood to die in such an awful manner. You know how men

babble away each other's characters in London, you may be sure any buried
scandal or hidden skeleton would have been brought to light in such a case
as this; but nothing of the sort has taken place. As for the theory of mania,
that is very well, of course, for the coroner's jury, but everybody knows that
it's all nonsense. Suicidal mania is not small-pox.'
Austin relapsed into gloomy silence. Villiers sat silent also, watching his
friend. The expression of indecision still fleeted across his face; he seemed
as if weighing his thoughts in the balance, and the considerations he was
revolving left him still silent. Austin tried to shake off the remembrance of
tragedies as hopeless and perplexed as the labyrinth of Dædalus, and began
to talk in an indifferent voice of the more pleasant incidents and adventures
of the season.
'That Mrs. Beaumont,' he said, 'of whom we were speaking, is a great
success; she has taken London almost by storm. I met her the other night at
Fulham's; she is really a remarkable woman.'
'You have met Mrs. Beaumont?'
'Yes; she had quite a court around her. She would be called very
handsome, I suppose, and yet there is something about her face which I
didn't like. The features are exquisite, but the expression is strange. And all
the time I was looking at her, and afterwards, when I was going home, I had
a curious feeling that that very expression was in some way or other
familiar to me.'
'You must have seen her in the Row.'
'No, I am sure I never set eyes on the woman before; it is that which
makes it puzzling. And to the best of my belief I have never seen anybody
like her; what I felt was a kind of dim far-off memory, vague but persistent.
The only sensation I can compare it to, is that odd feeling one sometimes
has in a dream, when fantastic cities and wondrous lands and phantom
personages appear familiar and accustomed.'
Villiers nodded and glanced aimlessly round the room, possibly in search
of something on which to turn the conversation. His eyes fell on an old
chest somewhat like that in which the artist's strange legacy lay hid beneath
a Gothic scutcheon.

'Have you written to the doctor about poor Meyrick?' he asked.
'Yes; I wrote asking for full particulars as to his illness and death. I don't
expect to have an answer for another three weeks or a month. I thought I
might as well inquire whether Meyrick knew an Englishwoman named
Herbert, and if so, whether the doctor could give me any information about
her. But it's very possible that Meyrick fell in with her at New York, or
Mexico, or San Francisco; I have no idea as to the extent or direction of his
travels.'
'Yes, and it's very possible that the woman may have more than one
name.'
'Exactly. I wish I had thought of asking you to lend me the portrait of her
which you possess. I might have enclosed it in my letter to Dr. Matthews.'
'So you might; that never occurred to me. We might send it now. Hark!
What are those boys calling?'
While the two men had been talking together a confused noise of
shouting had been gradually growing louder. The noise rose from the
eastward and swelled down Piccadilly, drawing nearer and nearer, a very
torrent of sound; surging up streets usually quiet, and making every window
a frame for a face, curious or excited. The cries and voices came echoing up
the silent street where Villiers lived, growing more distinct as they
advanced, and, as Villiers spoke, an answer rang up from the pavement:
'The West End Horrors; Another Awful Suicide; Full Details!'
Austin rushed down the stairs and bought a paper and read out the
paragraph to Villiers as the uproar in the street rose and fell. The window
was open and the air seemed full of noise and terror.
'Another gentleman has fallen a victim to the terrible epidemic of suicide
which for the last month has prevailed in the West End. Mr. Sidney
Crashaw, of Stoke House, Fulham, and King's Pomeroy, Devon, was found,
after a prolonged search, hanging from the branch of a tree in his garden at
one o'clock to-day. The deceased gentleman dined last night at the Carlton
Club and seemed in his usual health and spirits. He left the Club at about
ten o'clock, and was seen walking leisurely up St. James's Street a little

later. Subsequent to this his movements cannot be traced. On the discovery
of the body medical aid was at once summoned, but life had evidently been
long extinct. So far as is known, Mr. Crashaw had no trouble or anxiety of
any kind. This painful suicide, it will be remembered, is the fifth of the kind
in the last month. The authorities at Scotland Yard are unable to suggest any
explanation of these terrible occurrences.'
Austin put down the paper in mute horror.
'I shall leave London to-morrow,' he said, 'it is a city of nightmares. How
awful this is, Villiers!'
Mr. Villiers was sitting by the window quietly looking out into the street.
He had listened to the newspaper report attentively, and the hint of
indecision was no longer on his face.
'Wait a moment, Austin,' he replied, 'I have made up my mind to mention
a little matter that occurred last night. It is stated, I think, that Crashaw was
last seen alive in St. James's Street shortly after ten?'
'Yes, I think so. I will look again. Yes, you are quite right.'
'Quite so. Well, I am in a position to contradict that statement at all
events. Crashaw was seen after that; considerably later indeed.'
'How do you know?'
'Because I happened to see Crashaw myself at about two o'clock this
morning.'
'You saw Crashaw? You, Villiers?'
'Yes, I saw him quite distinctly; indeed, there were but a few feet between
us.'
'Where, in Heaven's name, did you see him?'
'Not far from here. I saw him in Ashley Street. He was just leaving a
house.'
'Did you notice what house it was?'

'Yes. It was Mrs. Beaumont's.'
'Villiers! Think what you are saying; there must be some mistake. How
could Crashaw be in Mrs. Beaumont's house at two o'clock in the morning?
Surely, surely, you must have been dreaming, Villiers, you were always
rather fanciful.'
'No; I was wide awake enough. Even if I had been dreaming as you say,
what I saw would have roused me effectually.'
'What you saw? What did you see? Was there anything strange about
Crashaw? But I can't believe it; it is impossible.'
'Well, if you like I will tell you what I saw, or if you please, what I think I
saw, and you can judge for yourself.'
'Very good, Villiers.'
The noise and clamour of the street had died away, though now and then
the sound of shouting still came from the distance, and the dull, leaden
silence seemed like the quiet after an earthquake or a storm. Villiers turned
from the window and began speaking.
'I was at a house near Regent's Park last night, and when I came away the
fancy took me to walk home instead of taking a hansom. It was a clear
pleasant night enough, and after a few minutes I had the streets pretty much
to myself. It's a curious thing, Austin, to be alone in London at night, the
gas-lamps stretching away in perspective, and the dead silence, and then
perhaps the rush and clatter of a hansom on the stones, and the fire starting
up under the horse's hoofs. I walked along pretty briskly, for I was feeling a
little tired of being out in the night, and as the clocks were striking two I
turned down Ashley Street, which, you know, is on my way. It was quieter
than ever there, and the lamps were fewer; altogether, it looked as dark and
gloomy as a forest in winter. I had done about half the length of the street
when I heard a door closed very softly, and naturally I looked up to see who
was abroad like myself at such an hour. As it happens, there is a street lamp
close to the house in question, and I saw a man standing on the step. He had
just shut the door and his face was towards me, and I recognized Crashaw
directly. I never knew him to speak to, but I had often seen him, and I am
positive that I was not mistaken in my man. I looked into his face for a

moment, and then—I will confess the truth—I set off at a good run, and
kept it up till I was within my own door.'
'Why?'
'Why? Because it made my blood run cold to see that man's face. I could
never have supposed that such an infernal medley of passions could have
glared out of any human eyes; I almost fainted as I looked. I knew I had
looked into the eyes of a lost soul, Austin, the man's outward form
remained, but all hell was within it. Furious lust, and hate that was like fire,
and the loss of all hope and horror that seemed to shriek aloud to the night,
though his teeth were shut; and the utter blackness of despair. I am sure he
did not see me; he saw nothing that you or I can see, but he saw what I hope
we never shall. I do not know when he died; I suppose in an hour, or
perhaps two, but when I passed down Ashley Street and heard the closing
door, that man no longer belonged to this world; it was a devil's face I
looked upon.'
There was an interval of silence in the room when Villiers ceased
speaking. The light was failing, and all the tumult of an hour ago was quite
hushed. Austin had bent his head at the close of the story, and his hand
covered his eyes.
'What can it mean?' he said at length.
'Who knows, Austin, who knows? It's a black business, but I think we
had better keep it to ourselves, for the present at any rate. I will see if I
cannot learn anything about that house through private channels of
information, and if I do light upon anything I will let you know.'

VII
THE ENCOUNTER IN SOHO
Three weeks later Austin received a note from Villiers, asking him to call
either that afternoon or the next. He chose the nearer date, and found

Villiers sitting as usual by the window, apparently lost in meditation on the
drowsy traffic of the street. There was a bamboo table by his side, a
fantastic thing, enriched with gilding and queer painted scenes, and on it lay
a little pile of papers arranged and docketed as neatly as anything in Mr.
Clarke's office.
'Well, Villiers, have you made any discoveries in the last three weeks?'
'I think so; I have here one or two memoranda which struck me as
singular, and there is a statement to which I shall call your attention.'
'And these documents relate to Mrs. Beaumont? It was really Crashaw
whom you saw that night standing on the doorstep of the house in Ashley
Street?'
'As to that matter my belief remains unchanged, but neither my inquiries
nor their results have any special relation to Crashaw. But my investigations
have had a strange issue. I have found out who Mrs. Beaumont is!'
'Who she is? In what way do you mean?'
'I mean that you and I know her better under another name.'
'What name is that?'
'Herbert.'
'Herbert!' Austin repeated the word, dazed with astonishment.
'Yes, Mrs. Herbert of Paul Street, Helen Vaughan of earlier adventures
unknown to me. You had reason to recognize the expression of her face;
when you go home look at the face in Meyrick's book of horrors, and you
will know the sources of your recollection.'
'And you have proof of this?'
'Yes, the best of proof; I have seen Mrs. Beaumont, or shall we say Mrs.
Herbert?'
'Where did you see her?'

'Hardly in a place where you would expect to see a lady who lives in
Ashley Street, Piccadilly. I saw her entering a house in one of the meanest
and most disreputable streets in Soho. In fact, I had made an appointment,
though not with her, and she was precise both to time and place.'
'All this seems very wonderful, but I cannot call it incredible. You must
remember, Villiers, that I have seen this woman, in the ordinary adventure
of London society, talking and laughing, and sipping her coffee in a
commonplace drawing-room with commonplace people. But you know
what you are saying.'
'I do; I have not allowed myself to be led by surmises or fancies. It was
with no thought of finding Helen Vaughan that I searched for Mrs.
Beaumont in the dark waters of the life of London, but such has been the
issue.'
'You must have been in strange places, Villiers.'
'Yes, I have been in very strange places. It would have been useless, you
know, to go to Ashley Street, and ask Mrs. Beaumont to give me a short
sketch of her previous history. No; assuming, as I had to assume, that her
record was not of the cleanest, it would be pretty certain that at some
previous time she must have moved in circles not quite so refined as her
present ones. If you see mud on the top of a stream, you may be sure that it
was once at the bottom. I went to the bottom. I have always been fond of
diving into Queer Street for my amusement, and I found my knowledge of
that locality and its inhabitants very useful. It is, perhaps, needless to say
that my friends had never heard the name of Beaumont, and as I had never
seen the lady, and was quite unable to describe her, I had to set to work in
an indirect way. The people there know me; I have been able to do some of
them a service now and again, so they made no difficulty about giving their
information; they were aware I had no communication direct or indirect
with Scotland Yard. I had to cast out a good many lines, though, before I
got what I wanted, and when I landed the fish I did not for a moment
suppose it was my fish. But I listened to what I was told out of a
constitutional liking for useless information, and I found myself in
possession of a very curious story, though, as I imagined, not the story I was
looking for. It was to this effect. Some five or six years ago, a woman

named Raymond suddenly made her appearance in the neighbourhood to
which I am referring. She was described to me as being quite young,
probably not more than seventeen or eighteen, very handsome, and looking
as if she came from the country. I should be wrong in saying that she found
her level in going to this particular quarter, or associating with these people,
for from what I was told, I should think the worst den in London far too
good for her. The person from whom I got my information, as you may
suppose, no great Puritan, shuddered and grew sick in telling me of the
nameless infamies which were laid to her charge. After living there for a
year, or perhaps a little more, she disappeared as suddenly as she came, and
they saw nothing of her till about the time of the Paul Street case. At first
she came to her old haunts only occasionally, then more frequently, and
finally took up her abode there as before, and remained for six or eight
months. It's of no use my going into details as to the life that woman led; if
you want particulars you can look at Meyrick's legacy. Those designs were
not drawn from his imagination. She again disappeared, and the people of
the place saw nothing of her till a few months ago. My informant told me
that she had taken some rooms in a house which he pointed out, and these
rooms she was in the habit of visiting two or three times a week and always
at ten in the morning. I was led to expect that one of these visits would be
paid on a certain day about a week ago, and I accordingly managed to be on
the look-out in company with my cicerone at a quarter to ten, and the hour
and the lady came with equal punctuality. My friend and I were standing
under an archway, a little way back from the street, but she saw us, and
gave me a glance that I shall be long in forgetting. That look was quite
enough for me; I knew Miss Raymond to be Mrs. Herbert; as for Mrs.
Beaumont she had quite gone out of my head. She went into the house, and
I watched it till four o'clock, when she came out, and then I followed her. It
was a long chase, and I had to be very careful to keep a long way in the
background, and yet not lose sight of the woman. She took me down to the
Strand, and then to Westminster, and then up St. James's Street, and along
Piccadilly. I felt queerish when I saw her turn up Ashley Street; the thought
that Mrs. Herbert was Mrs. Beaumont came into my mind, but it seemed
too improbable to be true. I waited at the corner, keeping my eye on her all
the time, and I took particular care to note the house at which she stopped.
It was the house with the gay curtains, the house of flowers, the house out
of which Crashaw came the night he hanged himself in his garden. I was

just going away with my discovery, when I saw an empty carriage come
round and draw up in front of the house, and I came to the conclusion that
Mrs. Herbert was going out for a drive, and I was right. I took a hansom and
followed the carriage into the Park. There, as it happened, I met a man I
know, and we stood talking together a little distance from the carriage-way,
to which I had my back. We had not been there for ten minutes when my
friend took off his hat, and I glanced round and saw the lady I had been
following all day. "Who is that?" I said, and his answer was, "Mrs.
Beaumont; lives in Ashley Street." Of course there could be no doubt after
that. I don't know whether she saw me, but I don't think she did. I went
home at once, and, on consideration, I thought that I had a sufficiently good
case with which to go to Clarke.'

'Why to Clarke?'
'Because I am sure that Clarke is in possession of facts about this woman,
facts of which I know nothing.'
'Well, what then?'
Mr. Villiers leaned back in his chair and looked reflectively at Austin for
a moment before he answered:
'My idea was that Clarke and I should call on Mrs. Beaumont.'
'You would never go into such a house as that? No, no, Villiers, you
cannot do it. Besides, consider; what result ...'
'I will tell you soon. But I was going to say that my information does not
end here; it has been completed in an extraordinary manner.
'Look at this neat little packet of manuscript; it is paginated, you see, and
I have indulged in the civil coquetry of a ribbon of red tape. It has almost a
legal air, hasn't it? Run your eye over it, Austin. It is an account of the
entertainment Mrs. Beaumont provided for her choicer guests. The man
who wrote this escaped with his life, but I do not think he will live many
years. The doctors tell him he must have sustained some severe shock to the
nerves.'
Austin took the manuscript, but never read it. Opening the neat pages at
haphazard his eye was caught by a word and a phrase that followed it; and,
sick at heart, with white lips and a cold sweat pouring like water from his
temples, he flung the paper down.
'Take it away, Villiers, never speak of this again. Are you made of stone,
man? Why, the dread and horror of death itself, the thoughts of the man
who stands in the keen morning air on the black platform, bound, the bell
tolling in his ears, and waits for the harsh rattle of the bolt, are as nothing
compared to this. I will not read it; I should never sleep again.'
'Very good. I can fancy what you saw. Yes; it is horrible enough; but after
all, it is an old story, an old mystery played in our day, and in dim London
streets instead of amidst the vineyards and the olive gardens. We know what

happened to those who chanced to meet the Great God Pan, and those who
are wise know that all symbols are symbols of something, not of nothing. It
was, indeed, an exquisite symbol beneath which men long ago veiled their
knowledge of the most awful, most secret forces which lie at the heart of all
things; forces before which the souls of men must wither and die and
blacken, as their bodies blacken under the electric current. Such forces
cannot be named, cannot be spoken, cannot be imagined except under a veil
and a symbol, a symbol to the most of us appearing a quaint, poetic fancy,
to some a foolish tale. But you and I, at all events, have known something
of the terror that may dwell in the secret place of life, manifested under
human flesh; that which is without form taking to itself a form. Oh, Austin,
how can it be? How is it that the very sunlight does not turn to blackness
before this thing, the hard earth melt and boil beneath such a burden?'
Villiers was pacing up and down the room, and the beads of sweat stood
out on his forehead. Austin sat silent for a while, but Villiers saw him make
a sign upon his breast.
'I say again, Villiers, you will surely never enter such a house as that?
You would never pass out alive.'
'Yes, Austin, I shall go out alive—I, and Clarke with me.'
'What do you mean? You cannot, you would not dare ...'
'Wait a moment. The air was very pleasant and fresh this morning; there
was a breeze blowing, even through this dull street, and I thought I would
take a walk. Piccadilly stretched before me a clear, bright vista, and the sun
flashed on the carriages and on the quivering leaves in the park. It was a
joyous morning, and men and women looked at the sky and smiled as they
went about their work or their pleasure, and the wind blew as blithely as
upon the meadows and the scented gorse. But somehow or other I got out of
the bustle and the gaiety, and found myself walking slowly along a quiet,
dull street, where there seemed to be no sunshine and no air, and where the
few foot-passengers loitered as they walked, and hung indecisively about
corners and archways. I walked along, hardly knowing where I was going
or what I did there, but feeling impelled, as one sometimes is, to explore
still further, with a vague idea of reaching some unknown goal. Thus I
forged up the street, noting the small traffic of the milk-shop, and

wondering at the incongruous medley of penny pipes, black tobacco,
sweets, newspapers, and comic songs which here and there jostled one
another in the short compass of a single window. I think it was a cold
shudder that suddenly passed through me that first told me that I had found
what I wanted. I looked up from the pavement and stopped before a dusty
shop, above which the lettering had faded, where the red bricks of two
hundred years ago had grimed to black; where the windows had gathered to
themselves the fog and the dirt of winters innumerable. I saw what I
required; but I think it was five minutes before I had steadied myself and
could walk in and ask for it in a cool voice and with a calm face. I think
there must even then have been a tremor in my words, for the old man who
came out from his back parlour, and fumbled slowly amongst his goods,
looked oddly at me as he tied the parcel. I paid what he asked, and stood
leaning by the counter, with a strange reluctance to take up my goods and
go. I asked about the business, and learnt that trade was bad and the profits
cut down sadly; but then the street was not what it was before traffic had
been diverted, but that was done forty years ago, "just before my father
died," he said. I got away at last, and walked along sharply; it was a dismal
street indeed, and I was glad to return to the bustle and the noise. Would
you like to see my purchase?'
Austin said nothing, but nodded his head slightly; he still looked white
and sick. Villiers pulled out a drawer in the bamboo table, and showed
Austin a long coil of cord, hard and new; and at one end was a running
noose.
'It is the best hempen cord,' said Villiers, 'just as it used to be made for
the old trade, the man told me. Not an inch of jute from end to end.'
Austin set his teeth hard, and stared at Villiers, growing whiter as he
looked.
'You would not do it,' he murmured at last. 'You would not have blood on
your hands. My God!' he exclaimed, with sudden vehemence, 'you cannot
mean this, Villiers, that you will make yourself a hangman?'
'No. I shall offer a choice, and leave Helen Vaughan alone with this cord
in a locked room for fifteen minutes. If when we go in it is not done, I shall
call the nearest policeman. That is all.'

'I must go now. I cannot stay here any longer; I cannot bear this. Goodnight.'
'Good-night, Austin.'
The door shut, but in a moment it was opened again, and Austin stood,
white and ghastly, in the entrance.
'I was forgetting,' he said, 'that I too have something to tell. I have
received a letter from Dr. Harding of Buenos Ayres. He says that he
attended Meyrick for three weeks before his death.'
'And does he say what carried him off in the prime of life? It was not
fever?'
'No, it was not fever. According to the doctor, it was an utter collapse of
the whole system, probably caused by some severe shock. But he states that
the patient would tell him nothing, and that he was consequently at some
disadvantage in treating the case.'
'Is there anything more?'
'Yes. Dr. Harding ends his letter by saying: "I think this is all the
information I can give you about your poor friend. He had not been long in
Buenos Ayres, and knew scarcely any one, with the exception of a person
who did not bear the best of characters, and has since left—a Mrs.
Vaughan."'

VIII
THE FRAGMENTS
[Amongst the papers of the well-known physician, Dr.
Robert Matheson, of Ashley Street, Piccadilly, who died
suddenly, of apoplectic seizure, at the beginning of 1892, a
leaf of manuscript paper was found, covered with pencil
jottings. These notes were in Latin, much abbreviated, and

had evidently been made in great haste. The MS. was only
deciphered with great difficulty, and some words have up to
the present time evaded all the efforts of the expert
employed. The date, 'XXV Jul. 1888,' is written on the righthand corner of the MS. The following is a translation of Dr.
Matheson's manuscript.]
'Whether science would benefit by these brief notes if they could be
published, I do not know, but rather doubt. But certainly I shall never take
the responsibility of publishing or divulging one word of what is here
written, not only on account of my oath freely given to those two persons
who were present, but also because the details are too abominable. It is
probably that, upon mature consideration, and after weighing the good and
evil, I shall one day destroy this paper, or at least leave it under seal to my
friend D., trusting in his discretion, to use it or to burn it, as he may think
fit.
'As was befitting, I did all that my knowledge suggested to make sure
that I was suffering under no delusion. At first astounded, I could hardly
think, but in a minute's time I was sure that my pulse was steady and
regular, and that I was in my real and true senses. I then fixed my eyes
quietly on what was before me.
'Though horror and revolting nausea rose up within me, and an odour of
corruption choked my breath, I remained firm. I was then privileged or
accursed, I dare not say which, to see that which was on the bed, lying there
black like ink, transformed before my eyes. The skin, and the flesh, and the
muscles, and the bones, and the firm structure of the human body that I had
thought to be unchangeable, and permanent as adamant, began to melt and
dissolve.
'I knew that the body may be separated into its elements by external
agencies, but I should have refused to believe what I saw. For here there
was some internal force, of which I knew nothing, that caused dissolution
and change.
'Here too was all the work by which man had been made repeated before
my eyes. I saw the form waver from sex to sex, dividing itself from itself,
and then again reunited. Then I saw the body descend to the beasts whence

it ascended, and that which was on the heights go down to the depths, even
to the abyss of all being. The principle of life, which makes organism,
always remained, while the outward form changed.
'The light within the room had turned to blackness, not the darkness of
night, in which objects are seen dimly, for I could see clearly and without
difficulty. But it was the negation of light; objects were presented to my
eyes, if I may say so, without any medium, in such a manner that if there
had been a prism in the room I should have seen no colours represented in
it.
'I watched, and at last I saw nothing but a substance as jelly. Then the
ladder was ascended again ... [here the MS. is illegible] ... for one instant I
saw a Form, shaped in dimness before me, which I will not farther describe.
But the symbol of this form may be seen in ancient sculptures, and in
paintings which survived beneath the lava, too foul to be spoken of ... as a
horrible and unspeakable shape, neither man nor beast, was changed into
human form, there came finally death.
'I who saw all this, not without great horror and loathing of soul, here
write my name, declaring all that I have set on this paper to be true.
'R

M

, Med. Dr.'

... Such, Raymond, is the story of what I know and what I have seen. The
burden of it was too heavy for me to bear alone, and yet I could tell it to
none but you. Villiers, who was with me at the last, knows nothing of that
awful secret of the wood, of how what we both saw die, lay upon the
smooth, sweet turf amidst the summer flowers, half in sun and half in
shadow, and holding the girl Rachel's hand, called and summoned those
companions, and shaped in solid form, upon the earth we tread on, the
horror which we can but hint at, which we can only name under a figure. I
would not tell Villiers of this, nor of that resemblance, which struck me as
with a blow upon my heart, when I saw the portrait, which filled the cup of
terror at the end. What this can mean I dare not guess. I know that what I
saw perish was not Mary, and yet in the last agony Mary's eyes looked into
mine. Whether there be any one who can show the last link in this chain of
awful mystery, I do not know, but if there be any one who can do this, you,

Raymond, are the man. And if you know the secret, it rests with you to tell
it or not, as you please.
I am writing this letter to you immediately on my getting back to town. I
have been in the country for the last few days; perhaps you may be able to
guess in what part. While the horror and wonder of London was at its height
—for 'Mrs. Beaumont,' as I have told you, was well known in society—I
wrote to my friend Dr. Phillips, giving some brief outline, or rather hint, of
what had happened, and asking him to tell me the name of the village where
the events he had related to me occurred. He gave me the name, as he said
with the less hesitation, because Rachel's father and mother were dead, and
the rest of the family had gone to a relative in the State of Washington six
months before. The parents, he said, had undoubtedly died of grief and
horror caused by the terrible death of their daughter, and by what had gone
before that death. On the evening of the day on which I received Phillips's
letter I was at Caermaen, and standing beneath the mouldering Roman
walls, white with the winters of seventeen hundred years, I looked over the
meadow where once had stood the older temple of the 'God of the Deeps,'
and saw a house gleaming in the sunlight. It was the house where Helen had
lived. I stayed at Caermaen for several days. The people of the place, I
found, knew little and had guessed less. Those whom I spoke to on the
matter seemed surprised that an antiquarian (as I professed myself to be)
should trouble about a village tragedy, of which they gave a very
commonplace version, and, as you may imagine, I told nothing of what I
knew. Most of my time was spent in the great wood that rises just above the
village and climbs the hillside, and goes down to the river in the valley;
such another long lovely valley, Raymond, as that on which we looked one
summer night, walking to and fro before your house. For many an hour I
strayed through the maze of the forest, turning now to right and now to left,
pacing slowly down long alleys of undergrowth, shadowy and chill, even
under the midday sun, and halting beneath great oaks; lying on the short
turf of a clearing where the faint sweet scent of wild roses came to me on
the wind and mixed with the heavy perfume of the elder, whose mingled
odour is like the odour of the room of the dead, a vapour of incense and
corruption. I stood at the edges of the wood, gazing at all the pomp and
procession of the foxgloves towering amidst the bracken and shining red in
the broad sunshine, and beyond them into deep thickets of close

undergrowth where springs boil up from the rock and nourish the waterweeds, dank and evil. But in all my wanderings I avoided one part of the
wood; it was not till yesterday that I climbed to the summit of the hill, and
stood upon the ancient Roman road that threads the highest ridge of the
wood. Here they had walked, Helen and Rachel, along this quiet causeway,
upon the pavement of green turf, shut in on either side by high banks of red
earth, and tall hedges of shining beech, and here I followed in their steps,
looking out, now and again, through partings in the boughs, and seeing on
one side the sweep of the wood stretching far to right and left, and sinking
into the broad level, and beyond, the yellow sea, and the land over the sea.
On the other side was the valley and the river and hill following hill as
wave on wave, and wood and meadow, and cornfield, and white houses
gleaming, and a great wall of mountain, and far blue peaks in the north.
And so at last I came to the place. The track went up a gentle slope, and
widened out into an open space with a wall of thick undergrowth around it,
and then, narrowing again, passed on into the distance and the faint blue
mist of summer heat. And into this pleasant summer glade Rachel passed a
girl, and left it, who shall say what? I did not stay long there.
In a small town near Caermaen there is a museum, containing for the
most part Roman remains which have been found in the neighbourhood at
various times. On the day after my arrival at Caermaen I walked over to the
town in question, and took the opportunity of inspecting this museum. After
I had seen most of the sculptured stones, the coffins, rings, coins, and
fragments of tessellated pavement which the place contains, I was shown a
small square pillar of white stone, which had been recently discovered in
the wood of which I have been speaking, and, as I found on inquiry, in that
open space where the Roman road broadens out. On one side of the pillar
was an inscription, of which I took a note. Some of the letters have been
defaced, but I do not think there can be any doubt as to those which I
supply. The inscription is as follows:
DEVOMNODENTi
FLAvIVSSENILISPOSSVit
PROPTERNVPtias
quaSVIDITSVBVMBra

'To the great god Nodens (the god of the Great Deep or Abyss) Flavius
Senilis has erected this pillar on account of the marriage which he saw
beneath the shade.'
The custodian of the museum informed me that local antiquaries were
much puzzled, not by the inscription, or by any difficulty in translating it,
but as to the circumstance or rite to which allusion is made.
... And now, my dear Clarke, as to what you tell me about Helen
Vaughan, whom you say you saw die under circumstances of the utmost and
almost incredible horror. I was interested in your account, but a good deal,
nay all, of what you told me I knew already. I can understand the strange
likeness you remarked both in the portrait and in the actual face; you have
seen Helen's mother. You remember that still summer night so many years
ago, when I talked to you of the world beyond the shadows, and of the god
Pan. You remember Mary. She was the mother of Helen Vaughan, who was
born nine months after that night.
Mary never recovered her reason. She lay, as you saw her, all the while
upon her bed, and a few days after the child was born she died. I fancy that
just at the last she knew me; I was standing by the bed, and the old look
came into her eyes for a second, and then she shuddered and groaned and
died. It was an ill work I did that night when you were present; I broke open
the door of the house of life, without knowing or caring what might pass
forth or enter in. I recollect your telling me at the time, sharply enough, and
rightly enough too, in one sense, that I had ruined the reason of a human
being by a foolish experiment, based on an absurd theory. You did well to
blame me, but my theory was not all absurdity. What I said Mary would
see, she saw, but I forgot that no human eyes could look on such a vision
with impunity. And I forgot, as I have just said, that when the house of life
is thus thrown open, there may enter in that for which we have no name,
and human flesh may become the veil of a horror one dare not express. I
played with energies which I did not understand, and you have seen the
ending of it. Helen Vaughan did well to bind the cord about her neck and
die, though the death was horrible. The blackened face, the hideous form
upon the bed, changing and melting before your eyes from woman to man,
from man to beast, and from beast to worse than beast, all the strange horror

that you witnessed, surprises me but little. What you say the doctor whom
you sent for saw and shuddered at I noticed long ago; I knew what I had
done the moment the child was born, and when it was scarcely five years
old I surprised it, not once or twice but several times with a playmate, you
may guess of what kind. It was for me a constant, an incarnate horror, and
after a few years I felt I could bear it no longer, and I sent Helen Vaughan
away. You know now what frightened the boy in the wood. The rest of the
strange story, and all else that you tell me, as discovered by your friend, I
have contrived to learn from time to time, almost to the last chapter. And
now Helen is with her companions....

The Inmost Light
I

O

NE evening in autumn, when the deformities of London were veiled
in faint blue mist, and its vistas and far-reaching streets seemed splendid,
Mr. Charles Salisbury was slowly pacing down Rupert Street, drawing
nearer to his favourite restaurant by slow degrees. His eyes were downcast
in study of the pavement, and thus it was that as he passed in at the narrow
door a man who had come up from the lower end of the street jostled
against him.
'I beg your pardon—wasn't looking where I was going. Why, it's Dyson!'
'Yes, quite so. How are you, Salisbury?'
'Quite well. But where have you been, Dyson? I don't think I can have
seen you for the last five years?'
'No; I dare say not. You remember I was getting rather hard up when you
came to my place at Charlotte Street?'
'Perfectly. I think I remember your telling me that you owed five weeks'
rent, and that you had parted with your watch for a comparatively small
sum.'
'My dear Salisbury, your memory is admirable. Yes, I was hard up. But
the curious thing is that soon after you saw me I became harder up. My
financial state was described by a friend as "stone broke." I don't approve of
slang, mind you, but such was my condition. But suppose we go in; there
might be other people who would like to dine—it's a human weakness,
Salisbury.'

'Certainly; come along. I was wondering as I walked down whether the
corner table were taken. It has a velvet back, you know.'
'I know the spot; it's vacant. Yes, as I was saying, I became even harder
up.'
'What did you do then?' asked Salisbury, disposing of his hat, and settling
down in the corner of the seat, with a glance of fond anticipation at the
menu.
'What did I do? Why, I sat down and reflected. I had a good classical
education, and a positive distaste for business of any kind: that was the
capital with which I faced the world. Do you know, I have heard people
describe olives as nasty! What lamentable Philistinism! I have often
thought, Salisbury, that I could write genuine poetry under the influence of
olives and red wine. Let us have Chianti; it may not be very good, but the
flasks are simply charming.'
'It is pretty good here. We may as well have a big flask.'
'Very good. I reflected, then, on my want of prospects, and I determined
to embark in literature.'
'Really; that was strange. You seem in pretty comfortable circumstances,
though.'
'Though! What a satire upon a noble profession. I am afraid, Salisbury,
you haven't a proper idea of the dignity of an artist. You see me sitting at
my desk—or at least you can see me if you care to call—with pen and ink,
and simple nothingness before me, and if you come again in a few hours
you will (in all probability) find a creation!'
'Yes, quite so. I had an idea that literature was not remunerative.'
'You are mistaken; its rewards are great. I may mention, by the way, that
shortly after you saw me I succeeded to a small income. An uncle died, and
proved unexpectedly generous.'
'Ah, I see. That must have been convenient.'

'It was pleasant—undeniably pleasant. I have always considered it in the
light of an endowment of my researches. I told you I was a man of letters; it
would, perhaps, be more correct to describe myself as a man of science.'
'Dear me, Dyson, you have really changed very much in the last few
years. I had a notion, don't you know, that you were a sort of idler about
town, the kind of man one might meet on the north side of Piccadilly every
day from May to July.'
'Exactly. I was even then forming myself, though all unconsciously. You
know my poor father could not afford to send me to the University. I used to
grumble in my ignorance at not having completed my education. That was
the folly of youth, Salisbury; my University was Piccadilly. There I began
to study the great science which still occupies me.'
'What science do you mean?'
'The science of the great city; the physiology of London; literally and
metaphysically the greatest subject that the mind of man can conceive.
What an admirable salmi this is; undoubtedly the final end of the pheasant.
Yet I feel sometimes positively overwhelmed with the thought of the
vastness and complexity of London. Paris a man may get to understand
thoroughly with a reasonable amount of study; but London is always a
mystery. In Paris you may say: "Here live the actresses, here the
Bohemians, and the Ratés"; but it is different in London. You may point out
a street, correctly enough, as the abode of washerwomen; but, in that second
floor, a man may be studying Chaldee roots, and in the garret over the way
a forgotten artist is dying by inches.'
'I see you are Dyson, unchanged and unchangeable,' said Salisbury,
slowly sipping his Chianti. 'I think you are misled by a too fervid
imagination; the mystery of London exists only in your fancy. It seems to
me a dull place enough. We seldom hear of a really artistic crime in
London, whereas I believe Paris abounds in that sort of thing.'
'Give me some more wine. Thanks. You are mistaken, my dear fellow,
you are really mistaken. London has nothing to be ashamed of in the way of
crime. Where we fail is for want of Homers, not Agamemnons. Carent quia
vate sacro, you know.'

'I recall the quotation. But I don't think I quite follow you.'
'Well, in plain language, we have no good writers in London who make a
speciality of that kind of thing. Our common reporter is a dull dog; every
story that he has to tell is spoilt in the telling. His idea of horror and of what
excites horror is so lamentably deficient. Nothing will content the fellow
but blood, vulgar red blood, and when he can get it he lays it on thick, and
considers that he has produced a telling article. It's a poor notion. And, by
some curious fatality, it is the most commonplace and brutal murders which
always attract the most attention and get written up the most. For instance, I
dare say that you never heard of the Harlesden case?'
'No; no, I don't remember anything about it.'
'Of course not. And yet the story is a curious one. I will tell it you over
our coffee. Harlesden, you know, or I expect you don't know, is quite on the
out-quarters of London; something curiously different from your fine old
crusted suburb like Norwood or Hampstead, different as each of these is
from the other. Hampstead, I mean, is where you look for the head of your
great China house with his three acres of land and pine-houses, though of
late there is the artistic substratum; while Norwood is the home of the
prosperous middle-class family who took the house "because it was near the
Palace," and sickened of the Palace six months afterwards; but Harlesden is
a place of no character. It's too new to have any character as yet. There are
the rows of red houses and the rows of white houses and the bright green
Venetians, and the blistering doorways, and the little backyards they call
gardens, and a few feeble shops, and then, just as you think you're going to
grasp the physiognomy of the settlement, it all melts away.'
'How the dickens is that? the houses don't tumble down before one's eyes,
I suppose!'
'Well, no, not exactly that. But Harlesden as an entity disappears. Your
street turns into a quiet lane, and your staring houses into elm trees, and the
back-gardens into green meadows. You pass instantly from town to country;
there is no transition as in a small country town, no soft gradations of wider
lawns and orchards, with houses gradually becoming less dense, but a dead
stop. I believe the people who live there mostly go into the City. I have seen
once or twice a laden 'bus bound thitherwards. But however that may be, I

can't conceive a greater loneliness in a desert at midnight than there is there
at midday. It is like a city of the dead; the streets are glaring and desolate,
and as you pass it suddenly strikes you that this too is part of London. Well,
a year or two ago there was a doctor living there; he had set up his brass
plate and his red lamp at the very end of one of those shining streets, and
from the back of the house, the fields stretched away to the north. I don't
know what his reason was in settling down in such an out-of-the-way place,
perhaps Dr. Black, as we will call him, was a far-seeing man and looked
ahead. His relations, so it appeared afterwards, had lost sight of him for
many years and didn't even know he was a doctor, much less where he
lived. However, there he was settled in Harlesden, with some fragments of a
practice, and an uncommonly pretty wife. People used to see them walking
out together in the summer evenings soon after they came to Harlesden,
and, so far as could be observed, they seemed a very affectionate couple.
These walks went on through the autumn, and then ceased; but, of course,
as the days grew dark and the weather cold, the lanes near Harlesden might
be expected to lose many of their attractions. All through the winter nobody
saw anything of Mrs. Black; the doctor used to reply to his patients'
inquiries that she was a "little out of sorts, would be better, no doubt, in the
spring." But the spring came, and the summer, and no Mrs. Black appeared,
and at last people began to rumour and talk amongst themselves, and all
sorts of queer things were said at "high teas," which you may possibly have
heard are the only form of entertainment known in such suburbs. Dr. Black
began to surprise some very odd looks cast in his direction, and the practice,
such as it was, fell off before his eyes. In short, when the neighbours
whispered about the matter, they whispered that Mrs. Black was dead, and
that the doctor had made away with her. But this wasn't the case; Mrs.
Black was seen alive in June. It was a Sunday afternoon, one of those few
exquisite days that an English climate offers, and half London had strayed
out into the fields, north, south, east, and west to smell the scent of the
white May, and to see if the wild roses were yet in blossom in the hedges. I
had gone out myself early in the morning, and had had a long ramble, and
somehow or other as I was steering homeward I found myself in this very
Harlesden we have been talking about. To be exact, I had a glass of beer in
the "General Gordon," the most flourishing house in the neighbourhood,
and as I was wandering rather aimlessly about, I saw an uncommonly
tempting gap in a hedgerow, and resolved to explore the meadow beyond.

Soft grass is very grateful to the feet after the infernal grit strewn on
suburban sidewalks, and after walking about for some time I thought I
should like to sit down on a bank and have a smoke. While I was getting out
my pouch, I looked up in the direction of the houses, and as I looked I felt
my breath caught back, and my teeth began to chatter, and the stick I had in
one hand snapped in two with the grip I gave it. It was as if I had had an
electric current down my spine, and yet for some moment of time which
seemed long, but which must have been very short, I caught myself
wondering what on earth was the matter. Then I knew what had made my
very heart shudder and my bones grind together in an agony. As I glanced
up I had looked straight towards the last house in the row before me, and in
an upper window of that house I had seen for some short fraction of a
second a face. It was the face of a woman, and yet it was not human. You
and I, Salisbury, have heard in our time, as we sat in our seats in church in
sober English fashion, of a lust that cannot be satiated and of a fire that is
unquenchable, but few of us have any notion what these words mean. I
hope you never may, for as I saw that face at the window, with the blue sky
above me and the warm air playing in gusts about me, I knew I had looked
into another world—looked through the window of a commonplace, brandnew house, and seen hell open before me. When the first shock was over, I
thought once or twice that I should have fainted; my face streamed with a
cold sweat, and my breath came and went in sobs, as if I had been half
drowned. I managed to get up at last, and walked round to the street, and
there I saw the name "Dr. Black" on the post by the front gate. As fate or
my luck would have it, the door opened and a man came down the steps as I
passed by. I had no doubt it was the doctor himself. He was of a type rather
common in London; long and thin, with a pasty face and a dull black
moustache. He gave me a look as we passed each other on the pavement,
and though it was merely the casual glance which one foot-passenger
bestows on another, I felt convinced in my mind that here was an ugly
customer to deal with. As you may imagine, I went my way a good deal
puzzled and horrified too by what I had seen; for I had paid another visit to
the "General Gordon," and had got together a good deal of the common
gossip of the place about the Blacks. I didn't mention the fact that I had seen
a woman's face in the window; but I heard that Mrs. Black had been much
admired for her beautiful golden hair, and round what had struck me with
such a nameless terror, there was a mist of flowing yellow hair, as it were

an aureole of glory round the visage of a satyr. The whole thing bothered
me in an indescribable manner; and when I got home I tried my best to
think of the impression I had received as an illusion, but it was no use. I
knew very well I had seen what I have tried to describe to you, and I was
morally certain that I had seen Mrs. Black. And then there was the gossip of
the place, the suspicion of foul play, which I knew to be false, and my own
conviction that there was some deadly mischief or other going on in that
bright red house at the corner of Devon Road: how to construct a theory of
a reasonable kind out of these two elements. In short, I found myself in a
world of mystery; I puzzled my head over it and filled up my leisure
moments by gathering together odd threads of speculation, but I never
moved a step towards any real solution, and as the summer days went on
the matter seemed to grow misty and indistinct, shadowing some vague
terror, like a nightmare of last month. I suppose it would before long have
faded into the background of my brain—I should not have forgotten it, for
such a thing could never be forgotten—but one morning as I was looking
over the paper my eye was caught by a heading over some two dozen lines
of small type. The words I had seen were simply, "The Harlesden Case,"
and I knew what I was going to read. Mrs. Black was dead. Black had
called in another medical man to certify as to cause of death, and something
or other had aroused the strange doctor's suspicions and there had been an
inquest and post-mortem. And the result? That, I will confess, did astonish
me considerably; it was the triumph of the unexpected. The two doctors
who made the autopsy were obliged to confess that they could not discover
the faintest trace of any kind of foul play; their most exquisite tests and
reagents failed to detect the presence of poison in the most infinitesimal
quantity. Death, they found, had been caused by a somewhat obscure and
scientifically interesting form of brain disease. The tissue of the brain and
the molecules of the grey matter had undergone a most extraordinary series
of changes; and the younger of the two doctors, who has some reputation, I
believe, as a specialist in brain trouble, made some remarks in giving his
evidence which struck me deeply at the time, though I did not then grasp
their full significance. He said: "At the commencement of the examination I
was astonished to find appearances of a character entirely new to me,
notwithstanding my somewhat large experience. I need not specify these
appearances at present, it will be sufficient for me to state that as I
proceeded in my task I could scarcely believe that the brain before me was

that of a human being at all." There was some surprise at this statement, as
you may imagine, and the coroner asked the doctor if he meant to say that
the brain resembled that of an animal. "No," he replied, "I should not put it
in that way. Some of the appearances I noticed seemed to point in that
direction, but others, and these were the more surprising, indicated a
nervous organization of a wholly different character from that either of man
or the lower animals." It was a curious thing to say, but of course the jury
brought in a verdict of death from natural causes, and, so far as the public
was concerned, the case came to an end. But after I had read what the
doctor said I made up my mind that I should like to know a good deal more,
and I set to work on what seemed likely to prove an interesting
investigation. I had really a good deal of trouble, but I was successful in a
measure. Though why—my dear fellow, I had no notion at the time. Are
you aware that we have been here nearly four hours? The waiters are staring
at us. Let's have the bill and be gone.'
The two men went out in silence, and stood a moment in the cool air,
watching the hurrying traffic of Coventry Street pass before them to the
accompaniment of the ringing bells of hansoms and the cries of the
newsboys; the deep far murmur of London surging up ever and again from
beneath these louder noises.
'It is a strange case, isn't it?' said Dyson at length. 'What do you think of
it?'
'My dear fellow, I haven't heard the end, so I will reserve my opinion.
When will you give me the sequel?'
'Come to my rooms some evening; say next Thursday. Here's the address.
Good-night; I want to get down to the Strand.' Dyson hailed a passing
hansom, and Salisbury turned northward to walk home to his lodgings.

II
Mr. Salisbury, as may have been gathered from the few remarks which he
had found it possible to introduce in the course of the evening, was a young

gentleman of a peculiarly solid form of intellect, coy and retiring before the
mysterious and the uncommon, with a constitutional dislike of paradox.
During the restaurant dinner he had been forced to listen in almost absolute
silence to a strange tissue of improbabilities strung together with the
ingenuity of a born meddler in plots and mysteries, and it was with a feeling
of weariness that he crossed Shaftesbury Avenue, and dived into the
recesses of Soho, for his lodgings were in a modest neighbourhood to the
north of Oxford Street. As he walked he speculated on the probable fate of
Dyson, relying on literature, unbefriended by a thoughtful relative, and
could not help concluding that so much subtlety united to a too vivid
imagination would in all likelihood have been rewarded with a pair of
sandwich-boards or a super's banner. Absorbed in this train of thought, and
admiring the perverse dexterity which could transmute the face of a sickly
woman and a case of brain disease into the crude elements of romance,
Salisbury strayed on through the dimly-lighted streets, not noticing the
gusty wind which drove sharply round corners and whirled the stray rubbish
of the pavement into the air in eddies, while black clouds gathered over the
sickly yellow moon. Even a stray drop or two of rain blown into his face
did not rouse him from his meditations, and it was only when with a sudden
rush the storm tore down upon the street that he began to consider the
expediency of finding some shelter. The rain, driven by the wind, pelted
down with the violence of a thunderstorm, dashing up from the stones and
hissing through the air, and soon a perfect torrent of water coursed along the
kennels and accumulated in pools over the choked-up drains. The few stray
passengers who had been loafing rather than walking about the street had
scuttered away, like frightened rabbits, to some invisible places of refuge,
and though Salisbury whistled loud and long for a hansom, no hansom
appeared. He looked about him, as if to discover how far he might be from
the haven of Oxford Street, but strolling carelessly along, he had turned out
of his way, and found himself in an unknown region, and one to all
appearance devoid even of a public-house where shelter could be bought for
the modest sum of twopence. The street lamps were few and at long
intervals, and burned behind grimy glasses with the sickly light of oil, and
by this wavering glimmer Salisbury could make out the shadowy and vast
old houses of which the street was composed. As he passed along, hurrying,
and shrinking from the full sweep of the rain, he noticed the innumerable
bell-handles, with names that seemed about to vanish of old age graven on

brass plates beneath them, and here and there a richly carved penthouse
overhung the door, blackening with the grime of fifty years. The storm
seemed to grow more and more furious; he was wet through, and a new hat
had become a ruin, and still Oxford Street seemed as far off as ever; it was
with deep relief that the dripping man caught sight of a dark archway which
seemed to promise shelter from the rain if not from the wind. Salisbury took
up his position in the driest corner and looked about him; he was standing
in a kind of passage contrived under part of a house, and behind him
stretched a narrow footway leading between blank walls to regions
unknown. He had stood there for some time, vainly endeavouring to rid
himself of some of his superfluous moisture, and listening for the passing
wheel of a hansom, when his attention was aroused by a loud noise coming
from the direction of the passage behind, and growing louder as it drew
nearer. In a couple of minutes he could make out the shrill, raucous voice of
a woman, threatening and renouncing, and making the very stones echo
with her accents, while now and then a man grumbled and expostulated.
Though to all appearance devoid of romance, Salisbury had some relish for
street rows, and was, indeed, somewhat of an amateur in the more amusing
phases of drunkenness; he therefore composed himself to listen and observe
with something of the air of a subscriber to grand opera. To his annoyance,
however, the tempest seemed suddenly to be composed, and he could hear
nothing but the impatient steps of the woman and the slow lurch of the man
as they came towards him. Keeping back in the shadow of the wall, he
could see the two drawing nearer; the man was evidently drunk, and had
much ado to avoid frequent collision with the wall as he tacked across from
one side to the other, like some bark beating up against a wind. The woman
was looking straight in front of her, with tears streaming from her eyes, but
suddenly as they went by the flame blazed up again, and she burst forth into
a torrent of abuse, facing round upon her companion.
'You low rascal, you mean, contemptible cur,' she went on, after an
incoherent storm of curses, 'you think I'm to work and slave for you always,
I suppose, while you're after that Green Street girl and drinking every penny
you've got? But you're mistaken, Sam—indeed, I'll bear it no longer. Damn
you, you dirty thief, I've done with you and your master too, so you can go
your own errands, and I only hope they'll get you into trouble.'

The woman tore at the bosom of her dress, and taking something out that
looked like paper, crumpled it up and flung it away. It fell at Salisbury's
feet. She ran out and disappeared in the darkness, while the man lurched
slowly into the street, grumbling indistinctly to himself in a perplexed tone
of voice. Salisbury looked out after him and saw him maundering along the
pavement, halting now and then and swaying indecisively, and then starting
off at some fresh tangent. The sky had cleared, and white fleecy clouds
were fleeting across the moon, high in the heaven. The light came and went
by turns, as the clouds passed by, and, turning round as the clear, white rays
shone into the passage, Salisbury saw the little ball of crumpled paper
which the woman had cast down. Oddly curious to know what it might
contain, he picked it up and put it in his pocket, and set out afresh on his
journey.

III
Salisbury was a man of habit. When he got home, drenched to the skin,
his clothes hanging lank about him, and a ghastly dew besmearing his hat,
his only thought was of his health, of which he took studious care. So, after
changing his clothes and encasing himself in a warm dressing-gown, he
proceeded to prepare a sudorific in the shape of a hot gin and water,
warming the latter over one of those spirit-lamps which mitigate the
austerities of the modern hermit's life. By the time this preparation had been
exhibited, and Salisbury's disturbed feelings had been soothed by a pipe of
tobacco, he was able to get into bed in a happy state of vacancy, without a
thought of his adventure in the dark archway, or of the weird fancies with
which Dyson had seasoned his dinner. It was the same at breakfast the next
morning, for Salisbury made a point of not thinking of any thing until that
meal was over; but when the cup and saucer were cleared away, and the
morning pipe was lit, he remembered the little ball of paper, and began
fumbling in the pockets of his wet coat. He did not remember into which
pocket he had put it, and as he dived now into one and now into another, he
experienced a strange feeling of apprehension lest it should not be there at
all, though he could not for the life of him have explained the importance he

attached to what was in all probability mere rubbish. But he sighed with
relief when his fingers touched the crumpled surface in an inside pocket,
and he drew it out gently and laid it on the little desk by his easy-chair with
as much care as if it had been some rare jewel. Salisbury sat smoking and
staring at his find for a few minutes, an odd temptation to throw the thing in
the fire and have done with it struggling with as odd a speculation as to its
possible contents, and as to the reason why the infuriated woman should
have flung a bit of paper from her with such vehemence. As might be
expected, it was the latter feeling that conquered in the end, and yet it was
with something like repugnance that he at last took the paper and unrolled
it, and laid it out before him. It was a piece of common dirty paper, to all
appearance torn out of a cheap exercise-book, and in the middle were a few
lines written in a queer cramped hand. Salisbury bent his head and stared
eagerly at it for a moment, drawing a long breath, and then fell back in his
chair gazing blankly before him, till at last with a sudden revulsion he burst
into a peal of laughter, so long and loud and uproarious that the landlady's
baby on the floor below awoke from sleep and echoed his mirth with
hideous yells. But he laughed again and again, and took the paper up to read
a second time what seemed such meaningless nonsense.

'Q. has had to go and see his friends in Paris,' it began.
'Traverse Handle S. "Once around the grass, and twice
around the lass, and thrice around the maple tree."'
Salisbury took up the paper and crumpled it as the angry woman had
done, and aimed it at the fire. He did not throw it there, however, but tossed
it carelessly into the well of the desk, and laughed again. The sheer folly of
the thing offended him, and he was ashamed of his own eager speculation,
as one who pores over the high-sounding announcements in the agony
column of the daily paper, and finds nothing but advertisement and
triviality. He walked to the window, and stared out at the languid morning
life of his quarter; the maids in slatternly print dresses washing door-steps,
the fish-monger and the butcher on their rounds, and the tradesmen standing
at the doors of their small shops, drooping for lack of trade and excitement.
In the distance a blue haze gave some grandeur to the prospect, but the view
as a whole was depressing, and would only have interested a student of the
life of London, who finds something rare and choice in its very aspect.
Salisbury turned away in disgust, and settled himself in the easy-chair,
upholstered in a bright shade of green, and decked with yellow gimp, which
was the pride and attraction of the apartments. Here he composed himself to
his morning's occupation—the perusal of a novel that dealt with sport and
love in a manner that suggested the collaboration of a stud-groom and a
ladies' college. In an ordinary way, however, Salisbury would have been
carried on by the interest of the story up to lunch-time, but this morning he
fidgeted in and out of his chair, took the book up and laid it down again,
and swore at last to himself and at himself in mere irritation. In point of fact
the jingle of the paper found in the archway had 'got into his head,' and do
what he would he could not help muttering over and over, 'Once around the
grass, and twice around the lass, and thrice around the maple tree.' It
became a positive pain, like the foolish burden of a music-hall song,
everlastingly quoted, and sung at all hours of the day and night, and
treasured by the street-boys as an unfailing resource for six months
together. He went out into the streets, and tried to forget his enemy in the
jostling of the crowds and the roar and clatter of the traffic, but presently he
would find himself stealing quietly aside, and pacing some deserted byway,
vainly puzzling his brains, and trying to fix some meaning to phrases that

were meaningless. It was a positive relief when Thursday came, and he
remembered that he had made an appointment to go and see Dyson; the
flimsy reveries of the self-styled man of letters appeared entertaining when
compared with this ceaseless iteration, this maze of thought from which
there seemed no possibility of escape. Dyson's abode was in one of the
quietest of the quiet streets that led down from the Strand to the river, and
when Salisbury passed from the narrow stairway into his friend's room, he
saw that the uncle had been beneficent indeed. The floor glowed and flamed
with all the colours of the East; it was, as Dyson pompously remarked, 'a
sunset in a dream,' and the lamplight, the twilight of London streets, was
shut out with strangely worked curtains, glittering here and there with
threads of gold. In the shelves of an oak armoire stood jars and plates of old
French china, and the black and white of etchings not to be found in the
Haymarket or in Bond Street, stood out against the splendour of a Japanese
paper. Salisbury sat down on the settle by the hearth, and sniffed the
mingled fumes of incense and tobacco, wondering and dumb before all this
splendour after the green rep and the oleographs, the gilt-framed mirror, and
the lustres of his own apartment.
'I am glad you have come,' said Dyson. 'Comfortable little room, isn't it?
But you don't look very well, Salisbury. Nothing disagreed with you, has
it?'
'No; but I have been a good deal bothered for the last few days. The fact
is I had an odd kind of—of—adventure, I suppose I may call it, that night I
saw you, and it has worried me a good deal. And the provoking part of it is
that it's the merest nonsense—but, however, I will tell you all about it, by
and by. You were going to let me have the rest of that odd story you began
at the restaurant.'
'Yes. But I am afraid, Salisbury, you are incorrigible. You are a slave to
what you call matter of fact. You know perfectly well that in your heart you
think the oddness in that case is of my making, and that it is all really as
plain as the police reports. However, as I have begun, I will go on. But first
we will have something to drink, and you may as well light your pipe.'
Dyson went up to the oak cupboard, and drew from its depths a rotund
bottle and two little glasses, quaintly gilded.

'It's Benedictine,' he said. 'You'll have some, won't you?'
Salisbury assented, and the two men sat sipping and smoking reflectively
for some minutes before Dyson began.
'Let me see,' he said at last, 'we were at the inquest, weren't we? No, we
had done with that. Ah, I remember. I was telling you that on the whole I
had been successful in my inquiries, investigation, or whatever you like to
call it, into the matter. Wasn't that where I left off?'
'Yes, that was it. To be precise, I think "though" was the last word you
said on the matter.'
'Exactly. I have been thinking it all over since the other night, and I have
come to the conclusion that that "though" is a very big "though" indeed. Not
to put too fine a point on it, I have had to confess that what I found out, or
thought I found out, amounts in reality to nothing. I am as far away from
the heart of the case as ever. However, I may as well tell you what I do
know. You may remember my saying that I was impressed a good deal by
some remarks of one of the doctors who gave evidence at the inquest. Well,
I determined that my first step must be to try if I could get something more
definite and intelligible out of that doctor. Somehow or other I managed to
get an introduction to the man, and he gave me an appointment to come and
see him. He turned out to be a pleasant, genial fellow; rather young and not
in the least like the typical medical man, and he began the conference by
offering me whisky and cigars. I didn't think it worth while to beat about the
bush, so I began by saying that part of his evidence at the Harlesden Inquest
struck me as very peculiar, and I gave him the printed report, with the
sentences in question underlined. He just glanced at the slip, and gave me a
queer look. "It struck you as peculiar, did it?" said he. "Well, you must
remember that the Harlesden case was very peculiar. In fact, I think I may
safely say that in some features it was unique—quite unique." "Quite so," I
replied, "and that's exactly why it interests me, and why I want to know
more about it. And I thought that if anybody could give me any information
it would be you. What is your opinion of the matter?"
'It was a pretty downright sort of question, and my doctor looked rather
taken aback.

'"Well," he said, "as I fancy your motive in inquiring into the question
must be mere curiosity, I think I may tell you my opinion with tolerable
freedom. So, Mr., Mr. Dyson? if you want to know my theory, it is this: I
believe that Dr. Black killed his wife."
'"But the verdict," I answered, "the verdict was given from your own
evidence."
'"Quite so; the verdict was given in accordance with the evidence of my
colleague and myself, and, under the circumstances, I think the jury acted
very sensibly. In fact, I don't see what else they could have done. But I stick
to my opinion, mind you, and I say this also. I don't wonder at Black's doing
what I firmly believe he did. I think he was justified."
'"Justified! How could that be?" I asked. I was astonished, as you may
imagine, at the answer I had got. The doctor wheeled round his chair and
looked steadily at me for a moment before he answered.
'"I suppose you are not a man of science yourself? No; then it would be
of no use my going into detail. I have always been firmly opposed myself to
any partnership between physiology and psychology. I believe that both are
bound to suffer. No one recognizes more decidedly than I do the impassable
gulf, the fathomless abyss that separates the world of consciousness from
the sphere of matter. We know that every change of consciousness is
accompanied by a rearrangement of the molecules in the grey matter; and
that is all. What the link between them is, or why they occur together, we do
not know, and most authorities believe that we never can know. Yet, I will
tell you that as I did my work, the knife in my hand, I felt convinced, in
spite of all theories, that what lay before me was not the brain of a dead
woman—not the brain of a human being at all. Of course I saw the face; but
it was quite placid, devoid of all expression. It must have been a beautiful
face, no doubt, but I can honestly say that I would not have looked in that
face when there was life behind it for a thousand guineas, no, nor for twice
that sum."
'"My dear sir," I said, "you surprise me extremely. You say that it was not
the brain of a human being. What was it then?"

'"The brain of a devil." He spoke quite coolly, and never moved a muscle.
"The brain of a devil," he repeated, "and I have no doubt that Black found
some way of putting an end to it. I don't blame him if he did. Whatever Mrs.
Black was, she was not fit to stay in this world. Will you have anything
more? No? Good-night, good-night."
'It was a queer sort of opinion to get from a man of science, wasn't it?
When he was saying that he would not have looked on that face when alive
for a thousand guineas, or two thousand guineas, I was thinking of the face
I had seen, but I said nothing. I went again to Harlesden, and passed from
one shop to another, making small purchases, and trying to find out whether
there was anything about the Blacks which was not already common
property, but there was very little to hear. One of the tradesmen to whom I
spoke said he had known the dead woman well; she used to buy of him such
quantities of grocery as were required for their small household, for they
never kept a servant, but had a charwoman in occasionally, and she had not
seen Mrs. Black for months before she died. According to this man Mrs.
Black was "a nice lady," always kind and considerate, and so fond of her
husband and he of her, as every one thought. And yet, to put the doctor's
opinion on one side, I knew what I had seen. And then after thinking it all
over, and putting one thing with another, it seemed to me that the only
person likely to give me much assistance would be Black himself, and I
made up my mind to find him. Of course he wasn't to be found in
Harlesden; he had left, I was told, directly after the funeral. Everything in
the house had been sold, and one fine day Black got into the train with a
small portmanteau, and went, nobody knew where. It was a chance if he
were ever heard of again, and it was by a mere chance that I came across
him at last. I was walking one day along Gray's Inn Road, not bound for
anywhere in particular, but looking about me, as usual, and holding on to
my hat, for it was a gusty day in early March, and the wind was making the
treetops in the Inn rock and quiver. I had come up from the Holborn end,
and I had almost got to Theobald's Road when I noticed a man walking in
front of me, leaning on a stick, and to all appearance very feeble. There was
something about his look that made me curious, I don't know why, and I
began to walk briskly with the idea of overtaking him, when of a sudden his
hat blew off and came bounding along the pavement to my feet. Of course I
rescued the hat, and gave it a glance as I went towards its owner. It was a

biography in itself; a Piccadilly maker's name in the inside, but I don't think
a beggar would have picked it out of the gutter. Then I looked up and saw
Dr. Black of Harlesden waiting for me. A queer thing, wasn't it? But,
Salisbury, what a change! When I saw Dr. Black come down the steps of his
house at Harlesden he was an upright man, walking firmly with well-built
limbs; a man, I should say, in the prime of his life. And now before me
there crouched this wretched creature, bent and feeble, with shrunken
cheeks, and hair that was whitening fast, and limbs that trembled and shook
together, and misery in his eyes. He thanked me for bringing him his hat,
saying, "I don't think I should ever have got it, I can't run much now. A
gusty day, sir, isn't it?" and with this he was turning away, but by little and
little I contrived to draw him into the current of conversation, and we
walked together eastward. I think the man would have been glad to get rid
of me; but I didn't intend to let him go, and he stopped at last in front of a
miserable house in a miserable street. It was, I verily believe, one of the
most wretched quarters I have ever seen: houses that must have been sordid
and hideous enough when new, that had gathered foulness with every year,
and now seemed to lean and totter to their fall. "I live up there," said Black,
pointing to the tiles, "not in the front—in the back. I am very quiet there. I
won't ask you to come in now, but perhaps some other day——" I caught
him up at that, and told him I should be only too glad to come and see him.
He gave me an odd sort of glance, as if he were wondering what on earth I
or anybody else could care about him, and I left him fumbling with his
latch-key. I think you will say I did pretty well when I tell you that within a
few weeks I had made myself an intimate friend of Black's. I shall never
forget the first time I went to his room; I hope I shall never see such abject,
squalid misery again. The foul paper, from which all pattern or trace of a
pattern had long vanished, subdued and penetrated with the grime of the
evil street, was hanging in mouldering pennons from the wall. Only at the
end of the room was it possible to stand upright, and the sight of the
wretched bed and the odour of corruption that pervaded the place made me
turn faint and sick. Here I found him munching a piece of bread; he seemed
surprised to find that I had kept my promise, but he gave me his chair and
sat on the bed while we talked. I used to go to see him often, and we had
long conversations together, but he never mentioned Harlesden or his wife.
I fancy that he supposed me ignorant of the matter, or thought that if I had
heard of it, I should never connect the respectable Dr. Black of Harlesden

with a poor garreteer in the backwoods of London. He was a strange man,
and as we sat together smoking, I often wondered whether he were mad or
sane, for I think the wildest dreams of Paracelsus and the Rosicrucians
would appear plain and sober fact compared with the theories I have heard
him earnestly advance in that grimy den of his. I once ventured to hint
something of the sort to him. I suggested that something he had said was in
flat contradiction to all science and all experience. "No," he answered, "not
all experience, for mine counts for something. I am no dealer in unproved
theories; what I say I have proved for myself, and at a terrible cost. There is
a region of knowledge which you will never know, which wise men seeing
from afar off shun like the plague, as well they may, but into that region I
have gone. If you knew, if you could even dream of what may be done, of
what one or two men have done in this quiet world of ours, your very soul
would shudder and faint within you. What you have heard from me has
been but the merest husk and outer covering of true science—that science
which means death, and that which is more awful than death, to those who
gain it. No, when men say that there are strange things in the world, they
little know the awe and the terror that dwell always with them and about
them." There was a sort of fascination about the man that drew me to him,
and I was quite sorry to have to leave London for a month or two; I missed
his odd talk. A few days after I came back to town I thought I would look
him up, but when I gave the two rings at the bell that used to summon him,
there was no answer. I rang and rang again, and was just turning to go away,
when the door opened and a dirty woman asked me what I wanted. From
her look I fancy she took me for a plain-clothes officer after one of her
lodgers, but when I inquired if Mr. Black were in, she gave me a stare of
another kind. "There's no Mr. Black lives here," she said. "He's gone. He's
dead this six weeks. I always thought he was a bit queer in his head, or else
had been and got into some trouble or other. He used to go out every
morning from ten till one, and one Monday morning we heard him come in,
and go into his room and shut the door, and a few minutes after, just as we
was a-sitting down to our dinner, there was such a scream that I thought I
should have gone right off. And then we heard a stamping, and down he
came, raging and cursing most dreadful, swearing he had been robbed of
something that was worth millions. And then he just dropped down in the
passage, and we thought he was dead. We got him up to his room, and put
him on his bed, and I just sat there and waited, while my 'usband he went

for the doctor. And there was the winder wide open, and a little tin box he
had lying on the floor open and empty, but of course nobody could possible
have got in at the winder, and as for him having anything that was worth
anything, it's nonsense, for he was often weeks and weeks behind with his
rent, and my 'usband he threatened often and often to turn him into the
street, for, as he said, we've got a living to myke like other people—and, of
course, that's true; but, somehow, I didn't like to do it, though he was an odd
kind of a man, and I fancy had been better off. And then the doctor came
and looked at him, and said as he couldn't do nothing, and that night he died
as I was a-sitting by his bed; and I can tell you that, with one thing and
another, we lost money by him, for the few bits of clothes as he had were
worth next to nothing when they came to be sold." I gave the woman half a
sovereign for her trouble, and went home thinking of Dr. Black and the
epitaph she had made him, and wondering at his strange fancy that he had
been robbed. I take it that he had very little to fear on that score, poor
fellow; but I suppose that he was really mad, and died in a sudden access of
his mania. His landlady said that once or twice when she had had occasion
to go into his room (to dun the poor wretch for his rent, most likely), he
would keep her at the door for about a minute, and that when she came in
she would find him putting away his tin box in the corner by the window; I
suppose he had become possessed with the idea of some great treasure, and
fancied himself a wealthy man in the midst of all his misery. Explicit, my
tale is ended, and you see that though I knew Black, I know nothing of his
wife or of the history of her death.—That's the Harlesden case, Salisbury,
and I think it interests me all the more deeply because there does not seem
the shadow of a possibility that I or any one else will ever know more about
it. What do you think of it?'
'Well, Dyson, I must say that I think you have contrived to surround the
whole thing with a mystery of your own making. I go for the doctor's
solution: Black murdered his wife, being himself in all probability an
undeveloped lunatic.'
'What? Do you believe, then, that this woman was something too awful,
too terrible to be allowed to remain on the earth? You will remember that
the doctor said it was the brain of a devil?'

'Yes, yes, but he was speaking, of course, metaphorically. It's really quite
a simple matter if you only look at it like that.'
'Ah, well, you may be right; but yet I am sure you are not. Well, well, it's
no good discussing it any more. A little more Benedictine? That's right; try
some of this tobacco. Didn't you say that you had been bothered by
something—something which happened that night we dined together?'
'Yes, I have been worried, Dyson, worried a great deal. I——But it's such
a trivial matter—indeed, such an absurdity—that I feel ashamed to trouble
you with it.'
'Never mind, let's have it, absurd or not.'
With many hesitations, and with much inward resentment of the folly of
the thing, Salisbury told his tale, and repeated reluctantly the absurd
intelligence and the absurder doggerel of the scrap of paper, expecting to
hear Dyson burst out into a roar of laughter.
'Isn't it too bad that I should let myself be bothered by such stuff as that?'
he asked, when he had stuttered out the jingle of once, and twice, and
thrice.
Dyson listened to it all gravely, even to the end, and meditated for a few
minutes in silence.
'Yes,' he said at length, 'it was a curious chance, your taking shelter in
that archway just as those two went by. But I don't know that I should call
what was written on the paper nonsense; it is bizarre certainly, but I expect
it has a meaning for somebody. Just repeat it again, will you, and I will
write it down. Perhaps we might find a cipher of some sort, though I hardly
think we shall.'
Again had the reluctant lips of Salisbury slowly to stammer out the
rubbish that he abhorred, while Dyson jotted it down on a slip of paper.
'Look over it, will you?' he said, when it was done; 'it may be important
that I should have every word in its place. Is that all right?'
'Yes; that is an accurate copy. But I don't think you will get much out of
it. Depend upon it, it is mere nonsense, a wanton scribble. I must be going

now, Dyson. No, no more; that stuff of yours is pretty strong. Good-night.'
'I suppose you would like to hear from me, if I did find out anything?'
'No, not I; I don't want to hear about the thing again. You may regard the
discovery, if it is one, as your own.'
'Very well. Good-night.'

IV
A good many hours after Salisbury had returned to the company of the
green rep chairs, Dyson still sat at his desk, itself a Japanese romance,
smoking many pipes, and meditating over his friend's story. The bizarre
quality of the inscription which had annoyed Salisbury was to him an
attraction, and now and again he took it up and scanned thoughtfully what
he had written, especially the quaint jingle at the end. It was a token, a
symbol, he decided, and not a cipher, and the woman who had flung it away
was in all probability entirely ignorant of its meaning; she was but the agent
of the 'Sam' she had abused and discarded, and he too was again the agent
of some one unknown, possibly of the individual styled Q, who had been
forced to visit his French friends. But what to make of 'Traverse Handle S.'
Here was the root and source of the enigma, and not all the tobacco of
Virginia seemed likely to suggest any clue here. It seemed almost hopeless,
but Dyson regarded himself as the Wellington of mysteries, and went to bed
feeling assured that sooner or later he would hit upon the right track For the
next few days he was deeply engaged in his literary labours, labours which
were a profound mystery even to the most intimate of his friends, who
searched the railway bookstalls in vain for the result of so many hours spent
at the Japanese bureau in company with strong tobacco and black tea. On
this occasion Dyson confined himself to his room for four days, and it was
with genuine relief that he laid down his pen and went out into the streets in
quest of relaxation and fresh air. The gas-lamps were being lighted, and the
fifth edition of the evening papers was being howled through the streets,
and Dyson, feeling that he wanted quiet, turned away from the clamorous

Strand, and began to trend away to the north-west. Soon he found himself in
streets that echoed to his footsteps, and crossing a broad new thoroughfare,
and verging still to the west, Dyson discovered that he had penetrated to the
depths of Soho. Here again was life; rare vintages of France and Italy, at
prices which seemed contemptibly small, allured the passer-by; here were
cheeses, vast and rich, here olive oil, and here a grove of Rabelaisian
sausages; while in a neighbouring shop the whole Press of Paris appeared to
be on sale. In the middle of the roadway a strange miscellany of nations
sauntered to and fro, for there cab and hansom rarely ventured; and from
window over window the inhabitants looked forth in pleased contemplation
of the scene. Dyson made his way slowly along, mingling with the crowd
on the cobble-stones, listening to the queer babel of French and German,
and Italian and English, glancing now and again at the shop-windows with
their levelled batteries of bottles, and had almost gained the end of the
street, when his attention was arrested by a small shop at the corner, a vivid
contrast to its neighbours. It was the typical shop of the poor quarter; a shop
entirely English. Here were vended tobacco and sweets, cheap pipes of clay
and cherry-wood; penny exercise-books and penholders jostled for
precedence with comic songs, and story papers with appalling cuts showed
that romance claimed its place beside the actualities of the evening paper,
the bills of which fluttered at the doorway. Dyson glanced up at the name
above the door, and stood by the kennel trembling, for a sharp pang, the
pang of one who has made a discovery, had for a moment left him incapable
of motion. The name over the shop was Travers. Dyson looked up again,
this time at the corner of the wall above the lamp-post, and read in white
letters on a blue ground the words 'Handel Street, W. C.,' and the legend
was repeated in fainter letters just below. He gave a little sigh of
satisfaction, and without more ado walked boldly into the shop, and stared
full in the face the fat man who was sitting behind the counter. The fellow
rose to his feet, and returned the stare a little curiously, and then began in
stereotyped phrase—
'What can I do for you, sir?'
Dyson enjoyed the situation and a dawning perplexity on the man's face.
He propped his stick carefully against the counter and leaning over it, said
slowly and impressively—

'Once around the grass, and twice around the lass, and thrice around the
maple-tree.'
Dyson had calculated on his words producing an effect, and he was not
disappointed. The vendor of miscellanies gasped, open-mouthed like a fish,
and steadied himself against the counter. When he spoke, after a short
interval, it was in a hoarse mutter, tremulous and unsteady.
'Would you mind saying that again, sir? I didn't quite catch it.'
'My good man, I shall most certainly do nothing of the kind. You heard
what I said perfectly well. You have got a clock in your shop, I see; an
admirable timekeeper, I have no doubt. Well, I give you a minute by your
own clock.'
The man looked about him in a perplexed indecision, and Dyson felt that
it was time to be bold.
'Look here, Travers, the time is nearly up. You have heard of Q, I think.
Remember, I hold your life in my hands. Now!'
Dyson was shocked at the result of his own audacity. The man shrank
and shrivelled in terror, the sweat poured down a face of ashy white, and he
held up his hands before him.
'Mr. Davies, Mr. Davies, don't say that—don't for Heaven's sake. I didn't
know you at first, I didn't indeed. Good God! Mr. Davies, you wouldn't ruin
me? I'll get it in a moment.'
'You had better not lose any more time.'
The man slunk piteously out of his own shop, and went into a back
parlour. Dyson heard his trembling fingers fumbling with a bunch of keys,
and the creak of an opening box. He came back presently with a small
package neatly tied up in brown paper in his hands, and, still full of terror,
handed it to Dyson.
'I'm glad to be rid of it,' he said. 'I'll take no more jobs of this sort.'
Dyson took the parcel and his stick, and walked out of the shop with a
nod, turning round as he passed the door. Travers had sunk into his seat, his

face still white with terror, with one hand over his eyes, and Dyson
speculated a good deal as he walked rapidly away as to what queer chords
those could be on which he had played so roughly. He hailed the first
hansom he could see and drove home, and when he had lit his hanging
lamp, and laid his parcel on the table, he paused for a moment, wondering
on what strange thing the lamplight would soon shine. He locked his door,
and cut the strings, and unfolded the paper layer after layer, and came at last
to a small wooden box, simply but solidly made. There was no lock, and
Dyson had simply to raise the lid, and as he did so he drew a long breath
and started back. The lamp seemed to glimmer feebly like a single candle,
but the whole room blazed with light—and not with light alone, but with a
thousand colours, with all the glories of some painted window; and upon
the walls of his room and on the familiar furniture, the glow flamed back
and seemed to flow again to its source, the little wooden box. For there
upon a bed of soft wool lay the most splendid jewel, a jewel such as Dyson
had never dreamed of, and within it shone the blue of far skies, and the
green of the sea by the shore, and the red of the ruby, and deep violet rays,
and in the middle of all it seemed aflame as if a fountain of fire rose up, and
fell, and rose again with sparks like stars for drops. Dyson gave a long deep
sigh, and dropped into his chair, and put his hands over his eyes to think.
The jewel was like an opal, but from a long experience of the shopwindows he knew there was no such thing as an opal one-quarter or oneeighth of its size. He looked at the stone again, with a feeling that was
almost awe, and placed it gently on the table under the lamp, and watched
the wonderful flame that shone and sparkled in its centre, and then turned to
the box, curious to know whether it might contain other marvels. He lifted
the bed of wool on which the opal had reclined, and saw beneath, no more
jewels, but a little old pocket-book, worn and shabby with use. Dyson
opened it at the first leaf, and dropped the book again appalled. He had read
the name of the owner, neatly written in blue ink:
S

B
, . .,
Oranmore,
Devon Road,
Harlesden.

It was several minutes before Dyson could bring himself to open the
book a second time; he remembered the wretched exile in his garret; and his
strange talk, and the memory too of the face he had seen at the window, and
of what the specialist had said, surged up in his mind, and as he held his
finger on the cover, he shivered, dreading what might be written within.
When at last he held it in his hand, and turned the pages, he found that the
first two leaves were blank, but the third was covered with clear, minute
writing, and Dyson began to read with the light of the opal flaming in his
eyes.

V
'Ever since I was a young man'—the record began—'I devoted all my
leisure and a good deal of time that ought to have been given to other
studies to the investigation of curious and obscure branches of knowledge.
What are commonly called the pleasures of life had never any attractions
for me, and I lived alone in London, avoiding my fellow-students, and in
my turn avoided by them as a man self-absorbed and unsympathetic. So
long as I could gratify my desire of knowledge of a peculiar kind,
knowledge of which the very existence is a profound secret to most men, I
was intensely happy, and I have often spent whole nights sitting in the
darkness of my room, and thinking of the strange world on the brink of
which I trod. My professional studies, however, and the necessity of
obtaining a degree, for some time forced my more obscure employment into
the background, and soon after I had qualified I met Agnes, who became
my wife. We took a new house in this remote suburb, and I began the
regular routine of a sober practice, and for some months lived happily
enough, sharing in the life about me, and only thinking at odd intervals of
that occult science which had once fascinated my whole being. I had learnt
enough of the paths I had begun to tread to know that they were beyond all
expression difficult and dangerous, that to persevere meant in all probability
the wreck of a life, and that they led to regions so terrible, that the mind of
man shrinks appalled at the very thought. Moreover, the quiet and the peace
I had enjoyed since my marriage had wiled me away to a great extent from

places where I knew no peace could dwell. But suddenly—I think indeed it
was the work of a single night, as I lay awake on my bed gazing into the
darkness—suddenly, I say, the old desire, the former longing, returned, and
returned with a force that had been intensified ten times by its absence; and
when the day dawned and I looked out of the window, and saw with
haggard eyes the sunrise in the east, I knew that my doom had been
pronounced; that as I had gone far, so now I must go farther with
unfaltering steps. I turned to the bed where my wife was sleeping
peacefully, and lay down again, weeping bitter tears, for the sun had set on
our happy life and had risen with a dawn of terror to us both. I will not set
down here in minute detail what followed; outwardly I went about the day's
labour as before, saying nothing to my wife. But she soon saw that I had
changed; I spent my spare time in a room which I had fitted up as a
laboratory, and often I crept upstairs in the grey dawn of the morning, when
the light of many lamps still glowed over London; and each night I had
stolen a step nearer to that great abyss which I was to bridge over, the gulf
between the world of consciousness and the world of matter. My
experiments were many and complicated in their nature, and it was some
months before I realized whither they all pointed, and when this was borne
in upon me in a moment's time, I felt my face whiten and my heart still
within me. But the power to draw back, the power to stand before the doors
that now opened wide before me and not to enter in, had long ago been
absent; the way was closed, and I could only pass onward. My position was
as utterly hopeless as that of the prisoner in an utter dungeon, whose only
light is that of the dungeon above him; the doors were shut and escape was
impossible. Experiment after experiment gave the same result, and I knew,
and shrank even as the thought passed through my mind, that in the work I
had to do there must be elements which no laboratory could furnish, which
no scales could ever measure. In that work, from which even I doubted to
escape with life, life itself must enter; from some human being there must
be drawn that essence which men call the soul, and in its place (for in the
scheme of the world there is no vacant chamber)—in its place would enter
in what the lips can hardly utter, what the mind cannot conceive without a
horror more awful than the horror of death itself. And when I knew this, I
knew also on whom this fate would fall; I looked into my wife's eyes. Even
at that hour, if I had gone out and taken a rope and hanged myself, I might
have escaped, and she also, but in no other way. At last I told her all. She

shuddered, and wept, and called on her dead mother for help, and asked me
if I had no mercy, and I could only sigh. I concealed nothing from her; I
told her what she would become, and what would enter in where her life
had been; I told her of all the shame and of all the horror. You who will read
this when I am dead—if indeed I allow this record to survive,—you who
have opened the box and have seen what lies there, if you could understand
what lies hidden in that opal! For one night my wife consented to what I
asked of her, consented with the tears running down her beautiful face, and
hot shame flushing red over her neck and breast, consented to undergo this
for me. I threw open the window, and we looked together at the sky and the
dark earth for the last time; it was a fine star-light night, and there was a
pleasant breeze blowing, and I kissed her on her lips, and her tears ran
down upon my face. That night she came down to my laboratory, and there,
with shutters bolted and barred down, with curtains drawn thick and close,
so that the very stars might be shut out from the sight of that room, while
the crucible hissed and boiled over the lamp, I did what had to be done, and
led out what was no longer a woman. But on the table the opal flamed and
sparkled with such light as no eyes of man have ever gazed on, and the rays
of the flame that was within it flashed and glittered, and shone even to my
heart. My wife had only asked one thing of me; that when there came at last
what I had told her, I would kill her. I have kept that promise.'
There was nothing more. Dyson let the little pocket-book fall, and turned
and looked again at the opal with its flaming inmost light, and then with
unutterable irresistible horror surging up in his heart, grasped the jewel, and
flung it on the ground, and trampled it beneath his heel. His face was white
with terror as he turned away, and for a moment stood sick and trembling,
and then with a start he leapt across the room and steadied himself against
the door. There was an angry hiss, as of steam escaping under great
pressure, and as he gazed, motionless, a volume of heavy yellow smoke was
slowly issuing from the very centre of the jewel, and wreathing itself in
snake-like coils above it. And then a thin white flame burst forth from the
smoke, and shot up into the air and vanished; and on the ground there lay a
thing like a cinder, black and crumbling to the touch.
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I
The freakish little leader of the orchestra, newly imported from Sicily to
New York, tossed his conductor's wand excitedly through the air, drowning
with musical thunders the hum of conversation and the clatter of plates.
Yet neither his apish demeanour nor the deafening noises that responded to
every movement of his agile body detracted attention from the figure of
Reginald Clarke and the young man at his side as they smilingly wound
their way to the exit.
The boy's expression was pleasant, with an inkling of wistfulness, while the
soft glimmer of his lucid eyes betrayed the poet and the dreamer. The smile
of Reginald Clarke was the smile of a conqueror. A suspicion of silver in
his crown of dark hair only added dignity to his bearing, while the infinitely
ramified lines above the heavy-set mouth spoke at once of subtlety and of
strength. Without stretch of the imagination one might have likened him to
a Roman cardinal of the days of the Borgias, who had miraculously stepped
forth from the time-stained canvas and slipped into twentieth century
evening-clothes.
With the affability of complete self-possession he nodded in response to
greetings from all sides, inclining his head with special politeness to a
young woman whose sea-blue eyes were riveted upon his features with a
look of mingled hate and admiration.
The woman, disregarding his silent salutation, continued to stare at him
wild-eyed, as a damned soul in purgatory might look at Satan passing in

regal splendour through the seventy times sevenfold circles of hell.
Reginald Clarke walked on unconcernedly through the rows of gay diners,
still smiling, affable, calm. But his companion bethought himself of certain
rumours he had heard concerning Ethel Brandenbourg's mad love for the
man from whose features she could not even now turn her eyes. Evidently
her passion was unreciprocated. It had not always been so. There was a time
in her career, some years ago in Paris, when it was whispered that she had
secretly married him and, not much later, obtained a divorce. The matter
was never cleared up, as both preserved an uncompromising silence upon
the subject of their matrimonial experience. Certain it was that, for a space,
the genius of Reginald Clarke had completely dominated her brush, and
that, ever since he had thrown her aside, her pictures were but plagiarisms
of her former artistic self.
The cause of the rupture between them was a matter only of surmise; but
the effect it had on the woman testified clearly to the remarkable power of
Reginald Clarke. He had entered her life and, behold! the world was
transfixed on her canvases in myriad hues of transcending radiance; he had
passed from it, and with him vanished the brilliancy of her colouring, as at
sunset the borrowed amber and gold fade from the face of the clouds.
The glamour of Clarke's name may have partly explained the secret of his
charm, but, even in circles where literary fame is no passport, he could, if
he chose, exercise an almost terrible fascination. Subtle and profound, he
had ransacked the coffers of mediæval dialecticians and plundered the
arsenals of the Sophists. Many years later, when the vultures of misfortune
had swooped down upon him, and his name was no longer mentioned
without a sneer, he was still remembered in New York drawing-rooms as
the man who had brought to perfection the art of talking. Even to dine with
him was a liberal education.
Clarke's marvellous conversational power was equalled only by his
marvellous style. Ernest Fielding's heart leaped in him at the thought that
henceforth he would be privileged to live under one roof with the only
writer of his generation who could lend to the English language the rich
strength and rugged music of the Elizabethans.

Reginald Clarke was a master of many instruments. Milton's mighty organ
was no less obedient to his touch than the little lute of the troubadour. He
was never the same; that was his strength. Clarke's style possessed at once
the chiselled chasteness of a Greek marble column and the elaborate
deviltry of the late Renaissance. At times his winged words seemed to
flutter down the page frantically like Baroque angels; at other times nothing
could have more adequately described his manner than the timeless calm of
the gaunt pyramids.
The two men had reached the street. Reginald wrapped his long spring coat
round him.
"I shall expect you to-morrow at four," he said.
The tone of his voice was deep and melodious, suggesting hidden depths
and cadences.
"I shall be punctual."
The younger man's voice trembled as he spoke.
"I look forward to your coming with much pleasure. I am interested in you."
The glad blood mounted to Ernest's cheeks at praise from the austere lips of
this arbiter of literary elegance.
An almost imperceptible smile crept over the other man's features.
"I am proud that my work interests you," was all the boy could say.
"I think it is quite amazing, but at present," here Clarke drew out a watch
set with jewels, "I am afraid I must bid you good-bye."
He held Ernest's hand for a moment in a firm genial grasp, then turned away
briskly, while the boy remained standing open-mouthed. The crowd jostling
against him carried him almost off his feet, but his eyes followed far into
the night the masterful figure of Reginald Clarke, toward whom he felt
himself drawn with every fiber of his body and the warm enthusiasm of his
generous youth.

II
With elastic step, inhaling the night-air with voluptuous delight, Reginald
Clarke made his way down Broadway, lying stretched out before him,
bathed in light and pulsating with life.
His world-embracing intellect was powerfully attracted by the Giant City's
motley activities. On the street, as in the salon, his magnetic power
compelled recognition, and he stepped through the midst of the crowd as a
Circassian blade cleaves water.
After walking a block or two, he suddenly halted before a jeweller's shop.
Arrayed in the window were priceless gems that shone in the glare of
electricity, like mystical serpent-eyes—green, pomegranate and water-blue.
And as he stood there the dazzling radiance before him was transformed in
the prism of his mind into something great and very wonderful that might,
some day, be a poem.
Then his attention was diverted by a small group of tiny girls dancing on
the sidewalk to the husky strains of an old hurdy-gurdy. He joined the circle
of amused spectators, to watch those pink-ribboned bits of femininity
swaying airily to and fro in unison with the tune. One especially attracted
his notice—a slim olive-coloured girl from a land where it is always spring.
Her whole being translated into music, with hair dishevelled and feet hardly
touching the ground, the girl suggested an orange-leaf dancing on a
sunbeam. The rasping street-organ, perchance, brought to her melodious
reminiscences of some flute-playing Savoyard boy, brown-limbed and dark
of hair.
For several minutes Reginald Clarke followed with keen delight each
delicate curve her graceful limbs described. Then—was it that she grew
tired, or that the stranger's persistent scrutiny embarrassed her?—the music
oozed out of her movements. They grew slower, angular, almost clumsy.
The look of interest in Clarke's eyes died, but his whole form quivered, as if
the rhythm of the music and the dance had mysteriously entered into his
blood.
He continued his stroll, seemingly without aim; in reality he followed, with
nervous intensity, the multiform undulations of the populace, swarming

through Broadway in either direction. Like the giant whose strength was
rekindled every time he touched his mother, the earth, Reginald Clarke
seemed to draw fresh vitality from every contact with life.
He turned east along Fourteenth street, where cheap vaudevilles are strung
together as glass-pearls on the throat of a wanton. Gaudy bill-boards,
drenched in clamorous red, proclaimed the tawdry attractions within. Much
to the surprise of the doorkeeper at a particularly evil-looking music hall,
Reginald Clarke lingered in the lobby, and finally even bought a ticket that
entitled him to enter this sordid wilderness of décolleté art. Street-snipes, a
few workingmen, dilapidated sportsmen, and women whose ruined youth
thick layers of powder and paint, even in this artificial light, could not
restore, constituted the bulk of the audience. Reginald Clarke, apparently
unconscious of the curiosity, surprise and envy that his appearance excited,
seated himself at a table near the stage, ordering from the solicitous waiter
only a cocktail and a programme. The drink he left untouched, while his
eyes greedily ran down the lines of the announcement. When he had found
what he sought, he lit a cigar, paying no attention to the boards, but
studying the audience with cursory interest until the appearance of Betsy,
the Hyacinth Girl.
When she began to sing, his mind still wandered. The words of her song
were crude, but not without a certain lilt that delighted the uncultured ear,
while the girl's voice was thin to the point of being unpleasant. When,
however, she came to the burden of the song, Clarke's manner changed
suddenly. Laying down his cigar, he listened with rapt attention, eagerly
gazing at her. For, as she sang the last line and tore the hyacinth-blossoms
from her hair, there crept into her voice a strangely poignant, pathetic little
thrill, that redeemed the execrable faultiness of her singing, and brought the
rude audience under her spell.
Clarke, too, was captivated by that tremour, the infinite sadness of which
suggested the plaint of souls moaning low at night, when lust preys on
creatures marked for its spoil.
The singer paused. Still those luminous eyes were upon her. She grew
nervous. It was only with tremendous difficulty that she reached the refrain.
As she sang the opening lines of the last stanza, an inscrutable smile curled

on Clarke's lips. She noticed the man's relentless gaze and faltered. When
the burden came, her singing was hard and cracked: the tremour had gone
from her voice.

III
Long before the appointed time Ernest walked up and down in front of the
abode of Reginald Clarke, a stately apartment-house overlooking Riverside
Drive.
Misshapen automobiles were chasing by, carrying to the cool river's marge
the restlessness and the fever of American life. But the bustle and the noise
seemed to the boy only auspicious omens of the future.
Jack, his room-mate and dearest friend, had left him a month ago, and, for a
space, he had felt very lonely. His young and delicate soul found it difficult
to grapple with the vague fears that his nervous brain engendered, when
whispered sounds seemed to float from hidden corners, and the stairs
creaked under mysterious feet.
He needed the voice of loving kindness to call him back from the valley of
haunting shadows, where his poet's soul was wont to linger overlong; in his
hours of weakness the light caress of a comrade renewed his strength and
rekindled in his hand the flaming sword of song.
And at nightfall he would bring the day's harvest to Clarke, as a worshipper
scattering precious stones, incense and tapestries at the feet of a god.
Surely he would be very happy. And as the heart, at times, leads the feet to
the goal of its desire, while multicoloured dreams, like dancing-girls, lull
the will to sleep, he suddenly found himself stepping from the elevator-car
to Reginald Clarke's apartment.
Already was he raising his hand to strike the electric bell when a sound
from within made him pause half-way.

"No, there's no help!" he heard Clarke say. His voice had a hard, metallic
clangour.
A boyish voice answered plaintively. What the words were Ernest could not
distinctly hear, but the suppressed sob in them almost brought the tears to
his eyes. He instinctively knew that this was the finale of some tragedy.
He withdrew hastily, so as not to be a witness of an interview that was not
meant for his ears.
Reginald Clarke probably had good reason for parting with his young
friend, whom Ernest surmised to be Abel Felton, a talented boy, whom the
master had taken under his wings.
In the apartment a momentary silence had ensued.
This was interrupted by Clarke: "It will come again, in a month, in a year, in
two years."
"No, no! It is all gone!" sobbed the boy.
"Nonsense. You are merely nervous. But that is just why we must part.
There is no room in one house for two nervous people."
"I was not such a nervous wreck before I met you."
"Am I to blame for it—for your morbid fancies, your extravagance, the
slow tread of a nervous disease, perhaps?"
"Who can tell? But I am all confused. I don't know what I am saying.
Everything is so puzzling—life, friendship, you. I fancied you cared for my
career, and now you end our friendship without a thought!"
"We must all follow the law of our being."
"The laws are within us and in our control."
"They are within us and beyond us. It is the physiological structure of our
brains, our nerve-cells, that makes and mars our lives.
"Our mental companionship was so beautiful. It was meant to last."

"That is the dream of youth. Nothing lasts. Everything flows—panta rei. We
are all but sojourners in an inn. Friendship, as love, is an illusion. Life has
nothing to take from a man who has no illusions."
"It has nothing to give him."
They said good-bye.
At the door Ernest met Abel.
"Where are you going?" he asked.
"For a little pleasure trip."
Ernest knew that the boy lied.
He remembered that Abel Felton was at work upon some book, a play or a
novel. It occurred to him to inquire how far he had progressed with it.
Abel smiled sadly. "I am not writing it."
"Not writing it?"
"Reginald is."
"I am afraid I don't understand."
"Never mind. Some day you will."

IV
"I am so happy you came," Reginald Clarke said, as he conducted Ernest
into his studio. It was a large, luxuriously furnished room overlooking the
Hudson and Riverside Drive.
Dazzled and bewildered, the boy's eyes wandered from object to object,
from picture to statue. Despite seemingly incongruous details, the whole
arrangement possessed style and distinction.

A satyr on the mantelpiece whispered obscene secrets into the ears of Saint
Cecilia. The argent limbs of Antinous brushed against the garments of
Mona Lisa. And from a corner a little rococo lady peered coquettishly at the
gray image of an Egyptian sphinx. There was a picture of Napoleon facing
the image of the Crucified. Above all, in the semi-darkness, artificially
produced by heavy draperies, towered two busts.
"Shakespeare and Balzac!" Ernest exclaimed with some surprise.
"Yes," explained Reginald, "they are my gods."
His gods! Surely there was a key to Clarke's character. Our gods are
ourselves raised to the highest power.
Clarke and Shakespeare!
Even to Ernest's admiring mind it seemed almost blasphemous to name a
contemporary, however esteemed, in one breath with the mighty master of
song, whose great gaunt shadow, thrown against the background of the
years has assumed immense, unproportionate, monstrous dimensions.
Yet something might be said for the comparison. Clarke undoubtedly was
universally broad, and undoubtedly concealed, with no less exquisite taste
than the Elizabethan, his own personality under the splendid raiment of his
art. They certainly were affinities. It would not have been surprising to him
to see the clear calm head of Shakespeare rise from behind his host.
Perhaps—who knows?—the very presence of the bust in his room had, to
some extent, subtly and secretly moulded Reginald Clarke's life. A man's
soul, like the chameleon, takes colour from its environment. Even
comparative trifles, the number of the house in which we live, or the colour
of the wallpaper of a room, may determine a destiny.
The boy's eyes were again surveying the fantastic surroundings in which he
found himself; while, from a corner, Clarke's eyes were watching his every
movement, as if to follow his thoughts into the innermost labyrinth of the
mind. It seemed to Ernest, under the spell of this passing fancy, as though
each vase, each picture, each curio in the room, was reflected in Clarke's
work. In a long-queued, porcelain Chinese mandarin he distinctly
recognised a quaint quatrain in one of Clarke's most marvellous poems.

And he could have sworn that the grin of the Hindu monkey-god on the
writing-table reappeared in the weird rhythm of two stanzas whose
grotesque cadence had haunted him for years.
At last Clarke broke the silence. "You like my studio?" he asked.
The simple question brought Ernest back to reality.
"Like it? Why, it's stunning. It set up in me the queerest train of thought."
"I, too, have been in a whimsical mood to-night. Fancy, unlike genius, is an
infectious disease."
"What is the peculiar form it assumed in your case?"
"I have been wondering whether all the things that environ us day by day
are, in a measure, fashioning our thought-life. I sometimes think that even
my little mandarin and this monkey-idol which, by the way, I brought from
India, are exerting a mysterious but none the less real influence upon my
work."
"Great God!" Ernest replied, "I have had the identical thought!"
"How very strange!" Clarke exclaimed, with seeming surprise.
"It is said tritely but truly, that great minds travel the same roads," Ernest
observed, inwardly pleased.
"No," the older man subtly remarked, "but they reach the same conclusion
by a different route."
"And you attach serious importance to our fancy?"
"Why not?"
Clarke was gazing abstractedly at the bust of Balzac.
"A man's genius is commensurate with his ability of absorbing from life the
elements essential to his artistic completion. Balzac possessed this power in
a remarkable degree. But, strange to say, it was evil that attracted him most.
He absorbed it as a sponge absorbs water; perhaps because there was so
little of it in his own make-up. He must have purified the atmosphere

around him for miles, by bringing all the evil that was floating in the air or
slumbering in men's souls to the point of his pen.
"And he"—his eyes were resting on Shakespeare's features as a man might
look upon the face of a brother—"he, too, was such a nature. In fact, he was
the most perfect type of the artist. Nothing escaped his mind. From life and
from books he drew his material, each time reshaping it with a master-hand.
Creation is a divine prerogative. Re-creation, infinitely more wonderful
than mere calling into existence, is the prerogative of the poet. Shakespeare
took his colours from many palettes. That is why he is so great, and why his
work is incredibly greater than he. It alone explains his unique achievement.
Who was he? What education did he have, what opportunities? None. And
yet we find in his work the wisdom of Bacon, Sir Walter Raleigh's fancies
and discoveries, Marlowe's verbal thunders and the mysterious loveliness of
Mr. W.H."
Ernest listened, entranced by the sound of Clarke's mellifluous voice. He
was, indeed, a master of the spoken word, and possessed a miraculous
power of giving to the wildest fancies an air of vraisemblance.

V
"Yes," said Walkham, the sculptor, "it's a most curious thing."
"What is?" asked Ernest, who had been dreaming over the Sphinx that was
looking at him from its corner with the sarcastic smile of five thousand
years.
"How our dreams of yesterday stare at us like strangers to-day."
"On the contrary," remarked Reginald, "it would be strange if they were still
to know us. In fact, it would be unnatural. The skies above us and the earth
underfoot are in perpetual motion. Each atom of our physical nature is
vibrating with unimaginable rapidity. Change is identical with life."

"It sometimes seems," said the sculptor, "as if thoughts evaporated like
water."
"Why not, under favorable conditions?"
"But where do they go? Surely they cannot perish utterly?"
"Yes, that is the question. Or, rather, it is not a question. Nothing is ever lost
in the spiritual universe."
"But what," inquired Ernest, "is the particular reason for your reflection?"
"It is this," the sculptor replied; "I had a striking motive and lost it."
"Do you remember," he continued, speaking to Reginald, "the Narcissus I
was working on the last time when you called at my studio?"
"Yes; it was a striking thing and impressed me very much, though I cannot
recall it at the moment."
"Well, it was a commission. An eccentric young millionaire had offered me
eight thousand dollars for it. I had an absolutely original conception. But I
cannot execute it. It's as if a breeze had carried it away."
"That is very regrettable."
"Well, I should say so," replied the sculptor.
Ernest smiled. For everybody knew of Walkham's domestic troubles.
Having twice figured in the divorce court, he was at present defraying the
expenses of three households.
The sculptor had meanwhile seated himself at Reginald's writing-table,
unintentionally scanning a typewritten page that was lying before him. Like
all artists, something of a madman and something of a child, he at first
glanced over its contents distractedly, then with an interest so intense that
he was no longer aware of the impropriety of his action.
"By Jove!" he cried. "What is this?"
"It's an epic of the French Revolution," Reginald replied, not without
surprise.

"But, man, do you know that I have discovered my motive in it?"
"What do you mean?" asked Ernest, looking first at Reginald and then at
Walkham, whose sanity he began to doubt.
"Listen!"
And the sculptor read, trembling with emotion, a long passage whose
measured cadence delighted Ernest's ear, without, however, enlightening his
mind as to the purport of Walkham's cryptic remark.
Reginald said nothing, but the gleam in his eye showed that this time, at
least, his interest was alert.
Walkham saw the hopelessness of making clear his meaning without an
explanation.
"I forget you haven't a sculptor's mind. I am so constituted that, with me, all
impressions are immediately translated into the sense of form. I do not hear
music; I see it rise with domes and spires, with painted windows and
Arabesques. The scent of the rose is to me tangible. I can almost feel it with
my hand. So your prose suggested to me, by its rhythmic flow, something
which, at first indefinite, crystallised finally into my lost conception of
Narcissus."
"It is extraordinary," murmured Reginald. "I had not dreamed of it."
"So you do not think it rather fantastic?" remarked Ernest, circumscribing
his true meaning.
"No, it is quite possible. Perhaps his Narcissus was engaging the subconscious strata of my mind while I was writing this passage. And surely it
would be strange if the undercurrents of our mind were not reflected in our
style."
"Do you mean, then, that a subtle psychologist ought to be able to read
beneath and between our lines, not only what we express, but also what we
leave unexpressed?"
"Undoubtedly."

"Even if, while we are writing, we are unconscious of our state of mind?
That would open a new field to psychology."
"Only to those that have the key, that can read the hidden symbols. It is to
me a matter-of-course that every mind-movement below or above the
threshold of consciousness must, of a necessity, leave its imprint faintly or
clearly, as the case may be, upon our activities."
"This may explain why books that seem intolerably dull to the majority,
delight the hearts of the few," Ernest interjected.
"Yes, to the few that possess the key. I distinctly remember how an uncle of
mine once laid down a discussion on higher mathematics and blushed
fearfully when his innocent wife looked over his shoulder. The man who
had written it was a roué."
"Then the seemingly most harmless books may secretly possess the power
of scattering in young minds the seed of corruption," Walkham remarked.
"If they happen to understand," Clarke observed thoughtfully. "I can very
well conceive of a lecherous text-book of the calculus, or of a reporter's
story of a picnic in which burnt, under the surface, undiscoverable, save to
the initiate, the tragic passion of Tristram and Iseult."

VI
Several weeks had elapsed since the conversation in Reginald Clarke's
studio. The spring was now well advanced and had sprinkled the meadows
with flowers, and the bookshelves of the reviewers with fiction. The latter
Ernest turned to good account, but from the flowers no poem blossomed
forth. In writing about other men's books, he almost forgot that the
springtide had brought to him no bouquet of song. Only now and then, like
a rippling of water, disquietude troubled his soul.
The strange personality of the master of the house had enveloped the lad's
thoughts with an impenetrable maze. The day before Jack had come on a

flying visit from Harvard, but even he was unable to free Ernest's soul from
the obsession of Reginald Clarke.
Ernest was lazily stretching himself on a couch, waving the smoke of his
cigarette to Reginald, who was writing at his desk.
"Your friend Jack is delightful," Reginald remarked, looking up from his
papers. "And his ebon-coloured hair contrasts prettily with the gold in
yours. I should imagine that you are temperamental antipodes."
"So we are; but friendship bridges the chasm between."
"How long have you known him?"
"We have been chums ever since our sophomore year."
"What attracted you in him?"
"It is no simple matter to define exactly one's likes and dislikes. Even a tiny
protoplasmic animal appears to be highly complex under the microscope.
How can we hope to analyse, with any degree of certitude, our souls,
especially when, under the influence of feeling, we see as through a glass
darkly."
"It is true that personal feeling colours our spectacles and distorts the
perspective. Still, we should not shrink from self-analysis. We must learn to
see clearly into our own hearts if we would give vitality to our work.
Indiscretion is the better part of literature, and it behooves us to hound
down each delicate elusive shadow of emotion, and convert it into copy."
"It is because I am so self-analytical that I realise the complexity of my
nature, and am at a loss to define my emotions. Conflicting forces sway us
hither and thither without neutralising each other. Physicology isn't physics.
There were many things to attract me to Jack. He was subtler, more
sympathetic, more feminine, perhaps, than the rest of my college-mates."
"That I have noticed. In fact, his lashes are those of a girl. You still care for
him very much?"
"It isn't a matter of caring. We are two beings that live one life."

"A sort of psychic Siamese twins?"
"Almost. Why, the matter is very simple. Our hearts root in the same soil;
the same books have nourished us, the same great winds have shaken our
being, and the same sunshine called forth the beautiful blossom of
friendship."
"He struck me, if you will pardon my saying so, as a rather commonplace
companion."
"There is in him a hidden sweetness, and a depth of feeling which only
intimate contact reveals. He is now taking his post-graduate course at
Harvard, and for well-nigh two months we have not met; yet so many
invisible threads of common experience unite us that we could meet after
years and still be near each other."
"You are very young," Reginald replied.
"What do you mean?"
"Ah—never mind."
"So you do not believe that two hearts may ever beat as one?"
"No, that is an auditory delusion. Not even two clocks beat in unison. There
is always a discrepancy, infinitesimal, perhaps, but a discrepancy
nevertheless."
A sharp ring of the bell interrupted the conversation. A moment later a
curly head peeped through the door.
"Hello, Ernest! How are you, old man?" the intruder cried, with a laugh in
his voice. Then, noticing Clarke, he shook hands with the great man
unceremoniously, with the nonchalance of the healthy young animal bred in
the atmosphere of an American college.
His touch seemed to thrill Clarke, who breathed heavily and then stepped to
the window, as if to conceal the flush of vitality on his cheek.
It was a breath of springtide that Jack had brought with him. Youth is a
Prince Charming. To shrivelled veins the pressure of his hand imparts a

spark of animation, and middle age unfolds its petals in his presence, as a
sunflower gazing at late noon once more upon its lord.
"I have come to take Ernest away from you," said Jack. "He looks a trifle
paler than usual, and a day's outing will stir the red corpuscles in his blood."
"I have no doubt that you will take very good care of him," Reginald
replied.
"Where shall we go?" Ernest asked, absent-mindedly.
But he did not hear the answer, for Reginald's scepticisms had more deeply
impressed him than he cared to confess to himself.

VII
The two boys had bathed their souls in the sea-breeze, and their eyes in
light.
The tide of pleasure-loving humanity jostling against them had carried their
feet to the "Lion Palace." From there, seated at table and quenching their
thirst with high-balls, they watched the feverish palpitations of the city's
life-blood pulsating in the veins of Coney Island, to which they had drifted
from Brighton Beach.
Ernest blew thoughtful rings of smoke into the air.
"Do you notice the ferocious look in the mien of the average frequenter of
this island resort?" he said to Jack, whose eyes, following the impulse of his
more robust youth, were examining specimens of feminine flotsam on the
waves of the crowd.
"It is," he continued, speaking to himself for want of an audience, "the
American who is in for having a 'good time.' And he is going to get it. Like
a huntsman, he follows the scent of happiness; but I warrant that always it
eludes him. Perhaps his mad race is only the epitome of humanity's vain
pursuit of pleasure, the eternal cry that is never answered."

But Jack was not listening. There are times in the life of every man when a
petticoat is more attractive to him than all the philosophy of the world.
Ernest was a little hurt, and it was not without some silent remonstrance
that he acquiesced when Jack invited to their table two creatures that once
were women.
"Why?"
"But they are interesting."
"I cannot find so."
They both had seen better times—of course. Then money losses came, with
work in shop or factory, and the voice of the tempter in the commercial
wilderness.
One, a frail nervous little creature, who had instinctively chosen a seat at
Ernest's side, kept prattling in his ear, ready to tell the story of her life to
any one who was willing to treat her to a drink. Something in her
demeanour interested him.
"And then I had a stroke of luck. The manager of a vaudeville was my
friend and decided to give me a trial. He thought I had a voice. They called
me Betsy, the Hyacinth Girl. At first it seemed as if people liked to hear me.
But I suppose that was because I was new. After a month or two they
discharged me."
"And why?"
"I suppose I was just used up, that's all."
"Frightful!"
"I never had much of a voice—and the tobacco smoke—and the wine—I
love wine."
She gulped down her glass.
"And do you like your present occupation?"
"Why not? Am I not young? Am I not pretty?"

This she said not parrotwise, but with a simple coquettishness that was all
her own.
On the way to the steamer a few moments later, Ernest asked, halfreproachfully: "Jack—and you really enjoyed this conversation?"
"Didn't you?"
"Do you mean this?"
"Why, yes; she was—very agreeable."
Ernest frowned.
"We're twenty, Ernest. And then, you see, it's like a course in sociology.
Susie—"
"Susie, was that her name?"
"Yes."
"So she had a name?"
"Of course."
"She shouldn't. It should be a number."
"They may not be pillars of society; still, they're human."
"Yes," said Ernest, "that is the most horrible part of it."

VIII
The moon was shining brightly.
Swift and sure the prow of the night-boat parted the silvery foam.
The smell of young flesh. Peals of laughter. A breathless pianola. The
tripping of dancing-feet. Voices husked with drink and voices soft with

love. The shrill accents of vulgarity. Hustling waiters. Shop-girls. Bourgeois
couples. Tired families of four and upward. Sleeping children. A boy selling
candy. The crying of babies.
The two friends were sitting on the upper deck, muffled in their long raincoats.
In the distance the Empire City rose radiant from the mist.
"Say, Ernest, you should spout some poetry as of old. Are your lips stricken
mute, or are you still thinking of Coney Island?"
"Oh, no, the swift wind has taken it away. I am clean, I am pure. Life has
passed me. It has kissed me, but it has left no trace."
He looked upon the face of his friend. Their hands met. They felt, with keen
enjoyment, the beauty of the night, of their friendship, and of the city
beyond.
Then Ernest's lips moved softly, musically, twitching with a strange ascetic
passion that trembled in his voice as he began:
"Huge steel-ribbed monsters rise into the air
Her Babylonian towers, while on high,
Like gilt-scaled serpents, glide the swift trains by,
Or, underfoot, creep to their secret lair.
A thousand lights are jewels in her hair,
The sea her girdle, and her crown the sky;
Her life-blood throbs, the fevered pulses fly.
Immense, defiant, breathless she stands there.
"And ever listens in the ceaseless din,
Waiting for him, her lover, who shall come,
Whose singing lips shall boldly claim their own,
And render sonant what in her was dumb,
The splendour, and the madness, and the sin,
Her dreams in iron and her thoughts of stone."
He paused. The boat glided on. For a long time neither spoke a word.

After a while Jack broke the silence: "And are you dreaming of becoming
the lyric mouth of the city, of giving utterance to all its yearnings, its
'dreams in iron and its thoughts of stone'?"
"No," replied Ernest, simply, "not yet. It is strange to what impressions the
brain will respond. In Clarke's house, in the midst of inspiring things,
inspiration failed me. But while I was with that girl an idea came to me—an
idea, big, real."
"Will it deal with her?"
Ernest smiled: "Oh, no. She personally has nothing to do with it. At least
not directly. It was the commotion of blood and—brain. The air—the
change. I don't know what."
"What will it be?" asked Jack, with interest all alert.
"A play, a wonderful play. And its heroine will be a princess, a little
princess, with a yellow veil."
"What of the plot?"
"That I shall not tell you to-day. In fact, I shall not breathe a word to any
one. It will take you all by surprise—and the public by storm."
"So it will be playable?"
"If I am not very much mistaken, you will see it on Broadway within a year.
And," he added graciously, "I will let you have two box-seats for the first
night."
They both chuckled at the thought, and their hearts leaped within them.
"I hope you will finish it soon," Jack observed after a while. "You haven't
done much of late."
"A similar reflection was on my mind when you came yesterday. That
accounts for the low spirits in which you found me."
"Ah, indeed," Jack replied, measuring Ernest with a look of wonder. "But
now your face is aglow. It seems that the blood rushes to your head swifter
at the call of an idea than at the kiss of a girl."

"Thank God!" Ernest remarked with a sigh of relief. "Mighty forces within
me are fashioning the limpid thought. Passion may grip us by the throat
momentarily; upon our backs we may feel the lashes of desire and bathe our
souls in flames of many hues; but the joy of activity is the ultimate
passion."

IX
It seemed, indeed, as if work was to Ernest what the sting of pleasure is to
the average human animal. The inter-play of his mental forces gave him the
sensuous satisfaction of a woman's embrace. His eyes sparkled. His muscle
tightened. The joy of creation was upon him.
Often very material reasons, like stone weights tied to the wings of a bird,
stayed the flight of his imagination. Magazines were waiting for his copy,
and he was not in the position to let them wait. They supplied his bread and
butter.
Between the bread and butter, however, the play was growing scene by
scene. In the lone hours of the night he spun upon the loom of his fancy a
brilliant weft of swift desire—heavy, perfumed, Oriental—interwoven with
bits of gruesome tenderness. The thread of his own life intertwined with the
thread of the story. All genuine art is autobiography. It is not, however,
necessarily a revelation of the artist's actual self, but of a myriad of
potential selves. Ah, our own potential selves! They are sometimes
beautiful, often horrible, and always fascinating. They loom to heavens
none too high for our reach; they stray to yawning hells beneath our very
feet.
The man who encompasses heaven and hell is a perfect man. But there are
many heavens and more hells. The artist snatches fire from both. Surely the
assassin feels no more intensely the lust of murder than the poet who
depicts it in glowing words. The things he writes are as real to him as the
things that he lives. But in his realm the poet is supreme. His hands may be
red with blood or white with leprosy: he still remains king. Woe to him,

however, if he transcends the limits of his kingdom and translates into
action the secret of his dreams. The throng that before applauded him will
stone his quivering body or nail to the cross his delicate hands and feet.
Sometimes days passed before Ernest could concentrate his mind upon his
play. Then the fever seized him again, and he strung pearl on pearl, line on
line, without entrusting a word to paper. Even to discuss his work before it
had received the final brush-strokes would have seemed indecent to him.
Reginald, too, seemed to be in a turmoil of work. Ernest had little chance to
speak to him. And to drop even a hint of his plans between the courses at
breakfast would have been desecration.
Sunset followed sunset, night followed night. The stripling April had made
room for the lady May. The play was almost completed in Ernest's mind,
and he thought, with a little shudder, of the physical travail of the actual
writing. He felt that the transcript from brain to paper would demand all his
powers. For, of late, his thoughts seemed strangely evanescent; they seemed
to run away from him whenever he attempted to seize them.
The day was glad with sunshine, and he decided to take a long walk in the
solitude of the Palisades, to steady hand and nerve for the final task.
He told Reginald of his intention, but met with little response. Reginald's
face was wan and bore the peculiar pallor of one who had worked late at
night.
"You must be frightfully busy?" Ernest asked, with genuine concern.
"So I am," Reginald replied. "I always work in a white heat. I am restless,
nervous, feverish, and can find no peace until I have given utterance to all
that clamours after birth."
"What is it that is so engaging your mind, the epic of the French
Revolution?"
"Oh, no. I should never have undertaken that. I haven't done a stroke of
work on it for several weeks. In fact, ever since Walkham called, I simply
couldn't. It seemed as if a rough hand had in some way destroyed the web
of my thought. Poetry in the writing is like red hot glass before the master-

blower has fashioned it into birds and trees and strange fantastic shapes. A
draught, caused by the opening of a door may distort it. But at present I am
engaged upon more important work. I am modelling a vessel not of finespun glass, but of molten gold."
"You make me exceedingly anxious to know what you have in store for us.
It seems to me you have reached a point where even you can no longer
surpass yourself."
Reginald smiled. "Your praise is too generous, yet it warms like sunshine. I
will confess that my conception is unique. It combines with the ripeness of
my technique the freshness of a second spring."
Ernest was bubbling with anticipated delights. His soul responded to
Reginald's touch as a harp to the winds. "When," he cried, "shall we be
privileged to see it?"
Reginald's eyes were already straying back to his writing table. "If the gods
are propitious," he remarked, "I shall complete it to-night. To-morrow is my
reception, and I have half promised to read it then."
"Perhaps I shall be in the position soon to let you see my play."
"Let us hope so," Reginald replied absent-mindedly. The egotism of the
artist had once more chained him to his work.

X
That night a brilliant crowd had gathered in Reginald Clarke's house. From
the studio and the adjoining salon arose a continual murmur of well-tuned
voices. On bare white throats jewels shone as if in each a soul were
imprisoned, and voluptuously rustled the silk that clung to the fair slim
forms of its bearers in an undulating caress. Subtle perfumes emanated from
the hair and the hands of syren women, commingling with the soft plump
scent of their flesh. Fragrant tapers, burning in precious crystal globules
stained with exquisite colours, sprinkled their shimmering light over the

fashionable assemblage and lent a false radiance to the faces of the men,
while in the hair and the jewels of the women each ray seemed to dance like
an imp with its mate.
A seat like a throne, covered with furs of tropic beasts of prey, stood in one
corner of the room in the full glare of the light, waiting for the monarch to
come. Above were arranged with artistic raffinement weird oriental
draperies, resembling a crimson canopy in the total effect. Chattering
visitors were standing in groups, or had seated themselves on the divans and
curiously-fashioned chairs that were scattered in seeming disorder
throughout the salon. There were critics and writers and men of the world.
Everybody who was anybody and a little bigger than somebody else was
holding court in his own small circle of enthusiastic admirers. The
Bohemian element was subdued, but not entirely lacking. The magic of
Reginald Clarke's name made stately dames blind to the presence of some
individuals whom they would have passed on the street without recognition.
Ernest surveyed this gorgeous assembly with the absent look of a sleepwalker. Not that his sensuous soul was unsusceptible to the atmosphere of
culture and corruption that permeated the whole, nor to the dazzling colour
effects that tantalised while they delighted the eye. But to-night they
shrivelled into insignificance before the splendour of his inner vision. A
radiant dreamland palace, his play, had risen from the night of inchoate
thought. It was wonderful, it was real, and needed for its completion only
the detail of actual construction. And now the characters were hovering in
the recesses of his brain, were yearning to leave that many-winded labyrinth
to become real beings of paper and ink. He would probably have tarried
overlong in this fanciful mansion, had not the reappearance of an
unexpected guest broken his reverie.
"Jack!" he exclaimed in surprise, "I thought you a hundred miles away from
here."
"That shows that you no longer care for me," Jack playfully answered.
"When our friendship was young, you always had a presentiment of my
presence."
"Ah, perhaps I had. But tell me, where do you hail from?"

"Clarke called me up on the telephone—long-distance, you know. I suppose
it was meant as a surprise for you. And you certainly looked surprised—not
even pleasantly. I am really head-over-heels at work. But you know how it
is. Sometimes a little imp whispers into my ears daring me to do a thing
which I know is foolish. But what of it? My legs are strong enough not to
permit my follies to overtake me."
"It was certainly good of you to come. In fact, you make me very glad. I
feel that I need you to-night—I don't know why. The feeling came suddenly
—suddenly as you. I only know I need you. How long can you stay?"
"I must leave you to-morrow morning. I have to hustle somewhat. You
know my examinations are taking place in a day or two and I've got to cram
up a lot of things."
"Still," remarked Ernest, "your visit will repay you for the loss of time.
Clarke will read to us to-night his masterpiece."
"What is it?"
"I don't know. I only know it's the real thing. It's worth all the wisdom baldheaded professors may administer to you in concentrated doses at five
thousand a year."
"Come now," Jack could not help saying, "is your memory giving way?
Don't you remember your own days in college—especially the
mathematical examinations? You know that your marks came always pretty
near the absolute zero."
"Jack," cried Ernest in honest indignation, "not the last time. The last time I
didn't flunk."
"No, because your sonnet on Cartesian geometry roused even the mathfiend to compassion. And don't you remember Professor Squeeler, whose
heart seemed to leap with delight whenever he could tell you that, in spite
of incessant toil on your part, he had again flunked you in physics with
fifty-nine and a half per cent.?"
"And he wouldn't raise the mark to sixty! God forgive him,—I cannot."

Here their exchange of reminiscences was interrupted. There was a stir. The
little potentates of conversation hastened to their seats, before their minions
had wholly deserted them.
The king was moving to his throne!
Assuredly Reginald Clarke had the bearing of a king. Leisurely he took his
seat under the canopy.
A hush fell on the audience; not a fan stirred as he slowly unfolded his
manuscript.

XI
The music of Reginald Clarke's intonation captivated every ear.
Voluptuously, in measured cadence, it rose and fell; now full and strong like
the sound of an organ, now soft and clear like the tinkling of bells. His
voice detracted by its very tunefulness from what he said. The powerful
spell charmed even Ernest's accustomed ear. The first page gracefully
glided from Reginald's hand to the carpet before the boy dimly realised that
he was intimately familiar with every word that fell from Reginald's lips.
When the second page slipped with seeming carelessness from the reader's
hand, a sudden shudder ran through the boy's frame. It was as if an icy hand
had gripped his heart. There could be no doubt of it. This was more than
mere coincidence. It was plagiarism. He wanted to cry out. But the room
swam before his eyes. Surely he must be dreaming. It was a dream. The
faces of the audience, the lights, Reginald, Jack—all phantasmagoria of a
dream.
Perhaps he had been ill for a long time. Perhaps Clarke was reading the play
for him. He did not remember having written it. But he probably had fallen
sick after its completion. What strange pranks our memories will play us!
But no! He was not dreaming, and he had not been ill.
He could endure the horrible uncertainty no longer. His overstrung nerves
must find relaxation in some way or break with a twang. He turned to his

friend who was listening with rapt attention.
"Jack, Jack!" he whispered.
"What is it?"
"That is my play!"
"You mean that you inspired it?"
"No, I have written it, or rather, was going to write it."
"Wake up, Ernest! You are mad!"
"No, in all seriousness. It is mine. I told you—don't you remember—when
we returned from Coney Island—that I was writing a play."
"Ah, but not this play."
"Yes, this play. I conceived it, I practically wrote it."
"The more's the pity that Clarke had preconceived it."
"But it is mine!"
"Did you tell him a word about it?"
"No, to be sure."
"Did you leave the manuscript in your room?"
"I had, in fact, not written a line of it. No, I had not begun the actual
writing."
"Why should a man of Clarke's reputation plagiarise your plays, written or
unwritten?"
"I can see no reason. But—"
"Tut, tut."
For already this whispered conversation had elicited a look like a stab from
a lady before them.

Ernest held fast to the edge of a chair. He must cling to some reality, or else
drift rudderless in a dim sea of vague apprehensions.
Or was Jack right?
Was his mind giving way? No! No! No! There must be a monstrous secret
somewhere, but what matter? Did anything matter? He had called on his
mate like a ship lost in the fog. For the first time he had not responded. He
had not understood. The bitterness of tears rose to the boy's eyes.
Above it all, melodiously, ebbed and flowed the rich accents of Reginald
Clarke.
Ernest listened to the words of his own play coming from the older man's
mouth. The horrible fascination of the scene held him entranced. He saw
the creations of his mind pass in review before him, as a man might look
upon the face of his double grinning at him from behind a door in the
hideous hours of night.
They were all there! The mad king. The subtle-witted courtiers. The
sombre-hearted Prince. The Queen-Mother who had loved a jester better
than her royal mate, and the fruit of their shameful alliance, the Princess
Marigold, a creature woven of sunshine and sin.
Swiftly the action progressed. Shadows of impending death darkened the
house of the King. In the horrible agony of the rack the old jester confessed.
Stripped of his cap and bells, crowned with a wreath of blood, he looked so
pathetically funny that the Princess Marigold could not help laughing
between her tears.
The Queen stood there all trembling and pale. Without a complaint she saw
her lover die. The executioner's sword smote the old man's head straight
from the trunk. It rolled at the feet of the King, who tossed it to Marigold.
The little Princess kissed it and covered the grinning horror with her yellow
veil.
The last words died away.
There was no applause. Only silence. All were stricken with the dread that
men feel in the house of God or His awful presence in genius.

But the boy lay back in his chair. The cold sweat had gathered on his brow
and his temples throbbed. Nature had mercifully clogged his head with
blood. The rush of it drowned the crying voice of the nerves, deadening for
a while both consciousness and pain.

XII
Somehow the night had passed—somehow in bitterness, in anguish. But it
had passed.
Ernest's lips were parched and sleeplessness had left its trace in the black
rings under the eyes, when the next morning he confronted Reginald in the
studio.
Reginald was sitting at the writing-table in his most characteristic pose,
supporting his head with his hand and looking with clear piercing eyes
searchingly at the boy.
"Yes," he observed, "it's a most curious psychical phenomenon."
"You cannot imagine how real it all seemed to me."
The boy spoke painfully, dazed, as if struck by a blow.
"Even now it is as if something has gone from me, some struggling thought
that I cannot—cannot remember."
Reginald regarded him as a physical experimenter might look upon the
subject of a particularly baffling mental disease.
"You must not think, my boy, that I bear you any malice for your
extraordinary delusion. Before Jack went away he gave me an exact
account of all that has happened. Divers incidents recurred to him from
which it appears that, at various times in the past, you have been on the
verge of a nervous collapse."
A nervous collapse! What was the use of this term but a euphemism for
insanity?
"Do not despair, dear child," Reginald caressingly remarked. "Your disorder
is not hopeless, not incurable. Such crises come to every man who writes. It
is the tribute we pay to the Lords of Song. The minnesinger of the past
wrote with his heart's blood; but we moderns dip our pen into the sap of our

nerves. We analyse life, love art—and the dissecting knife that we use on
other men's souls finally turns against ourselves.
"But what shall a man do? Shall he sacrifice art to hygiene and surrender
the one attribute that makes him chiefest of created things? Animals, too,
think. Some walk on two legs. But introspection differentiates man from the
rest. Shall we yield up the sweet consciousness of self that we derive from
the analysis of our emotion, for the contentment of the bull that ruminates
in the shade of a tree or the healthful stupidity of a mule?"
"Assuredly not."
"But what shall a man do?"
"Ah, that I cannot tell. Mathematics offers definite problems that admit of a
definite solution. Life states its problems with less exactness and offers for
each a different solution. One and one are two to-day and to-morrow.
Psychical values, on each manipulation, will yield a different result. Still,
your case is quite clear. You have overworked yourself in the past, mentally
and emotionally. You have sown unrest, and must not be surprised if
neurasthenia is the harvest thereof."
"Do you think—that I should go to some sanitarium?" the boy falteringly
asked.
"God forbid! Go to the seashore, somewhere where you can sleep and play.
Take your body along, but leave your brain behind—at least do not take
more of it with you than is necessary. The summer season in Atlantic City
has just begun. There, as everywhere in American society, you will be much
more welcome if you come without brains."
Reginald's half-bantering tone reassured Ernest a little. Timidly he dared
approach once more the strange event that had wrought such havoc with his
nervous equilibrium.
"How do you account for my strange obsession—one might almost call it a
mania?"
"If it could be accounted for it would not be strange."
"Can you suggest no possible explanation?"

"Perhaps a stray leaf on my desk a few indications of the plot, a remark—
who knows? Perhaps thought-matter is floating in the air. Perhaps—but we
had better not talk of it now. It would needlessly excite you."
"You are right," answered Ernest gloomily, "let us not talk of it. But
whatever may be said, it is a marvellous play."
"You flatter me. There is nothing in it that you may not be able to do
equally well—some day."
"Ah, no," the boy replied, looking up to Reginald with admiration. "You are
the master."

XIII
Lazily Ernest stretched his limbs on the beach of Atlantic City. The sea, that
purger of sick souls, had washed away the fever and the fret of the last few
days. The wind was in his hair and the spray was in his breath, while the
rays of the sun kissed his bare arms and legs. He rolled over in the glittering
sand in the sheer joy of living.
Now and then a wavelet stole far into the beach, as if to caress him, but
pined away ere it could reach its goal. It was as if the enamoured sea was
stretching out its arms to him. Who knows, perhaps through the clear water
some green-eyed nymph, or a young sea-god with the tang of the sea in his
hair, was peering amorously at the boy's red mouth. The people of the deep
love the red warm blood of human kind. It is always the young that they
lure to their watery haunts, never the shrivelled limbs that totter shivering to
the grave.
Such fancies came to Ernest as he lay on the shore in his bathing attire,
happy, thoughtless,—animal.
The sun and the sea seemed to him two lovers vying for his favor. The
sudden change of environment had brought complete relaxation and had
quieted his rebellious, assertive soul. He was no longer a solitary unit but

one with wind and water, herb and beach and shell. Almost voluptuously
his hand toyed with the hot sand that glided caressingly through his fingers
and buried his breast and shoulder under its glittering burden.
A summer girl who passed lowered her eyes coquettishly. He watched her
without stirring. Even to open his mouth or to smile would have seemed too
much exertion.
Thus he lay for hours. When at length noon drew nigh, it cost him a great
effort of will to shake off his drowsy mood and exchange his airy costume
for the conventional habilaments of the dining-room.
He had taken lodgings in a fashionable hotel. An unusual stroke of good
luck, hack-work that paid outrageously well, had made it possible for him
to idle for a time without a thought of the unpleasant necessity of making
money.
One single article to which he signed his name only with reluctance had
brought to him more gear than a series of golden sonnets.
"Surely," he thought, "the social revolution ought to begin from above.
What right has the bricklayer to grumble when he receives for a week's
work almost more than I for a song?"
Thus soliloquising, he reached the dining-room. The scene that unfolded
itself before him was typical—the table over-loaded, the women overdressed.
The luncheon was already in full course when he came. He mumbled an
apology and seated himself on the only remaining chair next to a youth who
reminded him of a well-dressed dummy. With slight weariness his eyes
wandered in all directions for more congenial faces when they were arrested
by a lady on the opposite side of the table. She was clad in a silk robe with
curiously embroidered net-work that revealed a nervous and delicate throat.
The rich effect of the net-work was relieved by the studied simplicity with
which her heavy chestnut-colored hair was gathered in a single knot. Her
face was turned away from him, but there was something in the carriage of
her head that struck him as familiar. When at last she looked him in the
face, the glass almost fell from his hand: it was Ethel Brandenbourg. She
seemed to notice his embarrassment and smiled. When she opened her lips

to speak, he knew by the haunting sweetness of the voice that he was not
mistaken.
"Tell me," she said wistfully, "you have forgotten me? They all have."
He hastened to assure her that he had not forgotten her. He recollected now
that he had first been introduced to her in Walkham's house some years ago,
when a mere college boy, he had been privileged to attend one of that
master's famous receptions. She had looked quite resolute and very happy
then, not at all like the woman who had stared so strangely at Reginald in
the Broadway restaurant.
He regarded this encounter as very fortunate. He knew so much of her
personal history that it almost seemed to him as if they had been intimate
for years. She, too, felt on familiar ground with him. Neither as much as
whispered the name of Reginald Clarke. Yet it was he, and the knowledge
of what he was to them, that linked their souls with a common bond.

XIV
It was the third day after their meeting. Hour by hour their intimacy had
increased. Ethel was sitting in a large wicker-chair. She restlessly fingered
her parasol, mechanically describing magic circles in the sand. Ernest lay at
her feet. With his knees clasped between his hands, he gazed into her eyes.
"Why are you trying so hard to make love to me?" the woman asked, with
the half-amused smile with which the Eve near thirty receives the homage
of a boy. There is an element of insincerity in that smile, but it is a weapon
of defence against love's artillery.
Sometimes, indeed, the pleading in the boy's eyes and the cry of the blood
pierces the woman's smiling superiority. She listens, loves and loses.
Ethel Brandenbourg was listening, but the idea of love had not yet entered
into her mind. Her interest in Ernest was due in part to his youth and the
trembling in his voice when he spoke of love. But what probably attracted

her most powerfully was the fact that he intimately knew the man who still
held her woman's heart in the hollow of his hand. It was half in play,
therefore, that she had asked him that question.
Why did he make love to her? He did not know. Perhaps it was the
irresistible desire to be petted which young poets share with domesticated
cats. But what should he tell her? Polite platitudes were out of place
between them.
Besides he knew the penalty of all tender entanglements. Women treat love
as if it were an extremely tenuous wire that can be drawn out indefinitely.
This is a very expensive process. It costs us the most precious, the only
irretrievable thing in the universe—time. And to him time was song; for
money he did not care. The Lord had hallowed his lips with rhythmic
speech; only in the intervals of his singing might he listen to the voice of his
heart—strangest of all watches, that tells the time not by minutes and hours,
but by the coming and going of love.
The woman beside him seemed to read his thoughts.
"Child, child," she said, "why will you toy with love? Like Jehovah, he is a
jealous god, and nothing but the whole heart can placate him. Woe to the
woman who takes a poet for a lover. I admit it is fascinating, but it is
playing va banque. In fact, it is fatal. Art or love will come to harm. No
man can minister equally to both. A genuine poet is incapable of loving a
woman."
"Pshaw! You exaggerate. Of course, there is a measure of truth in what you
say, but it is only one side of the truth, and the truth, you know, is always
Janus-faced. In fact, it often has more than two faces. I can assure you that I
have cared deeply for the women to whom my love-poetry was written.
And you will not deny that it is genuine."
"God forbid! Only you have been using the wrong preposition. You should
have said that it was written at them."
Ernest stared at her in child-like wonder.
"By Jove! you are too devilishly clever!" he exclaimed.

After a little silence he said not without hesitation: "And do you apply your
theory to all artists, or only to us makers of rhyme?"
"To all," she replied.
He looked at her questioningly.
"Yes," she said, with a new sadness in her voice, "I, too, have paid the
price."
"You mean?"
"I loved."
"And art?"
"That was the sacrifice."
"Perhaps you have chosen the better part," Ernest said without conviction.
"No," she replied, "my tribute was brought in vain."
This she said calmly, but Ernest knew that her words were of tragic import.
"You love him still?" he observed simply.
Ethel made no reply. Sadness clouded her face like a veil or like a grey mist
over the face of the waters. Her eyes went out to the sea, following the
sombre flight of the sea-mews.
In that moment he could have taken her in his arms and kissed her with
infinite tenderness.
But tenderness between man and woman is like a match in a powdermagazine. The least provocation, and an amorous explosion will ensue,
tumbling down the card-houses of platonic affection. If he yielded to the
impulse of the moment, the wine of the springtide would set their blood
afire, and from the flames within us there is no escape.
"Come, come," she said, "you do not love me."
He protested.

"Ah!" she cried triumphantly, "how many sonnets would you give for me?
If you were a usurer in gold instead of in rhyme, I would ask how many
dollars. But it is unjust to pay in a coin that we value little. To a man
starving in gold mines, a piece of bread weighs more than all the treasures
of the earth. To you, I warrant your poems are the standard of appreciation.
How many would you give for me? One, two, three?"
"More."
"Because you think love would repay you with compound interest," she
observed merrily.
He laughed.
And when love turns to laughter the danger is passed for the moment.

XV
Thus three weeks passed without apparent change in their relations. Ernest
possessed a personal magnetism that, always emanating from him, was felt
most deeply when withdrawn. He was at all times involuntarily exerting his
power, which she ever resisted, always on the alert, always warding off.
When at last pressure of work made his immediate departure for New York
imperative, he had not apparently gained the least ground. But Ethel knew
in her heart that she was fascinated, if not in love. The personal fascination
was supplemented by a motherly feeling toward Ernest that, sensuous in
essence, was in itself not far removed from love. She struggled bravely and
with external success against her emotions, never losing sight of the fact
that twenty and thirty are fifty.
Increasingly aware of her own weakness, she constantly attempted to lead
the conversation into impersonal channels, speaking preferably of his work.
"Tell me," she said, negligently fanning herself, "what new inspiration have
you drawn from your stay at the seaside?"

"Why," he exclaimed enthusiastically, "volumes and volumes of it. I shall
write the great novel of my life after I am once more quietly installed at
Riverside Drive."
"The great American novel?" she rejoined.
"Perhaps."
"Who will be your hero—Clarke?"
There was a slight touch of malice in her words, or rather in the pause
between the penultimate word and the last. Ernest detected its presence, and
knew that her love for Reginald was dead. Stiff and cold it lay in her heart's
chamber—beside how many others?—all emboxed in the coffin of memory.
"No," he replied after a while, a little piqued by her suggestion, "Clarke is
not the hero. What makes you think that he casts a spell on everything I
do?"
"Dear child," she replied, "I know him. He cannot fail to impress his
powerful personality upon all with whom he comes in contact, to the injury
of their intellectual independence. Moreover, he is so brilliant and says
everything so much better than anybody else, that by his very splendor he
discourages effort in others. At best his influence will shape your
development according to the tenets of his mind—curious, subtle and
corrupted. You will become mentally distorted, like one of those hunchback
Japanese trees, infinitely wrinkled and infinitely grotesque, whose laws of
growth are not determined by nature, but by the diseased imagination of the
East."
"I am no weakling," Ernest asserted, "and your picture of Clarke is
altogether out of perspective. His splendid successes are to me a source of
constant inspiration. We have some things in common, but I realise that it is
along entirely different lines that success will come to me. He has never
sought to influence me, in fact, I never received the smallest suggestion
from him." Here the Princess Marigold seemed to peer at him through the
veil of the past, but he waved her aside. "As for my story," he continued,
"you need not go so far out of your way to find the leading character?"
"Who can it be?" Ethel remarked, with a merry twinkle, "You?"

"Ethel," he said sulkingly, "be serious. You know that it is you."
"I am immensely flattered," she replied. "Really, nothing pleases me better
than to be immortalised in print, since I have little hope nowadays of
perpetuating my name by virtue of pencil or brush. I have been put into
novels before and am consumed with curiosity to hear the plot of yours."
"If you don't mind, I had rather not tell you just yet," Ernest said. "It's going
to be called Leontina—that's you. But all depends on the treatment. You
know it doesn't matter much what you say so long as you say it well. That's
what counts. At any rate, any indication of the plot at this stage would be
decidedly inadequate."
"I think you are right," she ventured. "By all means choose your own time
to tell me. Let's talk of something else. Have you written anything since
your delightful book of verse last spring? Surely now is your singing
season. By the time we are thirty the springs of pure lyric passion are
usually exhausted."
Ethel's inquiry somehow startled him. In truth, he could find no satisfactory
answer. A remark relative to his play—Clarke's play—rose to the threshold
of his lips, but he almost bit his tongue as soon as he realised that the
strange delusion which had possessed him that night still dominated the
undercurrents of his cerebration. No, he had accomplished but little during
the last few months—at least, by way of creative literature. So he replied
that he had made money. "That is something," he said. "Besides, who can
turn out a masterpiece every week? An artist's brain is not a machine, and in
the respite from creative work I have gathered strength for the future. But,"
he added, slightly annoyed, "you are not listening."
His exclamation brought her back from the train of thoughts that his words
had suggested. For in his reasoning she had recognised the same arguments
that she had hourly repeated to herself in defence of her inactivity when she
was living under the baneful influence of Reginald Clarke. Yes, baneful; for
the first time she dared to confess it to herself. In a flash the truth dawned
upon her that it was not her love alone, but something else, something
irresistable and very mysterious, that had dried up the well of creation in
her. Could it be that the same power was now exerting its influence upon
the struggling soul of this talented boy? Rack her brains as she might, she

could not definitely formulate her apprehensions and a troubled look came
into her eyes.
"Ethel," the boy repeated, impatiently, "why are you not listening? Do you
realise that I must leave you in half an hour?"
She looked at him with deep tenderness. Something like a tear lent a soft
radiance to her large child-like eyes.
Ernest saw it and was profoundly moved. In that moment he loved her
passionately.
"Foolish boy," she said softly; then, lowering her voice to a whisper: "You
may kiss me before you go."
His lips gently touched hers, but she took his head between her hands and
pressed her mouth upon his in a long kiss.
Ernest drew back a little awkwardly. He had not been kissed like this
before.
"Poet though you are," Ethel whispered, "you have not yet learned to kiss."
She was deeply agitated when she noticed that his hand was fumbling for
the watch in his vest-pocket. She suddenly released him, and said, a little
hurt: "No, you must not miss your train. Go by all means."
Vainly Ernest remonstrated with her.
"Go to him," she said, and again, "go to him."
With a heavy heart the boy obeyed. He waved his hat to her once more from
below, and then rapidly disappeared in the crowd. For a moment strange
misgivings cramped her heart, and something within her called out to him:
"Do not go! Do not return to that house." But no sound issued from her lips.
Worldly wisdom had sealed them, had stifled the inner voice. And soon the
boy's golden head was swallowed up in the distance.

XVI
While the train sped to New York, Ethel Brandenbourg was the one object
engaging Ernest's mind. He still felt the pressure of her lips upon his, and
his nostrils dilated at the thought of the fragrance of her hair brushing
against his forehead.
But the moment his foot touched the ferry-boat that was to take him to
Manhattan, the past three weeks were, for the time being at least,
completely obliterated from his memory. All his other interests that he had
suppressed in her company because she had no part in them, came rushing
back to him. He anticipated with delight his meeting with Reginald Clarke.
The personal attractiveness of the man had never seemed so powerful to
Ernest as when he had not heard from him for some time. Reginald's letters
were always brief. "Professional writers," he was wont to say, "cannot
afford to put fine feeling into their private correspondence. They must turn
it into copy." He longed to sit with the master in the studio when the last
rays of the daylight were tremulously falling through the stained window,
and to discuss far into the darkening night philosophies young and old. He
longed for Reginald's voice, his little mannerisms, the very perfume of his
rooms.
There also was a deluge of letters likely to await him in his apartment. For
in his hurried departure he had purposely left his friends in the dark as to his
whereabouts. Only to Jack he had dropped a little note the day after his
meeting with Ethel.
He earnestly hoped to find Reginald at home, though it was well nigh ten
o'clock in the evening, and he cursed the "rapid transit" for its inability to
annihilate space and time. It is indeed disconcerting to think how many
months, if not years, of our earthly sojourn the dwellers in cities spend in
transportation conveyances that must be set down as a dead loss in the
ledger of life. A nervous impatience against things material overcame
Ernest in the subway. It is ever the mere stupid obstacle of matter that
weights down the wings of the soul and prevents it from soaring upward to
the sun.

When at last he had reached the house, he learned from the hall-boy that
Clarke had gone out. Ruffled in temper he entered his rooms and went over
his mail. There were letters from editors with commissions that he could not
afford to reject. Everywhere newspapers and magazines opened their
yawning mouths to swallow up what time he had. He realised at once that
he would have to postpone the writing of his novel for several weeks, if not
longer.
Among the letters was one from Jack. It bore the postmark of a little place
in the Adirondacks where he was staying with his parents. Ernest opened
the missive not without hesitation. On reading and rereading it the fine lines
on his forehead, that would some day deepen into wrinkles, became quite
pronounced and a look of displeasure darkened his face. Something was
wrong with Jack, a slight change that defied analysis. Their souls were out
of tune. It might only be a passing disturbance; perhaps it was his own fault.
It pained him, nevertheless. Somehow it seemed of late that Jack was no
longer able to follow the vagaries of his mind. Only one person in the world
possessed a similar mental vision, only one seemed to understand what he
said and what he left unsaid. Reginald Clarke, being a man and poet, read in
his soul as in an open book. Ethel might have understood, had not love, like
a cloud, laid itself between her eyes and the page.
It was with exultation that Ernest heard near midnight the click of
Reginald's key in the door. He found him unchanged, completely, radiantly
himself. Reginald possessed the psychic power of undressing the soul, of
seeing it before him in primal nakedness. Although no word was said of
Ethel Brandenbourg except the mere mention of her presence in Atlantic
City, Ernest intuitively knew that Reginald was aware of the transformation
that absence had wrought in him. In the presence of this man he could be
absolutely himself, without shame or fear of mis-understanding; and by a
strange metamorphosis, all his affection for Ethel and Jack went out for the
time being to Reginald Clarke.

XVII

The next day Ernest wrote a letter of more or less superficial tenderness to
Ethel. She had wounded his pride by proving victorious in the end over his
passion and hers; besides, he was in the throes of work. When after the third
day no answer came, he was inclined to feel aggrieved. It was plain now
that she had not cared for him in the least, but had simply played with him
for lack of another toy. A flush of shame rose to his cheeks at the thought.
He began to analyse his own emotions, and stunned, if not stabbed, his
passion step by step. Work was calling to him. It was that which gave life
its meaning, not the love of a season. How far away, how unreal, she now
seemed to him. Yes, she was right, he had not cared deeply; and his novel,
too, would be written only at her. It was the heroine of his story that
absorbed his interest, not the living prototype.
Once in a conversation with Reginald he touched upon the subject.
Reginald held that modern taste no longer permitted even the photographer
to portray life as it is, but insisted upon an individual visualisation. "No
man," he remarked, "was ever translated bodily into fiction. In contradiction
to life, art is a process of artificial selection."
Bearing in mind this motive, Ernest went to work to mould from the
material in hand a new Ethel, more real than life. Unfortunately he found
little time to devote to his novel. It was only when, after a good day's work,
a pile of copy for a magazine lay on his desk, that he could think of
concentrating his mind upon "Leontina." The result was that when he went
to bed his imagination was busy with the plan of his book, and the creatures
of his own brain laid their fingers on his eyelid so that he could not sleep.
When at last sheer weariness overcame him, his mind was still at work, not
in orderly sequence but along trails monstrous and grotesque. Hobgoblins
seemed to steal through the hall, and leering incubi oppressed his soul with
terrible burdens. In the morning he awoke unrested. The tan vanished from
his face and little lines appeared in the corners of his mouth. It was as if his
nervous vitality were sapped from him in some unaccountable way. He
became excited, hysterical. Often at night when he wrote his pot-boilers for
the magazines, fear stood behind his seat, and only the buzzing of the
elevator outside brought him back to himself.

In one of his morbid moods he wrote a sonnet which he showed to Reginald
after the latter's return from a short trip out of town. Reginald read it,
looking at the boy with a curious, lurking expression.
O gentle Sleep, turn not thy face away,
But place thy finger on my brow, and take
All burthens from me and all dreams that ache;
Upon mine eyes a cooling balsam lay,
Seeing I am aweary of the day.
But, lo! thy lips are ashen and they quake.
What spectral vision sees thou that can shake
Thy sweet composure, and thy heart dismay?
Perhaps some murderer's cruel eye agleam
Is fixed upon me, or some monstrous dream
Might bring such fearful guilt upon the head
Of my unvigilant soul as would arouse
The Borgian snake from her envenomed bed,
Or startle Nero in his golden house.
"Good stuff," Reginald remarked, laying down the manuscript; "when did
you write it?"
"The night when you were out of town," Ernest rejoined.
"I see," Reginald replied.
There was something startling in his intonation that at once aroused Ernest's
attention.
"What do you see?" he asked quickly.
"Nothing," Reginald replied, with immovable calm, "only that your state of
nerves is still far from satisfactory."

XVIII

After Ernest's departure Ethel Brandenbourg's heart was swaying hither and
thither in a hurricane of conflicting feelings. Before she had time to gain an
emotional equilibrium, his letter had hurled her back into chaos. A false
ring somewhere in Ernest's words, reechoing with an ever-increasing
volume of sound, stifled the voice of love. His jewelled sentences glittered,
but left her cold. They lacked that spontaneity which renders even simple
and hackeneyed phrases wonderful and unique. Ethel clearly realised that
her hold upon the boy's imagination had been a fleeting midsummer night's
charm, and that a word from Reginald's lips had broken the potency of her
spell. She almost saw the shadow of Reginald's visage hovering over
Ernest's letter and leering at her from between the lines in sinister triumph.
Finally reason came and whispered to her that it was extremely unwise to
give her heart into the keeping of a boy. His love, she knew, would have
been exacting, irritating at times. He would have asked her to sympathise
with every phase of his life, and would have expected active interest on her
part in much that she had done with long ago. Thus, untruth would have
stolen into her life and embittered it. When mates are unequal, Love must
paint its cheeks and, in certain moods at least, hide its face under a mask. Its
lips may be honeyed, but it brings fret and sorrow in its train.
These things she told herself over and over again while she penned a cool
and calculating answer to Ernest's letter. She rewrote it many times, and
every time it became more difficult to reply. At last she put her letter aside
for a few days, and when it fell again into her hand it seemed so unnatural
and strained that she destroyed it.
Thus several weeks had passed, and Ernest no longer exclusively occupied
her mind when, one day early in September, while glancing over a
magazine, she came upon his name in the table of contents. Once more she
saw the boy's wistful face before her, and a trembling something stirred in
her heart. Her hand shook as she cut the pages, and a mist of tears clouded
her vision as she attempted to read his poem. It was a piece of sombre
brilliance. Like black-draped monks half crazed with mystic devotion, the
poet's thoughts flitted across the page. It was the wail of a soul that feels
reason slipping from it and beholds madness rise over its life like a great
pale moon. A strange unrest emanated from it and took possession of her.
And again, with an insight that was prophetic, she distinctly recognised

behind the vague fear that had haunted the poet the figure of Reginald
Clarke.
A half-forgotten dream, struggling to consciousness, staggered her by its
vividness. She saw Clarke as she had seen him in days gone by, grotesquely
transformed into a slimy sea-thing, whose hungry mouths shut sucking
upon her and whose thousand tentacles encircled her form. She closed her
eyes in horror at the reminiscence. And in that moment it became clear to
her that she must take into her hands the salvation of Ernest Fielding from
the clutches of the malign power that had mysteriously enveloped his life.

XIX
The summer was brief, and already by the middle of September many had
returned to the pleasures of urban life. Ethel was among the first-comers;
for, after her resolve to enter the life of the young poet once more, it would
have been impossible for her to stay away from the city much longer. Her
plan was all ready. Before attempting to see Ernest she would go to meet
Reginald and implore him to free the boy from his hideous spell. An
element of curiosity unconsciously entered her determination. When, years
ago, she and Clarke had parted, the man had seemed, for once, greatly
disturbed and had promised, in his agitation, that some day he would
communicate to her what would exonerate him in her eyes. She had
answered that all words between them were purposeless, and that she hoped
never to see his face again. The experience that the years had brought to
her, instead of elucidating the mystery of Reginald's personality, had, on the
contrary, made his behaviour appear more and more unaccountable. She had
more than once caught herself wishing to meet him again and to analyse
dispassionately the puzzling influences he had exerted upon her. And she
could at last view him dispassionately; there was triumph in that. She was
dimly aware that something had passed from her, something by which he
had held her, and without which his magnetism was unable to play upon
her.

So when Walkham sent her an invitation to one of his artistic "at homes"
she accepted, in the hope of meeting Reginald. It was his frequentation of
Walkham's house that had for several years effectively barred her foot from
crossing the threshold. It was with a very strange feeling she greeted the
many familiar faces at Walkham's now; and when, toward ten o'clock,
Reginald entered, politely bowing in answer to the welcome from all sides,
her heart beat in her like a drum. But she calmed herself, and, catching his
eye, so arranged it that early in the evening they met in an alcove of the
drawing-room.
"It was inevitable," Reginald said. "I expected it."
"Yes," she replied, "we were bound to meet."
Like a great rush of water, memory came back to her. He was still horribly
fascinating as of old—only she was no longer susceptible to his fascination.
He had changed somewhat in those years. The lines about his mouth had
grown harder and a steel-like look had come into his eyes. Only for a
moment, as he looked at her, a flash of tenderness seemed to come back to
them. Then he said, with a touch of sadness: "Why should the first word
between us be a lie?"
Ethel made no answer.
Reginald looked at her half in wonder and said: "And is your love for the
boy so great that it overcame your hate of me?"
Ah, he knew! She winced.
"He has told you?"
"Not a word."
There was something superhuman in his power of penetration. Why should
she wear a mask before him, when his eyes, like the eyes of God, pierced to
the core of her being?
"No," she replied, "it is not love, but compassion for him."
"Compassion?"

"Yes, compassion for your victim."
"You mean?"
"Reginald!"
"I am all ear."
"I implore you."
"Speak."
"You have ruined one life."
He raised his eyebrows derogatively.
"Yes," she continued fiercely, "ruined it! Is not that enough?"
"I have never wilfully ruined any one's life."
"You have ruined mine."
"Wilfully?"
"How else shall I explain your conduct?"
"I warned you."
"Warning, indeed! The warning that the snake gives to the sparrow helpless
under its gaze."
"Ah, but who tells you that the snake is to blame? Is it not rather the occult
power that prescribes with blood on brazen scroll the law of our being?"
"This is no solace to the sparrow. But whatever may be said, let us drop the
past. Let us consider the present. I beg of you, leave this boy—let him
develop without your attempting to stifle the life in him or impressing upon
it the stamp of your alien mind."
"Ethel," he protested, "you are unjust. If you knew—" Then an idea seemed
to take hold of him. He looked at her curiously.
"What if I knew?" she asked.

"You shall know," he said, simply. "Are you strong?"
"Strong to withstand anything at your hand. There is nothing that you can
give me, nothing that you can take away."
"No," he remarked, "nothing. Yes, you have changed. Still, when I look
upon you, the ghosts of the past seem to rise like live things."
"We both have changed. We meet now upon equal grounds. You are no
longer the idol I made of you."
"Don't you think that to the idol this might be a relief, not a humiliation? It
is a terrible torture to sit in state with lips eternally shut. Sometimes there
comes over the most reticent of us a desire to break through the eternal
loneliness that surrounds the soul. It is this feeling that prompts madmen to
tear off their clothes and exhibit their nakedness in the market-place. It's
madness on my part, or a whim, or I don't know what; but it pleases me that
you should know the truth."
"You promised me long ago that I should."
"To-day I will redeem my promise, and I will tell you another thing that you
will find hard to believe."
"And that is?"
"That I loved you."
Ethel smiled a little sceptically. "You have loved often."
"No," he replied. "Loved, seriously loved, I have, only once."

XX
They were sitting in a little Italian restaurant where they had often, in the
old days, lingered late into the night over a glass of Lacrimæ Christi. But no
pale ghost of the past rose from the wine. Only a wriggling something, with

serpent eyes, that sent cold shivers down her spine and held her speechless
and entranced.
When their order had been filled and the waiter had posted himself at a
respectful distance, Reginald began—at first leisurely, a man of the world.
But as he proceeded a strange exultation seemed to possess him and from
his eyes leaped the flame of the mystic.
"You must pardon me," he commenced, "if I monopolise the conversation,
but the revelations I have to make are of such a nature that I may well claim
your attention. I will start with my earliest childhood. You remember the
picture of me that was taken when I was five?"
She remembered, indeed. Each detail of his life was deeply engraven on her
mind.
"At that time," he continued, "I was not held to be particularly bright. The
reason was that my mind, being pre-eminently and extraordinarily
receptive, needed a stimulus from without. The moment I was sent to
school, however, a curious metamorphosis took place in me. I may say that
I became at once the most brilliant boy in my class. You know that to this
day I have always been the most striking figure in any circle in which I
have ever moved."
Ethel nodded assent. Silently watching the speaker, she saw a gleam of the
truth from afar, but still very distant and very dim.
Reginald lifted the glass against the light and gulped its contents. Then in a
lower voice he recommenced: "Like the chameleon, I have the power of
absorbing the colour of my environment."
"Do you mean that you have the power of absorbing the special virtues of
other people?" she interjected.
"That is exactly what I mean."
"Oh!" she cried, for in a heart-beat many things had become clear to her.
For the first time she realised, still vaguely but with increasing vividness,
the hidden causes of her ruin and, still more plainly, the horrible danger of
Ernest Fielding.

He noticed her agitation, and a look of psychological curiosity came into his
eyes.
"Ah, but that is not all," he observed, smilingly. "That is nothing. We all
possess that faculty in a degree. The secret of my strength is my ability to
reject every element that is harmful or inessential to the completion of my
self. This did not come to me easily, nor without a struggle. But now,
looking back upon my life, many things become transparent that were
obscure even to me at the time. I can now follow the fine-spun threads in
the intricate web of my fate, and discover in the wilderness of meshes a
design, awful and grandly planned."
His voice shook with conviction, as he uttered these words. There was
something strangely gruesome in this man. It was thus that she had pictured
to herself the high-priest of some terrible and mysterious religion,
demanding a human sacrifice to appease the hunger of his god. She was
fascinated by the spell of his personality, and listened with a feeling not far
removed from awe. But Reginald suddenly changed his tone and proceeded
in a more conversational manner.
"The first friend I ever cared for was a boy marvellously endowed for the
study of mathematics. At the time of our first meeting at school, I was
unable to solve even the simplest algebraical problem. But we had been
together only for half a month, when we exchanged parts. It was I who was
the mathematical genius now, whereas he became hopelessly dull and
stuttered through his recitations only with a struggle that brought the tears
to his eyes. Then I discarded him. Heartless, you say? I have come to know
better. Have you ever tasted a bottle of wine that had been uncorked for a
long time? If you have, you have probably found it flat—the essence was
gone, evaporated. Thus it is when we care for people. Probably—no,
assuredly—there is some principle prisoned in their souls, or in the
windings of their brains, which, when escaped, leaves them insipid,
unprofitable and devoid of interest to us. Sometimes this essence—not
necessarily the finest element in a man's or a woman's nature, but soul-stuff
that we lack—disappears. In fact, it invariably disappears. It may be that it
has been transformed in the processes of their growth; it may also be that it
has utterly vanished by some inadvertence, or that we ourselves have
absorbed it."

"Then we throw them away?" Ethel asked, pale, but dry-eyed. A shudder
passed through her body and she clinched her glass nervously. At that
moment Reginald resembled a veritable Prince of Darkness, sinister and
beautiful, painted by the hand of a modern master. Then, for a space, he
again became the man of the world. Smiling and self-possessed, he filled
the glasses, took a long sip of the wine and resumed his narrative.
"That boy was followed by others. I absorbed many useless things and
some that were evil. I realised that I must direct my absorptive propensities.
This I did. I selected, selected well. And all the time the terrible power of
which I was only half conscious grew within me."
"It is indeed a terrible power," she cried; "all the more terrible for its
subtlety. Had I not myself been its victim, I should not now find it possible
to believe in it."
"The invisible hand that smites in the dark is certainly more fearful than a
visible foe. It is also more merciful. Think how much you would have
suffered had you been conscious of your loss."
"Still it seems even now to me that it cannot have been an utter, irreparable
loss. There is no action without reaction. Even I—even we—must have
received from you some compensation for what you have taken away."
"In the ordinary processes of life the law of action and reaction is indeed
potent. But no law is without exception. Think of radium, for instance, with
its constant and seemingly inexhaustible outflow of energy. It is a difficult
thing to imagine, but our scientific men have accepted it as a fact. Why
should we find it more difficult to conceive of a tremendous and infinite
absorptive element? I feel sure that it must somewhere exist. But every
phenomenon in the physical world finds its counterpart in the psychical
universe. There are radium-souls that radiate without loss of energy, but
also without increase. And there are souls, the reverse of radium, with
unlimited absorptive capacities."
"Vampire-souls," she observed, with a shudder, and her face blanched.
"No," he said, "don't say that." And then he suddenly seemed to grow in
stature. His face was ablaze, like the face of a god.

"In every age," he replied, with solemnity, "there are giants who attain to a
greatness which by natural growth no men could ever have reached. But in
their youth a vision came to them, which they set out to seek. They take the
stones of fancy to build them a palace in the kingdom of truth, projecting
into reality dreams, monstrous and impossible. Often they fail and,
tumbling from their airy heights, end a quixotic career. Some succeed. They
are the chosen. Carpenter's sons they are, who have laid down the Law of a
World for milleniums to come; or simple Corsicans, before whose eagle eye
have quaked the kingdoms of the earth. But to accomplish their mission
they need a will of iron and the wit of a hundred men. And from the iron
they take the strength, and from a hundred men's brains they absorb their
wisdom. Divine missionaries, they appear in all departments of life. In their
hand is gathered to-day the gold of the world. Mighty potentates of peace
and war, they unlock new seas and from distant continents lift the bars.
Single-handed, they accomplish what nations dared not hope; with Titan
strides they scale the stars and succeed where millions fail. In art they live,
the makers of new periods, the dreamers of new styles. They make
themselves the vocal sun-glasses of God. Homer and Shakespeare, Hugo
and Balzac—they concentrate the dispersed rays of a thousand lesser
luminaries in one singing flame that, like a giant torch, lights up humanity's
path."
She gazed at him, open-mouthed. The light had gone from his visage. He
paused, exhausted, but even then he looked the incarnation of a force no
less terrible, no less grand. She grasped the immensity of his conception,
but her woman's soul rebelled at the horrible injustice to those whose light
is extinguished, as hers had been, to feed an alien flame. And then, for a
moment, she saw the pale face of Ernest staring at her out of the wine.
"Cruel," she sobbed, "how cruel!"
"What matter?" he asked. "Their strength is taken from them, but the spirit
of humanity, as embodied in us, triumphantly marches on."

XXI

Reginald's revelations were followed by a long silence, interrupted only by
the officiousness of the waiter. The spell once broken, they exchanged a
number of more or less irrelevant observations. Ethel's mind returned, again
and again, to the word he had not spoken. He had said nothing of the
immediate bearing of his monstrous power upon her own life and that of
Ernest Fielding.
At last, somewhat timidly, she approached the subject.
"You said you loved me," she remarked.
"I did."
"But why, then—"
"I could not help it."
"Did you ever make the slightest attempt?"
"In the horrible night hours I struggled against it. I even implored you to
leave me."
"Ah, but I loved you!"
"You would not be warned, you would not listen. You stayed with me, and
slowly, surely, the creative urge went out of your life."
"But what on earth could you find in my poor art to attract you? What were
my pictures to you?"
"I needed them, I needed you. It was a certain something, a rich colour
effect, perhaps. And then, under your very eyes, the colour that vanished
from your canvases reappeared in my prose. My style became more
luxurious than it had been, while you tortured your soul in the vain attempt
of calling back to your brush what was irretrievably lost."
"Why did you not tell me?"
"You would have laughed in my face, and I could not have endured your
laugh. Besides, I always hoped, until it was too late, that I might yet check
the mysterious power within me. Soon, however, I became aware that it was

beyond my control. The unknown god, whose instrument I am, had wisely
made it stronger than me."
"But why," retorted Ethel, "was it necessary to discard me, like a cast-off
garment, like a wanton who has lost the power to please?"
Her frame shook with the remembered emotion of that moment, when years
ago he had politely told her that she was nothing to him.
"The law of being," Reginald replied, almost sadly, "the law of my being. I
should have pitied you, but the eternal reproach of your suffering only
provoked my anger. I cared less for you every day, and when I had absorbed
all of you that my growth required, you were to me as one dead, as a
stranger you were. There was between us no further community of interest;
henceforth, I knew, our lives must move in totally different spheres. You
remember that day when we said good-bye?"
"You mean that day when I lay before you on my knees," she corrected him.
"That day I buried my last dream of personal happiness. I would have
gladly raised you from the floor, but love was utterly gone. If I am tenderer
to-day than I am wont to be, it is because you mean so much to me as the
symbol of my renunciation. When I realised that I could not even save the
thing I loved from myself, I became hardened and cruel to others. Not that I
know no kindly feeling, but no qualms of conscience lay their prostrate
forms across my path. There is nothing in life for me but my mission."
His face was bathed in ecstasy. The pupils were luminous, large and
threatening. He had the look of a madman or a prophet.
After a while Ethel remarked: "But you have grown into one of the masterfigures of the age. Why not be content with that? Is there no limit to your
ambition?"
Reginald smiled: "Ambition! Shakespeare stopped when he had reached his
full growth, when he had exhausted the capacity of his contemporaries. I
am not yet ready to lay down my pen and rest."
"And will you always continue in this criminal course, a murderer of other
lives?"

He looked her calmly in the face. "I do not know."
"Are you the slave of your unknown god?"
"We are all slaves, wire-pulled marionettes: You, Ernest, I. There is no
freedom on the face of the earth nor above. The tiger that tears a lamb is not
free, I am not free, you are not free. All that happens must happen; no word
that is said is said in vain, in vain is raised no hand."
"Then," Ethel retorted, eagerly, "if I attempted to wrest your victim from
you, I should also be the tool of your god?"
"Assuredly. But I am his chosen."
"Can you—can you not set him free?"
"I need him—a little longer. Then he is yours."
"But can you not, if I beg you again on my knees, at least loosen his chains
before he is utterly ruined?"
"It is beyond my power. If I could not rescue you, whom I loved, what in
heaven or on earth can save him from his fate? Besides, he will not be
utterly ruined. It is only a part of him that I absorb. In his soul are chords
that I have not touched. They may vibrate one day, when he has gathered
new strength. You, too, would have spared yourself much pain had you
striven to attain success in different fields—not where I had garnered the
harvest of a lifetime. It is only a portion of his talent that I take from him.
The rest I cannot harm. Why should he bury that remainder?"
His eyes strayed through the window to the firmament, as if to say that
words could no more bend his indomitable will than alter the changeless
course of the stars.
Ethel had half-forgotten the wrong she herself had suffered at his hands. He
could not be measured by ordinary standards, this dazzling madman, whose
diseased will-power had assumed such uncanny proportions. But here a
young life was at stake. In her mind's eye she saw Reginald crush between
his relentless hands the delicate soul of Ernest Fielding, as a magnificent
carnivorous flower might close its glorious petals upon a fly.

Love, all conquering love, welled up in her. She would fight for Ernest as a
tiger cat fights for its young. She would place herself in the way of the
awful force that had shattered her own aspirations, and save, at any cost, the
brilliant boy who did not love her.

XXII
The last rays of the late afternoon sun fell slanting through Ernest's window.
He was lying on his couch, in a leaden, death-like slumber that, for the
moment at least, was not even perturbed by the presence of Reginald
Clarke.
The latter was standing at the boy's bedside, calm, unmoved as ever. The
excitement of his conversation with Ethel had left no trace on the chiselled
contour of his forehead. Smilingly fastening an orchid of an indefinable
purple tint in his evening coat, radiant, buoyant with life, he looked down
upon the sleeper. Then he passed his hand over Ernest's forehead, as if to
wipe off beads of sweat. At the touch of his hand the boy stirred uneasily.
When it was not withdrawn his countenance twitched in pain. He moaned
as men moan under the influence of some anæsthetic, without possessing
the power to break through the narrow partition that separates them from
death on the one side and from consciousness on the other. At last a sigh
struggled to his seemingly paralysed lips, then another. Finally the babbling
became articulate.
"For God's sake," he cried, in his sleep, "take that hand away!"
And all at once the benignant smile on Reginald's features was changed to a
look of savage fierceness. He no longer resembled the man of culture, but a
disappointed, snarling beast of prey. He took his hand from Ernest's
forehead and retired cautiously through the half-open door.
Hardly had he disappeared when Ernest awoke. For a moment he looked
around, like a hunted animal, then sighed with relief and buried his head in
his hand. At that moment a knock at the door was heard, and Reginald reentered, calm as before.

"I declare," he exclaimed, "you have certainly been sleeping the sleep of the
just."
"It isn't laziness," Ernest replied, looking up rather pleased at the
interruption. "But I've a splitting headache."
"Perhaps those naps are not good for your health."
"Probably. But of late I have frequently found it necessary to exact from the
day-hours the sleep which the night refuses me. I suppose it is all due to
indigestion, as you have suggested. The stomach is the source of all evil."
"It is also the source of all good. The Greeks made it the seat of the soul. I
have always claimed that the most important item in a great poet's
biography is an exact reproduction of his menu."
"True, a man who eats a heavy beefsteak for breakfast in the morning is
incapable of writing a sonnet in the afternoon."
"Yes," Reginald added, "we are what we eat and what our forefathers have
eaten before us. I ascribe the staleness of American poetry to the griddlecakes of our Puritan ancestors. I am sorry we cannot go deeper into the
subject at present. But I have an invitation to dinner where I shall study,
experimentally, the influence of French sauces on my versification."
"Good-bye."
"Au revoir." And, with a wave of the hand, Reginald left the room.
When the door had closed behind him, Ernest's thoughts took a more
serious turn. The tone of light bantering in which the preceding
conversation had taken place had been assumed on his part. For the last few
weeks evil dreams had tortured his sleep and cast their shadow upon his
waking hours. They had ever increased in reality, in intensity and in
hideousness. Even now he could see the long, tapering fingers that every
night were groping in the windings of his brain. It was a well-formed,
manicured hand that seemed to reach under his skull, carefully feeling its
way through the myriad convolutions where thought resides.
And, oh, the agony of it all! A human mind is not a thing of stone, but alive,
horribly alive to pain. What was it those fingers sought, what mysterious

treasures, what jewels hidden in the under-layer of his consciousness? His
brain was like a human gold-mine, quaking under the blow of the pick and
the tread of the miner. The miner! Ah, the miner! Ceaselessly, thoroughly,
relentlessly, he opened vein after vein and wrested untold riches from the
quivering ground; but each vein was a live vein and each nugget of gold a
thought!
No wonder the boy was a nervous wreck. Whenever a tremulous nascent
idea was formulating itself, the dream-hand clutched it and took it away,
brutally severing the fine threads that bind thought to thought. And when
the morning came, how his head ached! It was not an acute pain, but dull,
heavy, incessant.
These sensations, Ernest frequently told himself, were morbid fancies. But
then, the monomaniac who imagines that his arms have been mangled or
cut from his body, might as well be without arms. Mind can annihilate
obstacles. It can also create them. Psychology was no unfamiliar ground to
Ernest, and it was not difficult for him to seek in some casual suggestion an
explanation for his delusion, the fixed notion that haunted him day and
night. But he also realized that to explain a phenomenon is not to explain it
away. The man who analyses his emotions cannot wholly escape them, and
the shadow of fear—primal, inexplicable fear—may darken at moments of
weakness the life of the subtlest psychologist and the clearest thinker.
He had never spoken to Reginald of his terrible nightmares. Coming on the
heel of the fancy that he, Ernest, had written "The Princess With the Yellow
Veil," a fancy that, by the way, had again possessed him of late, this new
delusion would certainly arouse suspicion as to his sanity in Reginald's
mind. He would probably send him to a sanitarium; he certainly would not
keep him in the house. Beneficence itself in all other things, his host was
not to be trifled with in any matter that interfered with his work. He would
act swiftly and without mercy.
For the first time in many days Ernest thought of Abel Felton. Poor boy!
What had become of him after he had been turned from the house? He
would not wait for any one to tell him to pack his bundle. But then, that was
impossible; Reginald was fond of him.

Suddenly Ernest's meditations were interrupted by a noise at the outer door.
A key was turned in the lock. It must be he—but why so soon? What could
have brought him back at this hour? He opened the door and went out into
the hall to see what had happened. The figure that he beheld was certainly
not the person expected, but a woman, from whose shoulders a theatrecloak fell in graceful folds,—probably a visitor for Reginald. Ernest was
about to withdraw discreetly, when the electric light that was burning in the
hallway fell upon her face and illumined it.
Then indeed surprise overcame him. "Ethel," he cried, "is it you?"

XXIII
Ernest conducted Ethel Brandenbourg to his room and helped her to remove
her cloak.
While he was placing the garment upon the back of a chair, she slipped a
little key into her hand-bag. He looked at her with a question in his eyes.
"Yes," she replied, "I kept the key; but I had not dreamed that I would ever
again cross this threshold."
Meanwhile it had grown quite dark. The reflection of the street lanterns
without dimly lit the room, and through the twilight fantastic shadows
seemed to dance.
The perfume of her hair pervaded the room and filled the boy's heart with
romance. Tenderness long suppressed called with a thousand voices. The
hour, the strangeness and unexpectedness of her visit, perhaps even a boy's
pardonable vanity, roused passion from its slumbers and once again
wrought in Ernest's soul the miracle of love. His arm encircled her neck and
his lips stammered blind, sweet, crazy and caressing things.
"Turn on the light," she pleaded.
"You were not always so cruel."

"No matter, I have not come to speak of love."
"Why, then, have you come?"
Ernest felt a little awkward, disappointed, as he uttered these words.
What could have induced her to come to his rooms? He loosened his hold
on her and did as she asked.
How pale she looked in the light, how beautiful! Surely, she had sorrowed
for him; but why had she not answered his letter? Yes, why?
"Your letter?" She smiled a little sadly. "Surely you did not expect me to
answer that?"
"Why not?" He had again approached her and his lips were close to hers.
"Why not? I have yearned for you. I love you."
His breath intoxicated her; it was like a subtle perfume. Still she did not
yield.
"You love me now—you did not love me then. The music of your words
was cold—machine-made, strained and superficial. I shall not answer, I told
myself: in his heart he has forgotten you. I did not then realise that a
dangerous force had possessed your life and crushed in your mind every
image but its own."
"I don't understand."
"Do you think I would have come here if it were a light matter? No, I tell
you, it is a matter of life and death to you, at least as an artist."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Have you done a stroke of work since I last saw you?"
"Yes, let me see, surely, magazine articles and a poem."
"That is not what I want to know. Have you accomplished anything big?
Have you grown since this summer? How about your novel?"

"I—I have almost finished it in my mind, but I have found no chance to
begin with the actual writing. I was sick of late, very sick."
No doubt of it! His face was pinched and pale, and the lines about the
mouth were curiously contorted, like those of a man suffering from a
painful internal disease.
"Tell me," she ventured, "do you ever miss anything?"
"Do you mean—are there thieves?"
"Thieves! Against thieves one can protect oneself."
He stared at her wildly, half-frightened, in anticipation of some dreadful
revelation. His dream! His dream! That hand! Could it be more than a
dream? God! His lips quivered.
Ethel observed his agitation and continued more quietly, but with the same
insistence: "Have you ever had ideas, plans that you began without having
strength to complete them? Have you had glimpses of vocal visions that
seemed to vanish no sooner than seen? Did it ever seem to you as if some
mysterious and superior will brutally interfered with the workings of your
brain?"
Did it seem so to him! He himself could not have stated more plainly the
experience of the last few months. Each word fell from her lips like the
blow of a hammer. Shivering, he put his arm around her, seeking solace, not
love. This time she did not repulse him and, trustingly, as a child confides to
his mother, he depicted to her the suffering that harrowed his life and made
it a hell.
As she listened, indignation clouded her forehead, while rising tears of
anger and of love weighed down her lashes. She could bear the pitiful sight
no longer.
"Child," she cried, "do you know who your tormentor is?"
And like a flash the truth passed from her to him. A sudden intimation told
him what her words had still concealed.

"Don't! For Christ's sake, do not pronounce his name!" he sobbed. "Do not
breathe it. I could not endure it. I should go mad."

XXIV
Very quietly, with difficulty restraining her own emotion so as not to excite
him further, Ethel had related to Ernest the story of her remarkable
interview with Reginald Clarke. In the long silence that ensued, the wings
of his soul brushed against hers for the first time, and Love by a thousand
tender chains of common suffering welded their beings into one.
Caressingly the ivory of her fingers passed through the gold of his hair and
over his brow, as if to banish the demon-eyes that stared at him across the
hideous spaces of the past. In a rush a thousand incidents came back to him,
mute witnesses of a damning truth. His play, the dreams that tormented him,
his own inability to concentrate his mind upon his novel which hitherto he
had ascribed to nervous disease—all, piling fact on fact, became one
monstrous monument of Reginald Clarke's crime. At last Ernest understood
the parting words of Abel Felton and the look in Ethel's eye on the night
when he had first linked his fate with the other man's. Walkham's
experience, too, and Reginald's remarks on the busts of Shakespeare and
Balzac unmistakably pointed toward the new and horrible spectre that
Ethel's revelation had raised in place of his host.
And then, again, the other Reginald appeared, crowned with the lyric
wreath. From his lips golden cadences fell, sweeter than the smell of many
flowers or the sound of a silver bell. He was once more the divine master,
whose godlike features bore no trace of malice and who had raised him to a
place very near his heart.
"No," he cried, "it is impossible. It's all a dream, a horrible nightmare."
"But he has himself confessed it," she interjected.
"Perhaps he has spoken in symbols. We all absorb to some extent other
men's ideas, without robbing them and wrecking their thought-life.
Reginald may be unscrupulous in the use of his power of impressing upon
others the stamp of his master-mind. So was Shakespeare. No, no, no! You
are mistaken; we were both deluded for the moment by his picturesque
account of a common, not even a discreditable, fact. He may himself have
played with the idea, but surely he cannot have been serious."

"And your own experience, and Abel Felton's and mine—can they, too, be
dismissed with a shrug of the shoulder?"
"But, come to think of it, the whole theory seems absurd. It is unscientific.
It is not even a case of mesmerism. If he had said that he hypnotised his
victims, the matter would assume a totally different aspect. I admit that
something is wrong somewhere, and that the home of Reginald Clarke is no
healthful abode for me. But you must also remember that probably we are
both unstrung to the point of hysteria."
But to Ethel his words carried no conviction.
"You are still under his spell," she cried, anxiously.
A little shaken in his confidence, Ernest resumed: "Reginald is utterly
incapable of such an action, even granting that he possessed the terrible
power of which you speak. A man of his splendid resources, a literary
Midas at whose very touch every word turns into gold, is under no necessity
to prey on the thoughts of others. Circumstances, I admit, are suspicious.
But in the light of common day this fanciful theory shrivels into nothing.
Any court of law would reject our evidence as madness. It is too utterly
fantastic, utterly alien to any human experience."
"Is it though?" Ethel replied with peculiar intonation.
"Why, what do you mean?"
"Surely," she answered, "you must know that in the legends of every nation
we read of men and women who were called vampires. They are beings, not
always wholly evil, whom every night some mysterious impulse leads to
steal into unguarded bedchambers, to suck the blood of the sleepers and
then, having waxed strong on the life of their victims, cautiously to retreat.
Thence comes it that their lips are very red. It is even said that they can find
no rest in the grave, but return to their former haunts long after they are
believed to be dead. Those whom they visit, however, pine away for no
apparent reason. The physicians shake their wise heads and speak of
consumption. But sometimes, ancient chronicles assure us, the people's
suspicions were aroused, and under the leadership of a good priest they
went in solemn procession to the graves of the persons suspected. And on
opening the tombs it was found that their coffins had rotted away and the

flowers in their hair were black. But their bodies were white and whole;
through no empty sockets crept the vermin, and their sucking lips were still
moist with a little blood."
Ernest was carried away in spite of himself by her account, which vividly
resembled his own experience. Still he would not give in.
"All this is impressive. I admit it is very impressive. But you yourself speak
of such stories as legends. They are unfounded upon any tangible fact, and
you cannot expect a man schooled in modern sciences to admit, as having
any possible bearing upon his life, the crude belief of the Middle Ages!"
"Why not?" she responded. "Our scientists have proved true the wildest
theories of mediæval scholars. The transmutation of metals seems to-day no
longer an idle speculation, and radium has transformed into potential reality
the dream of perpetual motion. The fundamental notions of mathematics are
being undermined. One school of philosophers claims that the number of
angles in a triangle is equal to more than two right angles; another
propounds that it is less. Even great scientists who have studied the soul of
nature are turning to spiritism. The world is overcoming the shallow
scepticism of the nineteenth century. Life has become once more wonderful
and very mysterious. But it also seems that, with the miracles of the old
days, their terrors, their nightmares and their monsters have come back in a
modern guise."
Ernest became even more thoughtful. "Yes," he observed, "there is
something in what you say." Then, pacing the room nervously, he
exclaimed: "And still I find it impossible to believe your explanation.
Reginald a vampire! It seems so ludicrous. If you had told me that such
creatures exist somewhere, far away, I might have discussed the matter; but
in this great city, in the shadow of the Flatiron Building—no!"
She replied with warmth: "Yet they exist—always have existed. Not only in
the Middle Ages, but at all times and in all regions. There is no nation but
has some record of them, in one form or another. And don't you think if we
find a thought, no matter how absurd it may seem to us, that has ever
occupied the minds of men—if we find, I say, such a perennially recurrent
thought, are we not justified in assuming that it must have some basis in the
actual experience of mankind?"

Ernest's brow became very clouded, and infinite numbers of hidden
premature wrinkles began to show. How wan he looked and how frail! He
was as one lost in a labyrinth in which he saw no light, convinced against
his will, or rather, against his scientific conviction, that she was not wholly
mistaken.
"Still," he observed triumphantly, "your vampires suck blood; but Reginald,
if vampire he be, preys upon the soul. How can a man suck from another
man's brain a thing as intangible, as quintessential as thought?"
"Ah," she replied, "you forget, thought is more real than blood!"

XXV
Only three hours had passed since Ethel had startled Ernest from his sombre
reveries, but within this brief space their love had matured as if each hour
had been a year. The pallor had vanished from his cheeks and the
restiveness from his eyes. The intoxication of her presence had rekindled
the light of his countenance and given him strength to combat the mighty
forces embodied in Reginald Clarke. The child in him had made room for
the man. He would not hear of surrendering without a struggle, and Ethel
felt sure she might leave his fate in his own hand. Love had lent him a coat
of mail. He was warned, and would not succumb. Still she made one more
attempt to persuade him to leave the house at once with her.
"I must go now," she said. "Will you not come with me, after all? I am so
afraid to think of you still here."
"No, dear," he replied. "I shall not desert my post. I must solve the riddle of
this man's life; and if, indeed, he is the thing he seems to be, I shall attempt
to wrest from him what he has stolen from me. I speak of my unwritten
novel."
"Do not attempt to oppose him openly. You cannot resist him."

"Be assured that I shall be on my guard. I have in the last few hours lived
through so much that makes life worth living, that I would not wantonly
expose myself to any danger. Still, I cannot go without certainty—cannot, if
there is some truth in our fears, leave the best of me behind."
"What are you planning to do?"
"My play—I am sure now that it is mine—I cannot take from him; that is
irretrievably lost. He has read it to his circle and prepared for its
publication. And, no matter how firmly convinced you or I may be of his
strange power, no one would believe our testimony. They would pronounce
us mad. Perhaps we are mad!"
"No; we are not mad; but it is mad for you to stay here," she asserted.
"I shall not stay here one minute longer than is absolutely essential. Within
a week I shall have conclusive proof of his guilt or innocence."
"How will you go about it?"
"His writing table—"
"Ah!"
"Yes, perhaps I can discover some note, some indication, some proof—"
"It's a dangerous game."
"I have everything to gain."
"I wish I could stay here with you," she said. "Have you no friend, no one
whom you could trust in this delicate matter?"
"Why, yes—Jack."
A shadow passed over her face.
"Do you know," she said, "I have a feeling that you care more for him than
for me?"
"Nonsense," he said, "he is my friend, you, you—immeasurably more."
"Are you still as intimate with him as when I first met you?"

"Not quite; of late a troubling something, like a thin veil, seems to have
passed between us. But he will come when I call him. He will not fail me in
my hour of need."
"When can he be here?"
"In two or three days."
"Meanwhile be very careful. Above all, lock your door at night."
"I will not only lock, but barricade it. I shall try with all my power to
elucidate this mystery without, however, exposing myself to needless risks."
"I will go, then. Kiss me good-bye."
"May I not take you to the car?"
"You had better not."
At the door she turned back once more. "Write me every day, or call me up
on the telephone."
He straightened himself, as if to convince her of his strength. Yet when at
last the door had closed behind her, his courage forsook him for a moment.
And, if he had not been ashamed to appear a weakling before the woman he
loved, who knows if any power on earth could have kept him in that house
where from every corner a secret seemed to lurk!
There was a misgiving, too, in the woman's heart as she left the boy behind,
—a prey to the occult power that, seeking expression in multiple activities,
has made and unmade emperors, prophets and poets.
As she stepped into a street car she saw from afar, as in a vision, the face of
Reginald Clarke. It seemed very white and hungry. There was no human
kindness in it—only a threat and a sneer.

XXVI

For over an hour Ernest paced up and down his room, wildly excited by
Ethel's revelations. It required an immense amount of self-control for him to
pen the following lines to Jack: "I need you. Come."
After he had entrusted the letter to the hall-boy, a reaction set in and he was
able to consider the matter, if not with equanimity, at least with a degree of
calmness. The strangest thing to him was that he could not bring himself to
hate Reginald, of whose evil influence upon his life he was now firmly
convinced. Here was another shattered idol; but one—like the fragment of a
great god-face in the desert—intensely fascinating, even in its ruin. Then
yielding to a natural impulse, Ernest looked over his photographs and at
once laid hold upon the austere image of his master and friend. No—it was
preposterous; there was no evil in this man. There was no trace of malice in
this face, the face of a prophet or an inspired madman, a poet. And yet, as
he scrutinised the picture closely a curious transformation seemed to take
place in the features; a sly little line appeared insinuatingly about Reginald's
well-formed mouth, and the serene calm of his Jupiter-head seemed to turn
into the sneak smile of a thief. Nevertheless, Ernest was not afraid. His
anxieties had at last assumed definite shape; it was possible now to be on
his guard. It is only invisible, incomprehensible fear, crouching upon us
from the night, that drives sensitive natures to the verge of madness and
transforms stern warriors into cowards.
Ernest realised the necessity of postponing the proposed investigation of
Reginald's papers until the morning, as it was now near eleven, and he
expected to hear at any moment the sound of his feet at the door. Before
retiring he took a number of precautions. Carefully he locked the door to his
bedroom and placed a chair in front of it. To make doubly sure, he fastened
the handle to an exquisite Chinese vase, a gift of Reginald's, that at the least
attempt to force an entrance from without would come down with a crash.
Then, although sleep seemed out of the question, he went to bed. He had
hardly touched the pillow when a leaden weight seemed to fall upon his
eyes. The day's commotion had been too much for his delicate frame. By
force of habit he pulled the cover over his ear and fell asleep.
All night he slept heavily, and the morning was far advanced when a knock
at the door that, at first, seemed to come across an immeasurable distance,

brought him back to himself. It was Reginald's manservant announcing that
breakfast was waiting.
Ernest got up and rubbed his eyes. The barricade at the door at once brought
back to his mind with startling clearness the events of the previous evening.
Everything was as he had left it. Evidently no one had attempted to enter
the room while he slept. He could not help smiling at the arrangement
which reminded him of his childhood, when he had sought by similar
means security from burglars and bogeys. And in the broad daylight Ethel's
tales of vampires seemed once more impossible and absurd. Still, he had
abundant evidence of Reginald's strange influence, and was determined to
know the truth before nightfall. Her words, that thought is more real than
blood, kept ringing in his ears. If such was the case, he would find evidence
of Reginald's intellectual burglaries, and possibly be able to regain a part of
his lost self that had been snatched from him by the relentless dream-hand.
But under no circumstances could he face Reginald in his present state of
mind. He was convinced that if in the fleeting vision of a moment the other
man's true nature should reveal itself to him, he would be so terribly afraid
as to shriek like a maniac. So he dressed particularly slowly in the hope of
avoiding an encounter with his host. But fate thwarted this hope. Reginald,
too, lingered that morning unusually long over his coffee. He was just
taking his last sip when Ernest entered the room. His behaviour was of an
almost bourgeois kindness. Benevolence fairly beamed from his face. But to
the boy's eyes it had assumed a new and sinister expression.
"You are late this morning, Ernest," he remarked in his mildest manner.
"Have you been about town, or writing poetry? Both occupations are
equally unhealthy." As he said this he watched the young man with the
inscrutable smile that at moments was wont to curl upon his lips. Ernest had
once likened it to the smile of Mona Lisa, but now he detected in it the
suavity of the hypocrite and the leer of the criminal.
He could not endure it; he could not look upon that face any longer. His feet
almost gave way under him, cold sweat gathered on his brow, and he sank
on a chair trembling and studiously avoiding the other man's gaze.

At last Reginald rose to go. It seemed impossible to accuse this splendid
impersonation of vigorous manhood of cunning and underhand methods, of
plagiarisms and of theft. As he stood there he resembled more than anything
a beautiful tiger-cat, a wonderful thing of strength and will-power,
indomitable and insatiate. Yet who could tell whether this strength was not,
after all, parasitic. If Ethel's suspicions were justified, then, indeed, more
had been taken from him than he could ever realise. For in that case it was
his life-blood that circled in those veins and the fire of his intellect that set
those lips aflame!

XXVII
Reginald Clarke had hardly left the room when Ernest hastily rose from his
seat. While it was likely that he would remain in undisturbed possession of
the apartment the whole morning, the stake at hand was too great to permit
of delay.
Palpitating and a little uncertain, he entered the studio where, scarcely a
year ago, Reginald Clarke had bidden him welcome. Nothing had changed
there since then; only in Ernest's mind the room had assumed an aspect of
evil. The Antinous was there and the Faun and the Christ-head. But their
juxtaposition to-day partook of the nature of the blasphemous. The statues
of Shakespeare and Balzac seemed to frown from their pedestals as his
fingers were running through Reginald's papers. He brushed against a
semblance of Napoleon that was standing on the writing-table, so that it
toppled over and made a noise that weirdly re-echoed in the silence of the
room. At that moment a curious family resemblance between Shakespeare,
Balzac, Napoleon—and Reginald, forcibly impressed itself upon his mind.
It was the indisputable something that marks those who are chosen to give
ultimate expression to some gigantic world-purpose. In Balzac's face it was
diffused with kindliness, in that of Napoleon sheer brutality predominated.
The image of one who was said to be the richest man of the world also rose
before his eyes. Perhaps it was only the play of his fevered imagination, but
he could have sworn that this man's features, too, bore the mark of those
unoriginal, great absorptive minds who, for better or for worse, are born to

rob and rule. They seemed to him monsters that know neither justice nor
pity, only the law of their being, the law of growth.
Common weapons would not avail against such forces. Being one, they
were stronger than armies; nor could they be overcome in single combat.
Stealth, trickery, the outfit of the knave, were legitimate weapons in such a
fight. In this case the end justified the means, even if the latter included
burglary.
After a brief and fruitless search of the desk, he attempted to force open a
secret drawer, the presence of which he had one day accidentally
discovered. He tried a number of keys to no account, and was thinking of
giving up his researches for the day until he had procured a skeleton key,
when at last the lock gave way.
The drawer disclosed a large file of manuscript. Ernest paused for a
moment to draw breath. The paper rustled under his nervous fingers. And
there—at last—his eyes lit upon a bulky bundle that bore this legend:
"Leontina, A Novel."
It was true, then—all, his dream, Reginald's confession. And the house that
had opened its doors so kindly to him was the house of a Vampire!
Finally curiosity overcame his burning indignation. He attempted to read.
The letters seemed to dance before his eyes—his hands trembled.
At last he succeeded. The words that had first rolled over like drunken
soldiers now marched before his vision in orderly sequence. He was
delighted, then stunned. This was indeed authentic literature, there could be
no doubt about it. And it was his. He was still a poet, a great poet. He drew
a deep breath. Sudden joy trembled in his heart. This story set down by a
foreign hand had grown chapter by chapter in his brain.
There were some slight changes—slight deviations from the original plan.
A defter hand than his had retouched it here and there, but for all that it
remained his very own. It did not belong to that thief. The blood welled to
his cheek as he uttered this word that, applied to Reginald, seemed almost
sacrilegious.

He had nearly reached the last chapter when he heard steps in the hallway.
Hurriedly he restored the manuscript to its place, closed the drawer and left
the room on tiptoe.
It was Reginald. But he did not come alone. Someone was speaking to him.
The voice seemed familiar. Ernest could not make out what it said. He
listened intently and—was it possible? Jack? Surely he could not yet have
come in response to his note! What mysterious power, what dim
presentiment of his friend's plight had led him hither? But why did he linger
so long in Reginald's room, instead of hastening to greet him? Cautiously
he drew nearer. This time he caught Jack's words:
"It would be very convenient and pleasant. Still, some way, I feel that it is
not right for me, of all men, to take his place here."
"That need not concern you," Reginald deliberately replied; "the dear boy
expressed the desire to leave me within a fortnight. I think he will go to
some private sanitarium. His nerves are frightfully overstrained."
"This seems hardly surprising after the terrible attack he had when you read
your play."
"That idea has since then developed into a monomania."
"I am awfully sorry for him. I cared for him much, perhaps too much. But I
always feared that he would come to such an end. Of late his letters have
been strangely unbalanced."
"You will find him very much changed. In fact, he is no longer the same."
"No," said Jack, "he is no longer the friend I loved."
Ernest clutched for the wall. His face was contorted with intense agony.
Each word was like a nail driven into his flesh. Crucified upon the cross of
his own affection by the hand he loved, all white and trembling he stood
there. Tears rushed to his eyes, but he could not weep. Dry-eyed he reached
his room and threw himself upon his bed. Thus he lay—uncomforted and
alone.

XXVIII
Terrible as was his loneliness, a meeting with Jack would have been more
terrible. And, after all, it was true, a gulf had opened between them.
Ethel alone could bring solace to his soul. There was a great void in his
heart which only she could fill. He hungered for the touch of her hand. He
longed for her presence strongly, as a wanton lusts for pleasure and as sad
men crave death.
Noiselessly he stole to the door so as not to arouse the attention of the other
two men, whose every whisper pierced his heart like a dagger. When he
came to Ethel's home, he found that she had gone out for a breath of air.
The servant ushered him into the parlor, and there he waited, waited, waited
for her.
Greatly calmed by his walk, he turned the details of Clarke's conversation
over in his mind, and the conviction grew upon him that the friend of his
boyhood was not to blame for his course of action. Reginald probably had
encircled Jack's soul with his demoniacal influence and singled him out for
another victim. That must never be. It was his turn to save now. He would
warn his friend of the danger that threatened him, even if his words should
be spoken into the wind. For Reginald, with an ingenuity almost satanic,
had already suggested that the delusion of former days had developed into a
monomania, and any attempt on his part to warn Jack would only seem to
confirm this theory. In that case only one way was left open. He must plead
with Reginald himself, confront at all risks that snatcher of souls. To-night
he would not fall asleep. He would keep his vigil. And if Reginald should
approach his room, if in some way he felt the direful presence, he must
speak out, threaten if need be, to save his friend from ruin. He had fully
determined upon this course when a cry of joy from Ethel, who had just
returned from her walk, interrupted his reverie. But her gladness changed to
anxiety when she saw how pale he was. Ernest recounted to her the
happenings of the day, from the discovery of his novel in Reginald's desk to
the conversation which he had accidentally overheard. He noticed that her
features brightened as he drew near the end of his tale.
"Was your novel finished?" she suddenly asked.

"I think so."
"Then you are out of danger. He will want nothing else of you. But you
should have taken it with you."
"I had only sufficient presence of mind to slip it back into the drawer. Tomorrow I shall simply demand it."
"You will do nothing of the kind. It is in his handwriting, and you have no
legal proof that it is yours. You must take it away secretly. And he will not
dare to reclaim it."
"And Jack?"
She had quite forgotten Jack. Women are invariably selfish for those they
love.
"You must warn him," she replied.
"He would laugh at me. However, I must speak to Reginald."
"It is of no avail to speak to him. At least, you must not do so before you
have obtained the manuscript. It would unnecessarily jeopardise our plans."
"And after?"
"After, perhaps. But you must not expose yourself to any danger."
"No, dear," he said, and kissed her; "what danger is there, provided I keep
my wits about me? He steals upon men only in their sleep and in the dark."
"Be careful, nevertheless."
"I shall. In fact, I think he is not at home at this moment. If I go now I may
be able to get hold of the manuscript and hide it before he returns."
"I cannot but tremble to think of you in that house."
"You shall have no more reason to tremble in a day or two."
"Shall I see you to-morrow?"

"I don't think so. I must go over my papers and things so as to be ready at
any moment to leave the house."
"And then?"
"Then—"
He took her in his arms and looked long and deeply into her eyes.
"Yes," she replied—"at least, perhaps."
Then he turned to go, resolute and happy. How strangely he had matured
since the summer! Her heart swelled with the consciousness that it was her
love that had effected this transformation.
"As I cannot expect you to-morrow, I shall probably go to the opera, but I
shall be at home before midnight. Will you call me up then? A word from
you will put me at ease for the night, even if it comes over the telephone."
"I will call you up. We moderns have an advantage over the ancients in this
respect: the twentieth-century Pyramus can speak to Thisbe even if
innumerable walls sever his body from hers."
"A quaint conceit! But let us hope that our love-story will end less
tragically," she said, tenderly caressing his hair. "Oh, we shall be happy, you
and I," she added, after a while. "The iron finger of fate that lay so heavily
on our lives is now withdrawn. Almost withdrawn. Yes, almost. Only
almost."
And then a sudden fear overcame her.
"No," she cried, "do not go, do not go! Stay with me; stay here. I feel so
frightened. I don't know what comes over me. I am afraid—afraid for you."
"No, dear," he rejoined, "you need not be afraid. In your heart you don't
want me to desert a friend, and, besides, leave the best part of my artistic
life in Reginald's clutch."
"Why should you expose yourself to God knows what danger for a friend
who is ready to betray you?"

"You forget friendship is a gift. If it exacts payment in any form, it is no
longer either friendship or a gift. And you yourself have assured me that I
have nothing to fear from Reginald. I have nothing to give to him."
She rallied under his words and had regained her self-possession when the
door closed behind him. He walked a few blocks very briskly. Then his
pace slackened. Her words had unsettled him a little, and when he reached
home he did not at once resume his exploration of Reginald's papers. He
had hardly lit a cigarette when, at an unusually early hour, he heard
Reginald's key in the lock.
Quickly he turned the light out and in the semi-darkness, lit up by an
electric lantern below, barricaded the door as on the previous night. Then he
went to bed without finding sleep.
Supreme silence reigned over the house. Even the elevator had ceased to
run. Ernest's brain was all ear. He heard Reginald walking up and down in
the studio. Not the smallest movement escaped his attention. Thus hours
passed. When the clock struck twelve, he was still walking up and down,
down and up, up and down.
One o'clock.
Still the measured beat of his footfall had not ceased. There was something
hypnotic in the regular tread. Nature at last exacted its toll from the boy. He
fell asleep.
Hardly had he closed his eyes when again that horrible nightmare—no
longer a nightmare—tormented him. Again he felt the pointed delicate
fingers carefully feeling their way along the innumerable tangled threads of
nerve-matter that lead to the innermost recesses of self....
A subconscious something strove to arouse him, and he felt the fingers
softly withdrawn.
He could have sworn that he heard the scurrying of feet in the room. Bathed
in perspiration he made a leap for the electric light.
But there was no sign of any human presence. The barricade at the door was
undisturbed. But fear like a great wind filled the wings of his soul.

Yet there was nothing, nothing to warrant his conviction that Reginald
Clarke had been with him only a few moments ago, plying his horrible
trade. The large mirror above the fireplace only showed him his own face,
white, excited,—the face of a madman.

XXIX
The next morning's mail brought a letter from Ethel, a few lines of
encouragement and affection. Yes, she was right; it would not do for him to
stay under one roof with Reginald any longer. He must only obtain the
manuscript and, if possible, surprise him in the attempt to exercise his
mysterious and criminal power. Then he would be in the position to dictate
terms and to demand Jack's safety as the price of his silence.
Reginald, however, had closeted himself that day in his studio busily
writing. Only the clatter of his typewriter announced his presence in the
house. There was no chance for conversation or for obtaining the precious
manuscript of "Leontina."
Meanwhile Ernest was looking over his papers and preparing everything for
a quick departure. Glancing over old letters and notes, he became readily
interested and hardly noticed the passage of the hours.
When the night came he only partly undressed and threw himself upon the
bed. It was now ten. At twelve he had promised Ethel to speak to her over
the telephone. He was determined not to sleep at all that night. At last he
would discover whether or not on the previous and other nights Reginald
had secretly entered his room.
When one hour had passed without incident, his attention relaxed a little.
His eyes were gradually closing when suddenly something seemed to stir at
the door. The Chinese vase came rattling to the floor.
At once Ernest sprang up. His face had blanched with terror. It was whiter
than the linen in which they wrap the dead. But his soul was resolute.

He touched a button and the electric light illuminated the whole chamber.
There was no nook for even a shadow to hide. Yet there was no one to be
seen. From without the door came no sound. Suddenly something soft
touched his foot. He gathered all his will power so as not to break out into a
frenzied shriek. Then he laughed, not a hearty laugh, to be sure. A tiny nose
and a tail gracefully curled were brushing against him. The source of the
disturbance was a little Maltese cat, his favourite, that by some chance had
remained in his room. After its essay at midnight gymnastics the animal
quieted down and lay purring at the foot of his bed.
The presence of a living thing was a certain comfort, and the reservoir of
his strength was well nigh exhausted.
He dimly remembered his promise to Ethel, but his lids drooped with sheer
weariness. Perhaps an hour passed in this way, when suddenly his blood
congealed with dread.
He felt the presence of the hand of Reginald Clarke—unmistakably—
groping in his brain as if searching for something that had still escaped him.
He tried to move, to cry out, but his limbs were paralysed. When, by a
superhuman effort, he at last succeeded in shaking off the numbness that
held him enchained, he awoke just in time to see a figure, that of a man,
disappearing in the wall that separated Reginald's apartments from his
room....
This time it was no delusion of the senses. He heard something like a secret
door softly closing behind retreating steps. A sudden fierce anger seized
him. He was oblivious of the danger of the terrible power of the older man,
oblivious of the love he had once borne him, oblivious of everything save
the sense of outraged humanity and outraged right.
The law permits us to shoot a burglar who goes through our pockets at
night. Must he tolerate the ravages of this a thousand times more dastardly
and dangerous spiritual thief? Was Reginald to enjoy the fruit of other
men's labour unpunished? Was he to continue growing into the mightiest
literary factor of the century by preying upon his betters? Abel, Walkham,
Ethel, he, Jack, were they all to be victims of this insatiable monster?
Was this force resistless as it was relentless?

No, a thousand times, no!
He dashed himself against the wall at the place where the shadow of
Reginald Clarke had disappeared. In doing so he touched upon a secret
spring. The wall gave way noiselessly. Speechless with rage he crossed the
next room and the one adjoining it, and stood in Reginald's studio. The
room was brilliantly lighted, and Reginald, still dressed, was seated at his
writing-table scribbling notes upon little scraps of paper in his accustomed
manner.
At Ernest's approach he looked up without evincing the least sign of terror
or surprise. Calmly, almost majestically, he folded his arms over his breast,
but there was a menacing glitter in his eyes as he confronted his victim.

XXX
Silently the two men faced each other. Then Ernest hissed:
"Thief!"
Reginald shrugged his shoulders.
"Vampire!"
"So Ethel has infected you with her absurd fancies! Poor boy! I am afraid....
I have been wanting to tell you for some time.... But I think.... We have
reached the parting of our road!"
"And that you dare to tell me!"
The more he raged, the calmer Reginald seemed to become.
"Really," he said, "I fail to understand.... I must ask you to leave my room!"
"You fail to understand? You cad!" Ernest cried. He stepped to the writingtable and opened the secret drawer with a blow. A bundle of manuscripts
fell on the floor with a strange rustling noise. Then, seizing his own story,

he hurled it upon the table. And behold—the last pages bore corrections in
ink that could have been made only a few minutes ago!
Reginald smiled. "Have you come to play havoc with my manuscripts?" he
remarked.
"Your manuscripts? Reginald Clarke, you are an impudent impostor! You
have written no word that is your own. You are an embezzler of the mind,
strutting through life in borrowed and stolen plumes!"
And at once the mask fell from Reginald's face.
"Why stolen?" he coolly said, with a slight touch of irritation. "I absorb. I
appropriate. That is the most any artist can say for himself. God creates;
man moulds. He gives us the colours; we mix them."
"That is not the question. I charge you with having wilfully and criminally
interfered in my life; I charge you with having robbed me of what was
mine; I charge you with being utterly vile and rapacious, a hypocrite and a
parasite!"
"Foolish boy," Reginald rejoined austerely. "It is through me that the best in
you shall survive, even as the obscure Elizabethans live in him of Avon.
Shakespeare absorbed what was great in little men—a greatness that
otherwise would have perished—and gave it a setting, a life."
"A thief may plead the same. I understand you better. It is your inordinate
vanity that prompts you to abuse your monstrous power."
"You err. Self-love has never entered into my actions. I am careless of
personal fame. Look at me, boy! As I stand before you I am Homer, I am
Shakespeare ... I am every cosmic manifestation in art. Men have doubted
in each incarnation my individual existence. Historians have more to tell of
the meanest Athenian scribbler or Elizabethan poetaster than of me. The
radiance of my work obscured my very self. I care not. I have a mission. I
am a servant of the Lord. I am the vessel that bears the Host!"
He stood up at full length, the personification of grandeur and power. A
tremendous force trembled in his very finger tips. He was like a gigantic
dynamo, charged with the might of ten thousand magnetic storms that shake

the earth in its orbit and lash myriads of planets through infinities of
space....
Under ordinary circumstances Ernest or any other man would have quailed
before him. But the boy in that epic moment had grown out of his stature.
He felt the sword of vengeance in his hands; to him was intrusted the cause
of Abel and of Walkham, of Ethel and of Jack. His was the struggle of the
individual soul against the same blind and cruel fate that in the past had
fashioned the ichthyosaurus and the mastodon.
"By what right," he cried, "do you assume that you are the literary Messiah?
Who appointed you? What divine power has made you the steward of my
mite and of theirs whom you have robbed?"
"I am a light-bearer. I tread the high hills of mankind ... I point the way to
the future. I light up the abysses of the past. Were not my stature gigantic,
how could I hold the torch in all men's sight? The very souls that I tread
underfoot realise, as their dying gaze follows me, the possibilities with
which the future is big.... Eternally secure, I carry the essence of what is
cosmic ... of what is divine.... I am Homer ... Goethe ... Shakespeare.... I am
an embodiment of the same force of which Alexander, Cæsar, Confucius
and the Christos were also embodiments.... None so strong as to resist me."
A sudden madness overcame Ernest at this boast. He must strike now or
never. He must rid humanity of this dangerous maniac—this demon of
strength. With a power ten times intensified, he raised a heavy chair so as to
hurl it at Reginald's head and crush it.
Reginald stood there calmly, a smile upon his lips.... Primal cruelties rose
from the depth of his nature.... Still he smiled, turning his luminous gaze
upon the boy ... and, behold ... Ernest's hand began to shake ... the chair fell
from his grasp.... He tried to call for help, but no sound issued from his
lips.... Utterly paralysed he confronted ... the Force....
Minutes—eternities passed.
And still those eyes were fixed upon him.
But this was no longer Reginald!

It was all brain ... only brain ... a tremendous brain-machine ... infinitely
complex ... infinitely strong. Not more than a mile away Ethel endeavoured
to call to him through the night. The telephone rang, once, twice, thrice,
insistingly. But Ernest heard it not. Something dragged him ... dragged the
nerves from his body dragged, dragged, dragged.... It was an irresistible
suction ... pitiless ... passionless ... immense.
Sparks, blue, crimson and violet, seemed to play around the living battery.
It reached the finest fibres of his mind.... Slowly ... every trace of mentality
disappeared.... First the will ... then feeling ... judgment ... memory ... fear
even.... All that was stored in his brain-cells came forth to be absorbed by
that mighty engine....
The Princess With the Yellow Veil appeared ... flitted across the room and
melted away. She was followed by childhood memories ... girls' heads,
boys' faces.... He saw his dead mother waving her arms to him.... An
expression of death-agony distorted the placid features.... Then, throwing a
kiss to him, she, too, disappeared. Picture on picture followed.... Words of
love that he had spoken ... sins, virtues, magnanimities, meannesses, terrors
... mathematical formulas even, and snatches of songs. Leontina came and
was swallowed up.... No, it was Ethel who was trying to speak to him ...
trying to warn.... She waved her hands in frantic despair.... She was gone....
A pale face ... dark, dishevelled hair.... Jack.... How he had changed! He
was in the circle of the vampire's transforming might. "Jack," he cried.
Surely Jack had something to explain ... something to tell him ... some word
that if spoken would bring rest to his soul. He saw the words rise to the
boy's lips, but before he had time to utter them his image also had vanished.
And Reginald ... Reginald, too, was gone.... There was only the mighty
brain ... panting ... whirling.... Then there was nothing.... The annihilation of
Ernest Fielding was complete.
Vacantly he stared at the walls, at the room and at his master. The latter was
wiping the sweat from his forehead. He breathed deeply.... The flush of
youth spread over his features.... His eyes sparkled with a new and
dangerous brilliancy.... He took the thing that had once been Ernest Fielding
by the hand and led it to its room.

XXXI
With the first flush of the morning Ethel appeared at the door of the house
on Riverside Drive. She had not heard from Ernest, and had been unable to
obtain connection with him at the telephone. Anxiety had hastened her
steps. She brushed against Jack, who was also directing his steps to the
abode of Reginald Clarke.
At the same time something that resembled Ernest Fielding passed from the
house of the Vampire. It was a dull and brutish thing, hideously
transformed, without a vestige of mind.
"Mr. Fielding," cried Ethel, beside herself with fear as she saw him
descending.
"Ernest!" Jack gasped, no less startled at the change in his friend's
appearance.
Ernest's head followed the source of the sound, but no spark of recognition
illumined the deadness of his eyes. Without a present and without a past ...
blindly ... a gibbering idiot ... he stumbled down the stairs.
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A strange story comes from the Adriatic. It appears that on the night of the
9th, as the Italia Steamship Company’s vessel “Victorine” was passing a
little before midnight the point known as “the Spear of Ivan,” on the coast
of the Blue Mountains, the attention of the Captain, then on the bridge, was
called by the look-out man to a tiny floating light close inshore. It is the
custom of some South-going ships to run close to the Spear of Ivan in fine
weather, as the water is deep, and there is no settled current; also there are
no outlying rocks. Indeed, some years ago the local steamers had become
accustomed to hug the shore here so closely that an intimation was sent
from Lloyd’s that any mischance under the circumstances would not be
included in ordinary sea risks. Captain Mirolani is one of those who insist
on a wholesome distance from the promontory being kept; but on his
attention having been called to the circumstance reported, he thought it well
to investigate it, as it might be some case of personal distress. Accordingly,
he had the engines slowed down, and edged cautiously in towards shore.
He was joined on the bridge by two of his officers, Signori Falamano and
Destilia, and by one passenger on board, Mr. Peter Caulfield, whose reports
of Spiritual Phenomena in remote places are well known to the readers of
“The Journal of Occultism.” The following account of the strange
occurrence written by him, and attested by the signatures of Captain
Mirolani and the other gentleman named, has been sent to us.
“ . . . It was eleven minutes before twelve midnight on Saturday, the 9th day
of January, 1907, when I saw the strange sight off the headland known as
the Spear of Ivan on the coast of the Land of the Blue Mountains. It was a
fine night, and I stood right on the bows of the ship, where there was
nothing to obstruct my view. We were some distance from the Spear of
Ivan, passing from northern to southern point of the wide bay into which it

projects. Captain Mirolani, the Master, is a very careful seaman, and gives
on his journeys a wide berth to the bay which is tabooed by Lloyd’s. But
when he saw in the moonlight, though far off, a tiny white figure of a
woman drifting on some strange current in a small boat, on the prow of
which rested a faint light (to me it looked like a corpse-candle!), he thought
it might be some person in distress, and began to cautiously edge towards
it. Two of his officers were with him on the bridge—Signori Falamano and
Destilia. All these three, as well as myself, saw It. The rest of the crew and
passengers were below. As we got close the true inwardness of It became
apparent to me; but the mariners did not seem to realize till the very last.
This is, after all, not strange, for none of them had either knowledge or
experience in Occult matters, whereas for over thirty years I have made a
special study of this subject, and have gone to and fro over the earth
investigating to the nth all records of Spiritual Phenomena. As I could see
from their movements that the officers did not comprehend that which was
so apparent to myself, I took care not to enlighten them, lest such should
result in the changing of the vessel’s course before I should be near enough
to make accurate observation. All turned out as I wished—at least, nearly
so—as shall be seen. Being in the bow, I had, of course, a better view than
from the bridge. Presently I made out that the boat, which had all along
seemed to be of a queer shape, was none other than a Coffin, and that the
woman standing up in it was clothed in a shroud. Her back was towards us,
and she had evidently not heard our approach. As we were creeping along
slowly, the engines were almost noiseless, and there was hardly a ripple as
our fore-foot cut the dark water. Suddenly there was a wild cry from the
bridge—Italians are certainly very excitable; hoarse commands were given
to the Quartermaster at the wheel; the engine-room bell clanged. On the
instant, as it seemed, the ship’s head began to swing round to starboard; full
steam ahead was in action, and before one could understand, the Apparition
was fading in the distance. The last thing I saw was the flash of a white
face with dark, burning eyes as the figure sank down into the coffin—just as
mist or smoke disappears under a breeze.”

BOOK I: THE WILL OF ROGER MELTON
The Reading of the Will of Roger Melton and all that Followed
Record made by Ernest Roger Halbard Melton, law-student of the Inner
Temple, eldest son of Ernest Halbard Melton, eldest son of Ernest
Melton, elder brother of the said Roger Melton and his next of kin.
I consider it at least useful—perhaps necessary—to have a complete and
accurate record of all pertaining to the Will of my late grand-uncle Roger
Melton.
To which end let me put down the various members of his family, and
explain some of their occupations and idiosyncrasies. My father, Ernest
Halbard Melton, was the only son of Ernest Melton, eldest son of Sir
Geoffrey Halbard Melton of Humcroft, in the shire of Salop, a Justice of the
Peace, and at one time Sheriff. My great-grandfather, Sir Geoffrey, had
inherited a small estate from his father, Roger Melton. In his time, by the
way, the name was spelled Milton; but my great-great-grandfather changed
the spelling to the later form, as he was a practical man not given to
sentiment, and feared lest he should in the public eye be confused with
others belonging to the family of a Radical person called Milton, who wrote
poetry and was some sort of official in the time of Cromwell, whilst we are
Conservatives. The same practical spirit which originated the change in the
spelling of the family name inclined him to go into business. So he
became, whilst still young, a tanner and leather-dresser. He utilized for the
purpose the ponds and streams, and also the oak-woods on his estate—
Torraby in Suffolk. He made a fine business, and accumulated a
considerable fortune, with a part of which he purchased the Shropshire
estate, which he entailed, and to which I am therefore heir-apparent.

Sir Geoffrey had, in addition to my grandfather, three sons and a daughter,
the latter being born twenty years after her youngest brother. These sons
were: Geoffrey, who died without issue, having been killed in the Indian
Mutiny at Meerut in 1857, at which he took up a sword, though a civilian,
to fight for his life; Roger (to whom I shall refer presently); and John—the
latter, like Geoffrey, dying unmarried. Out of Sir Geoffrey’s family of five,
therefore, only three have to be considered: My grandfather, who had three
children, two of whom, a son and a daughter, died young, leaving only my
father, Roger and Patience. Patience, who was born in 1858, married an
Irishman of the name of Sellenger—which was the usual way of
pronouncing the name of St. Leger, or, as they spelled it, Sent Leger—
restored by later generations to the still older form. He was a reckless,
dare-devil sort of fellow, then a Captain in the Lancers, a man not without
the quality of bravery—he won the Victoria Cross at the Battle of Amoaful
in the Ashantee Campaign. But I fear he lacked the seriousness and
steadfast strenuous purpose which my father always says marks the
character of our own family. He ran through nearly all of his patrimony—
never a very large one; and had it not been for my grand-aunt’s little
fortune, his days, had he lived, must have ended in comparative poverty.
Comparative, not actual; for the Meltons, who are persons of considerable
pride, would not have tolerated a poverty-stricken branch of the family. We
don’t think much of that lot—any of us.
Fortunately, my great-aunt Patience had only one child, and the premature
decease of Captain St. Leger (as I prefer to call the name) did not allow of
the possibility of her having more. She did not marry again, though my
grandmother tried several times to arrange an alliance for her. She was, I
am told, always a stiff, uppish person, who would not yield herself to the
wisdom of her superiors. Her own child was a son, who seemed to take his
character rather from his father’s family than from my own. He was a
wastrel and a rolling stone, always in scrapes at school, and always wanting
to do ridiculous things. My father, as Head of the House and his own senior
by eighteen years, tried often to admonish him; but his perversity of spirit
and his truculence were such that he had to desist. Indeed, I have heard my
father say that he sometimes threatened his life. A desperate character he
was, and almost devoid of reverence. No one, not even my father, had any
influence—good influence, of course, I mean—over him, except his mother,

who was of my family; and also a woman who lived with her—a sort of
governess—aunt, he called her. The way of it was this: Captain St. Leger
had a younger brother, who made an improvident marriage with a Scotch
girl when they were both very young. They had nothing to live on except
what the reckless Lancer gave them, for he had next to nothing himself, and
she was “bare”—which is, I understand, the indelicate Scottish way of
expressing lack of fortune. She was, however, I understand, of an old and
somewhat good family, though broken in fortune—to use an expression
which, however, could hardly be used precisely in regard to a family or a
person who never had fortune to be broken in! It was so far well that the
MacKelpies—that was the maiden name of Mrs. St. Leger—were reputable
—so far as fighting was concerned. It would have been too humiliating to
have allied to our family, even on the distaff side, a family both poor and of
no account. Fighting alone does not make a family, I think. Soldiers are
not everything, though they think they are. We have had in our family men
who fought; but I never heard of any of them who fought because they
wanted to. Mrs. St. Leger had a sister; fortunately there were only those
two children in the family, or else they would all have had to be supported
by the money of my family.
Mr. St. Leger, who was only a subaltern, was killed at Maiwand; and his
wife was left a beggar. Fortunately, however, she died—her sister spread a
story that it was from the shock and grief—before the child which she
expected was born. This all happened when my cousin—or, rather, my
father’s cousin, my first-cousin-once-removed, to be accurate—was still a
very small child. His mother then sent for Miss MacKelpie, her brother-inlaw’s sister-in-law, to come and live with her, which she did—beggars can’t
be choosers; and she helped to bring up young St. Leger.
I remember once my father giving me a sovereign for making a witty
remark about her. I was quite a boy then, not more than thirteen; but our
family were always clever from the very beginning of life, and father was
telling me about the St. Leger family. My family hadn’t, of course, seen
anything of them since Captain St. Leger died—the circle to which we
belong don’t care for poor relations—and was explaining where Miss
MacKelpie came in. She must have been a sort of nursery governess, for
Mrs. St. Leger once told him that she helped her to educate the child.

“Then, father,” I said, “if she helped to educate the child she ought to have
been called Miss MacSkelpie!”
When my first-cousin-once-removed, Rupert, was twelve years old, his
mother died, and he was in the dolefuls about it for more than a year. Miss
MacKelpie kept on living with him all the same. Catch her quitting! That
sort don’t go into the poor-house when they can keep out! My father, being
Head of the Family, was, of course, one of the trustees, and his uncle Roger,
brother of the testator, another. The third was General MacKelpie, a
poverty-stricken Scotch laird who had a lot of valueless land at Croom, in
Ross-shire. I remember father gave me a new ten-pound note when I
interrupted him whilst he was telling me of the incident of young St.
Leger’s improvidence by remarking that he was in error as to the land.
From what I had heard of MacKelpie’s estate, it was productive of one
thing; when he asked me “What?” I answered “Mortgages!” Father, I knew,
had bought, not long before, a lot of them at what a college friend of mine
from Chicago used to call “cut-throat” price. When I remonstrated with my
father for buying them at all, and so injuring the family estate which I was
to inherit, he gave me an answer, the astuteness of which I have never
forgotten.
“I did it so that I might keep my hand on the bold General, in case he
should ever prove troublesome. And if the worst should ever come to the
worst, Croom is a good country for grouse and stags!” My father can see as
far as most men!
When my cousin—I shall call him cousin henceforth in this record, lest it
might seem to any unkind person who might hereafter read it that I wished
to taunt Rupert St. Leger with his somewhat obscure position, in reiterating
his real distance in kinship with my family—when my cousin, Rupert St.
Leger, wished to commit a certain idiotic act of financial folly, he
approached my father on the subject, arriving at our estate, Humcroft, at an
inconvenient time, without permission, not having had even the decent
courtesy to say he was coming. I was then a little chap of six years old, but
I could not help noticing his mean appearance. He was all dusty and
dishevelled. When my father saw him—I came into the study with him—
he said in a horrified voice:

“Good God!” He was further shocked when the boy brusquely
acknowledged, in reply to my father’s greeting, that he had travelled third
class. Of course, none of my family ever go anything but first class; even
the servants go second. My father was really angry when he said he had
walked up from the station.
“A nice spectacle for my tenants and my tradesmen! To see my—my—a
kinsman of my house, howsoever remote, trudging like a tramp on the road
to my estate! Why, my avenue is two miles and a perch! No wonder you
are filthy and insolent!” Rupert—really, I cannot call him cousin here—
was exceedingly impertinent to my father.
“I walked, sir, because I had no money; but I assure you I did not mean to
be insolent. I simply came here because I wished to ask your advice and
assistance, not because you are an important person, and have a long
avenue—as I know to my cost—but simply because you are one of my
trustees.”
“Your trustees, sirrah!” said my father, interrupting him. “Your trustees?”
“I beg your pardon, sir,” he said, quite quietly. “I meant the trustees of my
dear mother’s will.”
“And what, may I ask you,” said father, “do you want in the way of advice
from one of the trustees of your dear mother’s will?” Rupert got very red,
and was going to say something rude—I knew it from his look—but he
stopped, and said in the same gentle way:
“I want your advice, sir, as to the best way of doing something which I wish
to do, and, as I am under age, cannot do myself. It must be done through
the trustees of my mother’s will.”
“And the assistance for which you wish?” said father, putting his hand in
his pocket. I know what that action means when I am talking to him.
“The assistance I want,” said Rupert, getting redder than ever, “is from my
—the trustee also. To carry out what I want to do.”
“And what may that be?” asked my father. “I would like, sir, to make over
to my Aunt Janet—” My father interrupted him by asking—he had

evidently remembered my jest:
“Miss MacSkelpie?” Rupert got still redder, and I turned away; I didn’t
quite wish that he should see me laughing. He went on quietly:
“MacKelpie, sir! Miss Janet MacKelpie, my aunt, who has always been so
kind to me, and whom my mother loved—I want to have made over to her
the money which my dear mother left to me.” Father doubtless wished to
have the matter take a less serious turn, for Rupert’s eyes were all shiny
with tears which had not fallen; so after a little pause he said, with
indignation, which I knew was simulated:
“Have you forgotten your mother so soon, Rupert, that you wish to give
away the very last gift which she bestowed on you?” Rupert was sitting,
but he jumped up and stood opposite my father with his fist clenched. He
was quite pale now, and his eyes looked so fierce that I thought he would do
my father an injury. He spoke in a voice which did not seem like his own, it
was so strong and deep.
“Sir!” he roared out. I suppose, if I was a writer, which, thank God, I am
not—I have no need to follow a menial occupation—I would call it
“thundered.” “Thundered” is a longer word than “roared,” and would, of
course, help to gain the penny which a writer gets for a line. Father got pale
too, and stood quite still. Rupert looked at him steadily for quite half a
minute—it seemed longer at the time—and suddenly smiled and said, as he
sat down again:
“Sorry. But, of course, you don’t understand such things.” Then he went
on talking before father had time to say a word.
“Let us get back to business. As you do not seem to follow me, let me
explain that it is because I do not forget that I wish to do this. I remember
my dear mother’s wish to make Aunt Janet happy, and would like to do as
she did.”
“Aunt Janet?” said father, very properly sneering at his ignorance. “She is
not your aunt. Why, even her sister, who was married to your uncle, was
only your aunt by courtesy.” I could not help feeling that Rupert meant to
be rude to my father, though his words were quite polite. If I had been as
much bigger than him as he was than me, I should have flown at him; but

he was a very big boy for his age. I am myself rather thin. Mother says
thinness is an “appanage of birth.”
“My Aunt Janet, sir, is an aunt by love. Courtesy is a small word to use in
connection with such devotion as she has given to us. But I needn’t trouble
you with such things, sir. I take it that my relations on the side of my own
house do not affect you. I am a Sent Leger!” Father looked quite taken
aback. He sat quite still before he spoke.
“Well, Mr. St. Leger, I shall think over the matter for a while, and shall
presently let you know my decision. In the meantime, would you like
something to eat? I take it that as you must have started very early, you
have not had any breakfast?” Rupert smiled quite genially:
“That is true, sir. I haven’t broken bread since dinner last night, and I am
ravenously hungry.” Father rang the bell, and told the footman who
answered it to send the housekeeper. When she came, father said to her:
“Mrs. Martindale, take this boy to your room and give him some
breakfast.” Rupert stood very still for some seconds. His face had got red
again after his paleness. Then he bowed to my father, and followed Mrs.
Martindale, who had moved to the door.
Nearly an hour afterwards my father sent a servant to tell him to come to
the study. My mother was there, too, and I had gone back with her. The
man came back and said:
“Mrs. Martindale, sir, wishes to know, with her respectful service, if she
may have a word with you.” Before father could reply mother told him to
bring her. The housekeeper could not have been far off—that kind are
generally near a keyhole—for she came at once. When she came in, she
stood at the door curtseying and looking pale. Father said:
“Well?”
“I thought, sir and ma’am, that I had better come and tell you about Master
Sent Leger. I would have come at once, but I feared to disturb you.”
“Well?” Father had a stern way with servants. When I’m head of the
family I’ll tread them under my feet. That’s the way to get real devotion

from servants!
“If you please, sir, I took the young gentleman into my room and ordered a
nice breakfast for him, for I could see he was half famished—a growing
boy like him, and so tall! Presently it came along. It was a good breakfast,
too! The very smell of it made even me hungry. There were eggs and
frizzled ham, and grilled kidneys, and coffee, and buttered toast, and
bloater-paste—”
“That will do as to the menu,” said mother. “Go on!”
“When it was all ready, and the maid had gone, I put a chair to the table and
said, ‘Now, sir, your breakfast is ready!’ He stood up and said, ‘Thank you,
madam; you are very kind!’ and he bowed to me quite nicely, just as if I
was a lady, ma’am!”
“Go on,” said mother.
“Then, sir, he held out his hand and said, ‘Good-bye, and thank you,’ and he
took up his cap.
“‘But aren’t you going to have any breakfast, sir?’ I says.
“‘No, thank you, madam,’ he said; ‘I couldn’t eat here . . . in this house, I
mean!’ Well, ma’am, he looked so lonely that I felt my heart melting, and I
ventured to ask him if there was any mortal thing I could do for him. ‘Do
tell me, dear,’ I ventured to say. ‘I am an old woman, and you, sir, are only
a boy, though it’s a fine man you will be—like your dear, splendid father,
which I remember so well, and gentle like your poor dear mother.’
“‘You’re a dear!’ he says; and with that I took up his hand and kissed it, for
I remember his poor dear mother so well, that was dead only a year. Well,
with that he turned his head away, and when I took him by the shoulders
and turned him round—he is only a young boy, ma’am, for all he is so big
—I saw that the tears were rolling down his cheeks. With that I laid his
head on my breast—I’ve had children of my own, ma’am, as you know,
though they’re all gone. He came willing enough, and sobbed for a little
bit. Then he straightened himself up, and I stood respectfully beside him.

“‘Tell Mr. Melton,’ he said, ‘that I shall not trouble him about the trustee
business.’
“‘But won’t you tell him yourself, sir, when you see him?’ I says.
“‘I shall not see him again,’ he says; ‘I am going back now!’
“Well, ma’am, I knew he’d had no breakfast, though he was hungry, and
that he would walk as he come, so I ventured to say: ‘If you won’t take it a
liberty, sir, may I do anything to make your going easier? Have you
sufficient money, sir? If not, may I give, or lend, you some? I shall be very
proud if you will allow me to.’
“‘Yes,’ he says quite hearty. ‘If you will, you might lend me a shilling, as I
have no money. I shall not forget it.’ He said, as he took the coin: ‘I shall
return the amount, though I never can the kindness. I shall keep the coin.’
He took the shilling, sir—he wouldn’t take any more—and then he said
good-bye. At the door he turned and walked back to me, and put his arms
round me like a real boy does, and gave me a hug, and says he:
“‘Thank you a thousand times, Mrs. Martindale, for your goodness to me,
for your sympathy, and for the way you have spoken of my father and
mother. You have seen me cry, Mrs. Martindale,’ he said; ‘I don’t often cry:
the last time was when I came back to the lonely house after my poor dear
was laid to rest. But you nor any other shall ever see a tear of mine again.’
And with that he straightened out his big back and held up his fine proud
head, and walked out. I saw him from the window striding down the
avenue. My! but he is a proud boy, sir—an honour to your family, sir, say I
respectfully. And there, the proud child has gone away hungry, and he
won’t, I know, ever use that shilling to buy food!”
Father was not going to have that, you know, so he said to her:
“He does not belong to my family, I would have you to know. True, he is
allied to us through the female side; but we do not count him or his in my
family.” He turned away and began to read a book. It was a decided snub
to her.
But mother had a word to say before Mrs. Martindale was done with.
Mother has a pride of her own, and doesn’t brook insolence from inferiors;

and the housekeeper’s conduct seemed to be rather presuming. Mother, of
course, isn’t quite our class, though her folk are quite worthy and
enormously rich. She is one of the Dalmallingtons, the salt people, one of
whom got a peerage when the Conservatives went out. She said to the
housekeeper:
“I think, Mrs. Martindale, that I shall not require your services after this day
month! And as I don’t keep servants in my employment when I dismiss
them, here is your month’s wages due on the 25th of this month, and
another month in lieu of notice. Sign this receipt.” She was writing a
receipt as she spoke. The other signed it without a word, and handed it to
her. She seemed quite flabbergasted. Mother got up and sailed—that is the
way that mother moves when she is in a wax—out of the room.
Lest I should forget it, let me say here that the dismissed housekeeper was
engaged the very next day by the Countess of Salop. I may say in
explanation that the Earl of Salop, K.G., who is Lord-Lieutenant of the
County, is jealous of father’s position and his growing influence. Father is
going to contest the next election on the Conservative side, and is sure to be
made a Baronet before long.
Letter from Major-General Sir Colin Alexander MacKelpie, V.C., K.C.B., of
Croom, Ross, N.B., to Rupert Sent Leger, Esq., 14, Newland Park, Dulwich,
London, S.E.
July 4, 1892.
M D

G

,

I am truly sorry I am unable to agree with your request that I should
acquiesce in your desire to transfer to Miss Janet MacKelpie the
property bequeathed to you by your mother, of which property I am a
trustee. Let me say at once that, had it been possible to me to do so, I
should have held it a privilege to further such a wish—not because the
beneficiare whom you would create is a near kinswoman of my own.
That, in truth, is my real difficulty. I have undertaken a trust made by
an honourable lady on behalf of her only son—son of a man of
stainless honour, and a dear friend of my own, and whose son has a
rich heritage of honour from both parents, and who will, I am sure, like

to look back on his whole life as worthy of his parents, and of those
whom his parents trusted. You will see, I am sure, that whatsoever I
might grant regarding anyone else, my hands are tied in this matter.
And now let me say, my dear boy, that your letter has given me the
most intense pleasure. It is an unspeakable delight to me to find in the
son of your father—a man whom I loved, and a boy whom I love—the
same generosity of spirit which endeared your father to all his
comrades, old as well as young. Come what may, I shall always be
proud of you; and if the sword of an old soldier—it is all I have—can
ever serve you in any way, it and its master’s life are, and shall be,
whilst life remains to him, yours.
It grieves me to think that Janet cannot, through my act, be given that
ease and tranquillity of spirit which come from competence. But, my
dear Rupert, you will be of full age in seven years more. Then, if you
are in the same mind—and I am sure you will not change—you, being
your own master, can do freely as you will. In the meantime, to
secure, so far as I can, my dear Janet against any malign stroke of
fortune, I have given orders to my factor to remit semi-annually to
Janet one full half of such income as may be derived in any form from
my estate of Croom. It is, I am sorry to say, heavily mortgaged; but of
such as is—or may be, free from such charge as the mortgage entails—
something at least will, I trust, remain to her. And, my dear boy, I can
frankly say that it is to me a real pleasure that you and I can be linked
in one more bond in this association of purpose. I have always held
you in my heart as though you were my own son. Let me tell you now
that you have acted as I should have liked a son of my own, had I been
blessed with one, to have acted. God bless you, my dear.
C

A

Yours ever,
.M
.

Letter from Roger Melton, of Openshaw Grange, to Rupert Sent Leger,
Esq., 14, Newland Park, Dulwich, London, S.E.
July 1, 1892.
M

N

,

Your letter of the 30th ult. received. Have carefully considered matter
stated, and have come to the conclusion that my duty as a trustee
would not allow me to give full consent, as you wish. Let me explain.
The testator, in making her will, intended that such fortune as she had
at disposal should be used to supply to you her son such benefits as its
annual product should procure. To this end, and to provide against
wastefulness or foolishness on your part, or, indeed, against any
generosity, howsoever worthy, which might impoverish you and so
defeat her benevolent intentions regarding your education, comfort,
and future good, she did not place the estate directly in your hands,
leaving you to do as you might feel inclined about it. But, on the
contrary, she entrusted the corpus of it in the hands of men whom she
believed should be resolute enough and strong enough to carry out her
intent, even against any cajolements or pressure which might be
employed to the contrary. It being her intention, then, that such
trustees as she appointed would use for your benefit the interest
accruing annually from the capital at command, and that only (as
specifically directed in the will), so that on your arriving at full age the
capital entrusted to us should be handed over to you intact, I find a
hard-and-fast duty in the matter of adhering exactly to the directions
given. I have no doubt that my co-trustees regard the matter in exactly
the same light. Under the circumstances, therefore, we, the trustees,
have not only a single and united duty towards you as the object of the
testator’s wishes, but towards each other as regards the manner of the
carrying out of that duty. I take it, therefore, that it would not be
consonant with the spirit of the trust or of our own ideas in accepting it
that any of us should take a course pleasant to himself which would or
might involve a stern opposition on the part of other of the co-trustees.
We have each of us to do the unpleasant part of this duty without fear
or favour. You understand, of course, that the time which must elapse
before you come into absolute possession of your estate is a limited
one. As by the terms of the will we are to hand over our trust when
you have reached the age of twenty-one, there are only seven years to
expire. But till then, though I should gladly meet your wishes if I
could, I must adhere to the duty which I have undertaken. At the
expiration of that period you will be quite free to divest yourself of
your estate without protest or comment of any man.

Having now expressed as clearly as I can the limitations by which I am
bound with regard to the corpus of your estate, let me say that in any
other way which is in my power or discretion I shall be most happy to
see your wishes carried out so far as rests with me. Indeed, I shall
undertake to use what influence I may possess with my co-trustees to
induce them to take a similar view of your wishes. In my own
thinking you are quite free to use your own property in your own way.
But as, until you shall have attained your majority, you have only lifeuser in your mother’s bequest, you are only at liberty to deal with the
annual increment. On our part as trustees we have a first charge on
that increment to be used for purposes of your maintenance, clothes,
and education. As to what may remain over each half-year, you will
be free to deal with it as you choose. On receiving from you a written
authorization to your trustees, if you desire the whole sum or any part
of it to be paid over to Miss Janet MacKelpie, I shall see that it is
effected. Believe me, that our duty is to protect the corpus of the
estate, and to this end we may not act on any instruction to imperil it.
But there our warranty stops. We can deal during our trusteeship with
the corpus only. Further, lest there should arise any error on your part,
we can deal with any general instruction for only so long as it may
remain unrevoked. You are, and must be, free to alter your instructions
or authorizations at any time. Thus your latest document must be used
for our guidance.
As to the general principle involved in your wish I make no comment.
You are at liberty to deal with your own how you will. I quite
understand that your impulse is a generous one, and I fully believe that
it is in consonance with what had always been the wishes of my sister.
Had she been happily alive and had to give judgment of your intent, I
am convinced that she would have approved. Therefore, my dear
nephew, should you so wish, I shall be happy for her sake as well as
your own to pay over on your account (as a confidential matter
between you and me), but from my own pocket, a sum equal to that
which you wish transferred to Miss Janet MacKelpie. On hearing
from you I shall know how to act in the matter. With all good wishes,
Believe me to be,
Your affectionate uncle,

R
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Letter from Rupert Sent Leger to Roger Melton,
July 5, 1892.
M D

U

,

Thank you heartily for your kind letter. I quite understand, and now
see that I should not have asked you as a trustee, such a thing. I see
your duty clearly, and agree with your view of it. I enclose a letter
directed to my trustees, asking them to pay over annually till further
direction to Miss Janet MacKelpie at this address whatever sum may
remain over from the interest of my mother’s bequest after deduction
of such expenses as you may deem fit for my maintenance, clothing,
and education, together with a sum of one pound sterling per month,
which was the amount my dear mother always gave me for my
personal use—“pocket-money,” she called it.
With regard to your most kind and generous offer to give to my dear
Aunt Janet the sum which I would have given myself, had such been in
my power, I thank you most truly and sincerely, both for my dear aunt
(to whom, of course, I shall not mention the matter unless you
specially authorize me) and myself. But, indeed, I think it will be
better not to offer it. Aunt Janet is very proud, and would not accept
any benefit. With me, of course, it is different, for since I was a wee
child she has been like another mother to me, and I love her very
much. Since my mother died—and she, of course, was all-in-all to me
—there has been no other. And in such a love as ours pride has no
place. Thank you again, dear uncle, and God bless you.
Your loving nephew,
R
S
L
.

ERNEST ROGER HALBARD MELTON’S RECORD—
Continued.

And now re the remaining one of Sir Geoffrey’s children, Roger. He was
the third child and third son, the only daughter, Patience, having been born
twenty years after the last of the four sons. Concerning Roger, I shall put
down all I have heard of him from my father and grandfather. From my
grand-aunt I heard nothing, I was a very small kid when she died; but I
remember seeing her, but only once. A very tall, handsome woman of a
little over thirty, with very dark hair and light-coloured eyes. I think they
were either grey or blue, but I can’t remember which. She looked very
proud and haughty, but I am bound to say that she was very nice to me. I
remember feeling very jealous of Rupert because his mother looked so
distinguished. Rupert was eight years older than me, and I was afraid he
would beat me if I said anything he did not like. So I was silent except
when I forgot to be, and Rupert said very unkindly, and I think very
unfairly, that I was “A sulky little beast.” I haven’t forgot that, and I don’t
mean to. However, it doesn’t matter much what he said or thought. There
he is—if he is at all—where no one can find him, with no money or
nothing, for what little he had he settled when he came of age, on the
MacSkelpie. He wanted to give it to her when his mother died, but father,
who was a trustee, refused; and Uncle Roger, as I call him, who is another,
thought the trustees had no power to allow Rupert to throw away his
matrimony, as I called it, making a joke to father when he called it
patrimony. Old Sir Colin MacSkelpie, who is the third, said he couldn’t
take any part in such a permission, as the MacSkelpie was his niece. He is
a rude old man, that. I remember when, not remembering his relationship, I
spoke of the MacSkelpie, he caught me a clip on the ear that sent me across
the room. His Scotch is very broad. I can hear him say, “Hae some attempt
at even Soothern manners, and dinna misca’ yer betters, ye young puddock,
or I’ll wring yer snoot!” Father was, I could see, very much offended, but
he didn’t say anything. He remembered, I think, that the General is a V.C.
man, and was fond of fighting duels. But to show that the fault was not his,
he wrung my ear—and the same ear too! I suppose he thought that was
justice! But it’s only right to say that he made up for it afterwards. When
the General had gone he gave me a five-pound note.
I don’t think Uncle Roger was very pleased with the way Rupert behaved
about the legacy, for I don’t think he ever saw him from that day to this.
Perhaps, of course, it was because Rupert ran away shortly afterwards; but I

shall tell about that when I come to him. After all, why should my uncle
bother about him? He is not a Melton at all, and I am to be Head of the
House—of course, when the Lord thinks right to take father to Himself!
Uncle Roger has tons of money, and he never married, so if he wants to
leave it in the right direction he needn’t have any trouble. He made his
money in what he calls “the Eastern Trade.” This, so far as I can gather,
takes in the Levant and all east of it. I know he has what they call in trade
“houses” in all sorts of places—Turkey, and Greece, and all round them,
Morocco, Egypt, and Southern Russia, and the Holy Land; then on to
Persia, India, and all round it; the Chersonese, China, Japan, and the Pacific
Islands. It is not to be expected that we landowners can know much about
trade, but my uncle covers—or alas! I must say “covered”—a lot of ground,
I can tell you. Uncle Roger was a very grim sort of man, and only that I
was brought up to try and be kind to him I shouldn’t ever have dared to
speak to him. But when was a child father and mother—especially mother
—forced me to go and see him and be affectionate to him. He wasn’t ever
even civil to me, that I can remember—grumpy old bear! But, then, he
never saw Rupert at all, so that I take it Master R--- is out of the running
altogether for testamentary honours. The last time I saw him myself he was
distinctly rude. He treated me as a boy, though I was getting on for
eighteen years of age. I came into his office without knocking; and without
looking up from his desk, where he was writing, he said: “Get out! Why do
you venture to disturb me when I’m busy? Get out, and be damned to
you!” I waited where I was, ready to transfix him with my eye when he
should look up, for I cannot forget that when my father dies I shall be Head
of my House. But when he did there was no transfixing possible. He said
quite coolly:
“Oh, it’s you, is it? I thought it was one of my office boys. Sit down, if you
want to see me, and wait till I am ready.” So I sat down and waited. Father
always said that I should try to conciliate and please my uncle. Father is a
very shrewd man, and Uncle Roger is a very rich one.
But I don’t think Uncle R--- is as shrewd as he thinks he is. He sometimes
makes awful mistakes in business. For instance, some years ago he bought
an enormous estate on the Adriatic, in the country they call the “Land of
Blue Mountains.” At least, he says he bought it. He told father so in
confidence. But he didn’t show any title-deeds, and I’m greatly afraid he

was “had.” A bad job for me that he was, for father believes he paid an
enormous sum for it, and as I am his natural heir, it reduces his available
estate to so much less.
And now about Rupert. As I have said, he ran away when he was about
fourteen, and we did not hear about him for years. When we—or, rather,
my father—did hear of him, it was no good that he heard. He had gone as a
cabin-boy on a sailing ship round the Horn. Then he joined an exploring
party through the centre of Patagonia, and then another up in Alaska, and a
third to the Aleutian Islands. After that he went through Central America,
and then to Western Africa, the Pacific Islands, India, and a lot of places.
We all know the wisdom of the adage that “A rolling stone gathers no
moss”; and certainly, if there be any value in moss, Cousin Rupert will die a
poor man. Indeed, nothing will stand his idiotic, boastful wastefulness.
Look at the way in which, when he came of age, he made over all his
mother’s little fortune to the MacSkelpie! I am sure that, though Uncle
Roger made no comment to my father, who, as Head of our House, should,
of course, have been informed, he was not pleased. My mother, who has a
good fortune in her own right, and has had the sense to keep it in her own
control—as I am to inherit it, and it is not in the entail, I am therefore quite
impartial—I can approve of her spirited conduct in the matter. We never
did think much of Rupert, anyhow; but now, since he is in the way to be a
pauper, and therefore a dangerous nuisance, we look on him as quite an
outsider. We know what he really is. For my own part, I loathe and despise
him. Just now we are irritated with him, for we are all kept on tenterhooks
regarding my dear Uncle Roger’s Will. For Mr. Trent, the attorney who
regulated my dear uncle’s affairs and has possession of the Will, says it is
necessary to know where every possible beneficiary is to be found before
making the Will public, so we all have to wait. It is especially hard on me,
who am the natural heir. It is very thoughtless indeed of Rupert to keep
away like that. I wrote to old MacSkelpie about it, but he didn’t seem to
understand or to be at all anxious—he is not the heir! He said that probably
Rupert Sent Leger—he, too, keeps to the old spelling—did not know of his
uncle’s death, or he would have taken steps to relieve our anxiety. Our
anxiety, forsooth! We are not anxious; we only wish to know. And if we—
and especially me—who have all the annoyance of thinking of the
detestable and unfair death-duties, are anxious, we should be so. Well,

anyhow, he’ll get a properly bitter disappointment and set down when he
does turn up and discovers that he is a pauper without hope!
*****
To-day we (father and I) had letters from Mr. Trent, telling us that the
whereabouts of “Mr. Rupert Sent Leger” had been discovered, and that a
letter disclosing the fact of poor Uncle Roger’s death had been sent to him.
He was at Titicaca when last heard of. So goodness only knows when he
may get the letter, which “asks him to come home at once, but only gives to
him such information about the Will as has already been given to every
member of the testator’s family.” And that is nil. I dare say we shall be
kept waiting for months before we get hold of the estate which is ours. It is
too bad!
Letter from Edward Bingham Trent to Ernest Roger Halbard Melton.
176, L
D
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December 28, 1906.
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I am glad to be able to inform you that I have just heard by letter from
Mr. Rupert St. Leger that he intended leaving Rio de Janeiro by the
S.S. Amazon, of the Royal Mail Company, on December 15. He
further stated that he would cable just before leaving Rio de Janeiro, to
say on what day the ship was expected to arrive in London. As all the
others possibly interested in the Will of the late Roger Melton, and
whose names are given to me in his instructions regarding the reading
of the Will, have been advised, and have expressed their intention of
being present at that event on being apprised of the time and place, I
now beg to inform you that by cable message received the date
scheduled for arrival at the Port of London was January 1 prox. I
therefore beg to notify you, subject to postponement due to the nonarrival of the Amazon, the reading of the Will of the late Roger Melton,
Esq., will take place in my office on Thursday, January 3 prox., at
eleven o’clock a.m.

I have the honour to be, sir,
Yours faithfully,
E
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Cable: Rupert Sent Leger to Edward Bingham Trent.
Amazon arrives London January 1. S
L
.
Telegram (per Lloyd’s): Rupert Sent Leger to Edward Bingham Trent.
T L
,
December 31.
Amazon arrives London to-morrow morning. All well.—L

.

Telegram: Edward Bingham Trent to Ernest Roger Halbard Mellon.
Rupert Sent Leger arrived. Reading Will takes place as arranged.—
T
.

ERNEST ROGER HALBARD MELTON’S RECORD.
January 4, 1907.
The reading of Uncle Roger’s Will is over. Father got a duplicate of Mr.
Trent’s letter to me, and of the cable and two telegrams pasted into this
Record. We both waited patiently till the third—that is, we did not say
anything. The only impatient member of our family was my mother. She
did say things, and if old Trent had been here his ears would have been red.
She said what ridiculous nonsense it was delaying the reading of the Will,
and keeping the Heir waiting for the arrival of an obscure person who
wasn’t even a member of the family, inasmuch as he didn’t bear the name. I
don’t think it’s quite respectful to one who is some day to be Head of the
House! I thought father was weakening in his patience when he said:
“True, my dear—true!” and got up and left the room. Some time afterwards
when I passed the library I heard him walking up and down.

Father and I went up to town on the afternoon of Wednesday, January 2.
We stayed, of course, at Claridge’s, where we always stay when we go to
town. Mother wanted to come, too, but father thought it better not. She
would not agree to stay at home till we both promised to send her separate
telegrams after the reading.
At five minutes to eleven we entered Mr. Trent’s office. Father would not
go a moment earlier, as he said it was bad form to seem eager at any time,
but most of all at the reading of a will. It was a rotten grind, for we had to
be walking all over the neighbourhood for half an hour before it was time,
not to be too early.
When we went into the room we found there General Sir Colin MacKelpie
and a big man, very bronzed, whom I took to be Rupert St. Leger—not a
very creditable connection to look at, I thought! He and old MacKelpie
took care to be in time! Rather low, I thought it. Mr. St. Leger was reading
a letter. He had evidently come in but lately, for though he seemed to be
eager about it, he was only at the first page, and I could see that there were
many sheets. He did not look up when we came in, or till he had finished
the letter; and you may be sure that neither I nor my father (who, as Head of
the House, should have had more respect from him) took the trouble to go
to him. After all, he is a pauper and a wastrel, and he has not the honour of
bearing our Name. The General, however, came forward and greeted us
both cordially. He evidently had forgotten—or pretended to have—the
discourteous way he once treated me, for he spoke to me quite in a friendly
way—I thought more warmly than he did to father. I was pleased to be
spoken to so nicely, for, after all, whatever his manners may be, he is a
distinguished man—has won the V.C. and a Baronetcy. He got the latter not
long ago, after the Frontier War in India. I was not, however, led away into
cordiality myself. I had not forgotten his rudeness, and I thought that he
might be sucking up to me. I knew that when I had my dear Uncle Roger’s
many millions I should be a rather important person; and, of course, he
knew it too. So I got even with him for his former impudence. When he
held out his hand I put one finger in it, and said, “How do?” He got very
red and turned away. Father and he had ended by glaring at each other, so
neither of us was sorry to be done with him. All the time Mr. St. Leger did
not seem to see or hear anything, but went on reading his letter. I thought
the old MacSkelpie was going to bring him into the matter between us, for

as he turned away I heard him say something under his breath. It sounded
like “Help!” but Mr. S--- did not hear. He certainly no notice of it.
As the MacS--- and Mr. S--- sat quite silent, neither looking at us, and as
father was sitting on the other side of the room with his chin in his hand,
and as I wanted to show that I was indifferent to the two S’s, I took out this
notebook, and went on with the Record, bringing it up to this moment.

THE RECORD—Continued.
When I had finished writing I looked over at Rupert.
When he saw us, he jumped up and went over to father and shook his hand
quite warmly. Father took him very coolly. Rupert, however, did not seem
to see it, but came towards me heartily. I happened to be doing something
else at the moment, and at first I did not see his hand; but just as I was
looking at it the clock struck eleven. Whilst it was striking Mr. Trent came
into the room. Close behind him came his clerk, carrying a locked tin box.
There were two other men also. He bowed to us all in turn, beginning with
me. I was standing opposite the door; the others were scattered about.
Father sat still, but Sir Colin and Mr. St. Leger rose. Mr. Trent not did
shake hands with any of us—not even me. Nothing but his respectful bow.
That is the etiquette for an attorney, I understand, on such formal occasions.
He sat down at the end of the big table in the centre of the room, and asked
us to sit round. Father, of course, as Head of the Family, took the seat at his
right hand. Sir Colin and St. Leger went to the other side, the former taking
the seat next to the attorney. The General knows, of course, that a Baronet
takes precedence at a ceremony. I may be a Baronet some day myself, and
have to know these things.
The clerk took the key which his master handed to him, opened the tin box,
and took from it a bundle of papers tied with red tape. This he placed
before the attorney, and put the empty box behind him on the floor. Then
he and the other man sat at the far end of the table; the latter took out a big
notebook and several pencils, and put them before him. He was evidently a
shorthand-writer. Mr. Trent removed the tape from the bundle of papers,
which he placed a little distance in front of him. He took a sealed envelope

from the top, broke the seal, opened the envelope, and from it took a
parchment, in the folds of which were some sealed envelopes, which he laid
in a heap in front of the other paper. Then he unfolded the parchment, and
laid it before him with the outside page up. He fixed his glasses, and said:
“Gentlemen, the sealed envelope which you have seen me open is endorsed
‘My Last Will and Testament—R
M
, June, 1906.’ This
document”—holding it up—“is as follows:
“‘I Roger Melton of Openshaw Grange in the County of Dorset; of
number one hundred and twenty-three Berkeley Square London; and
of the Castle of Vissarion in the Land of the Blue Mountains, being of
sound mind do make this my Last Will and Testament on this day
Monday the eleventh day of the month of June in the year of Our Lord
one thousand nine hundred and six at the office of my old friend and
Attorney Edward Bingham Trent in number one hundred and seventysix Lincoln’s Inn Fields London hereby revoking all other wills that I
may have formerly made and giving this as my sole and last Will
making dispositions of my property as follows:
“‘1. To my kinsman and nephew Ernest Halbard Melton Esquire,
justice of the Peace, Humcroft the County of Salop, for his sole use
and benefit the sum of twenty thousand pounds sterling free of all
Duties Taxes and charges whatever to be paid out of my Five per
centum Bonds of the City of Montreal, Canada.
“‘2. To my respected friend and colleague as co-trustee to the Will of
my late sister Patience late widow of the late Captain Rupert Sent
Leger who predeceased her, Major-General Sir Colin Alexander
MacKelpie, Baronet, holder of the Victoria Cross, Knight Commander
of the Order of the Bath, of Croom in the county of Ross Scotland a
sum of Twenty thousand pounds sterling free of all Taxes and charges
whatsoever; to be paid out of my Five per centum Bonds of the City of
Toronto, Canada.
“‘3. To Miss Janet MacKelpie presently residing at Croom in the
County of Ross Scotland the sum of Twenty thousand pounds sterling
free of all Duties Taxes and Charges whatsoever, to be paid out of my
Five per centum Bonds of the London County Council.

“‘4. To the various persons charities and Trustees named in the
schedule attached to this Will and marked A. the various sums
mentioned therein, all free of Duties and Taxes and charges
whatsoever.’”
Here Mr. Trent read out the list here following, and announced for our
immediate understanding of the situation the total amount as two hundred
and fifty thousand pounds. Many of the beneficiaries were old friends,
comrades, dependents, and servants, some of them being left quite large
sums of money and specific objects, such as curios and pictures.
“‘5. To my kinsman and nephew Ernest Roger Halbard Melton
presently living in the house of his father at Humcroft Salop the sum of
Ten thousand pounds sterling.
“‘6. To my old and valued friend Edward Bingham Trent of one
hundred and seventy-six Lincoln’s Inn Fields sum of Twenty thousand
pounds sterling free from all Duties Taxes and Charges whatsoever to
be paid out of my Five per centum Bonds of the city of Manchester
England.
“‘7. To my dear nephew Rupert Sent Leger only son of my dear sister
Patience Melton by her marriage with Captain Rupert Sent Leger the
sum of one thousand pounds sterling. I also bequeath to the said
Rupert Sent Leger a further sum conditional upon his acceptance of the
terms of a letter addressed to him marked B, and left in the custody of
the above Edward Bingham Trent and which letter is an integral part of
this my Will. In case of the non-acceptance of the conditions of such
letter, I devise and bequeath the whole of the sums and properties
reserved therein to the executors herein appointed Colin Alexander
MacKelpie and Edward Bingham Trent in trust to distribute the same
in accordance with the terms of the letter in the present custody of
Edward Bingham Trent marked C, and now deposited sealed with my
seal in the sealed envelope containing my last Will to be kept in the
custody of the said Edward Bingham Trent and which said letter C is
also an integral part of my Will. And in case any doubt should arise as
to my ultimate intention as to the disposal of my property the abovementioned Executors are to have full power to arrange and dispose all

such matters as may seem best to them without further appeal. And if
any beneficiary under this Will shall challenge the same or any part of
it, or dispute the validity thereof, he shall forfeit to the general estate
the bequest made herein to him, and any such bequest shall cease and
be void to all intents and purposes whatsoever.
“‘8. For proper compliance with laws and duties connected with
testamentary proceedings and to keep my secret trusts secret I direct
my Executors to pay all Death, Estate, Settlement, Legacy, Succession,
or other duties charges impositions and assessments whatever on the
residue of my estate beyond the bequests already named, at the scale
charged in the case of most distant relatives or strangers in blood.
“‘9. I hereby appoint as my Executors Major-General Sir Colin
Alexander MacKelpie, Baronet, of Croom in the County of Ross, and
Edward Bingham Trent Attorney at Law of one hundred and seventysix Lincoln’s Inn Fields London West Central with full power to
exercise their discretion in any circumstance which may arise in the
carrying out my wishes as expressed in this Will. As reward for their
services in this capacity as Executors they are to receive each out of
the general estate a sum of one hundred thousand pounds sterling free
of all Duties and impositions whatsoever.
“12. The two Memoranda contained in the letters marked B and C are
Integral Parts of this my Last Will are ultimately at the Probate of the
Will to be taken as Clauses 10 and 11 of it. The envelopes are marked
B and C on both envelope and contents and the contents of each is
headed thus: B to be read as Clause 10 of my Will and the other C to
be read as Clause 11 of my Will.
“13. Should either of the above-mentioned Executors die before the
completion of the above year and a half from the date of the Reading
of my Will or before the Conditions rehearsed in Letter C the
remaining Executor shall have all and several the Rights and Duties
entrusted by my Will to both. And if both Executors should die then
the matter of interpretation and execution of all matters in connection
with this my Last Will shall rest with the Lord Chancellor of England

for the time being or with whomsoever he may appoint for the
purpose.
“‘This my Last Will is given by me on the first day of January in the
year of Our Lord one thousand nine hundred and seven.
“‘R

M

.

“We Andrew Rossiter and John Colson here in the presence of each
other and of the Testator have seen the Testator Roger Melton sign and
seal this document. In witness thereof we hereby set our names
“‘A

R

clerk of 9 Primrose Avenue London W.C.

“‘J
C
caretaker of 176 Lincoln’s Inn Fields and Verger of St.
Tabitha’s Church Clerkenwell London.’”
When Mr. Trent had finished the reading he put all the papers together, and
tied them up in a bundle again with the red tape. Holding the bundle in his
hand, he stood up, saying as he did so:
“That is all, gentlemen, unless any of you wish to ask me any questions; in
which case I shall answer, of course, to the best of my power. I shall ask
you, Sir Colin, to remain with me, as we have to deal with some matters, or
to arrange a time when we may meet to do so. And you also, Mr. Sent
Leger, as there is this letter to submit to you. It is necessary that you should
open it in the presence of the executors, but there is no necessity that
anyone else should be present.”
The first to speak was my father. Of course, as a county gentleman of
position and estate, who is sometimes asked to take the chair at Sessions—
of course, when there is not anyone with a title present—he found himself
under the duty of expressing himself first. Old MacKelpie has superior
rank; but this was a family affair, in which my father is Head of the House,
whilst old MacKelpie is only an outsider brought into it—and then only to
the distaff side, by the wife of a younger brother of the man who married
into our family. Father spoke with the same look on his face as when he
asks important questions of witnesses at Quarter Sessions.

“I should like some points elucidated.” The attorney bowed (he gets his
120 thou’, any way, so he can afford to be oily—suave, I suppose he would
call it); so father looked at a slip of paper in his hand and asked:
“How much is the amount of the whole estate?”
The attorney answered quickly, and I thought rather rudely. He was red in
the face, and didn’t bow this time; I suppose a man of his class hasn’t more
than a very limited stock of manners:
“That, sir, I am not at liberty to tell you. And I may say that I would not if I
could.”
“Is it a million?” said father again. He was angry this time, and even redder
than the old attorney. The attorney said in answer, very quietly this time:
“Ah, that’s cross-examining. Let me say, sir, that no one can know that
until the accountants to be appointed for the purpose have examined the
affairs of the testator up to date.”
Mr. Rupert St. Leger, who was looking all this time angrier than even the
attorney or my father—though at what he had to be angry about I can’t
imagine—struck his fist on the table and rose up as if to speak, but as he
caught sight of both old MacKelpie and the attorney he sat down again.
Mem.—Those three seem to agree too well. I must keep a sharp eye on
them. I didn’t think of this part any more at the time, for father asked
another question which interested me much:
“May I ask why the other matters of the Will are not shown to us?” The
attorney wiped his spectacles carefully with a big silk bandanna
handkerchief before he answered:
“Simply because each of the two letters marked ‘B’ and ‘C’ is enclosed
with instructions regarding their opening and the keeping secret of their
contents. I shall call your attention to the fact that both envelopes are
sealed, and that the testator and both witnesses have signed their names
across the flap of each envelope. I shall read them. The letter marked ‘B,’
directed to ‘Rupert Sent Leger,’ is thus endorsed:

“‘This letter is to be given to Rupert Sent Leger by the Trustees and is
to be opened by him in their presence. He is to take such copy or
make such notes as he may wish and is then to hand the letter with
envelope to the Executors who are at once to read it, each of them
being entitled to make copy or notes if desirous of so doing. The letter
is then to be replaced in its envelope and letter and envelope are to be
placed in another envelope to be endorsed on outside as to its contents
and to be signed across the flap by both the Executors and by the said
Rupert Sent Leger.
“‘(Signed) R

M

1/6/’06.

“The letter marked ‘C,’ directed to ‘Edward Bingham Trent,’ is thus
endorsed:
“‘This letter directed to Edward Bingham Trent is to be kept by him
unopened for a term of two years after the reading of my Last Will
unless said period is earlier terminated by either the acceptance or
refusal of Rupert Sent Leger to accept the conditions mentioned in my
letter to him marked ‘B’ which he is to receive and read in the
presence of my Executors at the same meeting as but subsequent to the
Reading of the clauses (except those to be ultimately numbers ten and
eleven) of my Last Will. This letter contains instructions as to what
both the Executors and the said Rupert Sent Leger are to do when such
acceptance or refusal of the said Rupert Sent Leger has been made
known, or if he omit or refuse to make any such acceptance or refusal,
at the end of two years next after my decease.
“‘(Signed) R

M

1/6/’06.’”

When the attorney had finished reading the last letter he put it carefully in
his pocket. Then he took the other letter in his hand, and stood up. “Mr.
Rupert Sent Leger,” he said, “please to open this letter, and in such a way
that all present may see that the memorandum at top of the contents is given
as—
“‘B. To be read as clause ten of my Will.’”

St. Leger rolled up his sleeves and cuffs just as if he was going to perform
some sort of prestidigitation—it was very theatrical and ridiculous—then,
his wrists being quite bare, he opened the envelope and took out the letter.
We all saw it quite well. It was folded with the first page outward, and on
the top was written a line just as the attorney said. In obedience to a request
from the attorney, he laid both letter and envelope on the table in front of
him. The clerk then rose up, and, after handing a piece of paper to the
attorney, went back to his seat. Mr. Trent, having written something on the
paper, asked us all who were present, even the clerk and the shorthand man,
to look at the memorandum on the letter and what was written on the
envelope, and to sign the paper, which ran:
“We the signatories of this paper hereby declare that we have seen the
sealed letter marked B and enclosed in the Will of Roger Melton opened in
the presence of us all including Mr. Edward Bingham Trent and Sir Colin
Alexander MacKelpie and we declare that the paper therein contained was
headed ‘B. To be read as clause ten of my Will’ and that there were no
other contents in the envelope. In attestation of which we in the presence of
each other append our signatures.”
The attorney motioned to my father to begin. Father is a cautious man, and
he asked for a magnifying-glass, which was shortly brought to him by a
clerk for whom the clerk in the room called. Father examined the envelope
all over very carefully, and also the memorandum at top of the paper. Then,
without a word, he signed the paper. Father is a just man. Then we all
signed. The attorney folded the paper and put it in an envelope. Before
closing it he passed it round, and we all saw that it had not been tampered
with. Father took it out and read it, and then put it back. Then the attorney
asked us all to sign it across the flap, which we did. Then he put the
sealing-wax on it and asked father to seal it with his own seal. He did so.
Then he and MacKelpie sealed it also with their own seals, Then he put it in
another envelope, which he sealed himself, and he and MacKelpie signed it
across the flap.
Then father stood up, and so did I. So did the two men—the clerk and the
shorthand writer. Father did not say a word till we got out into the street.
We walked along, and presently we passed an open gate into the fields. He
turned back, saying to me:

“Come in here. There is no one about, and we can be quiet. I want to speak
to you.” When we sat down on a seat with none other near it, father said:
“You are a student of the law. What does all that mean?” I thought it a
good occasion for an epigram, so I said one word:
“Bilk!”
“H’m!” said father; “that is so far as you and I are concerned. You with a
beggarly ten thousand, and I with twenty. But what is, or will be, the effect
of those secret trusts?”
“Oh, that,” I said, “will, I dare say, be all right. Uncle Roger evidently did
not intend the older generation to benefit too much by his death. But he
only gave Rupert St. Leger one thousand pounds, whilst he gave me ten.
That looks as if he had more regard for the direct line. Of course—” Father
interrupted me:
“But what was the meaning of a further sum?”
“I don’t know, father. There was evidently some condition which he was to
fulfil; but he evidently didn’t expect that he would. Why, otherwise, did he
leave a second trust to Mr. Trent?”
“True!” said father. Then he went on: “I wonder why he left those
enormous sums to Trent and old MacKelpie. They seem out of all
proportion as executors’ fees, unless—”
“Unless what, father?”
“Unless the fortune he has left is an enormous one. That is why I asked.”
“And that,” I laughed, “is why he refused to answer.”
“Why, Ernest, it must run into big figures.”
“Right-ho, father. The death-duties will be annoying. What a beastly
swindle the death-duties are! Why, I shall suffer even on your own little
estate . . . ”
“That will do!” he said curtly. Father is so ridiculously touchy. One would
think he expects to live for ever. Presently he spoke again:

“I wonder what are the conditions of that trust. They are as important—
almost—as the amount of the bequest—whatever it is. By the way, there
seems to be no mention in the will of a residuary legatee. Ernest, my boy,
we may have to fight over that.”
“How do you make that out, father?” I asked. He had been very rude over
the matter of the death-duties of his own estate, though it is entailed and I
must inherit. So I determined to let him see that I know a good deal more
than he does—of law, at any rate. “I fear that when we come to look into it
closely that dog won’t fight. In the first place, that may be all arranged in
the letter to St. Leger, which is a part of the Will. And if that letter should
be inoperative by his refusal of the conditions (whatever they may be), then
the letter to the attorney begins to work. What it is we don’t know, and
perhaps even he doesn’t—I looked at it as well as I could—and we law men
are trained to observation. But even if the instructions mentioned as being
in Letter C fail, then the corpus of the Will gives full power to Trent to act
just as he darn pleases. He can give the whole thing to himself if he likes,
and no one can say a word. In fact, he is himself the final court of appeal.”
“H’m!” said father to himself. “It is a queer kind of will, I take it, that can
override the Court of Chancery. We shall perhaps have to try it before we
are done with this!” With that he rose, and we walked home together—
without saying another word.
My mother was very inquisitive about the whole thing—women always
are. Father and I between us told her all it was necessary for her to know. I
think we were both afraid that, woman-like, she would make trouble for us
by saying or doing something injudicious. Indeed, she manifested such
hostility towards Rupert St. Leger that it is quite on the cards that she may
try to injure him in some way. So when father said that he would have to
go out shortly again, as he wished to consult his solicitor, I jumped up and
said I would go with him, as I, too, should take advice as to how I stood in
the matter.
The Contents of Letter marked “B” attached as an Integral Part to the Last
Will of Roger Melton.
June 11, 1907.

“This letter an integral part of my Last Will regards the entire residue
of my estate beyond the specific bequests made in the body of my
Will. It is to appoint as Residuary Legatee of such Will—in case he
may accept in due form the Conditions herein laid down—my dear
Nephew Rupert Sent Leger only son of my sister Patience Melton now
deceased by her marriage with Captain Rupert Sent Leger also now
deceased. On his acceptance of the Conditions and the fulfilment of
the first of them the Entire residue of my estate after payments of all
specific Legacies and of all my debts and other obligations is to
become his absolute property to be dealt with or disposed of as he may
desire. The following are the conditions.
“1. He is to accept provisionally by letter addressed to my Executors a
sum of nine hundred and ninety-nine thousand pounds sterling free of
all Duties Taxes or other imposts. This he will hold for a period of six
months from the date of the Reading of my Last Will and have user of
the accruements thereto calculated at the rate of ten per centum per
annum which amount he shall under no circumstances be required to
replace. At the end of said six months he must express in writing
directed to the Executors of my Will his acceptance or refusal of the
other conditions herein to follow. But if he may so choose he shall be
free to declare in writing to the Executors within one week from the
time of the Reading of the Will his wish to accept or to withdraw
altogether from the responsibility of this Trust. In case of withdrawal
he is to retain absolutely and for his own use the above-mentioned sum
of nine hundred and ninety-nine thousand pounds sterling free of all
Duties Taxes and imposts whatsoever making with the specific bequest
of one thousand pounds a clear sum of one million pounds sterling free
of all imposts. And he will from the moment of the delivery of such
written withdrawal cease to have any right or interest whatsoever in
the further disposition of my estate under this instrument. Should such
written withdrawal be received by my Executors they shall have
possession of such residue of my estate as shall remain after the
payment of the above sum of nine hundred and ninety-nine thousand
pounds sterling and the payment of all Duties Taxes assessments or
Imposts as may be entailed by law by its conveyance to the said Rupert
Sent Leger and these my Executors shall hold the same for the further

disposal of it according to the instructions given in the letter marked C
and which is also an integral part of my Last Will and Testament.
“2. If at or before the expiration of the six months above-mentioned
the said Rupert Sent Leger shall have accepted the further conditions
herein stated, he is to have user of the entire income produced by such
residue of my estate the said income being paid to him Quarterly on
the usual Quarter Days by the aforesaid Executors to wit Major
General Sir Colin Alexander MacKelpie Bart. and Edward Bingham
Trent to be used by him in accordance with the terms and conditions
hereinafter mentioned.
“3. The said Rupert Sent Leger is to reside for a period of at least six
months to begin not later than three months from the reading of my
Will in the Castle of Vissarion in the Land of the Blue Mountains.
And if he fulfil the Conditions imposed on him and shall thereby
become possessed of the residue of my estate he is to continue to
reside there in part for a period of one year. He is not to change his
British Nationality except by a formal consent of the Privy Council of
Great Britain.
“At the end of a year and a half from the Reading of my Will he is to
report in person to my Executors of the expenditure of amounts paid or
due by him in the carrying out of the Trust and if they are satisfied that
same are in general accord with the conditions named in abovementioned letter marked C and which is an integral part of my Will
they are to record their approval on such Will which can then go for
final Probate and Taxation. On the Completion of which the said
Rupert Sent Leger shall become possessed absolutely and without
further act or need of the entire residue of my estate. In witness
whereof, etc.
“(Signed) R

M

.”

This document is attested by the witnesses to the Will on the same date.
(Personal and Confidential.)
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January 3, 1907.

The interests and issues of all concerned in the Will and estate of the
late Roger Melton of Openshaw Grange are so vast that in case any
litigation should take place regarding the same, I, as the solicitor,
having the carriage of the testator’s wishes, think it well to make
certain memoranda of events, conversations, etc., not covered by
documentary evidence. I make the first memorandum immediately
after the event, whilst every detail of act and conversation is still fresh
in my mind. I shall also try to make such comments thereon as may
serve to refresh my memory hereafter, and which in case of my death
may perhaps afford as opinions contemporaneously recorded some
guiding light to other or others who may later on have to continue and
complete the tasks entrusted to me.
I.
C

R

W

R

M

.

When, beginning at 11 o’clock a.m. on this the forenoon of Thursday,
the 3rd day of January, 1907, I opened the Will and read it in full,
except the clauses contained in the letters marked “B” and “C”; there
were present in addition to myself, the following:
1. Ernest Halbard Melton, J.P, nephew of the testator.
2. Ernest Roger Halbard Melton, son of the above.
3. Rupert Sent Leger, nephew of the testator.
4. Major-General Sir Colin Alexander MacKelpie, Bart., co-executor
with myself of the Will.

5. Andrew Rossiter, my clerk, one of the witnesses of the testator’s
Will.
6. Alfred Nugent, stenographer (of Messrs. Castle’s office, 21,
Bream’s Buildings, W.C.).
When the Will had been read, Mr. E. H. Melton asked the value of the estate
left by the testator, which query I did not feel empowered or otherwise able
to answer; and a further query, as to why those present were not shown the
secret clauses of the Will. I answered by reading the instructions endorsed
on the envelopes of the two letters marked “B” and “C,” which were
sufficiently explanatory.
But, lest any question should hereafter arise as to the fact that the
memoranda in letters marked “B” and “C,” which were to be read as
clauses 10 and 11 of the Will, I caused Rupert Sent Leger to open the
envelope marked “B” in the presence of all in the room. These all signed a
paper which I had already prepared, to the effect that they had seen the
envelope opened, and that the memorandum marked “B. To be read as
clause ten of my Will,” was contained in the envelope, of which it was to be
the sole contents. Mr. Ernest Halbard Melton, J.P., before signing, carefully
examined with a magnifying-glass, for which he had asked, both the
envelope and the heading of the memorandum enclosed in the letter. He
was about to turn the folded paper which was lying on the table over, by
which he might have been able to read the matter of the memorandum had
he so desired. I at once advised him that the memorandum he was to sign
dealt only with the heading of the page, and not with the matter. He looked
very angry, but said nothing, and after a second scrutiny signed. I put the
memorandum in an envelope, which we all signed across the flap. Before
signing, Mr Ernest Halbard Melton took out the paper and verified it. I then
asked him to close it, which he did, and when the sealing-wax was on it he
sealed it with his own seal. Sir Colin A. MacKelpie and I also appended
our own seals. I put the envelope in another, which I sealed with my own
seal, and my co-executor and I signed it across the flap and added the date.
I took charge of this. When the others present had taken their departure, my
co-executor and I, together with Mr. Rupert Sent Leger, who had remained
at my request, went into my private room.

Here Mr. Rupert Sent Leger read the memorandum marked “B,” which is to
be read as clause 10 of the Will. He is evidently a man of considerable
nerve, for his face was quite impassive as he read the document, which
conveyed to him (subject to the conditions laid down) a fortune which has
no equal in amount in Europe, even, so far as I know, amongst the crowned
heads. When he had read it over a second time he stood up and said:
“I wish I had known my uncle better. He must have had the heart of a
king. I never heard of such generosity as he has shown me. Mr. Trent, I
see, from the conditions of this memorandum, or codicil, or whatever it is,
that I am to declare within a week as to whether I accept the conditions
imposed on me. Now, I want you to tell me this: must I wait a week to
declare?” In answer, I told him that the testator’s intention was manifestly
to see that he had full time to consider fully every point before making
formal decision and declaration. But, in answer to the specific question, I
could answer that he might make declaration when he would, provided it
was within, or rather not after, the week named. I added:
“But I strongly advise you not to act hurriedly. So enormous a sum is
involved that you may be sure that all possible efforts will be made by
someone or other to dispossess you of your inheritance, and it will be well
that everything shall be done, not only in perfect order, but with such
manifest care and deliberation that there can be no question as to your
intention.”
“Thank you, sir,” he answered; “I shall do as you shall kindly advise me in
this as in other things. But I may tell you now—and you, too, my dear Sir
Colin—that I not only accept my Uncle Roger’s conditions in this, but that
when the time comes in the other matters I shall accept every condition that
he had in his mind—and that I may know of—in everything.” He looked
exceedingly in earnest, and it gave me much pleasure to see and hear him.
It was just what a young man should do who had seen so generously
treated. As the time had now come, I gave him the bulky letter addressed to
him, marked “D” which I had in my safe. As I fulfilled my obligation in
the matter, I said:
“You need not read the letter here. You can take it away with you, and read
it by yourself at leisure. It is your own property, without any obligation

whatever attached to it. By the way, perhaps it would be well if you knew.
I have a copy sealed up in an envelope, and endorsed, ‘To be opened if
occasion should arise,’ but not otherwise. Will you see me to-morrow, or,
better still, dine with me alone here to-night? I should like to have a talk
with you, and you may wish to ask me some questions.” He answered me
cordially. I actually felt touched by the way he said good-bye before he
went away. Sir Colin MacKelpie went with him, as Sent Leger was to drop
him at the Reform.
Letter from Roger Melton to Rupert Sent Leger, endorsed “D. re Rupert
Sent Leger. To be given to him by Edward Bingham Trent if and as soon as
he has declared (formally or informally) his intention of accepting the
conditions named in Letter B., forming Clause 10 in my Will. R. M.,
1/1/’07.
“Mem.—Copy (sealed) left in custody of E. B. Trent, to be opened if
necessary, as directed.”
June 11, 1906.
My Dear Nephew,
When (if ever) you receive this you will know that (with the exception
of some definite bequests) I have left to you, under certain conditions,
the entire bulk of my fortune—a fortune so great that by its aid as a
help, a man of courage and ability may carve out for himself a name
and place in history. The specific conditions contained in Clause 10 of
my Will have to be observed, for such I deem to be of service to your
own fortune; but herein I give my advice, which you are at liberty to
follow or not as you will, and my wishes, which I shall try to explain
fully and clearly, so that you may be in possession of my views in case
you should desire to carry them out, or, at least, to so endeavour that
the results I hope for may be ultimately achieved. First let me explain
—for your understanding and your guidance—that the power, or
perhaps it had better be called the pressure, behind the accumulation of
my fortune has been ambition. In obedience to its compulsion, I toiled
early and late until I had so arranged matters that, subject to broad
supervision, my ideas could be carried out by men whom I had
selected and tested, and not found wanting. This was for years to the

satisfaction, and ultimately to the accumulation by these men of
fortune commensurate in some measure to their own worth and their
importance to my designs. Thus I had accumulated, whilst still a
young man, a considerable fortune. This I have for over forty years
used sparingly as regards my personal needs, daringly with regard to
speculative investments. With the latter I took such very great care,
studying the conditions surrounding them so thoroughly, that even now
my schedule of bad debts or unsuccessful investments is almost a
blank. Perhaps by such means things flourished with me, and wealth
piled in so fast that at times I could hardly use it to advantage. This
was all done as the forerunner of ambition, but I was over fifty years of
age when the horizon of ambition itself opened up to me. I speak thus
freely, my dear Rupert, as when you read it I shall have passed away,
and not ambition nor the fear of misunderstanding, nor even of scorn
can touch me. My ventures in commerce and finance covered not only
the Far East, but every foot of the way to it, so that the Mediterranean
and all its opening seas were familiar to me. In my journeyings up and
down the Adriatic I was always struck by the great beauty and seeming
richness—native richness—of the Land of the Blue Mountains. At last
Chance took me into that delectable region. When the “Balkan
Struggle” of ’90 was on, one of the great Voivodes came to me in
secret to arrange a large loan for national purposes. It was known in
financial circles of both Europe and Asia that I took an active part in
the haute politique of national treasuries, and the Voivode Vissarion
came to me as to one able and willing to carry out his wishes. After
confidential pour-parlers, he explained to me that his nation was in the
throes of a great crisis. As you perhaps know, the gallant little Nation
in the Land of the Blue Mountains has had a strange history. For more
than a thousand years—ever since its settlement after the disaster of
Rossoro—it had maintained its national independence under several
forms of Government. At first it had a King whose successors became
so despotic that they were dethroned. Then it was governed by its
Voivodes, with the combining influence of a Vladika somewhat similar
in power and function to the Prince-Bishops of Montenegro;
afterwards by a Prince; or, as at present, by an irregular elective
Council, influenced in a modified form by the Vladika, who was then
supposed to exercise a purely spiritual function. Such a Council in a

small, poor nation did not have sufficient funds for armaments, which
were not immediately and imperatively necessary; and therefore the
Voivode Vissarion, who had vast estates in his own possession, and
who was the present representative a family which of old had been
leaders in the land, found it a duty to do on his own account that which
the State could not do. For security as to the loan which he wished to
get, and which was indeed a vast one, he offered to sell me his whole
estate if I would secure to him a right to repurchase it within a given
time (a time which I may say has some time ago expired). He made it
a condition that the sale and agreement should remain a strict secret
between us, as a widespread knowledge that his estate had changed
hands would in all probability result in my death and his own at the
hands of the mountaineers, who are beyond everything loyal, and were
jealous to the last degree. An attack by Turkey was feared, and new
armaments were required; and the patriotic Voivode was sacrificing his
own great fortune for the public good. What a sacrifice this was he
well knew, for in all discussions regarding a possible change in the
Constitution of the Blue Mountains it was always taken for granted
that if the principles of the Constitution should change to a more
personal rule, his own family should be regarded as the Most Noble. It
had ever been on the side of freedom in olden time; before the
establishment of the Council, or even during the rule of the Voivodes,
the Vissarion had every now and again stood out against the King or
challenged the Princedom. The very name stood for freedom, for
nationality, against foreign oppression; and the bold mountaineers
were devoted to it, as in other free countries men follow the flag.
Such loyalty was a power and a help in the land, for it knew danger in
every form; and anything which aided the cohesion of its integers was
a natural asset. On every side other powers, great and small, pressed
the land, anxious to acquire its suzerainty by any means—fraud or
force. Greece, Turkey, Austria, Russia, Italy, France, had all tried in
vain. Russia, often hurled back, was waiting an opportunity to attack.
Austria and Greece, although united by no common purpose or design,
were ready to throw in their forces with whomsoever might seem most
likely to be victor. Other Balkan States, too, were not lacking in desire
to add the little territory of the Blue Mountains to their more ample

possessions. Albania, Dalmatia, Herzegovina, Servia, Bulgaria,
looked with lustful eyes on the land, which was in itself a vast natural
fortress, having close under its shelter perhaps the finest harbour
between Gibraltar and the Dardanelles.
But the fierce, hardy mountaineers were unconquerable. For centuries
they had fought, with a fervour and fury that nothing could withstand
or abate, attacks on their independence. Time after time, century after
century, they had opposed with dauntless front invading armies sent
against them. This unquenchable fire of freedom had had its effect.
One and all, the great Powers knew that to conquer that little nation
would be no mean task, but rather that of a tireless giant. Over and
over again had they fought with units against hundreds, never ceasing
until they had either wiped out their foes entirely or seen them retreat
across the frontier in diminished numbers.
For many years past, however, the Land of the Blue Mountains had
remained unassailable, for all the Powers and States had feared lest the
others should unite against the one who should begin the attack.
At the time I speak of there was a feeling throughout the Blue
Mountains—and, indeed, elsewhere—that Turkey was preparing for a
war of offence. The objective of her attack was not known anywhere,
but here there was evidence that the Turkish “Bureau of Spies” was in
active exercise towards their sturdy little neighbour. To prepare for
this, the Voivode Peter Vissarion approached me in order to obtain the
necessary “sinews of war.”
The situation was complicated by the fact that the Elective Council
was at present largely held together by the old Greek Church, which
was the religion of the people, and which had had since the beginning
its destinies linked in a large degree with theirs. Thus it was possible
that if a war should break out, it might easily become—whatever
might have been its cause or beginnings—a war of creeds. This in the
Balkans must be largely one of races, the end of which no mind could
diagnose or even guess at.
I had now for some time had knowledge of the country and its people,
and had come to love them both. The nobility of Vissarion’s self-

sacrifice at once appealed to me, and I felt that I, too, should like to
have a hand in the upholding of such a land and such a people. They
both deserved freedom. When Vissarion handed me the completed
deed of sale I was going to tear it up; but he somehow recognized my
intention, and forestalled it. He held up his hand arrestingly as he said:
“I recognize your purpose, and, believe me, I honour you for it from
the very depths of my soul. But, my friend, it must not be. Our
mountaineers are proud beyond belief. Though they would allow me
—who am one of themselves, and whose fathers have been in some
way leaders and spokesmen amongst them for many centuries—to do
all that is in my power to do—and what, each and all, they would be
glad to do were the call to them—they would not accept aid from one
outside themselves. My good friend, they would resent it, and might
show to you, who wish us all so well, active hostility, which might end
in danger, or even death. That was why, my friend, I asked to put a
clause in our agreement, that I might have right to repurchase my
estate, regarding which you would fain act so generously.”
Thus it is, my dear nephew Rupert, only son of my dear sister, that I
hereby charge you solemnly as you value me—as you value yourself—
as you value honour, that, should it ever become known that that noble
Voivode, Peter Vissarion, imperilled himself for his country’s good,
and if it be of danger or evil repute to him that even for such a purpose
he sold his heritage, you shall at once and to the knowledge of the
mountaineers—though not necessarily to others—reconvey to him or
his heirs the freehold that he was willing to part with—and that he has
de facto parted with by the effluxion of the time during which his right
of repurchase existed. This is a secret trust and duty which is between
thee and me alone in the first instance; a duty which I have undertaken
on behalf of my heirs, and which must be carried out, at whatsoever
cost may ensue. You must not take it that it is from any mistrust of
you or belief that you will fail that I have taken another measure to
insure that this my cherished idea is borne out. Indeed, it is that the
law may, in case of need—for no man can know what may happen
after his own hand be taken from the plough—be complied with, that I
have in another letter written for the guidance of others, directed that
in case of any failure to carry out this trust—death or other—the

direction become a clause or codicil to my Will. But in the meantime I
wish that this be kept a secret between us two. To show you the full
extent of my confidence, let me here tell you that the letter alluded to
above is marked “C,” and directed to my solicitor and co-executor,
Edward Bingham Trent, which is finally to be regarded as clause
eleven of my Will. To which end he has my instructions and also a
copy of this letter, which is, in case of need, and that only, to be
opened, and is to be a guide to my wishes as to the carrying out by you
of the conditions on which you inherit.
And now, my dear nephew, let me change to another subject more dear
to me—yourself. When you read this I shall have passed away, so that
I need not be hampered now by that reserve which I feel has grown
upon me through a long and self-contained life. Your mother was very
dear to me. As you know, she was twenty years younger than her
youngest brother, who was two years younger than me. So we were all
young men when she was a baby, and, I need not say, a pet amongst us
—almost like our own child to each of us, as well as our sister. You
knew her sweetness and high quality, so I need say nothing of these;
but I should like you to understand that she was very dear to me.
When she and your father came to know and love each other I was far
away, opening up a new branch of business in the interior of China,
and it was not for several months that I got home news. When I first
heard of him they had already been married. I was delighted to find
that they were very happy. They needed nothing that I could give.
When he died so suddenly I tried to comfort her, and all I had was at
her disposal, did she want it. She was a proud woman—though not
with me. She had come to understand that, though I seemed cold and
hard (and perhaps was so generally), I was not so to her. But she
would not have help of any kind. When I pressed her, she told me that
she had enough for your keep and education and her own sustenance
for the time she must still live; that your father and she had agreed that
you should be brought up to a healthy and strenuous life rather than to
one of luxury; and she thought that it would be better for the
development of your character that you should learn to be self-reliant
and to be content with what your dear father had left you. She had
always been a wise and thoughtful girl, and now all her wisdom and

thought were for you, your father’s and her child. When she spoke of
you and your future, she said many things which I thought
memorable. One of them I remember to this day. It was apropos of
my saying that there is a danger of its own kind in extreme poverty. A
young man might know too much want. She answered me: “True!
That is so! But there is a danger that overrides it;” and after a time
went on:
“It is better not to know wants than not to know want!” I tell you, boy,
that is a great truth, and I hope you will remember it for yourself as
well as a part of the wisdom of your mother. And here let me say
something else which is a sort of corollary of that wise utterance:
I dare say you thought me very hard and unsympathetic that time I
would not, as one of your trustees, agree to your transferring your little
fortune to Miss MacKelpie. I dare say you bear a grudge towards me
about it up to this day. Well, if you have any of that remaining, put it
aside when you know the truth. That request of yours was an
unspeakable delight to me. It was like your mother coming back from
the dead. That little letter of yours made me wish for the first time that
I had a son—and that he should be like you. I fell into a sort of
reverie, thinking if I were yet too old to marry, so that a son might be
with me in my declining years—if such were to ever be for me. But I
concluded that this might not be. There was no woman whom I knew
or had ever met with that I could love as your mother loved your father
and as he loved her. So I resigned myself to my fate. I must go my
lonely road on to the end. And then came a ray of light into my
darkness: there was you. Though you might not feel like a son to me
—I could not expect it when the memory of that sweet relationship
was more worthily filled. But I could feel like a father to you.
Nothing could prevent that or interfere with it, for I would keep it as
my secret in the very holy of holies of my heart, where had been for
thirty years the image of a sweet little child—your mother. My boy,
when in your future life you shall have happiness and honour and
power, I hope you will sometimes give a thought to the lonely old man
whose later years your very existence seemed to brighten.

The thought of your mother recalled me to my duty. I had undertaken
for her a sacred task: to carry out her wishes regarding her son. I knew
how she would have acted. It might—would—have been to her a
struggle of inclination and duty; and duty would have won. And so I
carried out my duty, though I tell you it was a harsh and bitter task to
me at the time. But I may tell you that I have since been glad when I
think of the result. I tried, as you may perhaps remember, to carry out
your wishes in another way, but your letter put the difficulty of doing
so so clearly before me that I had to give it up. And let me tell you
that that letter endeared you to me more than ever.
I need not tell you that thenceforth I followed your life very closely.
When you ran away to sea, I used in secret every part of the
mechanism of commerce to find out what had become of you. Then,
until you had reached your majority, I had a constant watch kept upon
you—not to interfere with you in any way, but so that I might be able
to find you should need arise. When in due course I heard of your first
act on coming of age I was satisfied. I had to know of the carrying out
of your original intention towards Janet Mac Kelpie, for the securities
had to be transferred.
From that time on I watched—of course through other eyes—your
chief doings. It would have been a pleasure to me to have been able to
help in carrying out any hope or ambition of yours, but I realized that
in the years intervening between your coming of age and the present
moment you were fulfilling your ideas and ambitions in your own way,
and, as I shall try to explain to you presently, my ambitions also. You
were of so adventurous a nature that even my own widely-spread
machinery of acquiring information—what I may call my private
“intelligence department”—was inadequate. My machinery was fairly
adequate for the East—in great part, at all events. But you went North
and South, and West also, and, in addition, you essayed realms where
commerce and purely real affairs have no foothold—worlds of
thought, of spiritual import, of psychic phenomena—speaking
generally, of mysteries. As now and again I was baffled in my
inquiries, I had to enlarge my mechanism, and to this end started—not
in my own name, of course—some new magazines devoted to certain
branches of inquiry and adventure. Should you ever care to know

more of these things, Mr. Trent, in whose name the stock is left, will be
delighted to give you all details. Indeed, these stocks, like all else I
have, shall be yours when the time comes, if you care to ask for them.
By means of The Journal of Adventure, The Magazine of Mystery,
Occultism, Balloon and Aeroplane, The Submarine, Jungle and
Pampas, The Ghost World, The Explorer, Forest and Island, Ocean
and Creek, I was often kept informed when I should otherwise have
been ignorant of your whereabouts and designs. For instance, when
you had disappeared into the Forest of the Incas, I got the first whisper
of your strange adventures and discoveries in the buried cities of
Eudori from a correspondent of The Journal of Adventure long before
the details given in The Times of the rock-temple of the primeval
savages, where only remained the little dragon serpents, whose giant
ancestors were rudely sculptured on the sacrificial altar. I well
remember how I thrilled at even that meagre account of your going in
alone into that veritable hell. It was from Occultism that I learned how
you had made a stay alone in the haunted catacombs of Elora, in the
far recesses of the Himalayas, and of the fearful experiences which,
when you came out shuddering and ghastly, overcame to almost
epileptic fear those who had banded themselves together to go as far as
the rock-cut approach to the hidden temple.
All such things I read with rejoicing. You were shaping yourself for a
wider and loftier adventure, which would crown more worthily your
matured manhood. When I read of you in a description of Mihask, in
Madagascar, and the devil-worship there rarely held, I felt I had only
to wait for your home-coming in order to broach the enterprise I had so
long contemplated. This was what I read:
“He is a man to whom no adventure is too wild or too daring. His
reckless bravery is a byword amongst many savage peoples and
amongst many others not savages, whose fears are not of material
things, but of the world of mysteries in and beyond the grave. He
dares not only wild animals and savage men; but has tackled African
magic and Indian mysticism. The Psychical Research Society has long
exploited his deeds of valiance, and looked upon him as perhaps their
most trusted agent or source of discovery. He is in the very prime of
life, of almost giant stature and strength, trained to the use of all arms

of all countries, inured to every kind of hardship, subtle-minded and
resourceful, understanding human nature from its elemental form up.
To say that he is fearless would be inadequate. In a word, he is a man
whose strength and daring fit him for any enterprise of any kind. He
would dare and do anything in the world or out of it, on the earth or
under it, in the sea or—in the air, fearing nothing material or unseen,
not man or ghost, nor God nor Devil.”
If you ever care to think of it, I carried that cutting in my pocket-book
from that hour I read it till now.
Remember, again, I say, that I never interfered in the slightest way in
any of your adventures. I wanted you to “dree your own weird,” as the
Scotch say; and I wanted to know of it—that was all. Now, as I hold
you fully equipped for greater enterprise, I want to set your feet on the
road and to provide you with the most potent weapon—beyond
personal qualities—for the winning of great honour—a gain, my dear
nephew, which, I am right sure, does and will appeal to you as it has
ever done to me. I have worked for it for more than fifty years; but
now that the time has come when the torch is slipping from my old
hands, I look to you, my dearest kinsman, to lift it and carry it on.
The little nation of the Blue Mountains has from the first appealed to
me. It is poor and proud and brave. Its people are well worth winning,
and I would advise you to throw in your lot with them. You may find
them hard to win, for when peoples, like individuals, are poor and
proud, these qualities are apt to react on each other to an endless
degree. These men are untamable, and no one can ever succeed with
them unless he is with them in all-in-all, and is a leader recognized.
But if you can win them they are loyal to death. If you are ambitious
—and I know you are—there may be a field for you in such a country.
With your qualifications, fortified by the fortune which I am happy
enough to be able to leave you, you may dare much and go far. Should
I be alive when you return from your exploration in Northern South
America, I may have the happiness of helping you to this or any other
ambition, and I shall deem it a privilege to share it with you; but time
is going on. I am in my seventy-second year . . . the years of man are
three-score and ten—I suppose you understand; I do . . . Let me point

out this: For ambitious projects the great nationalities are impossible to
a stranger—and in our own we are limited by loyalty (and commonsense). It is only in a small nation that great ambitions can be
achieved. If you share my own views and wishes, the Blue Mountains
is your ground. I hoped at one time that I might yet become a Voivode
—even a great one. But age has dulled my personal ambitions as it has
cramped my powers. I no longer dream of such honour for myself,
though I do look on it as a possibility for you if you care for it.
Through my Will you will have a great position and a great estate, and
though you may have to yield up the latter in accordance with my
wish, as already expressed in this letter, the very doing so will give
you an even greater hold than this possession in the hearts of the
mountaineers, should they ever come to know it. Should it be that at
the time you inherit from me the Voivode Vissarion should not be
alive, it may serve or aid you to know that in such case you would be
absolved from any conditions of mine, though I trust you would in
that, as in all other matters, hold obligation enforced by your own
honour as to my wishes. Therefore the matter stands thus: If Vissarion
lives, you will relinquish the estates. Should such not be the case, you
will act as you believe that I would wish you to. In either case the
mountaineers should not know from you in any way of the secret
contracts between Vissarion and myself. Enlightenment of the many
should (if ever) come from others than yourself. And unless such take
place, you would leave the estates without any quid pro quo whatever.
This you need not mind, for the fortune you will inherit will leave you
free and able to purchase other estates in the Blue Mountains or
elsewhere that you may select in the world.
If others attack, attack them, and quicker and harder than they can, if
such be a possibility. Should it ever be that you inherit the Castle of
Vissarion on the Spear of Ivan, remember that I had it secretly fortified
and armed against attack. There are not only massive grilles, but doors
of chilled bronze where such be needed. My adherent Rooke, who has
faithfully served me for nearly forty years, and has gone on my behalf
on many perilous expeditions, will, I trust, serve you in the same way.
Treat him well for my sake, if not for your own. I have left him
provision for a life of ease; but he would rather take a part in

dangerous enterprises. He is silent as the grave and as bold as a lion.
He knows every detail of the fortification and of the secret means of
defence. A word in your ear—he was once a pirate. He was then in
his extreme youth, and long since changed his ways in this respect; but
from this fact you can understand his nature. You will find him useful
should occasion ever arise. Should you accept the conditions of my
letter, you are to make the Blue Mountains—in part, at least—your
home, living there a part of the year, if only for a week, as in England
men of many estates share the time amongst them. To this you are not
bound, and no one shall have power to compel you or interfere with
you. I only express a hope. But one thing I do more than hope—I
desire, if you will honour my wishes, that, come what may, you are to
keep your British nationality, unless by special arrangement with and
consent of the Privy Council. Such arrangement to be formally made
by my friend, Edward Bingham Trent, or whomsoever he may appoint
by deed or will to act in the matter, and made in such a way that no act
save that alone of Parliament in all its estates, and endorsed by the
King, may or can prevail against it.
My last word to you is, Be bold and honest, and fear not. Most things
—even kingship—somewhere may now and again be won by the
sword. A brave heart and a strong arm may go far. But whatever is so
won cannot be held merely by the sword. Justice alone can hold in the
long run. Where men trust they will follow, and the rank and file of
people want to follow, not to lead. If it be your fortune to lead, be
bold. Be wary, if you will; exercise any other faculties that may aid or
guard. Shrink from nothing. Avoid nothing that is honourable in
itself. Take responsibility when such presents itself. What others
shrink from, accept. That is to be great in what world, little or big, you
move. Fear nothing, no matter of what kind danger may be or whence
it come. The only real way to meet danger is to despise it—except
with your brains. Meet it in the gate, not the hall.
My kinsman, the name of my race and your own, worthily mingled in
your own person, now rests with you!
Letter from Rupert Sent Leger, 32 Bodmin Street, Victoria, S.W., to Miss
Janet MacKelpie, Croom, Ross-shire.
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You will, I know, be rejoiced to hear of the great good-fortune which
has come to me through the Will of Uncle Roger. Perhaps Sir Colin
will have written to you, as he is one of the executors, and there is a
bequest to you, so I must not spoil his pleasure of telling you of that
part himself. Unfortunately, I am not free to speak fully of my own
legacy yet, but I want you to know that at worst I am to receive an
amount many times more than I ever dreamt of possessing through any
possible stroke of fortune. So soon as I can leave London—where, of
course, I must remain until things are settled—I am coming up to
Croom to see you, and I hope I shall by then be able to let you know so
much that you will be able to guess at the extraordinary change that
has come to my circumstances. It is all like an impossible dream:
there is nothing like it in the “Arabian Nights.” However, the details
must wait, I am pledged to secrecy for the present. And you must be
pledged too. You won’t mind, dear, will you? What I want to do at
present is merely to tell you of my own good-fortune, and that I shall
be going presently to live for a while at Vissarion. Won’t you come
with me, Aunt Janet? We shall talk more of this when I come to
Croom; but I want you to keep the subject in your mind.
Your loving
R
.
From Rupert Sent Leger’s Journal.
January 4, 1907.
Things have been humming about me so fast that I have had hardly
time to think. But some of the things have been so important, and
have so changed my entire outlook on life, that it may be well to keep
some personal record of them. I may some day want to remember
some detail—perhaps the sequence of events, or something like that—
and it may be useful. It ought to be, if there is any justice in things, for
it will be an awful swot to write it when I have so many things to think
of now. Aunt Janet, I suppose, will like to keep it locked up for me, as

she does with all my journals and papers. That is one good thing about
Aunt Janet amongst many: she has no curiosity, or else she has some
other quality which keeps her from prying as other women would. It
would seem that she has not so much as opened the cover of one of my
journals ever in her life, and that she would not without my
permission. So this can in time go to her also.
I dined last night with Mr. Trent, by his special desire. The dinner was
in his own rooms. Dinner sent in from the hotel. He would not have
any waiters at all, but made them send in the dinner all at once, and we
helped ourselves. As we were quite alone, we could talk freely, and
we got over a lot of ground while we were dining. He began to tell me
about Uncle Roger. I was glad of that, for, of course, I wanted to know
all I could of him, and the fact was I had seen very little of him. Of
course, when I was a small kid he was often in our house, for he was
very fond of mother, and she of him. But I fancy that a small boy was
rather a nuisance to him. And then I was at school, and he was away
in the East. And then poor mother died while he was living in the Blue
Mountains, and I never saw him again. When I wrote to him about
Aunt Janet he answered me very kindly but he was so very just in the
matter that I got afraid of him. And after that I ran away, and have
been roaming ever since; so there was never a chance of our meeting.
But that letter of his has opened my eyes. To think of him following
me that way all over the world, waiting to hold out a helping hand if I
should want it, I only wish I had known, or even suspected, the sort of
man he was, and how he cared for me, and I would sometimes have
come back to see him, if I had to come half round the world. Well, all
I can do now is to carry out his wishes; that will be my expiation for
my neglect. He knew what he wanted exactly, and I suppose I shall
come in time to know it all and understand it, too.
I was thinking something like this when Mr. Trent began to talk, so
that all he said fitted exactly into my own thought. The two men were
evidently great friends—I should have gathered that, anyhow, from the
Will—and the letters—so I was not surprised when Mr. Trent told me
that they had been to school together, Uncle Roger being a senior when
he was a junior; and had then and ever after shared each other’s
confidence. Mr. Trent, I gathered, had from the very first been in love

with my mother, even when she was a little girl; but he was poor and
shy, and did not like to speak. When he had made up his mind to do
so, he found that she had by then met my father, and could not help
seeing that they loved each other. So he was silent. He told me he had
never said a word about it to anyone—not even to my Uncle Roger,
though he knew from one thing and another, though he never spoke of
it, that he would like it. I could not help seeing that the dear old man
regarded me in a sort of parental way—I have heard of such romantic
attachments being transferred to the later generation. I was not
displeased with it; on the contrary, I liked him better for it. I love my
mother so much—I always think of her in the present—that I cannot
think of her as dead. There is a tie between anyone else who loved her
and myself. I tried to let Mr. Trent see that I liked him, and it pleased
him so much that I could see his liking for me growing greater. Before
we parted he told me that he was going to give up business. He must
have understood how disappointed I was—for how could I ever get
along at all without him?—for he said, as he laid a hand quite
affectionately, I thought—on my shoulder:
“I shall have one client, though, whose business I always hope to keep,
and for whom I shall be always whilst I live glad to act—if he will
have me.” I did not care to speak as I took his hand. He squeezed
mine, too, and said very earnestly:
“I served your uncle’s interests to the very best of my ability for nearly
fifty years. He had full confidence in me, and I was proud of his trust.
I can honestly say, Rupert—you won’t mind me using that familiarity,
will you?—that, though the interests which I guarded were so vast that
without abusing my trust I could often have used my knowledge to my
personal advantage, I never once, in little matters or big, abused that
trust—no, not even rubbed the bloom off it. And now that he has
remembered me in his Will so generously that I need work no more, it
will be a very genuine pleasure and pride to me to carry out as well as
I can the wishes that I partly knew, and now realize more fully towards
you, his nephew.”
In the long chat which we had, and which lasted till midnight, he told
me many very interesting things about Uncle Roger. When, in the

course of conversation, he mentioned that the fortune Uncle Roger left
must be well over a hundred millions, I was so surprised that I said out
loud—I did not mean to ask a question:
“How on earth could a man beginning with nothing realize such a
gigantic fortune?”
“By all honest ways,” he answered, “and his clever human insight. He
knew one half of the world, and so kept abreast of all public and
national movements that he knew the critical moment to advance
money required. He was always generous, and always on the side of
freedom. There are nations at this moment only now entering on the
consolidation of their liberty, who owe all to him, who knew when and
how to help. No wonder that in some lands they will drink to his
memory on great occasions as they used to drink his health.”
“As you and I shall do now, sir!” I said, as I filled my glass and stood
up. We drank it in bumpers. We did not say a word, either of us; but
the old gentleman held out his hand, and I took it. And so, holding
hands, we drank in silence. It made me feel quite choky; and I could
see that he, too, was moved.
From E. B. Trent’s Memoranda.
January 4, 1907.
I asked Mr. Rupert Sent Leger to dine with me at my office alone, as I
wished to have a chat with him. To-morrow Sir Colin and I will have a
formal meeting with him for the settlement of affairs, but I thought it
best to have an informal talk with him alone first, as I wished to tell
him certain matters which will make our meeting to-morrow more
productive of utility, as he can now have more full understanding of
the subjects which we have to discuss. Sir Colin is all that can be in
manhood, and I could wish no better colleague in the executorship of
this phenomenal Will; but he has not had the privilege of a lifelong
friendship with the testator as I have had. And as Rupert Sent Leger
had to learn intimate details regarding his uncle, I could best make my
confidences alone. To-morrow we shall have plenty of formality. I
was delighted with Rupert. He is just what I could have wished his

mother’s boy to be—or a son of my own to be, had I had the goodfortune to have been a father. But this is not for me. I remember long,
long ago reading a passage in Lamb’s Essays which hangs in my mind:
“The children of Alice call Bartrum father.” Some of my old friends
would laugh to see me write this, but these memoranda are for my eyes
alone, and no one shall see them till after my death, unless by my own
permission. The boy takes some qualities after his father; he has a
daring that is disturbing to an old dryasdust lawyer like me. But
somehow I like him more than I ever liked anyone—any man—in my
life—more even than his uncle, my old friend, Roger Melton; and Lord
knows I had much cause to like him. I have more than ever now. It
was quite delightful to see the way the young adventurer was touched
by his uncle’s thought of him. He is a truly gallant fellow, but
venturesome exploits have not affected the goodness of heart. It is a
pleasure to me to think that Roger and Colin came together apropos of
the boy’s thoughtful generosity towards Miss MacKelpie. The old
soldier will be a good friend to him, or I am much mistaken. With an
old lawyer like me, and an old soldier like him, and a real old
gentlewoman like Miss MacKelpie, who loves the very ground he
walks on, to look after him, together with all his own fine qualities and
his marvellous experience of the world, and the gigantic wealth that
will surely be his, that young man will go far.
Letter from Rupert Sent Leger to Miss Janet MacKelpie, Croom.
January 5, 1907.
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It is all over—the first stage of it; and that is as far as I can get at
present. I shall have to wait for a few days—or it may be weeks—in
London for the doing of certain things now necessitated by my
acceptance of Uncle Roger’s bequest. But as soon as I can, dear, I
shall come down to Croom and spend with you as many days as
possible. I shall then tell you all I am at liberty to tell, and I shall
thank you personally for your consent to come with me to Vissarion.
Oh, how I wish my dear mother had lived to be with us! It would have
made her happy, I know, to have come; and then we three who shared

together the old dear, hard days would have shared in the same way the
new splendour. I would try to show all my love and gratitude to you
both . . . You must take the whole burden of it now, dear, for you and I
are alone. No, not alone, as we used to be, for I have now two old
friends who are already dear to me. One is so to you already. Sir
Colin is simply splendid, and so, in his own way, is Mr. Trent. I am
lucky, Aunt Janet, to have two such men to think of affairs for me. Am
I not? I shall send you a wire as soon as ever I can see my way to get
through my work; and I want you to think over all the things you ever
wished for in your life, so that I may—if there is any mortal way of
doing so—get them for you. You will not stand in the way of my
having this great pleasure, will you, dear? Good-bye.
Your loving
R
.
E. B. Trent’s Memoranda.
January 6, 1907.
The formal meeting of Sir Colin and myself with Rupert Sent Leger
went off quite satisfactorily. From what he had said yesterday, and
again last night, I had almost come to expect an unreserved acceptance
of everything stated or implied in Roger Melton’s Will; but when we
had sat round the table—this appeared, by the way, to be a formality
for which we were all prepared, for we sat down as if by instinct—the
very first words he said were:
“As I suppose I must go through this formality, I may as well say at
once that I accept every possible condition which was in the mind of
Uncle Roger; and to this end I am prepared to sign, seal, and deliver—
or whatever is the ritual—whatever document you, sir”—turning to me
—“may think necessary or advisable, and of which you both
approve.” He stood up and walked about the room for a few moments,
Sir Colin and I sitting quite still, silent. He came back to his seat, and
after a few seconds of nervousness—a rare thing with him, I fancy—
said: “I hope you both understand—of course, I know you do; I only
speak because this is an occasion for formality—that I am willing to

accept, and at once! I do so, believe me, not to get possession of this
vast fortune, but because of him who has given it. The man who was
fond of me, and who trusted me, and yet had strength to keep his own
feelings in check—who followed me in spirit to far lands and
desperate adventures, and who, though he might be across the world
from me, was ready to put out a hand to save or help me, was no
common man; and his care of my mother’s son meant no common love
for my dear mother. And so she and I together accept his trust, come
of it what may. I have been thinking it over all night, and all the time I
could not get out of the idea that mother was somewhere near me. The
only thought that could debar me from doing as I wished to do—and
intend to do—would be that she would not approve. Now that I am
satisfied she would approve, I accept. Whatever may result or happen,
I shall go on following the course that he has set for me. So help me,
God!” Sir Colin stood up, and I must say a more martial figure I never
saw. He was in full uniform, for he was going on to the King’s levee
after our business. He drew his sword from the scabbard and laid it
naked on the table before Rupert, and said:
“You are going, sir, into a strange and danger country—I have been
reading about it since we met—and you will be largely alone amongst
fierce mountaineers who resent the very presence of a stranger, and to
whom you are, and must be, one. If you should ever be in any trouble
and want a man to stand back to back with you, I hope you will give
me the honour!” As he said this pointed to his sword. Rupert and I
were also standing now—one cannot sit down in the presence of such
an act as that. “You are, I am proud to say, allied with my family: and
I only wish to God it was closer to myself.” Rupert took him by the
hand and bent his head before him as answered:
“The honour is mine, Sir Colin; and no greater can come to any man
than that which you have just done me. The best way I can show how
I value it will be to call on you if I am ever in such a tight place. By
Jove, sir, this is history repeating itself. Aunt Janet used to tell me
when I was a youngster how MacKelpie of Croom laid his sword
before Prince Charlie. I hope I may tell her of this; it would make her
so proud and happy. Don’t imagine, sir, that I am thinking myself a

Charles Edward. It is only that Aunt Janet is so good to me that I
might well think I was.”
Sir Colin bowed grandly:
“Rupert Sent Leger, my dear niece is a woman of great discretion and
discernment. And, moreover, I am thinking she has in her some of the
gift of Second Sight that has been a heritage of our blood. And I am
one with my niece—in everything!” The whole thing was quite regal
in manner; it seemed to take me back to the days of the Pretender.
It was not, however, a time for sentiment, but for action—we had met
regarding the future, not the past; so I produced the short document I
had already prepared. On the strength of his steadfast declaration that
he would accept the terms of the Will and the secret letters, I had got
ready a formal acceptance. When I had once again formally asked Mr.
Sent Leger’s wishes, and he had declared his wish to accept, I got in a
couple of my clerks as witnesses.
Then, having again asked him in their presence if it was his wish to
declare acceptance of the conditions, the document was signed and
witnessed, Sir Colin and I both appending our signatures to the
Attestation.
And so the first stage of Rupert Sent Leger’s inheritance is completed.
The next step will not have to be undertaken on my part until the
expiration of six months from his entry on his estate at Vissarion. As
he announces his intention of going within a fortnight, this will mean
practically a little over six months from now.

BOOK II: VISSARION
Letter from Rupert Sent Leger, Castle of Vissarion, the Spear of Ivan, Land
of the Blue Mountains, to Miss Janet MacKelpie, Croom Castle, Ross-shire,
N.B.
January 23, 1907.
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As you see, I am here at last. Having got my formal duty done, as you
made me promise—my letters reporting arrival to Sir Colin and Mr.
Trent are lying sealed in front of me ready to post (for nothing shall go
before yours)—I am free to speak to you.
This is a most lovely place, and I hope you will like it. I am quite sure
you will. We passed it in the steamer coming from Trieste to
Durazzo. I knew the locality from the chart, and it was pointed out to
me by one of the officers with whom I had become quite friendly, and
who kindly showed me interesting places whenever we got within
sight of shore. The Spear of Ivan, on which the Castle stands, is a
headland running well out into the sea. It is quite a peculiar place—a
sort of headland on a headland, jutting out into a deep, wide bay, so
that, though it is a promontory, it is as far away from the traffic of
coast life as anything you can conceive. The main promontory is the
end of a range of mountains, and looms up vast, towering over
everything, a mass of sapphire blue. I can well understand how the
country came to be called the “Land of the Blue Mountains,” for it is
all mountains, and they are all blue! The coast-line is magnificent—
what is called “iron-bound”—being all rocky; sometimes great
frowning precipices; sometimes jutting spurs of rock; again little rocky
islets, now and again clad with trees and verdure, at other places stark
and bare. Elsewhere are little rocky bays and indentations—always

rock, and often with long, interesting caves. Some of the shores of the
bays are sandy, or else ridges of beautiful pebbles, where the waves
make endless murmur.
But of all the places I have seen—in this land or any other—the most
absolutely beautiful is Vissarion. It stands at the ultimate point of the
promontory—I mean the little, or, rather, lesser promontory—that
continues on the spur of the mountain range. For the lesser
promontory or extension of the mountain is in reality vast; the lowest
bit of cliff along the sea-front is not less than a couple of hundred feet
high. That point of rock is really very peculiar. I think Dame Nature
must, in the early days of her housekeeping—or, rather, house-building
—have intended to give her little child, man, a rudimentary lesson in
self-protection. It is just a natural bastion such as a titanic Vauban
might have designed in primeval times. So far as the Castle is
concerned, it is alone visible from the sea. Any enemy approaching
could see only that frowning wall of black rock, of vast height and
perpendicular steepness. Even the old fortifications which crown it are
not built, but cut in the solid rock. A long narrow creek of very deep
water, walled in by high, steep cliffs, runs in behind the Castle,
bending north and west, making safe and secret anchorage. Into the
creek falls over a precipice a mountain-stream, which never fails in
volume of water. On the western shore of that creek is the Castle, a
huge pile of buildings of every style of architecture, from the Twelfth
century to where such things seemed to stop in this dear old-world
land—about the time of Queen Elizabeth. So it is pretty picturesque. I
can tell you. When we got the first glimpse of the place from the
steamer the officer, with whom I was on the bridge, pointed towards it
and said:
“That is where we saw the dead woman floating in a coffin.” That was
rather interesting, so I asked him all about it. He took from his pocketbook a cutting from an Italian paper, which he handed to me. As I can
read and speak Italian fairly well, it was all right; but as you, my dear
Aunt Janet, are not skilled in languages, and as I doubt if there is any
assistance of the kind to be had at Croom, I do not send it. But as I
have heard that the item has been produced in the last number of The
Journal of Occultism, you will be easily able to get it. As he handed

me the cutting he said: “I am Destilia!” His story was so strange that I
asked him a good many questions about it. He answered me quite
frankly on every point, but always adhering stoutly to the main point—
namely, that it was no phantom or mirage, no dream or imperfect
vision in a fog. “We were four in all who saw it,” he said—“three
from the bridge and the Englishman, Caulfield—from the bows—
whose account exactly agreed with what we saw. Captain Mirolani
and Falamano and I were all awake and in good trim. We looked with
our night-glasses, which are more than usually powerful. You know,
we need good glasses for the east shore of the Adriatic and for among
the islands to the south. There was a full moon and a brilliant light.
Of course we were a little way off, for though the Spear of Ivan is in
deep water, one has to be careful of currents, for it is in just such
places that the dangerous currents run.” The agent of Lloyd’s told me
only a few weeks ago that it was only after a prolonged investigation
of the tidal and sea currents that the house decided to except from
ordinary sea risks losses due to a too close course by the Spear of
Ivan. When I tried to get a little more definite account of the coffinboat and the dead lady that is given in The Journal of Occultism he
simply shrugged his shoulders. “Signor, it is all,” he said. “That
Englishman wrote everything after endless questioning.”
So you see, my dear, that our new home is not without superstitious
interests of its own. It is rather a nice idea, is it not, to have a dead
woman cruising round our promontory in a coffin? I doubt if even at
Croom you can beat that. “Makes the place kind of homey,” as an
American would say. When you come, Aunt Janet, you will not feel
lonesome, at any rate, and it will save us the trouble of importing some
of your Highland ghosts to make you feel at home in the new land. I
don’t know, but we might ask the stiff to come to tea with us. Of
course, it would be a late tea. Somewhere between midnight and cockcrow would be about the etiquette of the thing, I fancy!
But I must tell you all the realities of the Castle and around it. So I
will write again within a day or two, and try to let you know enough to
prepare you for coming here. Till then adieu, my dear.

Your loving
R
.
From Rupert Sent Leger, Vissarion, to Janet MacKelpie, Croom.
January 25, 1907.
I hope I did not frighten you, dear Aunt Janet, by the yarn of the lady
in the coffin. But I know you are not afraid; you have told me too
many weird stories for me to dread that. Besides, you have Second
Sight—latent, at all events. However, there won’t be any more ghosts,
or about ghosts, in this letter. I want to tell you all about our new
home. I am so glad you are coming out so soon; I am beginning to feel
so lonesome—I walk about sometimes aimlessly, and find my thoughts
drifting in such an odd way. If I didn’t know better, I might begin to
think I was in love! There is no one here to be in love with; so make
your mind easy, Aunt Janet. Not that you would be unhappy, I know,
dear, if I did fall in love. I suppose I must marry some day. It is a duty
now, I know, when there is such an estate as Uncle Roger has left me.
And I know this: I shall never marry any woman unless I love her.
And I am right sure that if I do love her you will love her, too, Aunt
Janet! Won’t you, dear? It wouldn’t be half a delight if you didn’t. It
won’t if you don’t. There, now!
But before I begin to describe Vissarion I shall throw a sop to you as a
chatelaine; that may give you patience to read the rest. The Castle
needs a lot of things to make it comfortable—as you would consider
it. In fact, it is absolutely destitute of everything of a domestic nature.
Uncle Roger had it vetted on the defence side, and so far it could stand
a siege. But it couldn’t cook a dinner or go through a spring-cleaning!
As you know, I am not much up in domestic matters, and so I cannot
give you details; but you may take it that it wants everything. I don’t
mean furniture, or silver, or even gold-plate, or works of art, for it is
full of the most magnificent old things that you can imagine. I think
Uncle Roger must have been a collector, and gathered a lot of good
things in all sorts of places, stored them for years, and then sent them
here. But as to glass, china, delft, all sorts of crockery, linen,
household appliances and machinery, cooking utensils—except of the

simplest—there are none. I don’t think Uncle Roger could have lived
here more than on a temporary picnic. So far as I only am concerned, I
am all right; a gridiron and a saucepan are all I want—and I can use
them myself. But, dear Aunt Janet, I don’t want you to pig it. I would
like you to have everything you can imagine, and all of the very best.
Cost doesn’t count now for us, thanks to Uncle Roger; and so I want
you to order all. I know you, dear—being a woman—won’t object to
shopping. But it will have to be wholesale. This is an enormous place,
and will swallow up all you can buy—like a quicksand. Do as you like
about choosing, but get all the help you can. Don’t be afraid of getting
too much. You can’t, or of being idle when you are here. I assure you
that when you come there will be so much to do and so many things to
think of that you will want to get away from it all. And, besides, Aunt
Janet, I hope you won’t be too long. Indeed, I don’t wish to be selfish,
but your boy is lonely, and wants you. And when you get here you
will be an E
. I don’t altogether like doing so, lest I should
offend a millionairess like you; but it may facilitate matters, and the
way’s of commerce are strict, though devious. So I send you a cheque
for £1,000 for the little things: and a letter to the bank to honour your
own cheques for any amount I have got.
I think, by the way, I should, if I were you, take or send out a few
servants—not too many at first, only just enough to attend on our two
selves. You can arrange to send for any more you may want later.
Engage them, and arrange for their being paid—when they are in our
service we must treat them well—and then they can be at our call as
you find that we want them. I think you should secure, say, fifty or a
hundred—’tis an awfu’ big place, Aunt Janet! And in the same way
will you secure—and, of course, arrange for pay similarly—a hundred
men, exclusive of any servants you think it well to have. I should like
the General, if he can give the time, to choose or pass them. I want
clansmen that I can depend on, if need be. We are going to live in a
country which is at present strange to us, and it is well to look things in
the face. I know Sir Colin will only have men who are a credit to
Scotland and to Ross and to Croom—men who will impress the Blue
Mountaineers. I know they will take them to their hearts—certainly if
any of them are bachelors the girls will! Forgive me! But if we are to

settle here, our followers will probably want to settle also. Moreover,
the Blue Mountaineers may want followers also! And will want them
to settle, too, and have successors!
Now for the description of the place. Well, I simply can’t just now. It
is all so wonderful and so beautiful. The Castle—I have written so
much already about other things that I really must keep the Castle for
another letter! Love to Sir Colin if he is at Croom. And oh, dear Aunt
Janet, how I wish that my dear mother was coming out! It all seems so
dark and empty without her. How she would have enjoyed it! How
proud she would have been! And, my dear, if she could be with us
again, how grateful she would have been to you for all you have done
for her boy! As I am, believe me, most truly and sincerely and
affectionately grateful.
Your loving
R
.
Rupert Sent Leger, Vissarion, to Janet MacKelpie, Croom.
January 26, 1907.
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Please read this as if it was a part of the letter I wrote yesterday.
The Castle itself is so vast that I really can’t describe it in detail. So I
am waiting till you come; and then you and I will go over it together
and learn all that we can about it. We shall take Rooke with us, and, as
he is supposed to know every part of it, from the keep to the torturechamber, we can spend a few days over it. Of course, I have been over
most of it, since I came—that, is, I went at various times to see
different portions—the battlements, the bastions, the old guard-room,
the hall, the chapel, the walls, the roof. And I have been through some
of the network of rock passages. Uncle Roger must have spent a mint
of money on it, so far as I can see; and though I am not a soldier, I
have been in so many places fortified in different ways that I am not
entirely ignorant of the subject. He has restored it in such an up-todate way that it is practically impregnable to anything under big guns

or a siege-train. He has gone so far as to have certain outworks and
the keep covered with armoured plating of what looks like harveyized
steel. You will wonder when you see it. But as yet I really know only
a few rooms, and am familiar with only one—my own room. The
drawing-room—not the great hall, which is a vast place; the library—a
magnificent one, but in sad disorder—we must get a librarian some
day to put it in trim; and the drawing-room and boudoir and bedroom
suite which I have selected for you, are all fine. But my own room is
what suits me best, though I do not think you would care for it for
yourself. If you do, you shall have it. It was Uncle Roger’s own room
when he stayed here; living in it for a few days served to give me more
insight to his character—or rather to his mind—than I could have
otherwise had. It is just the kind of place I like myself; so, naturally, I
understand the other chap who liked it too. It is a fine big room, not
quite within the Castle, but an outlying part of it. It is not detached, or
anything of that sort, but is a sort of garden-room built on to it. There
seems to have been always some sort of place where it is, for the
passages and openings inside seem to accept or recognize it. It can be
shut off if necessary—it would be in case of attack—by a great slab of
steel, just like the door of a safe, which slides from inside the wall, and
can be operated from either inside or outside—if you know how. That
is from my room or from within the keep. The mechanism is a secret,
and no one but Rooke and I know it. The room opens out through a
great French window—the French window is modern, I take it, and
was arranged by or for Uncle Roger; I think there must have been
always a large opening there, for centuries at least—which opens on a
wide terrace or balcony of white marble, extending right and left.
From this a white marble stair lies straight in front of the window, and
leads down to the garden. The balcony and staircase are quite ancient
—of old Italian work, beautifully carved, and, of course, weather-worn
through centuries. There is just that little tinging of green here and
there which makes all outdoor marble so charming. It is hard to
believe at times that it is a part of a fortified castle, it is so elegant and
free and open. The first glance of it would make a burglar’s heart
glad. He would say to himself: “Here is the sort of crib I like when
I’m on the job. You can just walk in and out as you choose.” But,
Aunt Janet, old Roger was cuter than any burglar. He had the place so

guarded that the burglar would have been a baffled burglar. There are
two steel shields which can slide out from the wall and lock into the
other side right across the whole big window. One is a grille of steel
bands that open out into diamond-shaped lozenges. Nothing bigger
than a kitten could get through; and yet you can see the garden and the
mountains and the whole view—much the same as you ladies can see
through your veils. The other is a great sheet of steel, which slides out
in a similar way in different grooves. It is not, of course, so heavy and
strong as the safe-door which covers the little opening in the main
wall, but Rooke tells me it is proof against the heaviest rifle-hall.
Having told you this, I must tell you, too, Aunt Janet, lest you should
be made anxious by the arrière-pensée of all these warlike measures of
defence, that I always sleep at night with one of these iron screens
across the window. Of course, when I am awake I leave it open. As
yet I have tried only, but not used, the grille; and I don’t think I shall
ever use anything else, for it is a perfect guard. If it should be
tampered with from outside it would sound an alarm at the head of the
bed, and the pressing of a button would roll out the solid steel screen in
front of it. As a matter of fact, I have been so used to the open that I
don’t feel comfortable shut in. I only close windows against cold or
rain. The weather here is delightful—as yet, at all events—but they
tell me that the rainy season will be on us before very long.
I think you will like my den, aunty dear, though it will doubtless be a
worry to you to see it so untidy. But that can’t be helped. I must be
untidy somewhere; and it is best in my own den!
Again I find my letter so long that I must cut it off now and go on
again to-night. So this must go as it stands. I shall not cause you to
wait to hear all I can tell you about our new home.
Your loving
R
.
From Rupert Sent Leger, Vissarion, to Janet MacKelpie, Croom.
January 29, 1907.
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My den looks out, as I told you in my last letter, on the garden, or, to
speak more accurately, on one of the gardens, for there are acres of
them. This is the old one, which must be almost as old as the Castle
itself, for it was within the defences in the old days of bows. The wall
that surrounds the inner portion of it has long ago been levelled, but
sufficient remains at either end where it joined the outer defences to
show the long casemates for the bowmen to shoot through and the
raised stone gallery where they stood. It is just the same kind of
building as the stone-work of the sentry’s walk on the roof and of the
great old guard-room under it.
But whatever the garden may have been, and no matter how it was
guarded, it is a most lovely place. There are whole sections of garden
here of various styles—Greek, Italian, French, German, Dutch, British,
Spanish, African, Moorish—all the older nationalities. I am going to
have a new one laid out for you—a Japanese garden. I have sent to the
great gardener of Japan, Minaro, to make the plans for it, and to come
over with workmen to carry it out. He is to bring trees and shrubs and
flowers and stone-work, and everything that can be required; and you
shall superintend the finishing, if not the doing, of it yourself. We
have such a fine head of water here, and the climate is, they tell me,
usually so lovely that we can do anything in the gardening way. If it
should ever turn out that the climate does not suit, we shall put a great
high glass roof over it, and make a suitable climate.
This garden in front of my room is the old Italian garden. It must have
been done with extraordinary taste and care, for there is not a bit of it
which is not rarely beautiful. Sir Thomas Browne himself, for all his
Quincunx, would have been delighted with it, and have found material
for another “Garden of Cyrus.” It is so big that there are endless
“episodes” of garden beauty I think all Italy must have been ransacked
in old times for garden stone-work of exceptional beauty; and these
treasures have been put together by some master-hand. Even the
formal borders of the walks are of old porous stone, which takes the
weather-staining so beautifully, and are carved in endless variety. Now
that the gardens have been so long neglected or left in abeyance, the

green staining has become perfect. Though the stone-work is itself
intact, it has all the picturesque effect of the wear and ruin wrought by
many centuries. I am having it kept for you just as it is, except that I
have had the weeds and undergrowth cleared away so that its beauties
might be visible.
But it is not merely the architect work of the garden that is so
beautiful, nor is the assembling there of the manifold wealth of floral
beauty—there is the beauty that Nature creates by the hand of her
servant, Time. You see, Aunt Janet, how the beautiful garden inspires
a danger-hardened old tramp like me to high-grade sentiments of
poetic fancy! Not only have limestone and sandstone, and even
marble, grown green in time, but even the shrubs planted and then
neglected have developed new kinds of beauty of their own. In some
far-distant time some master-gardener of the Vissarions has tried to
realize an idea—that of tiny plants that would grow just a little higher
than the flowers, so that the effect of an uneven floral surface would be
achieved without any hiding of anything in the garden seen from
anywhere. This is only my reading of what has been from the effect of
what is! In the long period of neglect the shrubs have outlived the
flowers. Nature has been doing her own work all the time in enforcing
the survival of the fittest. The shrubs have grown and grown, and have
overtopped flower and weed, according to their inherent varieties of
stature; to the effect that now you see irregularly scattered through the
garden quite a number—for it is a big place—of vegetable products
which from a landscape standpoint have something of the general
effect of statues without the cramping feeling of detail. Whoever it
was that laid out that part of the garden or made the choice of items,
must have taken pains to get strange specimens, for all those taller
shrubs are in special colours, mostly yellow or white—white cypress,
white holly, yellow yew, grey-golden box, silver juniper, variegated
maple, spiraea, and numbers of dwarf shrubs whose names I don’t
know. I only know that when the moon shines—and this, my dear
Aunt Janet, is the very land of moonlight itself!—they all look ghastly
pale. The effect is weird to the last degree, and I am sure that you will
enjoy it. For myself, as you know, uncanny things hold no fear. I
suppose it is that I have been up against so many different kinds of

fears, or, rather, of things which for most people have terrors of their
own, that I have come to have a contempt—not an active contempt,
you know, but a tolerative contempt—for the whole family of them.
And you, too, will enjoy yourself here famously, I know. You’ll have
to collect all the stories of such matters in our new world and make a
new book of facts for the Psychical Research Society. It will be nice to
see your own name on a title-page, won’t it, Aunt Janet?
From Rupert Sent Leger, Vissarion, to Janet MacKelpie, Croom.
January 30, 1907.
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I stopped writing last night—do you know why? Because I wanted to
write more! This sounds a paradox, but it is true. The fact is that, as I
go on telling you of this delightful place, I keep finding out new
beauties myself. Broadly speaking, it is all beautiful. In the long view
or the little view—as the telescope or the microscope directs—it is all
the same. Your eye can turn on nothing that does not entrance you. I
was yesterday roaming about the upper part of time Castle, and came
across some delightful nooks, which at once I became fond of, and
already like them as if I had known them all my life. I felt at first a
sense of greediness when I had appropriated to myself several rooms
in different places—I who have never in my life had more than one
room which I could call my own—and that only for a time! But when
I slept on it the feeling changed, and its aspect is now not half bad. It
is now under another classification—under a much more important
label—proprietorship. If I were writing philosophy, I should here put
in a cynical remark:
“Selfishness is an appanage of poverty. It might appear in the studbook as by ‘Morals’ out of ‘Wants.’”
I have now three bedrooms arranged as my own particular dens. One
of the other two was also a choice of Uncle Roger’s. It is at the top of
one of the towers to the extreme east, and from it I can catch the first
ray of light over the mountains. I slept in it last night, and when I
woke, as in my travelling I was accustomed to do, at dawn, I saw from

my bed through an open window—a small window, for it is in a
fortress tower—the whole great expanse to the east. Not far off, and
springing from the summit of a great ruin, where long ago a seed had
fallen, rose a great silver-birch, and the half-transparent, drooping
branches and hanging clusters of leaf broke the outline of the grey hills
beyond, for the hills were, for a wonder, grey instead of blue. There
was a mackerel sky, with the clouds dropping on the mountain-tops till
you could hardly say which was which. It was a mackerel sky of a
very bold and extraordinary kind—not a dish of mackerel, but a world
of mackerel! The mountains are certainly most lovely. In this clear air
they usually seem close at hand. It was only this morning, with the
faint glimpse of the dawn whilst the night clouds were still unpierced
by the sunlight, that I seemed to realize their greatness. I have seen the
same enlightening effect of aerial perspective a few times before—in
Colorado, in Upper India, in Thibet, and in the uplands amongst the
Andes.
There is certainly something in looking at things from above which
tends to raise one’s own self-esteem. From the height, inequalities
simply disappear. This I have often felt on a big scale when
ballooning, or, better still, from an aeroplane. Even here from the
tower the outlook is somehow quite different from below. One realizes
the place and all around it, not in detail, but as a whole. I shall
certainly sleep up here occasionally, when you have come and we have
settled down to our life as it is to be. I shall live in my own room
downstairs, where I can have the intimacy of the garden. But I shall
appreciate it all the more from now and again losing the sense of
intimacy for a while, and surveying it without the sense of one’s own
self-importance.
I hope you have started on that matter of the servants. For myself, I
don’t care a button whether or not there are any servants at all; but I
know well that you won’t come till you have made your arrangements
regarding them! Another thing, Aunt Janet. You must not be killed
with work here, and it is all so vast . . . Why can’t you get some sort of
secretary who will write your letters and do all that sort of thing for
you? I know you won’t have a man secretary; but there are lots of
women now who can write shorthand and typewrite. You could

doubtless get one in the clan—someone with a desire to better herself.
I know you would make her happy here. If she is not too young, all
the better; she will have learned to hold her tongue and mind her own
business, and not be too inquisitive. That would be a nuisance when
we are finding our way about in a new country and trying to reconcile
all sorts of opposites in a whole new country with new people, whom
at first we shan’t understand, and who certainly won’t understand us;
where every man carries a gun with as little thought of it as he has of
buttons! Good-bye for a while.
Your loving
R
.

From Rupert Sent Leger, Vissarion, to Janet MacKelpie, Croom.
February 3, 1907.
I am back in my own room again. Already it seems to me that to get
here again is like coming home. I have been going about for the last
few days amongst the mountaineers and trying to make their
acquaintance. It is a tough job; and I can see that there will be nothing
but to stick to it. They are in reality the most primitive people I ever
met—the most fixed to their own ideas, which belong to centuries
back. I can understand now what people were like in England—not in
Queen Elizabeth’s time, for that was civilized time, but in the time of
Coeur-de-Lion, or even earlier—and all the time with the most
absolute mastery of weapons of precision. Every man carries a rifle—
and knows how to use it, too. I do believe they would rather go
without their clothes than their guns if they had to choose between
them. They also carry a handjar, which used to be their national
weapon. It is a sort of heavy, straight cutlass, and they are so expert
with it as well as so strong that it is as facile in the hands of a Blue
Mountaineer as is a foil in the hands of a Persian maître d’armes.
They are so proud and reserved that they make one feel quite small,
and an “outsider” as well. I can see quite well that they rather resent
my being here at all. It is not personal, for when alone with me they
are genial, almost brotherly; but the moment a few of them get
together they are like a sort of jury, with me as the criminal before
them. It is an odd situation, and quite new to me. I am pretty well
accustomed to all sorts of people, from cannibals to Mahatmas, but I’m
blessed if I ever struck such a type as this—so proud, so haughty, so
reserved, so distant, so absolutely fearless, so honourable, so
hospitable. Uncle Roger’s head was level when he chose them out as a
people to live amongst. Do you know, Aunt Janet, I can’t help feeling
that they are very much like your own Highlanders—only more so.
I’m sure of one thing: that in the end we shall get on capitally
together. But it will be a slow job, and will need a lot of patience. I
have a feeling in my bones that when they know me better they will be
very loyal and very true; and I am not a hair’s-breadth afraid of them
or anything they shall or might do. That is, of course, if I live long

enough for them to have time to know me. Anything may happen with
such an indomitable, proud people to whom pride is more than
victuals. After all, it only needs one man out of a crowd to have a
wrong idea or to make a mistake as to one’s motive—and there you
are. But it will be all right that way, I am sure. I am come here to stay,
as Uncle Roger wished. And stay I shall even if it has to be in a little
bed of my own beyond the garden—seven feet odd long, and not too
narrow—or else a stone-box of equal proportions in the vaults of St.
Sava’s Church across the Creek—the old burial-place of the Vissarions
and other noble people for a good many centuries back . . .
I have been reading over this letter, dear Aunt Janet, and I am afraid
the record is rather an alarming one. But don’t you go building up
superstitious horrors or fears on it. Honestly, I am only joking about
death—a thing to which I have been rather prone for a good many
years back. Not in very good taste, I suppose, but certainly very useful
when the old man with the black wings goes flying about you day and
night in strange places, sometimes visible and at others invisible. But
you can always hear wings, especially in the dark, when you cannot
see them. You know that, Aunt Janet, who come of a race of warriors,
and who have special sight behind or through the black curtain.
Honestly, I am in no whit afraid of the Blue Mountaineers, nor have I a
doubt of them. I love them already for their splendid qualities, and I
am prepared to love them for themselves. I feel, too, that they will
love me (and incidentally they are sure to love you). I have a sort of
undercurrent of thought that there is something in their minds
concerning me—something not painful, but disturbing; something that
has a base in the past; something that has hope in it and possible pride,
and not a little respect. As yet they can have had no opportunity of
forming such impression from seeing me or from any thing I have
done. Of course, it may be that, although they are fine, tall, stalwart
men, I am still a head and shoulders over the tallest of them that I have
yet seen. I catch their eyes looking up at me as though they were
measuring me, even when they are keeping away from me, or, rather,
keeping me from them at arm’s length. I suppose I shall understand
what it all means some day. In the meantime there is nothing to do but
to go on my own way—which is Uncle Roger’s—and wait and be

patient and just. I have learned the value of that, any way, in my life
amongst strange peoples. Good-night.
Your loving
R
.
From Rupert Sent Leger, Vissarion, to Janet MacKelpie, Croom.
February 24, 1907.
M
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I am more than rejoiced to hear that you are coming here so soon.
This isolation is, I think, getting on my nerves. I thought for a while
last night that I was getting on, but the reaction came all too soon. I
was in my room in the east turret, the room on the corbeille, and saw
here and there men passing silently and swiftly between the trees as
though in secret. By-and-by I located their meeting-place, which was
in a hollow in the midst of the wood just outside the “natural” garden,
as the map or plan of the castle calls it. I stalked that place for all I
was worth, and suddenly walked straight into the midst of them. There
were perhaps two or three hundred gathered, about the very finest lot
of men I ever saw in my life. It was in its way quite an experience,
and one not likely to be repeated, for, as I told you, in this country
every man carries a rifle, and knows how to use it. I do not think I
have seen a single man (or married man either) without his rifle since I
came here. I wonder if they take them with them to bed! Well, the
instant after I stood amongst them every rifle in the place was aimed
straight at me. Don’t be alarmed, Aunt Janet; they did not fire at me.
If they had I should not be writing to you now. I should be in that little
bit of real estate or the stone box, and about as full of lead as I could
hold. Ordinarily, I take it, they would have fired on the instant; that is
the etiquette here. But this time they—all separately but all together—
made a new rule. No one said a word or, so far as I could see, made a
movement. Here came in my own experience. I had been more than
once in a tight place of something of the same kind, so I simply
behaved in the most natural way I could. I felt conscious—it was all in
a flash, remember—that if I showed fear or cause for fear, or even

acknowledged danger by so much as even holding up my hands, I
should have drawn all the fire. They all remained stock-still, as though
they had been turned into stone, for several seconds. Then a queer
kind of look flashed round them like wind over corn—something like
the surprise one shows unconsciously on waking in a strange place. A
second after they each dropped the rifle to the hollow of his arm and
stood ready for anything. It was all as regular and quick and
simultaneous as a salute at St. James’s Palace.
Happily I had no arms of any kind with me, so that there could be no
complication. I am rather a quick hand myself when there is any
shooting to be done. However, there was no trouble here, but the
contrary; the Blue Mountaineers—it sounds like a new sort of Bond
Street band, doesn’t it?—treated me in quite a different way than they
did when I first met them. They were amazingly civil, almost
deferential. But, all time same, they were more distant than ever, and
all the time I was there I could get not a whit closer to them. They
seemed in a sort of way to be afraid or in awe of me. No doubt that
will soon pass away, and when we know one another better we shall
become close friends. They are too fine fellows not to be worth a little
waiting for. (That sentence, by the way, is a pretty bad sentence! In
old days you would have slippered me for it!) Your journey is all
arranged, and I hope you will be comfortable. Rooke will meet you at
Liverpool Street and look after everything.
I shan’t write again, but when we meet at Fiume I shall begin to tell
you all the rest. Till then, good-bye. A good journey to you, and a
happy meeting to us both.
R

.

Letter from Janet MacKelpie, Vissarion, to Sir Colin MacKelpie, United
Service Club, London.
February 28, 1907.
D
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,

I had a very comfortable journey all across Europe. Rupert wrote to
me some time ago to say that when I got to Vissarion I should be an
Empress, and he certainly took care that on the way here I should be
treated like one. Rooke, who seems a wonderful old man, was in the
next compartment to that reserved for me. At Harwich he had
everything arranged perfectly, and so right on to Fiume. Everywhere
there were attentive officials waiting. I had a carriage all to myself,
which I joined at Antwerp—a whole carriage with a suite of rooms,
dining-room, drawing-room, bedroom, even bath-room. There was a
cook with a kitchen of his own on board, a real chef like a French
nobleman in disguise. There were also a waiter and a servant-maid.
My own maid Maggie was quite awed at first. We were as far as
Cologne before she summoned up courage to order them about.
Whenever we stopped Rooke was on the platform with local officials,
and kept the door of my carriage like a sentry on duty.
At Fiume, when the train slowed down, I saw Rupert waiting on the
platform. He looked magnificent, towering over everybody there like
a giant. He is in perfect health, and seemed glad to see me. He took
me off at once on an automobile to a quay where an electric launch
was waiting. This took us on board a beautiful big steam-yacht, which
was waiting with full steam up and—how he got there I don’t know—
Rooke waiting at the gangway.
I had another suite all to myself. Rupert and I had dinner together—I
think the finest dinner I ever sat down to. This was very nice of
Rupert, for it was all for me. He himself only ate a piece of steak and
drank a glass of water. I went to bed early, for, despite the luxury of
the journey, I was very tired.
I awoke in the grey of the morning, and came on deck. We were close
to the coast. Rupert was on the bridge with the Captain, and Rooke
was acting as pilot. When Rupert saw me, he ran down the ladder and
took me up on the bridge. He left me there while he ran down again
and brought me up a lovely fur cloak which I had never seen. He put it
on me and kissed me. He is the tenderest-hearted boy in the world, as
well as the best and bravest! He made me take his arm whilst he
pointed out Vissarion, towards which we were steering. It is the most

lovely place I ever saw. I won’t stop to describe it now, for it will be
better that you see it for yourself and enjoy it all fresh as I did.
The Castle is an immense place. You had better ship off, as soon as all
is ready here and you can arrange it, the servants whom I engaged; and
I am not sure that we shall not want as many more. There has hardly
been a mop or broom on the place for centuries, and I doubt if it ever
had a thorough good cleaning all over since it was built. And, do you
know, Uncle, that it might be well to double that little army of yours
that you are arranging for Rupert? Indeed, the boy told me himself
that he was going to write to you about it. I think old Lachlan and his
wife, Sandy’s Mary, had better be in charge of the maids when they
come over. A lot of lassies like yon will be iller to keep together than
a flock of sheep. So it will be wise to have authority over them,
especially as none of them speaks a word of foreign tongues. Rooke—
you saw him at the station at Liverpool Street—will, if he be available,
go over to bring the whole body here. He has offered to do it if I
should wish. And, by the way, I think it will be well, when the time
comes for their departure, if not only the lassies, but Lachlan and
Sandy’s Mary, too, will call him Mister Rooke. He is a very important
person indeed here. He is, in fact, a sort of Master of the Castle, and
though he is very self-suppressing, is a man of rarely fine qualities.
Also it will be well to keep authority. When your clansmen come over,
he will have charge of them, too. Dear me! I find I have written such
a long letter, I must stop and get to work. I shall write again.
Your very affectionate
J
.
From the Same to the Same.
March 3, 1907.
D
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,

All goes well here, and as there is no news, I only write because you
are a dear, and I want to thank you for all the trouble you have taken
for me—and for Rupert. I think we had better wait awhile before
bringing out the servants. Rooke is away on some business for Rupert,

and will not be back for some time; Rupert thinks it may be a couple of
months. There is no one else that he could send to take charge of the
party from home, and I don’t like the idea of all those lassies coming
out without an escort. Even Lachlan and Sandy’s Mary are ignorant of
foreign languages and foreign ways. But as soon as Rooke returns we
can have them all out. I dare say you will have some of your clansmen
ready by then, and I think the poor girls, who may feel a bit strange in
a new country like this, where the ways are so different from ours, will
feel easier when they know that there are some of their own mankind
near them. Perhaps it might be well that those of them who are
engaged to each other—I know there are some—should marry before
they come out here. It will be more convenient in many ways, and will
save lodgment, and, besides, these Blue Mountaineers are very
handsome men. Good-night.
J

.

Sir Colin MacKelpie, Croom, to Janet MacKelpie, Vissarion.
March 9, 1907.
M D
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I have duly received both your letters, and am delighted to find you are
so well pleased with your new home. It must certainly be a very
lovely and unique place, and I am myself longing to see it. I came up
here three days ago, and am, as usual, feeling all the better for a breath
of my native air. Time goes on, my dear, and I am beginning to feel
not so young as I was. Tell Rupert that the men are all fit, and longing
to get out to him. They are certainly a fine lot of men. I don’t think I
ever saw a finer. I have had them drilled and trained as soldiers, and,
in addition, have had them taught a lot of trades just as they selected
themselves. So he shall have nigh him men who can turn their hands
to anything—not, of course, that they all know every trade, but
amongst them there is someone who can do whatever may be
required. There are blacksmiths, carpenters, farriers, saddle-makers,
gardeners, plumbers, cutlers, gunsmiths, so, as they all are farmers by
origin and sportsmen by practice, they will make a rare household

body of men. They are nearly all first-class shots, and I am having
them practise with revolvers. They are being taught fencing and
broadsword and ju-jitsu; I have organized them in military form, with
their own sergeants and corporals. This morning I had an inspection,
and I assure you, my dear, they could give points to the Household
troop in matters of drill. I tell you I am proud of my clansmen!
I think you are quite wise about waiting to bring out the lassies, and
wiser still about the marrying. I dare say there will be more marrying
when they all get settled in a foreign country. I shall be glad of it, for
as Rupert is going to settle there, it will be good for him to have round
him a little colony of his own people. And it will be good for them,
too, for I know he will be good to them—as you will, my dear. The
hills are barren here, and life is hard, and each year there is more and
more demand for crofts, and sooner or later our people must thin out.
And mayhap our little settlement of MacKelpie clan away beyond the
frontiers of the Empire may be some service to the nation and the
King. But this is a dream! I see that here I am beginning to realise in
myself one part of Isaiah’s prophecy:
“Your young men shall see visions, and your old men shall dream
dreams.”
By the way, my dear, talking about dreams, I am sending you out some
boxes of books which were in your rooms. They are nearly all on odd
subjects that we understand—Second Sight, Ghosts, Dreams (that was
what brought the matter to my mind just now), superstitions, Vampires,
Wehr-Wolves, and all such uncanny folk and things. I looked over
some of these books, and found your marks and underlining and
comments, so I fancy you will miss them in your new home. You will,
I am sure, feel more at ease with such old friends close to you. I have
taken the names and sent the list to London, so that when you pay me a
visit again you will be at home in all ways. If you come to me
altogether, you will be more welcome still—if possible. But I am sure
that Rupert, who I know loves you very much, will try to make you so
happy that you will not want to leave him. So I will have to come out
often to see you both, even at the cost of leaving Croom for so long.
Strange, is it not? that now, when, through Roger Melton’s more than

kind remembrance of me, I am able to go where I will and do what I
will, I want more and more to remain at home by my own ingle. I
don’t think that anyone but you or Rupert could get me away from it. I
am working very hard at my little regiment, as I call it. They are
simply fine, and will, I am sure, do us credit. The uniforms are all
made, and well made, too. There is not a man of them that does not
look like an officer. I tell you, Janet, that when we turn out the
Vissarion Guard we shall feel proud of them. I dare say that a couple
of months will do all that can be done here. I shall come out with them
myself. Rupert writes me that he thinks it will be more comfortable to
come out direct in a ship of our own. So when I go up to London in a
few weeks’ time I shall see about chartering a suitable vessel. It will
certainly save a lot of trouble to us and anxiety to our people. Would it
not be well when I am getting the ship, if I charter one big enough to
take out all your lassies, too? It is not as if they were strangers. After
all, my dear, soldiers are soldiers and lassies are lassies. But these are
all kinsfolk, as well as clansmen and clanswomen, and I, their Chief,
shall be there. Let me know your views and wishes in this respect.
Mr. Trent, whom I saw before leaving London, asked me to “convey to
you his most respectful remembrances”—these were his very words,
and here they are. Trent is a nice fellow, and I like him. He has
promised to pay me a visit here before the month is up, and I look
forward to our both enjoying ourselves.
Good-bye, my dear, and the Lord watch over you and our dear boy.
C

Your affectionate Uncle,
A
M K
.

BOOK III: THE COMING OF THE LADY
Rupert Sent Leger’s Journal.
April 3, 1907.
I have waited till now—well into midday—before beginning to set down
the details of the strange episode of last night. I have spoken with persons
whom I know to be of normal type. I have breakfasted, as usual heartily,
and have every reason to consider myself in perfect health and sanity. So
that the record following may be regarded as not only true in substance, but
exact as to details. I have investigated and reported on too many cases for
the Psychical Research Society to be ignorant of the necessity for absolute
accuracy in such matters of even the minutest detail.
Yesterday was Tuesday, the second day of April, 1907. I passed a day of
interest, with its fair amount of work of varying kinds. Aunt Janet and I
lunched together, had a stroll round the gardens after tea—especially
examining the site for the new Japanese garden, which we shall call “Janet’s
Garden.” We went in mackintoshes, for the rainy season is in its full, the
only sign of its not being a repetition of the Deluge being that breaks in the
continuance are beginning. They are short at present but will doubtless
enlarge themselves as the season comes towards an end. We dined together
at seven. After dinner I had a cigar, and then joined Aunt Janet for an hour
in her drawing-room. I left her at half-past ten, when I went to my own
room and wrote some letters. At ten minutes past eleven I wound my
watch, so I know the time accurately. Having prepared for bed, I drew back
the heavy curtain in front of my window, which opens on the marble steps
into the Italian garden. I had put out my light before drawing back the
curtain, for I wanted to have a look at the scene before turning in. Aunt
Janet has always had an old-fashioned idea of the need (or propriety, I
hardly know which) of keeping windows closed and curtains drawn. I am

gradually getting her to leave my room alone in this respect, but at present
the change is in its fitful stage, and of course I must not hurry matters or be
too persistent, as it would hurt her feelings. This night was one of those
under the old régime. It was a delight to look out, for the scene was perfect
of its own kind. The long spell of rain—the ceaseless downpour which had
for the time flooded everywhere—had passed, and water in abnormal places
rather trickled than ran. We were now beginning to be in the sloppy rather
than the deluged stage. There was plenty of light to see by, for the moon
had begun to show out fitfully through the masses of flying clouds. The
uncertain light made weird shadows with the shrubs and statues in the
garden. The long straight walk which leads from the marble steps is strewn
with fine sand white from the quartz strand in the nook to the south of the
Castle. Tall shrubs of white holly, yew, juniper, cypress, and variegated
maple and spiraea, which stood at intervals along the walk and its branches,
appeared ghost-like in the fitful moonlight. The many vases and statues and
urns, always like phantoms in a half-light, were more than ever weird. Last
night the moonlight was unusually effective, and showed not only the
gardens down to the defending wall, but the deep gloom of the great foresttrees beyond; and beyond that, again, to where the mountain chain began,
the forest running up their silvered slopes flamelike in form, deviated here
and there by great crags and the outcropping rocky sinews of the vast
mountains.
Whilst I was looking at this lovely prospect, I thought I saw something
white flit, like a modified white flash, at odd moments from one to another
of the shrubs or statues—anything which would afford cover from
observation. At first I was not sure whether I really saw anything or did
not. This was in itself a little disturbing to me, for I have been so long
trained to minute observation of facts surrounding me, on which often
depend not only my own life, but the lives of others, that I have become
accustomed to trust my eyes; and anything creating the faintest doubt in this
respect is a cause of more or less anxiety to me. Now, however, that my
attention was called to myself, I looked more keenly, and in a very short
time was satisfied that something was moving—something clad in white. It
was natural enough that my thoughts should tend towards something
uncanny—the belief that this place is haunted, conveyed in a thousand ways
of speech and inference. Aunt Janet’s eerie beliefs, fortified by her books

on occult subjects—and of late, in our isolation from the rest of the world,
the subject of daily conversations—helped to this end. No wonder, then,
that, fully awake and with senses all on edge, I waited for some further
manifestation from this ghostly visitor—as in my mind I took it to be. It
must surely be a ghost or spiritual manifestation of some kind which moved
in this silent way. In order to see and hear better, I softly moved back the
folding grille, opened the French window, and stepped out, bare-footed and
pyjama-clad as I was, on the marble terrace. How cold the wet marble
was! How heavy smelled the rain-laden garden! It was as though the night
and the damp, and even the moonlight, were drawing the aroma from all the
flowers that blossomed. The whole night seemed to exhale heavy, halfintoxicating odours! I stood at the head of the marble steps, and all
immediately before me was ghostly in the extreme—the white marble
terrace and steps, the white walks of quartz-sand glistening under the fitful
moonlight; the shrubs of white or pale green or yellow,—all looking dim
and ghostly in the glamorous light; the white statues and vases. And
amongst them, still flitting noiselessly, that mysterious elusive figure which
I could not say was based on fact or imagination. I held my breath,
listening intently for every sound; but sound there was none, save those of
the night and its denizens. Owls hooted in the forest; bats, taking advantage
of the cessation of the rain, flitted about silently, like shadows in the air.
But there was no more sign of moving ghost or phantom, or whatever I had
seen might have been—if, indeed, there had been anything except
imagination.
So, after waiting awhile, I returned to my room, closed the window, drew
the grille across again, and dragged the heavy curtain before the opening;
then, having extinguished my candles, went to bed in the dark. In a few
minutes I must have been asleep.
“What was that?” I almost heard the words of my own thought as I sat up
in bed wide awake. To memory rather than present hearing the disturbing
sound had seemed like the faint tapping at the window. For some seconds I
listened, mechanically but intently, with bated breath and that quick beating
of the heart which in a timorous person speaks for fear, and for expectation
in another. In the stillness the sound came again—this time a very, very
faint but unmistakable tapping at the glass door.

I jumped up, drew back the curtain, and for a moment stood appalled.
There, outside on the balcony, in the now brilliant moonlight, stood a
woman, wrapped in white grave-clothes saturated with water, which
dripped on the marble floor, making a pool which trickled slowly down the
wet steps. Attitude and dress and circumstance all conveyed the idea that,
though she moved and spoke, she was not quick, but dead. She was young
and very beautiful, but pale, like the grey pallor of death. Through the still
white of her face, which made her look as cold as the wet marble she stood
on, her dark eyes seemed to gleam with a strange but enticing lustre. Even
in the unsearching moonlight, which is after all rather deceptive than
illuminative, I could not but notice one rare quality of her eyes. Each had
some quality of refraction which made it look as though it contained a star.
At every movement she made, the stars exhibited new beauties, of more
rare and radiant force. She looked at me imploringly as the heavy curtain
rolled back, and in eloquent gestures implored me to admit her.
Instinctively I obeyed; I rolled back the steel grille, and threw open the
French window. I noticed that she shivered and trembled as the glass door
fell open. Indeed, she seemed so overcome with cold as to seem almost
unable to move. In the sense of her helplessness all idea of the strangeness
of the situation entirely disappeared. It was not as if my first idea of death
taken from her cerements was negatived. It was simply that I did not think
of it at all; I was content to accept things as they were—she was a woman,
and in some dreadful trouble; that was enough.
I am thus particular about my own emotions, as I may have to refer to them
again in matters of comprehension or comparison. The whole thing is so
vastly strange and abnormal that the least thing may afterwards give some
guiding light or clue to something otherwise not understandable. I have
always found that in recondite matters first impressions are of more real
value than later conclusions. We humans place far too little reliance on
instinct as against reason; and yet instinct is the great gift of Nature to all
animals for their protection and the fulfilment of their functions generally.
When I stepped out on the balcony, not thinking of my costume, I found
that the woman was benumbed and hardly able to move. Even when I
asked her to enter, and supplemented my words with gestures in case she
should not understand my language, she stood stock-still, only rocking

slightly to and fro as though she had just strength enough left to balance
herself on her feet. I was afraid, from the condition in which she was, that
she might drop down dead at any moment. So I took her by the hand to
lead her in. But she seemed too weak to even make the attempt. When I
pulled her slightly forward, thinking to help her, she tottered, and would
have fallen had I not caught her in my arms. Then, half lifting her, I moved
her forwards. Her feet, relieved of her weight, now seemed able to make
the necessary effort; and so, I almost carrying her, we moved into the room.
She was at the very end of her strength; I had to lift her over the sill. In
obedience to her motion, I closed the French window and bolted it. I
supposed the warmth of the room—though cool, it was warmer than the
damp air without—affected her quickly, for on the instant she seemed to
begin to recover herself. In a few seconds, as though she had reacquired
her strength, she herself pulled the heavy curtain across the window. This
left us in darkness, through which I heard her say in English:
“Light. Get a light!”
I found matches, and at once lit a candle. As the wick flared, she moved
over to the door of the room, and tried if the lock and bolt were fastened.
Satisfied as to this, she moved towards me, her wet shroud leaving a trail of
moisture on the green carpet. By this time the wax of the candle had melted
sufficiently to let me see her clearly. She was shaking and quivering as
though in an ague; she drew the wet shroud around her piteously.
Instinctively I spoke:
“Can I do anything for you?”
She answered, still in English, and in a voice of thrilling, almost piercing
sweetness, which seemed somehow to go straight to my heart, and affected
me strangely: “Give me warmth.”
I hurried to the fireplace. It was empty; there was no fire laid. I turned to
her, and said:
“Wait just a few minutes here. I shall call someone, and get help—and
fire.”
Her voice seemed to ring with intensity as she answered without a pause:

“No, no! Rather would I be”—here she hesitated for an instant, but as she
caught sight of her cerements went on hurriedly—“as I am. I trust you—
not others; and you must not betray my trust.” Almost instantly she fell into
a frightful fit of shivering, drawing again her death-clothes close to her, so
piteously that it wrung my heart. I suppose I am a practical man. At any
rate, I am accustomed to action. I took from its place beside my bed a thick
Jaeger dressing-gown of dark brown—it was, of course, of extra length—
and held it out to her as I said:
“Put that on. It is the only warm thing here which would be suitable. Stay;
you must remove that wet—wet”—I stumbled about for a word that would
not be offensive—“that frock—dress—costume—whatever it is.” I pointed
to where, in the corner of the room, stood a chintz-covered folding-screen
which fences in my cold sponge bath, which is laid ready for me overnight,
as I am an early riser.
She bowed gravely, and taking the dressing-gown in a long, white, finelyshaped hand, bore it behind the screen. There was a slight rustle, and then a
hollow “flop” as the wet garment fell on the floor; more rustling and
rubbing, and a minute later she emerged wrapped from head to foot in the
long Jaeger garment, which trailed on the floor behind her, though she was
a tall woman. She was still shivering painfully, however. I took a flask of
brandy and a glass from a cupboard, and offered her some; but with a
motion of her hand she refused it, though she moaned grievously.
“Oh, I am so cold—so cold!” Her teeth were chattering. I was pained at
her sad condition, and said despairingly, for I was at my wits’ end to know
what to do:
“Tell me anything that I can do to help you, and I will do it. I may not call
help; there is no fire—nothing to make it with; you will not take some
brandy. What on earth can I do to give you warmth?”
Her answer certainly surprised me when it came, though it was practical
enough—so practical that I should not have dared to say it. She looked me
straight in the face for a few seconds before speaking. Then, with an air of
girlish innocence which disarmed suspicion and convinced me at once of
her simple faith, she said in a voice that at once thrilled me and evoked all
my pity:

“Let me rest for a while, and cover me up with rugs. That may give me
warmth. I am dying of cold. And I have a deadly fear upon me—a deadly
fear. Sit by me, and let me hold your hand. You are big and strong, and
you look brave. It will reassure me. I am not myself a coward, but to-night
fear has got me by the throat. I can hardly breathe. Do let me stay till I am
warm. If you only knew what I have gone through, and have to go through
still, I am sure you would pity me and help me.”
To say that I was astonished would be a mild description of my feelings. I
was not shocked. The life which I have led was not one which makes for
prudery. To travel in strange places amongst strange peoples with strange
views of their own is to have odd experiences and peculiar adventures now
and again; a man without human passions is not the type necessary for an
adventurous life, such as I myself have had. But even a man of passions
and experiences can, when he respects a woman, be shocked—even prudish
—where his own opinion of her is concerned. Such must bring to her
guarding any generosity which he has, and any self-restraint also. Even
should she place herself in a doubtful position, her honour calls to his
honour. This is a call which may not be—must not be—unanswered. Even
passion must pause for at least a while at sound of such a trumpet-call.
This woman I did respect—much respect. Her youth and beauty; her
manifest ignorance of evil; her superb disdain of convention, which could
only come through hereditary dignity; her terrible fear and suffering—for
there must be more in her unhappy condition than meets the eye—would all
demand respect, even if one did not hasten to yield it. Nevertheless, I
thought it necessary to enter a protest against her embarrassing suggestion.
I certainly did feel a fool when making it, also a cad. I can truly say it was
made only for her good, and out of the best of me, such as I am. I felt
impossibly awkward; and stuttered and stumbled before I spoke:
“But surely—the convenances! Your being here alone at night! Mrs.
Grundy—convention—the—”
She interrupted me with an incomparable dignity—a dignity which had the
effect of shutting me up like a clasp-knife and making me feel a decided
inferior—and a poor show at that. There was such a gracious simplicity
and honesty in it, too, such self-respecting knowledge of herself and her

position, that I could be neither angry nor hurt. I could only feel ashamed
of myself, and of my own littleness of mind and morals. She seemed in her
icy coldness—now spiritual as well as bodily—like an incarnate figure of
Pride as she answered:
“What are convenances or conventions to me! If you only knew where I
have come from—the existence (if it can be called so) which I have had—
the loneliness—the horror! And besides, it is for me to make conventions,
not to yield my personal freedom of action to them. Even as I am—even
here and in this garb—I am above convention. Convenances do not trouble
me or hamper me. That, at least, I have won by what I have gone through,
even if it had never come to me through any other way. Let me stay.” She
said the last words, in spite of all her pride, appealingly. But still, there was
a note of high pride in all this—in all she said and did, in her attitude and
movement, in the tones of her voice, in the loftiness of her carriage and the
steadfast look of her open, starlit eyes. Altogether, there was something so
rarely lofty in herself and all that clad her that, face to face with it and with
her, my feeble attempt at moral precaution seemed puny, ridiculous, and out
of place. Without a word in the doing, I took from an old chiffonier chest
an armful of blankets, several of which I threw over her as she lay, for in the
meantime, having replaced the coverlet, she had lain down at length on the
bed. I took a chair, and sat down beside her. When she stretched out her
hand from beneath the pile of wraps, I took it in mine, saying:
“Get warm and rest. Sleep if you can. You need not fear; I shall guard you
with my life.”
She looked at me gratefully, her starry eyes taking a new light more full of
illumination than was afforded by the wax candle, which was shaded from
her by my body . . . She was horribly cold, and her teeth chattered so
violently that I feared lest she should have incurred some dangerous evil
from her wetting and the cold that followed it. I felt, however, so awkward
that I could find no words to express my fears; moreover, I hardly dared say
anything at all regarding herself after the haughty way in which she had
received my well-meant protest. Manifestly I was but to her as a sort of
refuge and provider of heat, altogether impersonal, and not to be regarded
in any degree as an individual. In these humiliating circumstances what
could I do but sit quiet—and wait developments?

Little by little the fierce chattering of her teeth began to abate as the warmth
of her surroundings stole through her. I also felt, even in this strangely
awakening position, the influence of the quiet; and sleep began to steal over
me. Several times I tried to fend it off, but, as I could not make any overt
movement without alarming my strange and beautiful companion, I had to
yield myself to drowsiness. I was still in such an overwhelming stupor of
surprise that I could not even think freely. There was nothing for me but to
control myself and wait. Before I could well fix my thoughts I was asleep.
I was recalled to consciousness by hearing, even through the pall of sleep
that bound me, the crowing of a cock in some of the out-offices of the
castle. At the same instant the figure, lying deathly still but for the gentle
heaving of her bosom, began to struggle wildly. The sound had won
through the gates of her sleep also. With a swift, gliding motion she slipped
from the bed to the floor, saying in a fierce whisper as she pulled herself up
to her full height:
“Let me out! I must go! I must go!”
By this time I was fully awake, and the whole position of things came to me
in an instant which I shall never—can never—forget: the dim light of the
candle, now nearly burned down to the socket, all the dimmer from the fact
that the first grey gleam of morning was stealing in round the edges of the
heavy curtain; the tall, slim figure in the brown dressing-gown whose overlength trailed on the floor, the black hair showing glossy in the light, and
increasing by contrast the marble whiteness of the face, in which the black
eyes sent through their stars fiery gleams. She appeared quite in a frenzy of
haste; her eagerness was simply irresistible.
I was so stupefied with amazement, as well as with sleep, that I did not
attempt to stop her, but began instinctively to help her by furthering her
wishes. As she ran behind the screen, and, as far as sound could inform me,
—began frantically to disrobe herself of the warm dressing-gown and to
don again the ice-cold wet shroud, I pulled back the curtain from the
window, and drew the bolt of the glass door. As I did so she was already
behind me, shivering. As I threw open the door she glided out with a swift
silent movement, but trembling in an agonized way. As she passed me, she

murmured in a low voice, which was almost lost in the chattering of her
teeth:
“Oh, thank you—thank you a thousand times! But I must go. I must! I
must! I shall come again, and try to show my gratitude. Do not condemn
me as ungrateful—till then.” And she was gone.
I watched her pass the length of the white path, flitting from shrub to shrub
or statue as she had come. In the cold grey light of the undeveloped dawn
she seemed even more ghostly than she had done in the black shadow of the
night.
When she disappeared from sight in the shadow of the wood, I stood on the
terrace for a long time watching, in case I should be afforded another
glimpse of her, for there was now no doubt in my mind that she had for me
some strange attraction. I felt even then that the look in those glorious
starry eyes would be with me always so long as I might live. There was
some fascination which went deeper than my eyes or my flesh or my heart
—down deep into the very depths of my soul. My mind was all in a whirl,
so that I could hardly think coherently. It all was like a dream; the reality
seemed far away. It was not possible to doubt that the phantom figure
which had been so close to me during the dark hours of the night was actual
flesh and blood. Yet she was so cold, so cold! Altogether I could not fix
my mind to either proposition: that it was a living woman who had held my
hand, or a dead body reanimated for the time or the occasion in some
strange manner.
The difficulty was too great for me to make up my mind upon it, even had I
wanted to. But, in any case, I did not want to. This would, no doubt, come
in time. But till then I wished to dream on, as anyone does in a dream
which can still be blissful though there be pauses of pain, or ghastliness, or
doubt, or terror.
So I closed the window and drew the curtain again, feeling for the first time
the cold in which I had stood on the wet marble floor of the terrace when
my bare feet began to get warm on the soft carpet. To get rid of the chill
feeling I got into the bed on which she had lain, and as the warmth restored
me tried to think coherently. For a short while I was going over the facts of
the night—or what seemed as facts to my remembrance. But as I continued

to think, the possibilities of any result seemed to get less, and I found
myself vainly trying to reconcile with the logic of life the grim episode of
the night. The effort proved to be too much for such concentration as was
left to me; moreover, interrupted sleep was clamant, and would not be
denied. What I dreamt of—if I dreamt at all—I know not. I only know that
I was ready for waking when the time came. It came with a violent
knocking at my door. I sprang from bed, fully awake in a second, drew the
bolt, and slipped back to bed. With a hurried “May I come in?” Aunt Janet
entered. She seemed relieved when she saw me, and gave without my
asking an explanation of her perturbation:
“Oh, laddie, I hae been so uneasy aboot ye all the nicht. I hae had dreams
an’ veesions an’ a’ sorts o’ uncanny fancies. I fear that—” She was by
now drawing back the curtain, and as her eyes took in the marks of wet all
over the floor the current of her thoughts changed:
“Why, laddie, whativer hae ye been doin’ wi’ yer baith? Oh, the mess ye
hae made! ’Tis sinful to gie sic trouble an’ waste . . . ” And so she went
on. I was glad to hear the tirade, which was only what a good housewife,
outraged in her sentiments of order, would have made. I listened in
patience—with pleasure when I thought of what she would have thought
(and said) had she known the real facts. I was well pleased to have got off
so easily.
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For some days after what I call “the episode” I was in a strange condition of
mind. I did not take anyone—not even Aunt Janet—into confidence. Even
she dear, and open-hearted and liberal-minded as she is, might not have
understood well enough to be just and tolerant; and I did not care to hear
any adverse comment on my strange visitor. Somehow I could not bear the
thought of anyone finding fault with her or in her, though, strangely
enough, I was eternally defending her to myself; for, despite my wishes,
embarrassing thoughts would come again and again, and again in all sorts
and variants of queries difficult to answer. I found myself defending her,
sometimes as a woman hard pressed by spiritual fear and physical suffering,

sometimes as not being amenable to laws that govern the Living. Indeed, I
could not make up my mind whether I looked on her as a living human
being or as one with some strange existence in another world, and having
only a chance foothold in our own. In such doubt imagination began to
work, and thoughts of evil, of danger, of doubt, even of fear, began to
crowd on me with such persistence and in such varied forms that I found
my instinct of reticence growing into a settled purpose. The value of this
instinctive precaution was promptly shown by Aunt Janet’s state of mind,
with consequent revelation of it. She became full of gloomy
prognostications and what I thought were morbid fears. For the first time in
my life I discovered that Aunt Janet had nerves! I had long had a secret
belief that she was gifted, to some degree at any rate, with Second Sight,
which quality, or whatever it is, skilled in the powers if not the lore of
superstition, manages to keep at stretch not only the mind of its immediate
pathic, but of others relevant to it. Perhaps this natural quality had received
a fresh impetus from the arrival of some cases of her books sent on by Sir
Colin. She appeared to read and reread these works, which were chiefly on
occult subjects, day and night, except when she was imparting to me choice
excerpts of the most baleful and fearsome kind. Indeed, before a week was
over I found myself to be an expert in the history of the cult, as well as in its
manifestations, which latter I had been versed in for a good many years.
The result of all this was that it set me brooding. Such, at least, I gathered
was the fact when Aunt Janet took me to task for it. She always speaks out
according to her convictions, so that her thinking I brooded was to me a
proof that I did; and after a personal examination I came—reluctantly—to
the conclusion that she was right, so far, at any rate, as my outer conduct
was concerned. The state of mind I was in, however, kept me from making
any acknowledgment of it—the real cause of my keeping so much to myself
and of being so distrait. And so I went on, torturing myself as before with
introspective questioning; and she, with her mind set on my actions, and
endeavouring to find a cause for them, continued and expounded her beliefs
and fears.
Her nightly chats with me when we were alone after dinner—for I had
come to avoid her questioning at other times—kept my imagination at high
pressure. Despite myself, I could not but find new cause for concern in the
perennial founts of her superstition. I had thought, years ago, that I had

then sounded the depths of this branch of psychicism; but this new phase of
thought, founded on the really deep hold which the existence of my
beautiful visitor and her sad and dreadful circumstances had taken upon me,
brought me a new concern in the matter of self-importance. I came to think
that I must reconstruct my self-values, and begin a fresh understanding of
ethical beliefs. Do what I would, my mind would keep turning on the
uncanny subjects brought before it. I began to apply them one by one to my
own late experience, and unconsciously to try to fit them in turn to the
present case.
The effect of this brooding was that I was, despite my own will, struck by
the similarity of circumstances bearing on my visitor, and the conditions
apportioned by tradition and superstition to such strange survivals from
earlier ages as these partial existences which are rather Undead than Living
—still walking the earth, though claimed by the world of the Dead.
Amongst them are the Vampire, or the Wehr-Wolf. To this class also might
belong in a measure the Doppelgänger—one of whose dual existences
commonly belongs to the actual world around it. So, too, the denizens of
the world of Astralism. In any of these named worlds there is a material
presence—which must be created, if only for a single or periodic purpose.
It matters not whether a material presence already created can be receptive
of a disembodied soul, or a soul unattached can have a body built up for it
or around it; or, again, whether the body of a dead person can be made
seeming quick through some diabolic influence manifested in the present,
or an inheritance or result of some baleful use of malefic power in the past.
The result is the same in each case, though the ways be widely different: a
soul and a body which are not in unity but brought together for strange
purposes through stranger means and by powers still more strange.
Through much thought and a process of exclusions the eerie form which
seemed to be most in correspondence with my adventure, and most suitable
to my fascinating visitor, appeared to be the Vampire. Doppelgänger, Astral
creations, and all such-like, did not comply with the conditions of my night
experience. The Wehr-Wolf is but a variant of the Vampire, and so needed
not to be classed or examined at all. Then it was that, thus focussed, the
Lady of the Shroud (for so I came to hold her in my mind) began to assume
a new force. Aunt Janet’s library afforded me clues which I followed with
avidity. In my secret heart I hated the quest, and did not wish to go on with

it. But in this I was not my own master. Do what I would—brush away
doubts never so often, new doubts and imaginings came in their stead. The
circumstance almost repeated the parable of the Seven Devils who took the
place of the exorcised one. Doubts I could stand. Imaginings I could
stand. But doubts and imaginings together made a force so fell that I was
driven to accept any reading of the mystery which might presumably afford
a foothold for satisfying thought. And so I came to accept tentatively the
Vampire theory—accept it, at least, so far as to examine it as judicially as
was given me to do. As the days wore on, so the conviction grew. The
more I read on the subject, the more directly the evidences pointed towards
this view. The more I thought, the more obstinate became the conviction. I
ransacked Aunt Janet’s volumes again and again to find anything to the
contrary; but in vain. Again, no matter how obstinate were my convictions
at any given time, unsettlement came with fresh thinking over the argument,
so that I was kept in a harassing state of uncertainty.
Briefly, the evidence in favour of accord between the facts of the case and
the Vampire theory were:
Her coming was at night—the time the Vampire is according to the theory,
free to move at will.
She wore her shroud—a necessity of coming fresh from grave or tomb; for
there is nothing occult about clothing which is not subject to astral or other
influences.
She had to be helped into my room—in strict accordance with what one
sceptical critic of occultism has called “the Vampire etiquette.”
She made violent haste in getting away at cock-crow.
She seemed preternaturally cold; her sleep was almost abnormal in
intensity, and yet the sound of the cock-crowing came through it.
These things showed her to be subject to some laws, though not in exact
accord within those which govern human beings. Under the stress of such
circumstances as she must have gone through, her vitality seemed more
than human—the quality of vitality which could outlive ordinary burial.
Again, such purpose as she had shown in donning, under stress of some

compelling direction, her ice-cold wet shroud, and, wrapt in it, going out
again into the night, was hardly normal for a woman.
But if so, and if she was indeed a Vampire, might not whatever it may be
that holds such beings in thrall be by some means or other exorcised? To
find the means must be my next task. I am actually pining to see her again.
Never before have I been stirred to my depths by anyone. Come it from
Heaven or Hell, from the Earth or the Grave, it does not matter; I shall
make it my task to win her back to life and peace. If she be indeed a
Vampire, the task may be hard and long; if she be not so, and if it be merely
that circumstances have so gathered round her as to produce that
impression, the task may be simpler and the result more sweet. No, not
more sweet; for what can be more sweet than to restore the lost or
seemingly lost soul of the woman you love! There, the truth is out at last! I
suppose that I have fallen in love with her. If so, it is too late for me to fight
against it. I can only wait with what patience I can till I see her again. But
to that end I can do nothing. I know absolutely nothing about her—not
even her name. Patience!
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The only relief I have had from the haunting anxiety regarding the Lady of
the Shroud has been in the troubled state of my adopted country. There has
evidently been something up which I have not been allowed to know. The
mountaineers are troubled and restless; are wandering about, singly and in
parties, and holding meetings in strange places. This is what I gather used
to be in old days when intrigues were on foot with Turks, Greeks,
Austrians, Italians, Russians. This concerns me vitally, for my mind has
long been made up to share the fortunes of the Land of the Blue
Mountains. For good or ill I mean to stay here: J’y suis, j’y reste. I share
henceforth the lot of the Blue Mountaineers; and not Turkey, nor Greece,
nor Austria, nor Italy, nor Russia—no, not France nor Germany either; not
man nor God nor Devil shall drive me from my purpose. With these
patriots I throw in my lot! My only difficulty seemed at first to be with the
men themselves. They are so proud that at the beginning I feared they
would not even accord me the honour of being one of them! However,

things always move on somehow, no matter what difficulties there be at the
beginning. Never mind! When one looks back at an accomplished fact the
beginning is not to be seen—and if it were it would not matter. It is not of
any account, anyhow.
I heard that there was going to be a great meeting near here yesterday
afternoon, and I attended it. I think it was a success. If such is any proof, I
felt elated as well as satisfied when I came away. Aunt Janet’s Second
Sight on the subject was comforting, though grim, and in a measure
disconcerting. When I was saying good-night she asked me to bend down
my head. As I did so, she laid her hands on it and passed them all over it. I
heard her say to herself:
“Strange! There’s nothing there; yet I could have sworn I saw it!” I asked
her to explain, but she would not. For once she was a little obstinate, and
refused point blank to even talk of the subject. She was not worried nor
unhappy; so I had no cause for concern. I said nothing, but I shall wait and
see. Most mysteries become plain or disappear altogether in time. But
about the meeting—lest I forget!
When I joined the mountaineers who had assembled, I really think they
were glad to see me; though some of them seemed adverse, and others did
not seem over well satisfied. However, absolute unity is very seldom to be
found. Indeed, it is almost impossible; and in a free community is not
altogether to be desired. When it is apparent, the gathering lacks that sense
of individual feeling which makes for the real consensus of opinion—which
is the real unity of purpose. The meeting was at first, therefore, a little cold
and distant. But presently it began to thaw, and after some fiery harangues I
was asked to speak. Happily, I had begun to learn the Balkan language as
soon as ever Uncle Roger’s wishes had been made known to me, and as I
have some facility of tongues and a great deal of experience, I soon began
to know something of it. Indeed, when I had been here a few weeks, with
opportunity of speaking daily with the people themselves, and learned to
understand the intonations and vocal inflexions, I felt quite easy in speaking
it. I understood every word which had up to then been spoken at the
meeting, and when I spoke myself I felt that they understood. That is an
experience which every speaker has in a certain way and up to a certain
point. He knows by some kind of instinct if his hearers are with him; if

they respond, they must certainly have understood. Last night this was
marked. I felt it every instant I was talking and when I came to realize that
the men were in strict accord with my general views, I took them into
confidence with regard to my own personal purpose. It was the beginning
of a mutual trust; so for peroration I told them that I had come to the
conclusion that what they wanted most for their own protection and the
security and consolidation of their nation was arms—arms of the very latest
pattern. Here they interrupted me with wild cheers, which so strung me up
that I went farther than I intended, and made a daring venture. “Ay,” I
repeated, “the security and consolidation of your country—of our country,
for I have come to live amongst you. Here is my home whilst I live. I am
with you heart and soul. I shall live with you, fight shoulder to shoulder
with you, and, if need be, shall die with you!” Here the shouting was
terrific, and the younger men raised their guns to fire a salute in Blue
Mountain fashion. But on the instant the Vladika [1] held up his hands and
motioned them to desist. In the immediate silence he spoke, sharply at first,
but later ascending to a high pitch of single-minded, lofty eloquence. His
words rang in my ears long after the meeting was over and other thoughts
had come between them and the present.
“Silence!” he thundered. “Make no echoes in the forest or through the hills
at this dire time of stress and threatened danger to our land. Bethink ye of
this meeting, held here and in secret, in order that no whisper of it may be
heard afar. Have ye all, brave men of the Blue Mountains, come hither
through the forest like shadows that some of you, thoughtless, may
enlighten your enemies as to our secret purpose? The thunder of your guns
would doubtless sound well in the ears of those who wish us ill and try to
work us wrong. Fellow-countrymen, know ye not that the Turk is awake
once more for our harming? The Bureau of Spies has risen from the torpor
which came on it when the purpose against our Teuta roused our mountains
to such anger that the frontiers blazed with passion, and were swept with
fire and sword. Moreover, there is a traitor somewhere in the land, or else
incautious carelessness has served the same base purpose. Something of
our needs—our doing, whose secret we have tried to hide, has gone out.
The myrmidons of the Turk are close on our borders, and it may be that
some of them have passed our guards and are amidst us unknown. So it
behoves us doubly to be discreet. Believe me that I share with you, my

brothers, our love for the gallant Englishman who has come amongst us to
share our sorrows and ambitions—and I trust it may be our joys. We are all
united in the wish to do him honour—though not in the way by which
danger might be carried on the wings of love. My brothers, our newest
brother comes to us from the Great Nation which amongst the nations has
been our only friend, and which has ere now helped us in our direst need—
that mighty Britain whose hand has ever been raised in the cause of
freedom. We of the Blue Mountains know her best as she stands with
sword in hand face to face with our foes. And this, her son and now our
brother, brings further to our need the hand of a giant and the heart of a
lion. Later on, when danger does not ring us round, when silence is no
longer our outer guard; we shall bid him welcome in true fashion of our
land. But till then he will believe—for he is great-hearted—that our love
and thanks and welcome are not to be measured by sound. When the time
comes, then shall be sound in his honour—not of rifles alone, but bells and
cannon and the mighty voice of a free people shouting as one. But now we
must be wise and silent, for the Turk is once again at our gates. Alas! the
cause of his former coming may not be, for she whose beauty and nobility
and whose place in our nation and in our hearts tempted him to fraud and
violence is not with us to share even our anxiety.”
Here his voice broke, and there arose from all a deep wailing sound, which
rose and rose till the woods around us seemed broken by a mighty and longsustained sob. The orator saw that his purpose was accomplished, and with
a short sentence finished his harangue: “But the need of our nation still
remains!” Then, with an eloquent gesture to me to proceed, he merged in
the crowd and disappeared.
How could I even attempt to follow such a speaker with any hope of
success? I simply told them what I had already done in the way of help,
saying:
“As you needed arms, I have got them. My agent sends me word through
the code between us that he has procured for me—for us—fifty thousand of
the newest-pattern rifles, the French Ingis-Malbron, which has surpassed all
others, and sufficient ammunition to last for a year of war. The first section
is in hand, and will soon be ready for consignment. There are other war
materials, too, which, when they arrive, will enable every man and woman

—even the children—of our land to take a part in its defence should such be
needed. My brothers, I am with you in all things, for good or ill!”
It made me very proud to hear the mighty shout which arose. I had felt
exalted before, but now this personal development almost unmanned me. I
was glad of the long-sustained applause to recover my self-control.
I was quite satisfied that the meeting did not want to hear any other speaker,
for they began to melt away without any formal notification having been
given. I doubt if there will be another meeting soon again. The weather has
begun to break, and we are in for another spell of rain. It is disagreeable, of
course; but it has its own charm. It was during a spell of wet weather that
the Lady of the Shroud came to me. Perhaps the rain may bring her again.
I hope so, with all my soul.
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The rain has continued for four whole days and nights, and the low-lying
ground is like a quagmire in places. In the sunlight the whole mountains
glisten with running streams and falling water. I feel a strange kind of
elation, but from no visible cause. Aunt Janet rather queered it by telling
me, as she said good-night, to be very careful of myself, as she had seen in
a dream last night a figure in a shroud. I fear she was not pleased that I did
not take it with all the seriousness that she did. I would not wound her for
the world if I could help it, but the idea of a shroud gets too near the bone to
be safe, and I had to fend her off at all hazards. So when I doubted if the
Fates regarded the visionary shroud as of necessity appertaining to me, she
said, in a way that was, for her, almost sharp:
“Take care, laddie. ’Tis ill jesting wi’ the powers o’ time Unknown.”
Perhaps it was that her talk put the subject in my mind. The woman needed
no such aid; she was always there; but when I locked myself into my room
that night, I half expected to find her in the room. I was not sleepy, so I
took a book of Aunt Janet’s and began to read. The title was “On the
Powers and Qualities of Disembodied Spirits.” “Your grammar,” said I to
the author, “is hardly attractive, but I may learn something which might

apply to her. I shall read your book.” Before settling down to it, however, I
thought I would have a look at the garden. Since the night of the visit the
garden seemed to have a new attractiveness for me: a night seldom passed
without my having a last look at it before turning in. So I drew the great
curtain and looked out.
The scene was beautiful, but almost entirely desolate. All was ghastly in
the raw, hard gleams of moonlight coming fitfully through the masses of
flying cloud. The wind was rising, and the air was damp and cold. I looked
round the room instinctively, and noticed that the fire was laid ready for
lighting, and that there were small-cut logs of wood piled beside the hearth.
Ever since that night I have had a fire laid ready. I was tempted to light it,
but as I never have a fire unless I sleep in the open, I hesitated to begin. I
went back to the window, and, opening the catch, stepped out on the
terrace. As I looked down the white walk and let my eyes range over the
expanse of the garden, where everything glistened as the moonlight caught
the wet, I half expected to see some white figure flitting amongst the shrubs
and statues. The whole scene of the former visit came back to me so
vividly that I could hardly believe that any time had passed since then. It
was the same scene, and again late in the evening. Life in Vissarion was
primitive, and early hours prevailed—though not so late as on that night.
As I looked I thought I caught a glimpse of something white far away. It
was only a ray of moonlight coming through the rugged edge of a cloud.
But all the same it set me in a strange state of perturbation. Somehow I
seemed to lose sight of my own identity. It was as though I was hypnotized
by the situation or by memory, or perhaps by some occult force. Without
thinking of what I was doing, or being conscious of any reason for it, I
crossed the room and set light to the fire. Then I blew out the candle and
came to the window again. I never thought it might be a foolish thing to do
—to stand at a window with a light behind me in this country, where every
man carries a gun with him always. I was in my evening clothes, too, with
my breast well marked by a white shirt. I opened the window and stepped
out on the terrace. There I stood for many minutes, thinking. All the time
my eyes kept ranging over the garden. Once I thought I saw a white figure
moving, but it was not followed up, so, becoming conscious that it was
again beginning to rain, I stepped back into the room, shut the window, and

drew the curtain. Then I realized the comforting appearance of the fire, and
went over and stood before it.
Hark! Once more there was a gentle tapping at the window. I rushed over
to it and drew the curtain.
There, out on the rain-beaten terrace, stood the white shrouded figure, more
desolate-appearing than ever. Ghastly pale she looked, as before, but her
eyes had an eager look which was new. I took it that she was attracted by
the fire, which was by now well ablaze, and was throwing up jets of flame
as the dry logs crackled. The leaping flames threw fitful light across the
room, and every gleam threw the white-clad figure into prominence,
showing the gleam of the black eyes, and fixing the stars that lay in them.
Without a word I threw open the window, and, taking the white hand
extended to me, drew into the room the Lady of the Shroud.
As she entered and felt the warmth of the blazing fire, a glad look spread
over her face. She made a movement as if to run to it. But she drew back
an instant after, looking round with instinctive caution. She closed the
window and bolted it, touched the lever which spread the grille across the
opening, and pulled close the curtain behind it. Then she went swiftly to
the door and tried if it was locked. Satisfied as to this, she came quickly
over to the fire, and, kneeling before it, stretched out her numbed hands to
the blaze. Almost on the instant her wet shroud began to steam. I stood
wondering. The precautions of secrecy in the midst of her suffering—for
that she did suffer was only too painfully manifest—must have presupposed
some danger. Then and there my mind was made up that there should no
harm assail her that I by any means could fend off. Still, the present must
be attended to; pneumonia and other ills stalked behind such a chill as must
infallibly come on her unless precautions were taken. I took again the
dressing-gown which she had worn before and handed it to her, motioning
as I did so towards the screen which had made a dressing-room for her on
the former occasion. To my surprise she hesitated. I waited. She waited,
too, and then laid down the dressing-gown on the edge of the stone fender.
So I spoke:
“Won’t you change as you did before? Your—your frock can then be
dried. Do! It will be so much safer for you to be dry clad when you resume

your own dress.”
“How can I whilst you are here?”
Her words made me stare, so different were they from her acts of the other
visit. I simply bowed—speech on such a subject would be at least
inadequate—and walked over to the window. Passing behind the curtain, I
opened the window. Before stepping out on to the terrace, I looked into the
room and said:
“Take your own time. There is no hurry. I dare say you will find there all
you may want. I shall remain on the terrace until you summon me.” With
that I went out on the terrace, drawing close the glass door behind me.
I stood looking out on the dreary scene for what seemed a very short time,
my mind in a whirl. There came a rustle from within, and I saw a dark
brown figure steal round the edge of the curtain. A white hand was raised,
and beckoned me to come in. I entered, bolting the window behind me.
She had passed across the room, and was again kneeling before the fire with
her hands outstretched. The shroud was laid in partially opened folds on
one side of the hearth, and was steaming heavily. I brought over some
cushions and pillows, and made a little pile of them beside her.
“Sit there,” I said, “and rest quietly in the heat.” It may have been the effect
of the glowing heat, but there was a rich colour in her face as she looked at
me with shining eyes. Without a word, but with a courteous little bow, she
sat down at once. I put a thick rug across her shoulders, and sat down
myself on a stool a couple of feet away.
For fully five or six minutes we sat in silence. At last, turning her head
towards me she said in a sweet, low voice:
“I had intended coming earlier on purpose to thank you for your very sweet
and gracious courtesy to me, but circumstances were such that I could not
leave my—my”—she hesitated before saying—“my abode. I am not free,
as you and others are, to do what I will. My existence is sadly cold and
stern, and full of horrors that appal. But I do thank you. For myself I am
not sorry for the delay, for every hour shows me more clearly how good and
understanding and sympathetic you have been to me. I only hope that some

day you may realize how kind you have been, and how much I appreciate
it.”
“I am only too glad to be of any service,” I said, feebly I felt, as I held out
my hand. She did not seem to see it. Her eyes were now on the fire, and a
warm blush dyed forehead and cheek and neck. The reproof was so gentle
that no one could have been offended. It was evident that she was
something coy and reticent, and would not allow me to come at present
more close to her, even to the touching of her hand. But that her heart was
not in the denial was also evident in the glance from her glorious dark starry
eyes. These glances—veritable lightning flashes coming through her
pronounced reserve—finished entirely any wavering there might be in my
own purpose. I was aware now to the full that my heart was quite
subjugated. I knew that I was in love—veritably so much in love as to feel
that without this woman, be she what she might, by my side my future must
be absolutely barren.
It was presently apparent that she did not mean to stay as long on this
occasion as on the last. When the castle clock struck midnight she suddenly
sprang to her feet with a bound, saying:
“I must go! There is midnight!” I rose at once, the intensity of her speech
having instantly obliterated the sleep which, under the influence of rest and
warmth, was creeping upon me. Once more she was in a frenzy of haste, so
I hurried towards the window, but as I looked back saw her, despite her
haste, still standing. I motioned towards the screen, and slipping behind the
curtain, opened the window and went out on the terrace. As I was
disappearing behind the curtain I saw her with the tail of my eye lifting the
shroud, now dry, from the hearth.
She was out through the window in an incredibly short time, now clothed
once more in that dreadful wrapping. As she sped past me barefooted on
the wet, chilly marble which made her shudder, she whispered:
“Thank you again. You are good to me. You can understand.”
Once again I stood on the terrace, saw her melt like a shadow down the
steps, and disappear behind the nearest shrub. Thence she flitted away from
point to point with exceeding haste. The moonlight had now disappeared

behind heavy banks of cloud, so there was little light to see by. I could just
distinguish a pale gleam here and there as she wended her secret way.
For a long time I stood there alone thinking, as I watched the course she had
taken, and wondering where might be her ultimate destination. As she had
spoken of her “abode,” I knew there was some definitive objective of her
flight.
It was no use wondering. I was so entirely ignorant of her surroundings that
I had not even a starting-place for speculation. So I went in, leaving the
window open. It seemed that this being so made one barrier the less
between us. I gathered the cushions and rugs from before the fire, which
was no longer leaping, but burning with a steady glow, and put them back
in their places. Aunt Janet might come in the morning, as she had done
before, and I did not wish to set her thinking. She is much too clever a
person to have treading on the heels of a mystery—especially one in which
my own affections are engaged. I wonder what she would have said had
she seen me kiss the cushion on which my beautiful guest’s head had
rested?

When I was in bed, and in the dark save for the fading glow of the fire, my
thoughts became fixed that whether she came from Earth or Heaven or Hell,
my lovely visitor was already more to me than aught else in the world. This
time she had, on going, said no word of returning. I had been so much
taken up with her presence, and so upset by her abrupt departure, that I had
omitted to ask her. And so I am driven, as before, to accept the chance of
her returning—a chance which I fear I am or may be unable to control.
Surely enough Aunt Janet did come in the morning, early. I was still asleep
when she knocked at my door. With that purely physical subconsciousness
which comes with habit I must have realized the cause of the sound, for I
woke fully conscious of the fact that Aunt Janet had knocked and was
waiting to come in. I jumped from bed, and back again when I had
unlocked the door. When Aunt Janet came in she noticed the cold of the
room.
“Save us, laddie, but ye’ll get your death o’ cold in this room.” Then, as
she looked round and noticed the ashes of the extinct fire in the grate:
“Eh, but ye’re no that daft after a’; ye’ve had the sense to light yer fire.
Glad I am that we had the fire laid and a wheen o’ dry logs ready to yer
hand.” She evidently felt the cold air coming from the window, for she
went over and drew the curtain. When she saw the open window, she raised
her hands in a sort of dismay, which to me, knowing how little base for
concern could be within her knowledge, was comic. Hurriedly she shut the
window, and then, coming close over to my bed, said:
“Yon has been a fearsome nicht again, laddie, for yer poor auld aunty.”
“Dreaming again, Aunt Janet?” I asked—rather flippantly as it seemed to
me. She shook her head:
“Not so, Rupert, unless it be that the Lord gies us in dreams what we in our
spiritual darkness think are veesions.” I roused up at this. When Aunt
Janet calls me Rupert, as she always used to do in my dear mother’s time,
things are serious with her. As I was back in childhood now, recalled by her
word, I thought the best thing I could do to cheer her would be to bring her
back there too—if I could. So I patted the edge of the bed as I used to do
when I was a wee kiddie and wanted her to comfort me, and said:

“Sit down, Aunt Janet, and tell me.” She yielded at once, and the look of
the happy old days grew over her face as though there had come a gleam of
sunshine. She sat down, and I put out my hands as I used to do, and took
her hand between them. There was a tear in her eye as she raised my hand
and kissed it as in old times. But for the infinite pathos of it, it would have
been comic:
Aunt Janet, old and grey-haired, but still retaining her girlish slimness of
figure, petite, dainty as a Dresden figure, her face lined with the care of
years, but softened and ennobled by the unselfishness of those years,
holding up my big hand, which would outweigh her whole arm; sitting
dainty as a pretty old fairy beside a recumbent giant—for my bulk never
seems so great as when I am near this real little good fairy of my life—
seven feet beside four feet seven.
So she began as of old, as though she were about to soothe a frightened
child with a fairy tale:
“’Twas a veesion, I think, though a dream it may hae been. But whichever
or whatever it was, it concerned my little boy, who has grown to be a big
giant, so much that I woke all of a tremble. Laddie dear, I thought that I
saw ye being married.” This gave me an opening, though a small one, for
comforting her, so I took it at once:
“Why, dear, there isn’t anything to alarm you in that, is there? It was only
the other day when you spoke to me about the need of my getting married,
if it was only that you might have children of your boy playing around your
knees as their father used to do when he was a helpless wee child himself.”
“That is so, laddie,” she answered gravely. “But your weddin’ was none so
merry as I fain would see. True, you seemed to lo’e her wi’ all yer hairt.
Yer eyes shone that bright that ye might ha’ set her afire, for all her black
locks and her winsome face. But, laddie, that was not all—no, not though
her black een, that had the licht o’ all the stars o’ nicht in them, shone in
yours as though a hairt o’ love an’ passion, too, dwelt in them. I saw ye
join hands, an’ heard a strange voice that talked stranger still, but I saw
none ither. Your eyes an’ her eyes, an’ your hand an’ hers, were all I saw.
For all else was dim, and the darkness was close around ye twa. And when
the benison was spoken—I knew that by the voices that sang, and by the

gladness of her een, as well as by the pride and glory of yours—the licht
began to glow a wee more, an’ I could see yer bride. She was in a veil o’
wondrous fine lace. And there were orange-flowers in her hair, though
there were twigs, too, and there was a crown o’ flowers on head wi’ a
golden band round it. And the heathen candles that stood on the table wi’
the Book had some strange effect, for the reflex o’ it hung in the air o’er her
head like the shadow of a crown. There was a gold ring on her finger and a
silver one on yours.” Here she paused and trembled, so that, hoping to
dispel her fears, I said, as like as I could to the way I used to when I was a
child:
“Go on, Aunt Janet.”
She did not seem to recognize consciously the likeness between past and
present; but the effect was there, for she went on more like her old self,
though there was a prophetic gravity in her voice, more marked than I had
ever heard from her:
“All this I’ve told ye was well; but, oh, laddie, there was a dreadful lack o’
livin’ joy such as I should expect from the woman whom my boy had
chosen for his wife—and at the marriage coupling, too! And no wonder,
when all is said; for though the marriage veil o’ love was fine, an’ the
garland o’ flowers was fresh-gathered, underneath them a’ was nane ither
than a ghastly shroud. As I looked in my veesion—or maybe dream—I
expectit to see the worms crawl round the flagstane at her feet. If ’twas not
Death, laddie dear, that stood by ye, it was the shadow o’ Death that made
the darkness round ye, that neither the light o’ candles nor the smoke o’
heathen incense could pierce. Oh, laddie, laddie, wae is me that I hae seen
sic a veesion—waking or sleeping, it matters not! I was sair distressed—so
sair that I woke wi’ a shriek on my lips and bathed in cold sweat. I would
hae come doon to ye to see if you were hearty or no—or even to listen at
your door for any sound o’ yer being quick, but that I feared to alarm ye till
morn should come. I’ve counted the hours and the minutes since midnight,
when I saw the veesion, till I came hither just the now.”
“Quite right, Aunt Janet,” I said, “and I thank you for your kind thought for
me in the matter, now and always.” Then I went on, for I wanted to take
precautions against the possibility of her discovery of my secret. I could

not bear to think that she might run my precious secret to earth in any wellmeant piece of bungling. That would be to me disaster unbearable. She
might frighten away altogether my beautiful visitor, even whose name or
origin I did not know, and I might never see her again:
“You must never do that, Aunt Janet. You and I are too good friends to
have sense of distrust or annoyance come between us—which would surely
happen if I had to keep thinking that you or anyone else might be watching
me.”
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After a spell of loneliness which has seemed endless I have something to
write. When the void in my heart was becoming the receptacle for many
devils of suspicion and distrust I set myself a task which might, I thought,
keep my thoughts in part, at any rate, occupied—to explore minutely the
neighbourhood round the Castle. This might, I hoped, serve as an anodyne
to my pain of loneliness, which grew more acute as the days, the hours,
wore on, even if it should not ultimately afford me some clue to the
whereabouts of the woman whom I had now grown to love so madly.
My exploration soon took a systematic form, as I intended that it should be
exhaustive. I would take every day a separate line of advance from the
Castle, beginning at the south and working round by the east to the north.
The first day only took me to the edge of the creek, which I crossed in a
boat, and landed at the base of the cliff opposite. I found the cliffs alone
worth a visit. Here and there were openings to caves which I made up my
mind to explore later. I managed to climb up the cliff at a spot less beetling
than the rest, and continued my journey. It was, though very beautiful, not
a specially interesting place. I explored that spoke of the wheel of which
Vissarion was the hub, and got back just in time for dinner.
The next day I took a course slightly more to the eastward. I had no
difficulty in keeping a straight path, for, once I had rowed across the creek,
the old church of St. Sava rose before me in stately gloom. This was the
spot where many generations of the noblest of the Land of the Blue

Mountains had from time immemorial been laid to rest, amongst them the
Vissarions. Again, I found the opposite cliffs pierced here and there with
caves, some with wide openings,—others the openings of which were partly
above and partly below water. I could, however, find no means of climbing
the cliff at this part, and had to make a long detour, following up the line of
the creek till further on I found a piece of beach from which ascent was
possible. Here I ascended, and found that I was on a line between the
Castle and the southern side of the mountains. I saw the church of St. Sava
away to my right, and not far from the edge of the cliff. I made my way to
it at once, for as yet I had never been near it. Hitherto my excursions had
been limited to the Castle and its many gardens and surroundings. It was of
a style with which I was not familiar—with four wings to the points of the
compass. The great doorway, set in a magnificent frontage of carved stone
of manifestly ancient date, faced west, so that, when one entered, he went
east. To my surprise—for somehow I expected the contrary—I found the
door open. Not wide open, but what is called ajar—manifestly not locked
or barred, but not sufficiently open for one to look in. I entered, and after
passing through a wide vestibule, more like a section of a corridor than an
ostensible entrance, made my way through a spacious doorway into the
body of the church. The church itself was almost circular, the openings of
the four naves being spacious enough to give the appearance of the interior
as a whole, being a huge cross. It was strangely dim, for the window
openings were small and high-set, and were, moreover, filled with green or
blue glass, each window having a colour to itself. The glass was very old,
being of the thirteenth or fourteenth century. Such appointments as there
were—for it had a general air of desolation—were of great beauty and
richness,—especially so to be in a place—even a church—where the door
lay open, and no one was to be seen. It was strangely silent even for an old
church on a lonesome headland. There reigned a dismal solemnity which
seemed to chill me, accustomed as I have been to strange and weird places.
It seemed abandoned, though it had not that air of having been neglected
which is so often to be noticed in old churches. There was none of the
everlasting accumulation of dust which prevails in places of higher
cultivation and larger and more strenuous work.
In the church itself or its appending chambers I could find no clue or
suggestion which could guide me in any way in my search for the Lady of

the Shroud. Monuments there were in profusion—statues, tablets, and all
the customary memorials of the dead. The families and dates represented
were simply bewildering. Often the name of Vissarion was given, and the
inscription which it held I read through carefully, looking to find some
enlightenment of any kind. But all in vain: there was nothing to see in the
church itself. So I determined to visit the crypt. I had no lantern or candle
with me, so had to go back to the Castle to secure one.
It was strange, coming in from the sunlight, here overwhelming to one so
recently accustomed to northern skies, to note the slender gleam of the
lantern which I carried, and which I had lit inside the door. At my first
entry to the church my mind had been so much taken up with the
strangeness of the place, together with the intensity of wish for some sort of
clue, that I had really no opportunity of examining detail. But now detail
became necessary, as I had to find the entrance to the crypt. My puny light
could not dissipate the semi-Cimmerian gloom of the vast edifice; I had to
throw the feeble gleam into one after another of the dark corners.
At last I found, behind the great screen, a narrow stone staircase which
seemed to wind down into the rock. It was not in any way secret, but being
in the narrow space behind the great screen, was not visible except when
close to it. I knew I was now close to my objective, and began to descend.
Accustomed though I have been to all sorts of mysteries and dangers, I felt
awed and almost overwhelmed by a sense of loneliness and desolation as I
descended the ancient winding steps. These were many in number, roughly
hewn of old in the solid rock on which the church was built.
I met a fresh surprise in finding that the door of the crypt was open. After
all, this was different from the church-door being open; for in many places
it is a custom to allow all comers at all times to find rest and comfort in the
sacred place. But I did expect that at least the final resting-place of the
historic dead would be held safe against casual intrusion. Even I, on a quest
which was very near my heart, paused with an almost overwhelming sense
of decorum before passing through that open door. The crypt was a huge
place, strangely lofty for a vault. From its formation, however, I soon came
to the conclusion that it was originally a natural cavern altered to its present
purpose by the hand of man. I could hear somewhere near the sound of
running water, but I could not locate it. Now and again at irregular intervals

there was a prolonged booming, which could only come from a wave
breaking in a confined place. The recollection then came to me of the
proximity of the church to the top of the beetling cliff, and of the half-sunk
cavern entrances which pierced it.
With the gleam of my lamp to guide me, I went through and round the
whole place. There were many massive tombs, mostly rough-hewn from
great slabs or blocks of stone. Some of them were marble, and the cutting
of all was ancient. So large and heavy were some of them that it was a
wonder to me how they could ever have been brought to this place, to
which the only entrance was seemingly the narrow, tortuous stairway by
which I had come. At last I saw near one end of the crypt a great chain
hanging. Turning the light upward, I found that it depended from a ring set
over a wide opening, evidently made artificially. It must have been through
this opening that the great sarcophagi had been lowered.
Directly underneath the hanging chain, which did not come closer to the
ground than some eight or ten feet, was a huge tomb in the shape of a
rectangular coffer or sarcophagus. It was open, save for a huge sheet of
thick glass which rested above it on two thick balks of dark oak, cut to
exceeding smoothness, which lay across it, one at either end. On the far
side from where I stood each of these was joined to another oak plank, also
cut smooth, which sloped gently to the rocky floor. Should it be necessary
to open the tomb, the glass could be made to slide along the supports and
descend by the sloping planks.
Naturally curious to know what might be within such a strange receptacle, I
raised the lantern, depressing its lens so that the light might fall within.
Then I started back with a cry, the lantern slipping from my nerveless hand
and falling with a ringing sound on the great sheet of thick glass.
Within, pillowed on soft cushions, and covered with a mantle woven of
white natural fleece sprigged with tiny sprays of pine wrought in gold, lay
the body of a woman—none other than my beautiful visitor. She was
marble white, and her long black eyelashes lay on her white cheeks as
though she slept.

Without a word or a sound, save the sounds made by my hurrying feet on
the stone flooring, I fled up the steep steps, and through the dim expanse of
the church, out into the bright sunlight. I found that I had mechanically
raised the fallen lamp, and had taken it with me in my flight.
My feet naturally turned towards home. It was all instinctive. The new
horror had—for the time, at any rate—drowned my mind in its mystery,
deeper than the deepest depths of thought or imagination.
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For some days after the last adventure I was in truth in a half-dazed
condition, unable to think sensibly, hardly coherently. Indeed, it was as
much as I could do to preserve something of my habitual appearance and
manner. However, my first test happily came soon, and when I was once
through it I reacquired sufficient self-confidence to go through with my
purpose. Gradually the original phase of stupefaction passed, and I was
able to look the situation in the face. I knew the worst now, at any rate; and
when the lowest point has been reached things must begin to mend. Still, I
was wofully sensitive regarding anything which might affect my Lady of
the Shroud, or even my opinion of her. I even began to dread Aunt Janet’s
Second-Sight visions or dreams. These had a fatal habit of coming so near
to fact that they always made for a danger of discovery. I had to realize
now that the Lady of the Shroud might indeed be a Vampire—one of that
horrid race that survives death and carries on a life-in-death existence
eternally and only for evil. Indeed, I began to expect that Aunt Janet would
ere long have some prophetic insight to the matter. She had been so
wonderfully correct in her prophetic surmises with regard to both the visits
to my room that it was hardly possible that she could fail to take cognizance
of this last development.
But my dread was not justified; at any rate, I had no reason to suspect that
by any force or exercise of her occult gift she might cause me concern by
the discovery of my secret. Only once did I feel that actual danger in that
respect was close to me. That was when she came early one morning and
rapped at my door. When I called out, “Who is that? What is it?” she said
in an agitated way:

“Thank God, laddie, you are all right! Go to sleep again.”
Later on, when we met at breakfast, she explained that she had had a
nightmare in the grey of the morning. She thought she had seen me in the
crypt of a great church close beside a stone coffin; and, knowing that such
was an ominous subject to dream about, came as soon as she dared to see if
I was all right. Her mind was evidently set on death and burial, for she
went on:
“By the way, Rupert, I am told that the great church on time top of the cliff
across the creek is St. Sava’s, where the great people of the country used to
be buried. I want you to take me there some day. We shall go over it, and
look at the tombs and monuments together. I really think I should be afraid
to go alone, but it will be all right if you are with me.” This was getting
really dangerous, so I turned it aside:
“Really, Aunt Janet, I’m afraid it won’t do. If you go off to weird old
churches, and fill yourself up with a fresh supply of horrors, I don’t know
what will happen. You’ll be dreaming dreadful things about me every night
and neither you nor I shall get any sleep.” It went to my heart to oppose her
in any wish; and also this kind of chaffy opposition might pain her. But I
had no alternative; the matter was too serious to be allowed to proceed.
Should Aunt Janet go to the church, she would surely want to visit the
crypt. Should she do so, and there notice the glass-covered tomb—as she
could not help doing—the Lord only knew what would happen. She had
already Second-Sighted a woman being married to me, and before I myself
knew that I had such a hope. What might she not reveal did she know
where the woman came from? It may have been that her power of Second
Sight had to rest on some basis of knowledge or belief, and that her vision
was but some intuitive perception of my own subjective thought. But
whatever it was it should be stopped—at all hazards.
This whole episode set me thinking introspectively, and led me gradually
but imperatively to self-analysis—not of powers, but of motives. I found
myself before long examining myself as to what were my real intentions. I
thought at first that this intellectual process was an exercise of pure reason;
but soon discarded this as inadequate—even impossible. Reason is a cold

manifestation; this feeling which swayed and dominated me is none other
than passion, which is quick, hot, and insistent.
As for myself, the self-analysis could lead to but one result—the expression
to myself of the reality and definiteness of an already-formed though
unconscious intention. I wished to do the woman good—to serve her in
some way—to secure her some benefit by any means, no matter how
difficult, which might be within my power. I knew that I loved her—loved
her most truly and fervently; there was no need for self-analysis to tell me
that. And, moreover, no self-analysis, or any other mental process that I
knew of, could help my one doubt: whether she was an ordinary woman (or
an extraordinary woman, for the matter of that) in some sore and terrible
straits; or else one who lay under some dreadful condition, only partially
alive, and not mistress of herself or her acts. Whichever her condition
might be, there was in my own feeling a superfluity of affection for her.
The self-analysis taught me one thing, at any rate—that I had for her, to
start with, an infinite pity which had softened towards her my whole being,
and had already mastered merely selfish desire. Out of it I began to find
excuses for her every act. In the doing so I knew now, though perhaps I did
not at the time the process was going on, that my view in its true
inwardness was of her as a living woman—the woman I loved.
In the forming of our ideas there are different methods of work, as though
the analogy with material life holds good. In the building of a house, for
instance, there are many persons employed; men of different trades and
occupations—architect, builder, masons, carpenters, plumbers, and a host of
others—and all these with the officials of each guild or trade. So in the
world of thought and feelings: knowledge and understanding come through
various agents, each competent to its task.
How far pity reacted with love I knew not; I only knew that whatever her
state might be, were she living or dead, I could find in my heart no blame
for the Lady of the Shroud. It could not be that she was dead in the real
conventional way; for, after all, the Dead do not walk the earth in corporal
substance, even if there be spirits which take the corporal form. This
woman was of actual form and weight. How could I doubt that, at all
events—I, who had held her in my arms? Might it not be that she was not
quite dead, and that it had been given to me to restore her to life again? Ah!

that would be, indeed, a privilege well worth the giving my life to
accomplish. That such a thing may be is possible. Surely the old myths
were not absolute inventions; they must have had a basis somewhere in
fact. May not the world-old story of Orpheus and Eurydice have been
based on some deep-lying principle or power of human nature? There is
not one of us but has wished at some time to bring back the dead. Ay, and
who has not felt that in himself or herself was power in the deep love for
our dead to make them quick again, did we but know the secret of how it
was to be done?
For myself, I have seen such mysteries that I am open to conviction
regarding things not yet explained. These have been, of course, amongst
savages or those old-world people who have brought unchecked traditions
and beliefs—ay, and powers too—down the ages from the dim days when
the world was young; when forces were elemental, and Nature’s handiwork
was experimental rather than completed. Some of these wonders may have
been older still than the accepted period of our own period of creation. May
we not have to-day other wonders, different only in method, but not more
susceptible of belief? Obi-ism and Fantee-ism have been exercised in my
own presence, and their results proved by the evidence of my own eyes and
other senses. So, too, have stranger rites, with the same object and the same
success, in the far Pacific Islands. So, too, in India and China, in Thibet
and in the Golden Chersonese. On all and each of these occasions there
was, on my own part, enough belief to set in motion the powers of
understanding; and there were no moral scruples to stand in the way of
realization. Those whose lives are so spent that they achieve the reputation
of not fearing man or God or devil are not deterred in their doing or
thwarted from a set purpose by things which might deter others not so
equipped for adventure. Whatever may be before them—pleasant or
painful, bitter or sweet, arduous or facile, enjoyable or terrible, humorous or
full of awe and horror—they must accept, taking them in the onward course
as a good athlete takes hurdles in his stride. And there must be no
hesitating, no looking back. If the explorer or the adventurer has scruples,
he had better give up that special branch of effort and come himself to a
more level walk in life. Neither must there be regrets. There is no need for
such; savage life has this advantage: it begets a certain toleration not to be
found in conventional existence.
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I had heard long ago that Second Sight is a terrible gift, even to its
possessor. I am now inclined not only to believe, but to understand it. Aunt
Janet has made such a practice of it of late that I go in constant dread of
discovery of my secret. She seems to parallel me all the time, whatever I
may do. It is like a sort of dual existence to her; for she is her dear old self
all the time, and yet some other person with a sort of intellectual kit of
telescope and notebook, which are eternally used on me. I know they are
for me, too—for what she considers my good. But all the same it makes an
embarrassment. Happily Second Sight cannot speak as clearly as it sees, or,
rather, as it understands. For the translation of the vague beliefs which it
inculcates is both nebulous and uncertain—a sort of Delphic oracle which
always says things which no one can make out at the time, but which can be
afterwards read in any one of several ways. This is all right, for in my case
it is a kind of safety; but, then, Aunt Janet is a very clever woman, and
some time she herself may be able to understand. Then she may begin to
put two and two together. When she does that, it will not be long before she
knows more than I do of the facts of the whole affair. And her reading of
them and of the Lady of the Shroud, round whom they circle, may not be
the same as mine. Well, that will be all right too. Aunt Janet loves me—
God knows I have good reason to know that all through these years—and
whatever view she may take, her acts will be all I could wish. But I shall
come in for a good lot of scolding, I am sure. By the way, I ought to think
of that; if Aunt Janet scolds me, it is a pretty good proof that I ought to be
scolded. I wonder if I dare tell her all. No! It is too strange. She is only a
woman, after all: and if she knew I loved . . . I wish I knew her name, and
thought—as I might myself do, only that I resist it—that she is not alive at
all. Well, what she would either think or do beats me. I suppose she would
want to slipper me as she used to do when I was a wee kiddie—in a
different way, of course.
May 3, 1907.
I really could not go on seriously last night. The idea of Aunt Janet giving
me a licking as in the dear old days made me laugh so much that nothing in

the world seemed serious then. Oh, Aunt Janet is all right whatever comes.
That I am sure of, so I needn’t worry over it. A good thing too; there will
be plenty to worry about without that. I shall not check her telling me of
her visions, however; I may learn something from them.
For the last four-and-twenty hours I have, whilst awake, been looking over
Aunt Janet’s books, of which I brought a wheen down here. Gee whizz!
No wonder the old dear is superstitious, when she is filled up to the back
teeth with that sort of stuff! There may be some truth in some of those
yarns; those who wrote them may believe in them, or some of them, at all
events. But as to coherence or logic, or any sort of reasonable or instructive
deduction, they might as well have been written by so many hens! These
occult book-makers seem to gather only a lot of bare, bald facts, which they
put down in the most uninteresting way possible. They go by quantity
only. One story of the kind, well examined and with logical comments,
would be more convincing to a third party than a whole hecatomb of them.
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There is evidently something up in the country. The mountaineers are more
uneasy than they have been as yet. There is constant going to and fro
amongst them, mostly at night and in the grey of the morning. I spend
many hours in my room in the eastern tower, from which I can watch the
woods, and gather from signs the passing to and fro. But with all this
activity no one has said to me a word on the subject. It is undoubtedly a
disappointment to me. I had hoped that the mountaineers had come to trust
me; that gathering at which they wanted to fire their guns for me gave me
strong hopes. But now it is apparent that they do not trust me in full—as
yet, at all events. Well, I must not complain. It is all only right and just.
As yet I have done nothing to prove to them the love and devotion that I
feel to the country. I know that such individuals as I have met trust me, and
I believe like me. But the trust of a nation is different. That has to be won
and tested; he who would win it must justify, and in a way that only
troublous times can allow. No nation will—can—give full meed of honour
to a stranger in times of peace. Why should it? I must not forget that I am
here a stranger in the land, and that to the great mass of people even my

name is unknown. Perhaps they will know me better when Rooke comes
back with that store of arms and ammunition that he has bought, and the
little warship he has got from South America. When they see that I hand
over the whole lot to the nation without a string on them, they may begin to
believe. In the meantime all I can do is to wait. It will all come right in
time, I have no doubt. And if it doesn’t come right, well, we can only die
once!
Is that so? What about my Lady of the Shroud? I must not think of that or
of her in this gallery. Love and war are separate, and may not mix—cannot
mix, if it comes to that. I must be wise in the matter; and if I have got the
hump in any degree whatever, must not show it.
But one thing is certain: something is up, and it must be the Turks. From
what the Vladika said at that meeting they have some intention of an attack
on the Blue Mountains. If that be so, we must be ready; and perhaps I can
help there. The forces must be organized; we must have some method of
communication. In this country, where are neither roads nor railways nor
telegraphs, we must establish a signalling system of some sort. That I can
begin at once. I can make a code, or adapt one that I have used elsewhere
already. I shall rig up a semaphore on the top of the Castle which can be
seen for an enormous distance around. I shall train a number of men to be
facile in signalling. And then, should need come, I may be able to show the
mountaineers that I am fit to live in their hearts . . .
And all this work may prove an anodyne to pain of another kind. It will
help, at any rate, to keep my mind occupied whilst I am waiting for another
visit from my Lady of the Shroud.
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The two weeks that have passed have been busy, and may, as time goes on,
prove eventful. I really think they have placed me in a different position
with the Blue Mountaineers—certainly so far as those in this part of the
country are concerned. They are no longer suspicious of me—which is
much; though they have not yet received me into their confidence. I

suppose this will come in time, but I must not try to hustle them. Already
they are willing, so far as I can see, to use me to their own ends. They
accepted the signalling idea very readily, and are quite willing to drill as
much as I like. This can be (and I think is, in its way) a pleasure to them.
They are born soldiers, every man of them; and practice together is only a
realization of their own wishes and a further development of their powers. I
think I can understand the trend of their thoughts, and what ideas of public
policy lie behind them. In all that we have attempted together as yet they
are themselves in absolute power. It rests with them to carry out any ideas I
may suggest, so they do not fear any assumption of power or governance on
my part. Thus, so long as they keep secret from me both their ideas of high
policy and their immediate intentions, I am powerless to do them ill, and I
may be of service should occasion arise. Well, all told, this is much.
Already they accept me as an individual, not merely one of the mass. I am
pretty sure that they are satisfied of my personal bona fides. It is policy and
not mistrust that hedges me in. Well, policy is a matter of time. They are a
splendid people, but if they knew a little more than they do they would
understand that the wisest of all policies is trust—when it can be given. I
must hold myself in check, and never be betrayed into a harsh thought
towards them. Poor souls! with a thousand years behind them of Turkish
aggression, strenuously attempted by both force and fraud, no wonder they
are suspicious. Likewise every other nation with whom they have ever
come in contact—except one, my own—has deceived or betrayed them.
Anyhow, they are fine soldiers, and before long we shall have an army that
cannot be ignored. If I can get so that they trust me, I shall ask Sir Colin to
come out here. He would be a splendid head for their army. His great
military knowledge and tactical skill would come in well. It makes me
glow to think of what an army he would turn out of this splendid material,
and one especially adapted for the style of fighting which would be
necessary in this country.
If a mere amateur like myself, who has only had experience of organizing
the wildest kind of savages, has been able to advance or compact their
individual style of fighting into systematic effort, a great soldier like
MacKelpie will bring them to perfection as a fighting machine. Our
Highlanders, when they come out, will foregather with them, as
mountaineers always do with each other. Then we shall have a force which

can hold its own against any odds. I only hope that Rooke will be returning
soon. I want to see those Ingis-Malbron rifles either safely stored in the
Castle or, what is better, divided up amongst the mountaineers—a thing
which will be done at the very earliest moment that I can accomplish it. I
have a conviction that when these men have received their arms and
ammunition from me they will understand me better, and not keep any
secrets from me.
All this fortnight when I was not drilling or going about amongst the
mountaineers, and teaching them the code which I have now got perfected,
I was exploring the side of the mountain nearest to here. I could not bear to
be still. It is torture to me to be idle in my present condition of mind
regarding my Lady of the Shroud . . . Strange I do not mind mentioning the
word to myself now. I used to at first; but that bitterness has all gone away.
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I was so restless early this morning that before daylight I was out exploring
on the mountain-side. By chance I came across a secret place just as the
day was breaking. Indeed, it was by the change of light as the first sun-rays
seemed to fall down the mountain-side that my attention was called to an
opening shown by a light behind it. It was, indeed, a secret place—so
secret that I thought at first I should keep it to myself. In such a place as
this either to hide in or to be able to prevent anyone else hiding in might on
occasion be an asset of safety.
When, however, I saw indications rather than traces that someone had
already used it to camp in, I changed my mind, and thought that whenever I
should get an opportunity I would tell the Vladika of it, as he is a man on
whose discretion I can rely. If we ever have a war here or any sort of
invasion, it is just such places that may be dangerous. Even in my own case
it is much too near the Castle to be neglected.
The indications were meagre—only where a fire had been on a little shelf of
rock; and it was not possible, through the results of burning vegetation or
scorched grass, to tell how long before the fire had been alight. I could only

guess. Perhaps the mountaineers might be able to tell or even to guess
better than I could. But I am not so sure of this. I am a mountaineer
myself, and with larger and more varied experience than any of them. For
myself, though I could not be certain, I came to the conclusion that whoever
had used the place had done so not many days before. It could not have
been quite recently; but it may not have been very long ago. Whoever had
used it had covered up his tracks well. Even the ashes had been carefully
removed, and the place where they had lain was cleaned or swept in some
way, so that there was no trace on the spot. I applied some of my West
African experience, and looked on the rough bark of the trees to leeward, to
where the agitated air, however directed, must have come, unless it was
wanted to call attention to the place by the scattered wood-ashes, however
fine. I found traces of it, but they were faint. There had not been rain for
several days; so the dust must have been blown there since the rain had
fallen, for it was still dry.
The place was a tiny gorge, with but one entrance, which was hidden
behind a barren spur of rock—just a sort of long fissure, jagged and
curving, in the rock, like a fault in the stratification. I could just struggle
through it with considerable effort, holding my breath here and there, so as
to reduce my depth of chest. Within it was tree-clad, and full of
possibilities of concealment.
As I came away I marked well its direction and approaches, noting any
guiding mark which might aid in finding it by day or night. I explored
every foot of ground around it—in front, on each side, and above. But from
nowhere could I see an indication of its existence. It was a veritable secret
chamber wrought by the hand of Nature itself. I did not return home till I
was familiar with every detail near and around it. This new knowledge
added distinctly to my sense of security.
Later in the day I tried to find the Vladika or any mountaineer of
importance, for I thought that such a hiding-place which had been used so
recently might be dangerous, and especially at a time when, as I had learned
at the meeting where they did not fire their guns that there may have been
spies about or a traitor in the land.

Even before I came to my own room to-night I had fully made up my mind
to go out early in the morning and find some proper person to whom to
impart the information, so that a watch might be kept on the place. It is
now getting on for midnight, and when I have had my usual last look at the
garden I shall turn in. Aunt Janet was uneasy all day, and especially so this
evening. I think it must have been my absence at the usual breakfast-hour
which got on her nerves; and that unsatisfied mental or psychical irritation
increased as the day wore on.
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The clock on the mantelpiece in my room, which chimes on the notes of the
clock at St. James’s Palace, was striking midnight when I opened the glass
door on the terrace. I had put out my lights before I drew the curtain, as I
wished to see the full effect of the moonlight. Now that the rainy season is
over, the moon is quite as beautiful as it was in the wet, and a great deal
more comfortable. I was in evening dress, with a smoking-jacket in lieu of
a coat, and I felt the air mild and mellow on the warm side, as I stood on the
terrace.
But even in that bright moonlight the further corners of the great garden
were full of mysterious shadows. I peered into them as well as I could—
and my eyes are pretty good naturally, and are well trained. There was not
the least movement. The air was as still as death, the foliage as still as
though wrought in stone.
I looked for quite a long time in the hope of seeing something of my Lady.
The quarters chimed several times, but I stood on unheeding. At last I
thought I saw far off in the very corner of the old defending wall a flicker of
white. It was but momentary, and could hardly have accounted in itself for
the way my heart beat. I controlled myself, and stood as though I, too, were
a graven image. I was rewarded by seeing presently another gleam of
white. And then an unspeakable rapture stole over me as I realized that my
Lady was coming as she had come before. I would have hurried out to
meet her, but that I knew well that this would not be in accord with her
wishes. So, thinking to please her, I drew back into the room. I was glad I

had done so when, from the dark corner where I stood, I saw her steal up
the marble steps and stand timidly looking in at the door. Then, after a long
pause, came a whisper as faint and sweet as the music of a distant Æolian
harp:
“Are you there? May I come in? Answer me! I am lonely and in fear!”
For answer I emerged from my dim corner so swiftly that she was startled.
I could hear from the quivering intake of her breath that she was striving—
happily with success—to suppress a shriek.
“Come in,” I said quietly. “I was waiting for you, for I felt that you would
come. I only came in from the terrace when I saw you coming, lest you
might fear that anyone might see us. That is not possible, but I thought you
wished that I should be careful.”
“I did—I do,” she answered in a low, sweet voice, but very firmly. “But
never avoid precaution. There is nothing that may not happen here. There
may be eyes where we least expect—or suspect them.” As she spoke the
last words solemnly and in a low whisper, she was entering the room. I
closed the glass door and bolted it, rolled back the steel grille, and pulled
the heavy curtain. Then, when I had lit a candle, I went over and put a light
to the fire. In a few seconds the dry wood had caught, and the flames were
beginning to rise and crackle. She had not objected to my closing the
window and drawing the curtain; neither did she make any comment on my
lighting the fire. She simply acquiesced in it, as though it was now a matter
of course. When I made the pile of cushions before it as on the occasion of
her last visit, she sank down on them, and held out her white, trembling
hands to the warmth.
She was different to-night from what she had been on either of the two
former visits. From her present bearing I arrived at some gauge of her selfconcern, her self-respect. Now that she was dry, and not overmastered by
wet and cold, a sweet and gracious dignity seemed to shine from her,
enwrapping her, as it were, with a luminous veil. It was not that she was by
this made or shown as cold or distant, or in any way harsh or forbidding.
On the contrary, protected by this dignity, she seemed much more sweet and
genial than before. It was as though she felt that she could afford to stoop
now that her loftiness was realized—that her position was recognized and

secure. If her inherent dignity made an impenetrable nimbus round her, this
was against others; she herself was not bound by it, or to be bound. So
marked was this, so entirely and sweetly womanly did she appear, that I
caught myself wondering in flashes of thought, which came as sharp
periods of doubting judgment between spells of unconscious fascination,
how I had ever come to think she was aught but perfect woman. As she
rested, half sitting and half lying on the pile of cushions, she was all grace,
and beauty, and charm, and sweetness—the veritable perfect woman of the
dreams of a man, be he young or old. To have such a woman sit by his
hearth and hold her holy of holies in his heart might well be a rapture to any
man. Even an hour of such entrancing joy might be well won by a lifetime
of pain, by the balance of a long life sacrificed, by the extinction of life
itself. Quick behind the record of such thoughts came the answer to the
doubt they challenged: if it should turn out that she was not living at all, but
one of the doomed and pitiful Un-Dead, then so much more on account of
her very sweetness and beauty would be the winning of her back to Life and
Heaven—even were it that she might find happiness in the heart and in the
arms of another man.
Once, when I leaned over the hearth to put fresh logs on the fire, my face
was so close to hers that I felt her breath on my cheek. It thrilled me to feel
even the suggestion of that ineffable contact. Her breath was sweet—sweet
as the breath of a calf, sweet as the whiff of a summer breeze across beds of
mignonette. How could anyone believe for a moment that such sweet
breath could come from the lips of the dead—the dead in esse or in posse—
that corruption could send forth fragrance so sweet and pure? It was with
satisfied happiness that, as I looked at her from my stool, I saw the dancing
of the flames from the beech-logs reflected in her glorious black eyes, and
the stars that were hidden in them shine out with new colours and new
lustre as they gleamed, rising and falling like hopes and fears. As the light
leaped, so did smiles of quiet happiness flit over her beautiful face, the
merriment of the joyous flames being reflected in ever-changing dimples.
At first I was a little disconcerted whenever my eyes took note of her
shroud, and there came a momentary regret that the weather had not been
again bad, so that there might have been compulsion for her putting on
another garment—anything lacking the loathsomeness of that pitiful
wrapping. Little by little, however, this feeling disappeared, and I found no

matter for even dissatisfaction in her wrapping. Indeed, my thoughts found
inward voice before the subject was dismissed from my mind:
“One becomes accustomed to anything—even a shroud!” But the thought
was followed by a submerging wave of pity that she should have had such a
dreadful experience.
By-and-by we seemed both to forget everything—I know I did—except that
we were man and woman, and close together. The strangeness of the
situation and the circumstances did not seem of moment—not worth even a
passing thought. We still sat apart and said little, if anything. I cannot
recall a single word that either of us spoke whilst we sat before the fire, but
other language than speech came into play; the eyes told their own story, as
eyes can do, and more eloquently than lips whilst exercising their function
of speech. Question and answer followed each other in this satisfying
language, and with an unspeakable rapture I began to realize that my
affection was returned. Under these circumstances it was unrealizable that
there should be any incongruity in the whole affair. I was not myself in the
mood of questioning. I was diffident with that diffidence which comes
alone from true love, as though it were a necessary emanation from that
delightful and overwhelming and commanding passion. In her presence
there seemed to surge up within me that which forbade speech. Speech
under present conditions would have seemed to me unnecessary, imperfect,
and even vulgarly overt. She, too, was silent. But now that I am alone, and
memory is alone with me, I am convinced that she also had been happy.
No, not that exactly. “Happiness” is not the word to describe either her
feeling or my own. Happiness is more active, a more conscious
enjoyment. We had been content. That expresses our condition perfectly;
and now that I can analyze my own feeling, and understand what the word
implies, I am satisfied of its accuracy. “Content” has both a positive and
negative meaning or antecedent condition. It implies an absence of
disturbing conditions as well as of wants; also it implies something positive
which has been won or achieved, or which has accrued. In our state of
mind—for though it may be presumption on my part, I am satisfied that our
ideas were mutual—it meant that we had reached an understanding whence
all that might come must be for good. God grant that it may be so!

As we sat silent, looking into each other’s eyes, and whilst the stars in hers
were now full of latent fire, perhaps from the reflection of the flames, she
suddenly sprang to her feet, instinctively drawing the horrible shroud round
her as she rose to her full height in a voice full of lingering emotion, as of
one who is acting under spiritual compulsion rather than personal will, she
said in a whisper:
“I must go at once. I feel the morning drawing nigh. I must be in my place
when the light of day comes.”
She was so earnest that I felt I must not oppose her wish; so I, too, sprang to
my feet and ran towards the window. I pulled the curtain aside sufficiently
far for me to press back the grille and reach the glass door, the latch of
which I opened. I passed behind the curtain again, and held the edge of it
back so that she could go through. For an instant she stopped as she broke
the long silence:
“You are a true gentleman, and my friend. You understand all I wish. Out
of the depth of my heart I thank you.” She held out her beautiful high-bred
hand. I took it in both mine as I fell on my knees, and raised it to my lips.
Its touch made me quiver. She, too, trembled as she looked down at me
with a glance which seemed to search my very soul. The stars in her eyes,
now that the firelight was no longer on them, had gone back to their own
mysterious silver. Then she drew her hand from mine very, very gently, as
though it would fain linger; and she passed out behind the curtain with a
gentle, sweet, dignified little bow which left me on my knees.
When I heard the glass door pulled-to gently behind her, I rose from my
knees and hurried without the curtain, just in time to watch her pass down
the steps. I wanted to see her as long as I could. The grey of morning was
just beginning to war with the night gloom, and by the faint uncertain light I
could see dimly the white figure flit between shrub and statue till finally it
merged in the far darkness.
I stood for a long time on the terrace, sometimes looking into the darkness
in front of me, in case I might be blessed with another glimpse of her;
sometimes with my eyes closed, so that I might recall and hold in my mind
her passage down the steps. For the first time since I had met her she had
thrown back at me a glance as she stepped on the white path below the

terrace. With the glamour over me of that look, which was all love and
enticement, I could have dared all the powers that be.
When the grey dawn was becoming apparent through the lightening of the
sky I returned to my room. In a dazed condition—half hypnotized by love
—I went to bed, and in dreams continued to think, all happily, of my Lady
of the Shroud.

RUPERT’S JOURNAL—Continued.
May 27, 1907.
A whole week has gone since I saw my Love! There it is; no doubt
whatever is left in my mind about it now! Since I saw her my passion has
grown and grown by leaps and bounds, as novelists put it. It has now
become so vast as to overwhelm me, to wipe out all thought of doubt or
difficulty. I suppose it must be what men suffered—suffering need not
mean pain—under enchantments in old times. I am but as a straw whirled
in the resistless eddies of a whirlpool. I feel that I must see her again, even
if it be but in her tomb in the crypt. I must, I suppose, prepare myself for
the venture, for many things have to be thought of. The visit must not be at
night, for in such case I might miss her, did she come to me again here . . .
The morning came and went, but my wish and intention still remained; and
so in the full tide of noon, with the sun in all its fiery force, I set out for the
old church of St. Sava. I carried with me a lantern with powerful lens. I
had wrapped it up secretly, for I had a feeling that I should not like anyone
to know that I had such a thing with me.
On this occasion I had no misgivings. On the former visit I had for a
moment been overwhelmed at the unexpected sight of the body of the
woman I thought I loved—I knew it now—lying in her tomb. But now I
knew all, and it was to see this woman, though in her tomb, that I came.
When I had lit my lantern, which I did as soon as I had pushed open the
great door, which was once again unlocked, I turned my steps to the steps of
the crypt, which lay behind the richly carven wood screen. This I could see,
with the better light, was a noble piece of work of priceless beauty and
worth. I tried to keep my heart in full courage with thoughts of my Lady,

and of the sweetness and dignity of our last meeting; but, despite all, it sank
down, down, and turned to water as I passed with uncertain feet down the
narrow, tortuous steps. My concern, I am now convinced, was not for
myself, but that she whom I adored should have to endure such a fearful
place. As anodyne to my own pain I thought what it would be, and how I
should feel, when I should have won for her a way out of that horror, at any
rate. This thought reassured me somewhat, and restored my courage. It
was in something of the same fashion which has hitherto carried me out of
tight places as well as into them that at last I pushed open the low, narrow
door at the foot of the rock-hewn staircase and entered the crypt.
Without delay I made my way to the glass-covered tomb set beneath the
hanging chain. I could see by the flashing of the light around me that my
hand which held the lantern trembled. With a great effort I steadied myself,
and raising the lantern, turned its light down into the sarcophagus.
Once again the fallen lantern rang on the tingling glass, and I stood alone in
the darkness, for an instant almost paralyzed with surprised disappointment.
The tomb was empty! Even the trappings of the dead had been removed.
I knew not what happened till I found myself groping my way up the
winding stair. Here, in comparison with the solid darkness of the crypt, it
seemed almost light. The dim expanse of the church sent a few straggling
rays down the vaulted steps, and as I could see, be it never so dimly, I felt I
was not in absolute darkness. With the light came a sense of power and
fresh courage, and I groped my way back into the crypt again. There, by
now and again lighting matches, I found my way to the tomb and recovered
my lantern. Then I took my way slowly—for I wished to prove, if not my
own courage, at least such vestiges of self-respect as the venture had left me
—through the church, where I extinguished my lantern, and out through the
great door into the open sunlight. I seemed to have heard, both in the
darkness of the crypt and through the dimness of the church, mysterious
sounds as of whispers and suppressed breathing; but the memory of these
did not count for much when once I was free. I was only satisfied of my
own consciousness and identity when I found myself on the broad rock
terrace in front of the church, with the fierce sunlight beating on my

upturned face, and, looking downward, saw far below me the rippled blue
of the open sea.

RUPERT’S JOURNAL—Continued.
June 3, 1907.
Another week has elapsed—a week full of movement of many kinds and in
many ways—but as yet I have had no tale or tidings of my Lady of the
Shroud. I have not had an opportunity of going again in daylight to St.
Sava’s as I should have liked to have done. I felt that I must not go at
night. The night is her time of freedom, and it must be kept for her—or else
I may miss her, or perhaps never see her again.
The days have been full of national movement. The mountaineers have
evidently been organizing themselves, for some reason which I cannot quite
understand, and which they have hesitated to make known to me. I have
taken care not to manifest any curiosity, whatever I may have felt. This
would certainly arouse suspicion, and might ultimately cause disaster to my
hopes of aiding the nation in their struggle to preserve their freedom.
These fierce mountaineers are strangely—almost unduly—suspicious, and
the only way to win their confidence is to begin the trusting. A young
American attaché of the Embassy at Vienna, who had made a journey
through the Land of the Blue Mountains, once put it to me in this form:
“Keep your head shut, and they’ll open theirs. If you don’t, they’ll open it
for you—down to the chine!”
It was quite apparent to me that they were completing some fresh
arrangements for signalling with a code of their own. This was natural
enough, and in no way inconsistent with the measure of friendliness already
shown to me. Where there are neither telegraphs, railways, nor roads, any
effective form of communication must—can only be purely personal. And
so, if they wish to keep any secret amongst themselves, they must preserve
the secret of their code. I should have dearly liked to learn their new code
and their manner of using it, but as I want to be a helpful friend to them—
and as this implies not only trust, but the appearance of it—I had to school
myself to patience.

This attitude so far won their confidence that before we parted at our last
meeting, after most solemn vows of faith and secrecy, they took me into the
secret. This was, however, only to the extent of teaching me the code and
method; they still withheld from me rigidly the fact or political secret, or
whatever it was that was the mainspring of their united action.
When I got home I wrote down, whilst it was fresh in my memory, all they
told me. This script I studied until I had it so thoroughly by heart that I
could not forget it. Then I burned the paper. However, there is now one
gain at least: with my semaphore I can send through the Blue Mountains
from side to side, with expedition, secrecy, and exactness, a message
comprehensible to all.

RUPERT’S JOURNAL—Continued.
June 6, 1907.
Last night I had a new experience of my Lady of the Shroud—in so far as
form was concerned, at any rate. I was in bed, and just falling asleep, when
I heard a queer kind of scratching at the glass door of the terrace. I listened
acutely, my heart beating hard. The sound seemed to come from low down,
close to the floor. I jumped out of bed, ran to the window, and, pulling
aside the heavy curtains, looked out.
The garden looked, as usual, ghostly in the moonlight, but there was not the
faintest sign of movement anywhere, and no one was on or near the terrace.
I looked eagerly down to where the sound had seemed to come from.
There, just inside the glass door, as though it had been pushed under the
door, lay a paper closely folded in several laps. I picked it up and opened
it. I was all in a tumult, for my heart told me whence it came. Inside was
written in English, in a large, sprawling hand, such as might be from an
English child of seven or eight:
“Meet me at the Flagstaff on the Rock!”
I knew the place, of course. On the farthermost point of the rock on which
the Castle stands is set a high flagstaff, whereon in old time the banner of
the Vissarion family flew. At some far-off time, when the Castle had been

liable to attack, this point had been strongly fortified. Indeed, in the days
when the bow was a martial weapon it must have been quite impregnable.
A covered gallery, with loopholes for arrows, had been cut in the solid rock,
running right round the point, quite surrounding the flagstaff and the great
boss of rock on whose centre it was reared. A narrow drawbridge of
immense strength had connected—in peaceful times, and still remained—
the outer point of rock with an entrance formed in the outer wall, and
guarded with flanking towers and a portcullis. Its use was manifestly to
guard against surprise. From this point only could be seen the line of the
rocks all round the point. Thus, any secret attack by boats could be made
impossible.
Having hurriedly dressed myself, and taking with me both hunting-knife
and revolver, I went out on the terrace, taking the precaution, unusual to me,
of drawing the grille behind me and locking it. Matters around the Castle
are in far too disturbed a condition to allow the taking of any foolish
chances, either in the way of being unarmed or of leaving the private
entrance to the Castle open. I found my way through the rocky passage,
and climbed by the Jacob’s ladder fixed on the rock—a device of
convenience in time of peace—to the foot of the flagstaff.
I was all on fire with expectation, and the time of going seemed exceeding
long; so I was additionally disappointed by the contrast when I did not see
my Lady there when I arrived. However, my heart beat freely again—
perhaps more freely than ever—when I saw her crouching in the shadow of
the Castle wall. From where she was she could not be seen from any point
save that alone which I occupied; even from there it was only her white
shroud that was conspicuous through the deep gloom of the shadow. The
moonlight was so bright that the shadows were almost unnaturally black.
I rushed over towards her, and when close was about to say impulsively,
“Why did you leave your tomb?” when it suddenly struck me that the
question would be malapropos and embarrassing in many ways. So, better
judgment prevailing, I said instead:
“It has been so long since I saw you! It has seemed an eternity to me!” Her
answer came as quickly as even I could have wished; she spoke impulsively
and without thought:

“It has been long to me too! Oh, so long! so long! I have asked you to
come out here because I wanted to see you so much that I could not wait
any longer. I have been heart-hungry for a sight of you!”
Her words, her eager attitude, the ineffable something which conveys the
messages of the heart, the longing expression in her eyes as the full
moonlight fell on her face, showing the stars as living gold—for in her
eagerness she had stepped out towards me from the shadow—all set me on
fire. Without a thought or a word—for it was Nature speaking in the
language of Love, which is a silent tongue—I stepped towards her and took
her in my arms. She yielded with that sweet unconsciousness which is the
perfection of Love, as if it was in obedience to some command uttered
before the beginning of the world. Probably without any conscious effort
on either side—I know there was none on mine—our mouths met in the
first kiss of love.
At the time nothing in the meeting struck me as out of the common. But
later in the night, when I was alone and in darkness, whenever I thought of
it all—its strangeness and its stranger rapture—I could not but be sensible
of the bizarre conditions for a love meeting. The place lonely, the time
night, the man young and strong, and full of life and hope and ambition; the
woman, beautiful and ardent though she was, a woman seemingly dead,
clothed in the shroud in which she had been wrapped when lying in her
tomb in the crypt of the old church.
Whilst we were together, anyhow, there was little thought of the kind; no
reasoning of any kind on my part. Love has its own laws and its own logic.
Under the flagstaff, where the Vissarion banner was wont to flap in the
breeze, she was in my arms; her sweet breath was on my face; her heart was
beating against my own. What need was there for reason at all? Inter arma
silent leges—the voice of reason is silent in the stress of passion. Dead she
may be, or Un-dead—a Vampire with one foot in Hell and one on earth.
But I love her; and come what may, here or hereafter, she is mine. As my
mate, we shall fare along together, whatsoever the end may be, or
wheresoever our path may lead. If she is indeed to be won from the
nethermost Hell, then be mine the task!

But to go back to the record. When I had once started speaking to her in
words of passion I could not stop. I did not want to—if I could; and she did
not appear to wish it either. Can there be a woman—alive or dead—who
would not want to hear the rapture of her lover expressed to her whilst she
is enclosed in his arms?
There was no attempt at reticence on my part now; I took it for granted that
she knew all that I surmised, and, as she made neither protest nor comment,
that she accepted my belief as to her indeterminate existence. Sometimes
her eyes would be closed, but even then the rapture of her face was almost
beyond belief. Then, when the beautiful eyes would open and gaze on me,
the stars that were in them would shine and scintillate as though they were
formed of living fire. She said little, very little; but though the words were
few, every syllable was fraught with love, and went straight to the very core
of my heart.
By-and-by, when our transport had calmed to joy, I asked when I might next
see her, and how and where I might find her when I should want to. She
did not reply directly, but, holding me close in her arms, whispered in my
ear with that breathless softness which is a lover’s rapture of speech:
“I have come here under terrible difficulties, not only because I love you—
and that would be enough—but because, as well as the joy of seeing you, I
wanted to warn you.”
“To warn me! Why?” I queried. Her reply came with a bashful hesitation,
with something of a struggle in it, as of one who for some ulterior reason
had to pick her words:
“There are difficulties and dangers ahead of you. You are beset with them;
and they are all the greater because they are, of grim necessity, hidden from
you. You cannot go anywhere, look in any direction, do anything, say
anything, but it may be a signal for danger. My dear, it lurks everywhere—
in the light as well as in the darkness; in the open as well as in the secret
places; from friends as well as foes; when you are least prepared; when you
may least expect it. Oh, I know it, and what it is to endure; for I share it for
you—for your dear sake!”

“My darling!” was all I could say, as I drew her again closer to me and
kissed her. After a bit she was calmer; seeing this, I came back to the
subject that she had—in part, at all events—come to me to speak about:
“But if difficulty and danger hedge me in so everlastingly, and if I am to
have no indication whatever of its kind or purpose, what can I do? God
knows I would willingly guard myself—not on my own account, but for
your dear sake. I have now a cause to live and be strong, and to keep all my
faculties, since it may mean much to you. If you may not tell me details,
may you not indicate to me some line of conduct, of action, that would be
most in accord with your wishes—or, rather, with your idea of what would
be best?”
She looked at me fixedly before speaking—a long, purposeful, loving look
which no man born of woman could misunderstand. Then she spoke
slowly, deliberately, emphatically:
“Be bold, and fear not. Be true to yourself, to me—it is the same thing.
These are the best guards you can use. Your safety does not rest with me.
Ah, I wish it did! I wish to God it did!” In my inner heart it thrilled me not
merely to hear the expression of her wish, but to hear her use the name of
God as she did. I understand now, in the calm of this place and with the
sunlight before me, that my belief as to her being all woman—living
woman—was not quite dead: but though at the moment my heart did not
recognize the doubt, my brain did. And I made up my mind that we should
not part this time until she knew that I had seen her, and where; but, despite
my own thoughts, my outer ears listened greedily as she went on.
“As for me, you may not find me, but I shall find you, be sure! And now
we must say ‘Good-night,’ my dear, my dear! Tell me once again that you
love me, for it is a sweetness that one does not wish to forego—even one
who wears such a garment as this—and rests where I must rest.” As she
spoke she held up part of her cerements for me to see. What could I do but
take her once again in my arms and hold her close, close. God knows it
was all in love; but it was passionate love which surged through my every
vein as I strained her dear body to mine. But yet this embrace was not
selfish; it was not all an expression of my own passion. It was based on
pity—the pity which is twin-born with true love. Breathless from our

kisses, when presently we released each other, she stood in a glorious
rapture, like a white spirit in the moonlight, and as her lovely, starlit eyes
seemed to devour me, she spoke in a languorous ecstasy:
“Oh, how you love me! how you love me! It is worth all I have gone
through for this, even to wearing this terrible drapery.” And again she
pointed to her shroud.
Here was my chance to speak of what I knew, and I took it. “I know, I
know. Moreover, I know that awful resting-place.”
I was interrupted, cut short in the midst of my sentence, not by any word,
but by the frightened look in her eyes and the fear-mastered way in which
she shrank away from me. I suppose in reality she could not be paler than
she looked when the colour-absorbing moonlight fell on her; but on the
instant all semblance of living seemed to shrink and fall away, and she
looked with eyes of dread as if in I some awful way held in thrall. But for
the movement of the pitiful glance, she would have seemed of soulless
marble, so deadly cold did she look.
The moments that dragged themselves out whilst I waited for her to speak
seemed endless. At length her words came in an awed whisper, so faint that
even in that stilly night I could hardly hear it:
“You know—you know my resting-place! How—when was that?” There
was nothing to do now but to speak out the truth:
“I was in the crypt of St. Sava. It was all by accident. I was exploring all
around the Castle, and I went there in my course. I found the winding stair
in the rock behind the screen, and went down. Dear, I loved you well
before that awful moment, but then, even as the lantern fell tingling on the
glass, my love multiplied itself, with pity as a factor.” She was silent for a
few seconds. When she spoke, there was a new tone in her voice:
“But were you not shocked?”
“Of course I was,” I answered on the spur of the moment, and I now think
wisely. “Shocked is hardly the word. I was horrified beyond anything that
words can convey that you—you should have to so endure! I did not like to

return, for I feared lest my doing so might set some barrier between us. But
in due time I did return on another day.”
“Well?” Her voice was like sweet music.
“I had another shock that time, worse than before, for you were not there.
Then indeed it was that I knew to myself how dear you were—how dear
you are to me. Whilst I live, you—living or dead—shall always be in my
heart.” She breathed hard. The elation in her eyes made them outshine the
moonlight, but she said no word. I went on:
“My dear, I had come into the crypt full of courage and hope, though I
knew what dreadful sight should sear my eyes once again. But we little
know what may be in store for us, no matter what we expect. I went out
with a heart like water from that dreadful desolation.”
“Oh, how you love me, dear!” Cheered by her words, and even more by
her tone, I went on with renewed courage. There was no halting, no
faltering in my intention now:
“You and I, my dear, were ordained for each other. I cannot help it that you
had already suffered before I knew you. It may be that there may be for
you still suffering that I may not prevent, endurance that I may not shorten;
but what a man can do is yours. Not Hell itself will stop me, if it be
possible that I may win through its torments with you in my arms!”

“Will nothing stop you, then?” Her question was breathed as softly as the
strain of an Æolian harp.
“Nothing!” I said, and I heard my own teeth snap together. There was
something speaking within me stronger than I had ever known myself to
be. Again came a query, trembling, quavering, quivering, as though the
issue was of more than life or death:
“Not this?” She held up a corner of the shroud, and as she saw my face and
realized the answer before I spoke, went on: “With all it implies?”
“Not if it were wrought of the cerecloths of the damned!” There was a long
pause. Her voice was more resolute when she spoke again. It rang.
Moreover, there was in it a joyous note, as of one who feels new hope:
“But do you know what men say? Some of them, that I am dead and
buried; others, that I am not only dead and buried, but that I am one of those
unhappy beings that may not die the common death of man. Who live on a
fearful life-in-death, whereby they are harmful to all. Those unhappy Undead whom men call Vampires—who live on the blood of the living, and
bring eternal damnation as well as death with the poison of their dreadful
kisses!
“I know what men say sometimes,” I answered. “But I know also what my
own heart says; and I rather choose to obey its calling than all the voices of
the living or the dead. Come what may, I am pledged to you. If it be that
your old life has to be rewon for you out of the very jaws of Death and Hell,
I shall keep the faith I have pledged, and that here I pledge again!” As I
finished speaking I sank on my knees at her feet, and, putting my arms
round her, drew her close to me. Her tears rained down on my face as she
stroked my hair with her soft, strong hand and whispered to me:
“This is indeed to be one. What more holy marriage can God give to any of
His creatures?” We were both silent for a time.
I think I was the first to recover my senses. That I did so was manifest by
my asking her: “When may we meet again?”—a thing I had never
remembered doing at any of our former partings. She answered with a

rising and falling of the voice that was just above a whisper, as soft and
cooing as the voice of a pigeon:
“That will be soon—as soon as I can manage it, be sure. My dear, my
dear!” The last four words of endearment she spoke in a low but prolonged
and piercing tone which made me thrill with delight.
“Give me some token,” I said, “that I may have always close to me to ease
my aching heart till we meet again, and ever after, for love’s sake!” Her
mind seemed to leap to understanding, and with a purpose all her own.
Stooping for an instant, she tore off with swift, strong fingers a fragment of
her shroud. This, having kissed it, she handed to me, whispering:
“It is time that we part. You must leave me now. Take this, and keep it for
ever. I shall be less unhappy in my terrible loneliness whilst it lasts if I
know that this my gift, which for good or ill is a part of me as you know
me, is close to you. It may be, my very dear, that some day you may be
glad and even proud of this hour, as I am.” She kissed me as I took it.
“For life or death, I care not which, so long as I am with you!” I said, as I
moved off. Descending the Jacob’s ladder, I made my way down the rockhewn passage.
The last thing I saw was the beautiful face of my Lady of the Shroud as she
leaned over the edge of the opening. Her eyes were like glowing stars as
her looks followed me. That look shall never fade from my memory.
After a few agitating moments of thought I half mechanically took my way
down to the garden. Opening the grille, I entered my lonely room, which
looked all the more lonely for the memory of the rapturous moments under
the Flagstaff. I went to bed as one in a dream. There I lay till sunrise—
awake and thinking.

BOOK V: A RITUAL AT MIDNIGHT
RUPERT’S JOURNAL—Continued.
June 20, 1907.
The time has gone as quickly as work can effect since I saw my Lady. As I
told the mountaineers, Rooke, whom I had sent on the service, had made a
contract for fifty thousand Ingis-Malbron rifles, and as many tons of
ammunition as the French experts calculated to be a full supply for a year of
warfare. I heard from him by our secret telegraph code that the order had
been completed, and that the goods were already on the way. The morning
after the meeting at the Flagstaff I had word that at night the vessel—one
chartered by Rooke for the purpose—would arrive at Vissarion during the
night. We were all expectation. I had always now in the Castle a signalling
party, the signals being renewed as fast as the men were sufficiently expert
to proceed with their practice alone or in groups. We hoped that every
fighting-man in the country would in time become an expert signaller.
Beyond these, again, we have always a few priests. The Church of the
country is a militant Church; its priests are soldiers, its Bishops
commanders. But they all serve wherever the battle most needs them.
Naturally they, as men of brains, are quicker at learning than the average
mountaineers; with the result that they learnt the code and the signalling
almost by instinct. We have now at least one such expert in each
community of them, and shortly the priests alone will be able to signal, if
need be, for the nation; thus releasing for active service the merely fightingman. The men at present with me I took into confidence as to the vessel’s
arrival, and we were all ready for work when the man on the lookout at the
Flagstaff sent word that a vessel without lights was creeping in towards
shore. We all assembled on the rocky edge of the creek, and saw her steal
up the creek and gain the shelter of the harbour. When this had been
effected, we ran out the boom which protects the opening, and after that the

great armoured sliding-gates which Uncle Roger had himself had made so
as to protect the harbour in case of need.
We then came within and assisted in warping the steamer to the side of the
dock.
Rooke looked fit, and was full of fire and vigour. His responsibility and the
mere thought of warlike action seemed to have renewed his youth.
When we had arranged for the unloading of the cases of arms and
ammunition, I took Rooke into the room which we call my “office,” where
he gave me an account of his doings. He had not only secured the rifles and
the ammunition for them, but he had purchased from one of the small
American Republics an armoured yacht which had been especially built for
war service. He grew quite enthusiastic, even excited, as he told me of her:
“She is the last word in naval construction—a torpedo yacht. A small
cruiser, with turbines up to date, oil-fuelled, and fully armed with the latest
and most perfect weapons and explosives of all kinds. The fastest boat
afloat to-day. Built by Thorneycroft, engined by Parsons, armoured by
Armstrong, armed by Crupp. If she ever comes into action, it will be bad
for her opponent, for she need not fear to tackle anything less than a
Dreadnought.”
He also told me that from the same Government, whose nation had just
established an unlooked-for peace, he had also purchased a whole park of
artillery of the very latest patterns, and that for range and accuracy the guns
were held to be supreme. These would follow before long, and with them
their proper ammunition, with a shipload of the same to follow shortly after.
When he had told me all the rest of his news, and handed me the accounts,
we went out to the dock to see the debarkation of the war material.
Knowing that it was arriving, I had sent word in the afternoon to the
mountaineers to tell them to come and remove it. They had answered the
call, and it really seemed to me that the whole of the land must that night
have been in motion.
They came as individuals, grouping themselves as they came within the
defences of the Castle; some had gathered at fixed points on the way. They
went secretly and in silence, stealing through the forests like ghosts, each

party when it grouped taking the place of that which had gone on one of the
routes radiating round Vissarion. Their coming and going was more than
ghostly. It was, indeed, the outward manifestation of an inward spirit—a
whole nation dominated by one common purpose.
The men in the steamer were nearly all engineers, mostly British, well
conducted, and to be depended upon. Rooke had picked them separately,
and in the doing had used well his great experience of both men and
adventurous life. These men were to form part of the armoured yacht’s
crew when she should come into the Mediterranean waters. They and the
priests and fighting-men in the Castle worked well together, and with a zeal
that was beyond praise. The heavy cases seemed almost of their own
accord to leave the holds, so fast came the procession of them along the
gangways from deck to dock-wall. It was a part of my design that the arms
should be placed in centres ready for local distribution. In such a country as
this, without railways or even roads, the distribution of war material in any
quantity is a great labour, for it has to be done individually, or at least from
centres.
But of this work the great number of mountaineers who were arriving made
little account. As fast as the ship’s company, with the assistance of the
priests and fighting-men, placed the cases on the quay, the engineers opened
them and laid the contents ready for portage. The mountaineers seemed to
come in a continuous stream; each in turn shouldered his burden and passed
out, the captain of his section giving him as he passed his instruction where
to go and in what route. The method had been already prepared in my
office ready for such a distribution when the arms should arrive, and
descriptions and quantities had been noted by the captains. The whole
affair was treated by all as a matter of the utmost secrecy. Hardly a word
was spoken beyond the necessary directions, and these were given in
whispers. All night long the stream of men went and came, and towards
dawn the bulk of the imported material was lessened by half. On the
following night the remainder was removed, after my own men had stored
in the Castle the rifles and ammunition reserved for its defence if
necessary. It was advisable to keep a reserve supply in case it should ever
be required. The following night Rooke went away secretly in the chartered
vessel. He had to bring back with him the purchased cannon and heavy
ammunition, which had been in the meantime stored on one of the Greek

islands. The second morning, having had secret word that the steamer was
on the way, I had given the signal for the assembling of the mountaineers.
A little after dark the vessel, showing no light, stole into the creek. The
barrier gates were once again closed, and when a sufficient number of men
had arrived to handle the guns, we began to unload. The actual deportation
was easy enough, for the dock had all necessary appliances quite up to date,
including a pair of shears for gun-lifting which could be raised into position
in a very short time.
The guns were well furnished with tackle of all sorts, and before many
hours had passed a little procession of them disappeared into the woods in
ghostly silence. A number of men surrounded each, and they moved as
well as if properly supplied with horses.
In the meantime, and for a week after the arrival of the guns, the drilling
went on without pause. The gun-drill was wonderful. In the arduous work
necessary for it the great strength and stamina of the mountaineers showed
out wonderfully. They did not seem to know fatigue any more than they
knew fear.
For a week this went on, till a perfect discipline and management was
obtained. They did not practise the shooting, for this would have made
secrecy impossible. It was reported all along the Turkish frontier that the
Sultan’s troops were being massed, and though this was not on a war
footing, the movement was more or less dangerous. The reports of our own
spies, although vague as to the purpose and extent of the movement, were
definite as to something being on foot. And Turkey does not do something
without a purpose that bodes ill to someone. Certainly the sound of cannon,
which is a far-reaching sound, would have given them warning of our
preparations, and would so have sadly minimized their effectiveness.
When the cannon had all been disposed of—except, of course, those
destined for defence of the Castle or to be stored there—Rooke went away
with the ship and crew. The ship he was to return to the owners; the men
would be shipped on the war-yacht, of whose crew they would form a part.
The rest of them had been carefully selected by Rooke himself, and were
kept in secrecy at Cattaro, ready for service the moment required. They
were all good men, and quite capable of whatever work they might be set

to. So Rooke told me, and he ought to know. The experience of his young
days as a private made him an expert in such a job.

RUPERT’S JOURNAL—Continued.
June 24, 1907.
Last night I got from my Lady a similar message to the last, and delivered
in a similar way. This time, however, our meeting was to be on the leads of
the Keep.
I dressed myself very carefully before going on this adventure, lest by any
chance of household concern, any of the servants should see me; for if this
should happen, Aunt Janet would be sure to hear of it, which would give
rise to endless surmises and questionings—a thing I was far from desiring.
I confess that in thinking the matter over during the time I was making my
hurried preparations I was at a loss to understand how any human body,
even though it be of the dead, could go or be conveyed to such a place
without some sort of assistance, or, at least, collusion, on the part of some
of the inmates. At the visit to the Flagstaff circumstances were different.
This spot was actually outside the Castle, and in order to reach it I myself
had to leave the Castle privately, and from the garden ascend to the
ramparts. But here was no such possibility. The Keep was an imperium in
imperio. It stood within the Castle, though separated from it, and it had its
own defences against intrusion. The roof of it was, so far as I knew, as little
approachable as the magazine.
The difficulty did not, however, trouble me beyond a mere passing thought.
In the joy of the coming meeting and the longing rapture at the mere
thought of it, all difficulties disappeared. Love makes its own faith, and I
never doubted that my Lady would be waiting for me at the place
designated. When I had passed through the little arched passages, and up
the doubly-grated stairways contrived in the massiveness of the walls, I let
myself out on the leads. It was well that as yet the times were sufficiently
peaceful not to necessitate guards or sentries at all such points.
There, in a dim corner where the moonlight and the passing clouds threw
deep shadows, I saw her, clothed as ever in her shroud. Why, I know not. I

felt somehow that the situation was even more serious than ever. But I was
steeled to whatever might come. My mind had been already made up. To
carry out my resolve to win the woman I loved I was ready to face death.
But now, after we had for a few brief moments held each other in our arms,
I was willing to accept death—or more than death. Now, more than before,
was she sweet and dear to me. Whatever qualms there might have been at
the beginning of our love-making, or during the progress of it, did not now
exist. We had exchanged vows and confidences, and acknowledged our
loves. What, then, could there be of distrust, or even doubt, that the present
might not set at naught? But even had there been such doubts or qualms,
they must have disappeared in the ardour of our mutual embrace. I was by
now mad for her, and was content to be so mad. When she had breath to
speak after the strictness of our embrace, she said:
“I have come to warn you to be more than ever careful.” It was, I confess, a
pang to me, who thought only of love, to hear that anything else should
have been the initiative power of her coming, even though it had been her
concern for my own safety. I could not but notice the bitter note of chagrin
in my voice as I answered:
“It was for love’s sake that I came.” She, too, evidently felt the
undercurrent of pain, for she said quickly:
“Ah, dearest, I, too, came for love’s sake. It is because I love you that I am
so anxious about you. What would the world—ay, or heaven—be to me
without you?”
There was such earnest truth in her tone that the sense and realization of my
own harshness smote me. In the presence of such love as this even a lover’s
selfishness must become abashed. I could not express myself in words, so
simply raised her slim hand in mine and kissed it. As it lay warm in my
own I could not but notice, as well as its fineness, its strength and the
firmness of its clasp. Its warmth and fervour struck into my heart—and my
brain. Thereupon I poured out to her once more my love for her, she
listening all afire. When passion had had its say, the calmer emotions had
opportunity of expression. When I was satisfied afresh of her affection, I
began to value her care for my safety, and so I went back to the subject.
Her very insistence, based on personal affection, gave me more solid

ground for fear. In the moment of love transports I had forgotten, or did not
think, of what wonderful power or knowledge she must have to be able to
move in such strange ways as she did. Why, at this very moment she was
within my own gates. Locks and bars, even the very seal of death itself,
seemed unable to make for her a prison-house. With such freedom of
action and movement, going when she would into secret places, what might
she not know that was known to others? How could anyone keep secret
from such an one even an ill intent? Such thoughts, such surmises, had
often flashed through my mind in moments of excitement rather than of
reflection, but never long enough to become fixed into belief. But yet the
consequences, the convictions, of them were with me, though
unconsciously, though the thoughts themselves were perhaps forgotten or
withered before development.
“And you?” I asked her earnestly. “What about danger to you?” She
smiled, her little pearl-white teeth gleaming in the moonlight, as she spoke:
“There is no danger for me. I am safe. I am the safest person, perhaps the
only safe person, in all this land.” The full significance of her words did
not seem to come to me all at once. Some base for understanding such an
assertion seemed to be wanting. It was not that I did not trust or believe
her, but that I thought she might be mistaken. I wanted to reassure myself,
so in my distress I asked unthinkingly:
“How the safest? What is your protection?” For several moments that spun
themselves out endlessly she looked me straight in the face, the stars in her
eyes seeming to glow like fire; then, lowering her head, she took a fold of
her shroud and held it up to me.
“This!”
The meaning was complete and understandable now. I could not speak at
once for the wave of emotion which choked me. I dropped on my knees,
and taking her in my arms, held her close to me. She saw that I was moved,
and tenderly stroked my hair, and with delicate touch pressed down my
head on her bosom, as a mother might have done to comfort a frightened
child.
Presently we got back to the realities of life again. I murmured:

“Your safety, your life, your happiness are all-in-all to me. When will you
let them be my care?” She trembled in my arms, nestling even closer to
me. Her own arms seemed to quiver with delight as she said:
“Would you indeed like me to be always with you? To me it would be a
happiness unspeakable; and to you, what would it be?”
I thought that she wished to hear me speak my love to her, and that, womanlike, she had led me to the utterance, and so I spoke again of the passion
that now raged in me, she listening eagerly as we strained each other tight
in our arms. At last there came a pause, a long, long pause, and our hearts
beat consciously in unison as we stood together. Presently she said in a
sweet, low, intense whisper, as soft as the sighing of summer wind:
“It shall be as you wish; but oh, my dear, you will have to first go through
an ordeal which may try you terribly! Do not ask me anything! You must
not ask, because I may not answer, and it would be pain to me to deny you
anything. Marriage with such an one as I am has its own ritual, which may
not be foregone. It may . . . ” I broke passionately into her speaking:
“There is no ritual that I fear, so long as it be that it is for your good, and
your lasting happiness. And if the end of it be that I may call you mine,
there is no horror in life or death that I shall not gladly face. Dear, I ask you
nothing. I am content to leave myself in your hands. You shall advise me
when the time comes, and I shall be satisfied, content to obey. Content! It
is but a poor word to express what I long for! I shall shirk nothing which
may come to me from this or any other world, so long as it is to make you
mine!” Once again her murmured happiness was music to my ears:
“Oh, how you love me! how you love me, dear, dear!” She took me in her
arms, and for a few seconds we hung together. Suddenly she tore herself
apart from me, and stood drawn up to the full height, with a dignity I cannot
describe or express. Her voice had a new dominance, as with firm utterance
and in staccato manner she said:
“Rupert Sent Leger, before we go a step further I must say something to
you, ask you something, and I charge you, on your most sacred honour and
belief, to answer me truly. Do you believe me to be one of those unhappy
beings who may not die, but have to live in shameful existence between

earth and the nether world, and whose hellish mission is to destroy, body
and soul, those who love them till they fall to their level? You are a
gentleman, and a brave one. I have found you fearless. Answer me in
sternest truth, no matter what the issue may be!”
She stood there in the glamorous moonlight with a commanding dignity
which seemed more than human. In that mystic light her white shroud
seemed diaphanous, and she appeared like a spirit of power. What was I to
say? How could I admit to such a being that I had actually had at moments,
if not a belief, a passing doubt? It was a conviction with me that if I spoke
wrongly I should lose her for ever. I was in a desperate strait. In such a
case there is but one solid ground which one may rest on—the Truth.
I really felt I was between the devil and the deep sea. There was no
avoiding the issue, and so, out of this all-embracing, all-compelling
conviction of truth, I spoke.
For a fleeting moment I felt that my tone was truculent, and almost
hesitated; but as I saw no anger or indignation on my Lady’s face, but rather
an eager approval, I was reassured. A woman, after all, is glad to see a man
strong, for all belief in him must be based on that.
“I shall speak the truth. Remember that I have no wish to hurt your
feelings, but as you conjure me by my honour, you must forgive me if I
pain. It is true that I had at first—ay, and later, when I came to think
matters over after you had gone, when reason came to the aid of impression
—a passing belief that you are a Vampire. How can I fail to have, even
now, though I love you with all my soul, though I have held you in my arms
and kissed you on the mouth, a doubt, when all the evidences seem to point
to one thing? Remember that I have only seen you at night, except that
bitter moment when, in the broad noonday of the upper world, I saw you,
clad as ever in a shroud, lying seemingly dead in a tomb in the crypt of St.
Sava’s Church . . . But let that pass. Such belief as I have is all in you. Be
you woman or Vampire, it is all the same to me. It is you whom I love!
Should it be that you are—you are not woman, which I cannot believe, then
it will be my glory to break your fetters, to open your prison, and set you
free. To that I consecrate my life.” For a few seconds I stood silent,
vibrating with the passion which had been awakened in me. She had by

now lost the measure of her haughty isolation, and had softened into
womanhood again. It was really like a realization of the old theme of
Pygmalion’s statue. It was with rather a pleading than a commanding voice
that she said:
“And shall you always be true to me?”
“Always—so help me, God!” I answered, and I felt that there could be no
lack of conviction in my voice.
Indeed, there was no cause for such lack. She also stood for a little while
stone-still, and I was beginning to expand to the rapture which was in store
for me when she should take me again in her arms.
But there was no such moment of softness. All at once she started as if she
had suddenly wakened from a dream, and on the spur of the moment said:
“Now go, go!” I felt the conviction of necessity to obey, and turned at
once. As I moved towards the door by which I had entered, I asked:
“When shall I see you again?”
“Soon!” came her answer. “I shall let you know soon—when and where.
Oh, go, go!” She almost pushed me from her.
When I had passed through the low doorway and locked and barred it
behind me, I felt a pang that I should have had to shut her out like that; but I
feared lest there should arise some embarrassing suspicion if the door
should be found open. Later came the comforting thought that, as she had
got to the roof though the door had been shut, she would be able to get
away by the same means. She had evidently knowledge of some secret way
into the Castle. The alternative was that she must have some supernatural
quality or faculty which gave her strange powers. I did not wish to pursue
that train of thought, and so, after an effort, shut it out from my mind.
When I got back to my room I locked the door behind me, and went to sleep
in the dark. I did not want light just then—could not bear it.
This morning I woke, a little later than usual, with a kind of apprehension
which I could not at once understand. Presently, however, when my
faculties became fully awake and in working order, I realized that I feared,

half expected, that Aunt Janet would come to me in a worse state of alarm
than ever apropos of some new Second-Sight experience of more than usual
ferocity.
But, strange to say, I had no such visit. Later on in the morning, when, after
breakfast, we walked together through the garden, I asked her how she had
slept, and if she had dreamt. She answered me that she had slept without
waking, and if she had had any dreams, they must have been pleasant ones,
for she did not remember them. “And you know, Rupert,” she added, “that
if there be anything bad or fearsome or warning in dreams, I always
remember them.”
Later still, when I was by myself on the cliff beyond the creek, I could not
help commenting on the absence of her power of Second Sight on the
occasion. Surely, if ever there was a time when she might have had cause
of apprehension, it might well have been when I asked the Lady whom she
did not know to marry me—the Lady of whose identity I knew nothing,
even whose name I did not know—whom I loved with all my heart and soul
—my Lady of the Shroud.
I have lost faith in Second Sight.

RUPERT’S JOURNAL—Continued.
July 1, 1907.
Another week gone. I have waited patiently, and I am at last rewarded by
another letter. I was preparing for bed a little while ago, when I heard the
same mysterious sound at the door as on the last two occasions. I hurried to
the glass door, and there found another close-folded letter. But I could see
no sign of my Lady, or of any other living being. The letter, which was
without direction, ran as follows:
“If you are still of the same mind, and feel no misgivings, meet me at the
Church of St. Sava beyond the Creek to-morrow night at a quarter before
midnight. If you come, come in secret, and, of course, alone. Do not come
at all unless you are prepared for a terrible ordeal. But if you love me, and
have neither doubts nor fears, come. Come!”

Needless to say, I did not sleep last night. I tried to, but without success. It
was no morbid happiness that kept me awake, no doubting, no fear. I was
simply overwhelmed with the idea of the coming rapture when I should call
my Lady my very, very own. In this sea of happy expectation all lesser
things were submerged. Even sleep, which is an imperative force with me,
failed in its usual effectiveness, and I lay still, calm, content.
With the coming of the morning, however, restlessness began. I did not
know what to do, how to restrain myself, where to look for an anodyne.
Happily the latter came in the shape of Rooke, who turned up shortly after
breakfast. He had a satisfactory tale to tell me of the armoured yacht,
which had lain off Cattaro on the previous night, and to which he had
brought his contingent of crew which had waited for her coming. He did
not like to take the risk of going into any port with such a vessel, lest he
might be detained or otherwise hampered by forms, and had gone out upon
the open sea before daylight. There was on board the yacht a tiny torpedoboat, for which provision was made both for hoisting on deck and housing
there. This last would run into the creek at ten o’clock that evening, at
which time it would be dark. The yacht would then run to near Otranto, to
which she would send a boat to get any message I might send. This was to
be in a code, which we arranged, and would convey instructions as to what
night and approximate hour the yacht would come to the creek.
The day was well on before we had made certain arrangements for the
future; and not till then did I feel again the pressure of my personal
restlessness. Rooke, like a wise commander, took rest whilst he could.
Well he knew that for a couple of days and nights at least there would be
little, if any, sleep for him.
For myself, the habit of self-control stood to me, and I managed to get
through the day somehow without exciting the attention of anyone else.
The arrival of the torpedo-boat and the departure of Rooke made for me a
welcome break in my uneasiness. An hour ago I said good-night to Aunt
Janet, and shut myself up alone here. My watch is on the table before me,
so that I may make sure of starting to the moment. I have allowed myself
half an hour to reach St. Sava. My skiff is waiting, moored at the foot of
the cliff on the hither side, where the zigzag comes close to the water. It is
now ten minutes past eleven.

I shall add the odd five minutes to the time for my journey so as to make
safe. I go unarmed and without a light.
I shall show no distrust of anyone or anything this night.

RUPERT’S JOURNAL—Continued.
July 2, 1907.
When I was outside the church, I looked at my watch in the bright
moonlight, and found I had one minute to wait. So I stood in the shadow of
the doorway and looked out at the scene before me. Not a sign of life was
visible around me, either on land or sea. On the broad plateau on which the
church stands there was no movement of any kind. The wind, which had
been pleasant in the noontide, had fallen completely, and not a leaf was
stirring. I could see across the creek and note the hard line where the
battlements of the Castle cut the sky, and where the keep towered above the
line of black rock, which in the shadow of the land made an ebon frame for
the picture. When I had seen the same view on former occasions, the line
where the rock rose from the sea was a fringe of white foam. But then, in
the daylight, the sea was sapphire blue; now it was an expanse of dark blue
—so dark as to seem almost black. It had not even the relief of waves or
ripples—simply a dark, cold, lifeless expanse, with no gleam of light
anywhere, of lighthouse or ship; neither was there any special sound to be
heard that one could distinguish—nothing but the distant hum of the myriad
voices of the dark mingling in one ceaseless inarticulate sound. It was well
I had not time to dwell on it, or I might have reached some spirituallydisturbing melancholy.
Let me say here that ever since I had received my Lady’s message
concerning this visit to St. Sava’s I had been all on fire—not, perhaps, at
every moment consciously or actually so, but always, as it were, prepared to
break out into flame. Did I want a simile, I might compare myself to a
well-banked furnace, whose present function it is to contain heat rather than
to create it; whose crust can at any moment be broken by a force external to
itself, and burst into raging, all-compelling heat. No thought of fear really
entered my mind. Every other emotion there was, coming and going as
occasion excited or lulled, but not fear. Well I knew in the depths of my

heart the purpose which that secret quest was to serve. I knew not only
from my Lady’s words, but from the teachings of my own senses and
experiences, that some dreadful ordeal must take place before happiness of
any kind could be won. And that ordeal, though method or detail was
unknown to me, I was prepared to undertake. This was one of those
occasions when a man must undertake, blindfold, ways that may lead to
torture or death, or unknown terrors beyond. But, then, a man—if, indeed,
he have the heart of a man—can always undertake; he can at least make the
first step, though it may turn out that through the weakness of mortality he
may be unable to fulfil his own intent, or justify his belief in his own
powers. Such, I take it, was the intellectual attitude of the brave souls who
of old faced the tortures of the Inquisition.
But though there was no immediate fear, there was a certain doubt. For
doubt is one of those mental conditions whose calling we cannot control.
The end of the doubting may not be a reality to us, or be accepted as a
possibility. These things cannot forego the existence of the doubt. “For
even if a man,” says Victor Cousin, “doubt everything else, at least he
cannot doubt that he doubts.” The doubt had at times been on me that my
Lady of the Shroud was a Vampire. Much that had happened seemed to
point that way, and here, on the very threshold of the Unknown, when,
through the door which I was pushing open, my eyes met only an expanse
of absolute blackness, all doubts which had ever been seemed to surround
me in a legion. I have heard that, when a man is drowning, there comes a
time when his whole life passes in review during the space of time which
cannot be computed as even a part of a second. So it was to me in the
moment of my body passing into the church. In that moment came to my
mind all that had been, which bore on the knowledge of my Lady; and the
general tendency was to prove or convince that she was indeed a Vampire.
Much that had happened, or become known to me, seemed to justify the
resolving of doubt into belief. Even my own reading of the books in Aunt
Janet’s little library, and the dear lady’s comments on them, mingled with
her own uncanny beliefs, left little opening for doubt. My having to help
my Lady over the threshold of my house on her first entry was in accord
with Vampire tradition; so, too, her flying at cock-crow from the warmth in
which she revelled on that strange first night of our meeting; so, too, her
swift departure at midnight on the second. Into the same category came the

facts of her constant wearing of her Shroud, even her pledging herself, and
me also, on the fragment torn from it, which she had given to me as a
souvenir; her lying still in the glass-covered tomb; her coming alone to the
most secret places in a fortified Castle where every aperture was secured by
unopened locks and bolts; her very movements, though all of grace, as she
flitted noiselessly through the gloom of night.
All these things, and a thousand others of lesser import, seemed, for the
moment, to have consolidated an initial belief. But then came the supreme
recollections of how she had lain in my arms; of her kisses on my lips; of
the beating of her heart against my own; of her sweet words of belief and
faith breathed in my ear in intoxicating whispers; of . . . I paused. No! I
could not accept belief as to her being other than a living woman of soul
and sense, of flesh and blood, of all the sweet and passionate instincts of
true and perfect womanhood.
And so, in spite of all—in spite of all beliefs, fixed or transitory, with a
mind whirling amid contesting forces and compelling beliefs—I stepped
into the church overwhelmed with that most receptive of atmospheres—
doubt.
In one thing only was I fixed: here at least was no doubt or misgiving
whatever. I intended to go through what I had undertaken. Moreover, I felt
that I was strong enough to carry out my intention, whatever might be of the
Unknown—however horrible, however terrible.
When I had entered the church and closed the heavy door behind me, the
sense of darkness and loneliness in all their horror enfolded me round. The
great church seemed a living mystery, and served as an almost terrible
background to thoughts and remembrances of unutterable gloom. My
adventurous life has had its own schooling to endurance and upholding
one’s courage in trying times; but it has its contra in fulness of memory.
I felt my way forward with both hands and feet. Every second seemed as if
it had brought me at last to a darkness which was actually tangible. All at
once, and with no heed of sequence or order, I was conscious of all around
me, the knowledge or perception of which—or even speculation on the
subject—had never entered my mind. They furnished the darkness with
which I was encompassed with all the crowded phases of a dream. I knew

that all around me were memorials of the dead—that in the Crypt deepwrought in the rock below my feet lay the dead themselves. Some of them,
perhaps—one of them I knew—had even passed the grim portals of time
Unknown, and had, by some mysterious power or agency, come back again
to material earth. There was no resting-place for thought when I knew that
the very air which I breathed might be full of denizens of the spirit-world.
In that impenetrable blackness was a world of imagining whose possibilities
of horror were endless.
I almost fancied that I could see with mortal eyes down through that rocky
floor to where, in the lonely Crypt, lay, in her tomb of massive stone and
under that bewildering coverlet of glass, the woman whom I love. I could
see her beautiful face, her long black lashes, her sweet mouth—which I had
kissed—relaxed in the sleep of death. I could note the voluminous shroud
—a piece of which as a precious souvenir lay even then so close to my heart
—the snowy woollen coverlet wrought over in gold with sprigs of pine, the
soft dent in the cushion on which her head must for so long have lain. I
could see myself—within my eyes the memory of that first visit—coming
once again with glad step to renew that dear sight—dear, though it scorched
my eyes and harrowed my heart—and finding the greater sorrow, the
greater desolation of the empty tomb!
There! I felt that I must think no more of that lest the thought should
unnerve me when I should most want all my courage. That way madness
lay! The darkness had already sufficient terrors of its own without bringing
to it such grim remembrances and imaginings . . . And I had yet to go
through some ordeal which, even to her who had passed and repassed the
portals of death, was full of fear.
It was a merciful relief to me when, in groping my way forwards through
the darkness, I struck against some portion of the furnishing of the church.
Fortunately I was all strung up to tension, else I should never have been
able to control instinctively, as I did, the shriek which was rising to my lips.
I would have given anything to have been able to light even a match. A
single second of light would, I felt, have made me my own man again. But
I knew that this would be against the implied condition of my being there at
all, and might have had disastrous consequences to her whom I had come to

save. It might even frustrate my scheme, and altogether destroy my
opportunity. At that moment it was borne upon me more strongly than ever
that this was not a mere fight for myself or my own selfish purposes—not
merely an adventure or a struggle for only life and death against unknown
difficulties and dangers. It was a fight on behalf of her I loved, not merely
for her life, but perhaps even for her soul.
And yet this very thinking—understanding—created a new form of terror.
For in that grim, shrouding darkness came memories of other moments of
terrible stress.
Of wild, mystic rites held in the deep gloom of African forests, when, amid
scenes of revolting horror, Obi and the devils of his kind seemed to reveal
themselves to reckless worshippers, surfeited with horror, whose lives
counted for naught; when even human sacrifice was an episode, and the
reek of old deviltries and recent carnage tainted the air, till even I, who was,
at the risk of my life, a privileged spectator who had come through dangers
without end to behold the scene, rose and fled in horror.
Of scenes of mystery enacted in rock-cut temples beyond the Himalayas,
whose fanatic priests, cold as death and as remorseless, in the reaction of
their phrenzy of passion, foamed at the mouth and then sank into marble
quiet, as with inner eyes they beheld the visions of the hellish powers which
they had invoked.
Of wild, fantastic dances of the Devil-worshippers of Madagascar, where
even the very semblance of humanity disappeared in the fantastic excesses
of their orgies.
Of strange doings of gloom and mystery in the rock-perched monasteries of
Thibet.
Of awful sacrifices, all to mystic ends, in the innermost recesses of Cathay.
Of weird movements with masses of poisonous snakes by the medicinemen of the Zuni and Mochi Indians in the far south-west of the Rockies,
beyond the great plains.
Of secret gatherings in vast temples of old Mexico, and by dim altars of
forgotten cities in the heart of great forests in South America.

Of rites of inconceivable horror in the fastnesses of Patagonia.
Of . . . Here I once more pulled myself up. Such thoughts were no kind of
proper preparation for what I might have to endure. My work that night
was to be based on love, on hope, on self-sacrifice for the woman who in all
the world was the closest to my heart, whose future I was to share, whether
that sharing might lead me to Hell or Heaven. The hand which undertook
such a task must have no trembling.
Still, those horrible memories had, I am bound to say, a useful part in my
preparation for the ordeal. They were of fact which I had seen, of which I
had myself been in part a sharer, and which I had survived. With such
experiences behind me, could there be aught before me more dreadful? . . .
Moreover, if the coming ordeal was of supernatural or superhuman order,
could it transcend in living horror the vilest and most desperate acts of the
basest men? . . .
With renewed courage I felt my way before me, till my sense of touch told
me that I was at the screen behind which lay the stair to the Crypt.
There I waited, silent, still.
My own part was done, so far as I knew how to do it. Beyond this, what
was to come was, so far as I knew, beyond my own control. I had done
what I could; the rest must come from others. I had exactly obeyed my
instructions, fulfilled my warranty to the utmost in my knowledge and
power. There was, therefore, left for me in the present nothing but to wait.
It is a peculiarity of absolute darkness that it creates its own reaction. The
eye, wearied of the blackness, begins to imagine forms of light. How far
this is effected by imagination pure and simple I know not. It may be that
nerves have their own senses that bring thought to the depository common
to all the human functions, but, whatever may be the mechanism or the
objective, the darkness seems to people itself with luminous entities.
So was it with me as I stood lonely in the dark, silent church. Here and
there seemed to flash tiny points of light.

In the same way the silence began to be broken now and again by strange
muffled sounds—the suggestion of sounds rather than actual vibrations.
These were all at first of the minor importance of movement—rustlings,
creakings, faint stirrings, fainter breathings. Presently, when I had
somewhat recovered from the sort of hypnotic trance to which the darkness
and stillness had during the time of waiting reduced me, I looked around in
wonder.
The phantoms of light and sound seemed to have become real. There were
most certainly actual little points of light in places—not enough to see
details by, but quite sufficient to relieve the utter gloom. I thought—though
it may have been a mingling of recollection and imagination—that I could
distinguish the outlines of the church; certainly the great altar-screen was
dimly visible. Instinctively I looked up—and thrilled. There, hung high
above me, was, surely enough, a great Greek Cross, outlined by tiny points
of light.
I lost myself in wonder, and stood still, in a purely receptive mood,
unantagonistic to aught, willing for whatever might come, ready for all
things, in rather a negative than a positive mood—a mood which has an
aspect of spiritual meekness. This is the true spirit of the neophyte, and,
though I did not think of it at the time, the proper attitude for what is called
by the Church in whose temple I stood a “neo-nymph.”
As the light grew a little in power, though never increasing enough for
distinctness, I saw dimly before me a table on which rested a great open
book, whereon were laid two rings—one of sliver, the other of gold—and
two crowns wrought of flowers, bound at the joining of their stems with
tissue—one of gold, the other of silver. I do not know much of the ritual of
the old Greek Church, which is the religion of the Blue Mountains, but the
things which I saw before me could be none other than enlightening
symbols. Instinctively I knew that I had been brought hither, though in this
grim way, to be married. The very idea of it thrilled me to the heart’s core.
I thought the best thing I could do would be to stay quite still, and not show
surprise at anything that might happen; but be sure I was all eyes and ears.
I peered anxiously around me in every direction, but I could see no sign of
her whom I had come to meet.

Incidentally, however, I noticed that in the lighting, such as it was, there
was no flame, no “living” light. Whatever light there was came muffled, as
though through some green translucent stone. The whole effect was terribly
weird and disconcerting.
Presently I started, as, seemingly out of the darkness beside me, a man’s
hand stretched out and took mine. Turning, I found close to me a tall man
with shining black eyes and long black hair and beard. He was clad in
some kind of gorgeous robe of cloth of gold, rich with variety of
adornment. His head was covered with a high, over-hanging hat draped
closely with a black scarf, the ends of which formed a long, hanging veil on
either side. These veils, falling over the magnificent robes of cloth of gold,
had an extraordinarily solemn effect.
I yielded myself to the guiding hand, and shortly found myself, so far as I
could see, at one side of the sanctuary.
In the floor close to my feet was a yawning chasm, into which, from so high
over my head that in the uncertain light I could not distinguish its origin,
hung a chain. At the sight a strange wave of memory swept over me. I
could not but remember the chain which hung over the glass-covered tomb
in the Crypt, and I had an instinctive feeling that the grim chasm in the floor
of the sanctuary was but the other side of the opening in the roof of the
crypt from which the chain over the sarcophagus depended.
There was a creaking sound—the groaning of a windlass and the clanking
of a chain. There was heavy breathing close to me somewhere. I was so
intent on what was going on that I did not see that one by one, seeming to
grow out of the surrounding darkness, several black figures in monkish garb
appeared with the silence of ghosts. Their faces were shrouded in black
cowls, wherein were holes through which I could see dark gleaming eyes.
My guide held me tightly by the hand. This gave me a feeling of security in
the touch which helped to retain within my breast some semblance of calm.
The strain of the creaking windlass and the clanking chain continued for so
long that the suspense became almost unendurable. At last there came into
sight an iron ring, from which as a centre depended four lesser chains
spreading wide. In a few seconds more I could see that these were fixed to
the corners of the great stone tomb with the covering of glass, which was

being dragged upward. As it arose it filled closely the whole aperture.
When its bottom had reached the level of the floor it stopped, and remained
rigid. There was no room for oscillation. It was at once surrounded by a
number of black figures, who raised the glass covering and bore it away
into the darkness. Then there stepped forward a very tall man, blackbearded, and with head-gear like my guide, but made in triple tiers, he also
was gorgeously arrayed in flowing robes of cloth of gold richly
embroidered. He raised his hand, and forthwith eight other black-clad
figures stepped forward, and bending over the stone coffin, raised from it
the rigid form of my Lady, still clad in her Shroud, and laid it gently on the
floor of the sanctuary.
I felt it a grace that at that instant the dim lights seemed to grow less, and
finally to disappear—all save the tiny points that marked the outline of the
great Cross high overhead. These only gave light enough to accentuate the
gloom. The hand that held mine now released it, and with a sigh I realized
that I was alone. After a few moments more of the groaning of the winch
and clanking of the chain there was a sharp sound of stone meeting stone;
then there was silence. I listened acutely, but could not hear near me the
slightest sound. Even the cautious, restrained breathing around me, of
which up to then I had been conscious, had ceased. Not knowing, in the
helplessness of my ignorance, what I should do, I remained as I was, still
and silent, for a time that seemed endless. At last, overcome by some
emotion which I could not at the moment understand, I slowly sank to my
knees and bowed my head. Covering my face with my hands, I tried to
recall the prayers of my youth. It was not, I am certain, that fear in any
form had come upon me, or that I hesitated or faltered in my intention.
That much I know now; I knew it even then. It was, I believe, that the
prolonged impressive gloom and mystery had at last touched me to the
quick. The bending of the knees was but symbolical of the bowing of the
spirit to a higher Power. When I had realized that much, I felt more content
than I had done since I had entered the church, and with the renewed
consciousness of courage, took my hands from my face, and lifted again my
bowed head.
Impulsively I sprang to my feet and stood erect—waiting. All seemed to
have changed since I had dropped on my knees. The points of light about
time church, which had been eclipsed, had come again, and were growing

in power to a partial revealing of the dim expanse. Before me was the table
with the open book, on which were laid the gold and silver rings and the
two crowns of flowers. There were also two tall candles, with tiniest flames
of blue—the only living light to be seen.
Out of the darkness stepped the same tall figure in the gorgeous robes and
the triple hat. He led by the hand my Lady, still clad in her Shroud; but
over it, descending from the crown of her head, was a veil of very old and
magnificent lace of astonishing fineness. Even in that dim light I could
note the exquisite beauty of the fabric. The veil was fastened with a bunch
of tiny sprays of orange-blossom mingled with cypress and laurel—a
strange combination. In her hand she carried a great bouquet of the same.
Its sweet intoxicating odour floated up to my nostrils. It and the sentiment
which its very presence evoked made me quiver.
Yielding to the guiding of the hand which held hers, she stood at my left
side before the table. Her guide then took his place behind her. At either
end of the table, to right and left of us, stood a long-bearded priest in
splendid robes, and wearing the hat with depending veil of black. One of
them, who seemed to be the more important of the two, and took the
initiative, signed to us to put our right hands on the open book. My Lady,
of course, understood the ritual, and knew the words which the priest was
speaking, and of her own accord put out her hand. My guide at the same
moment directed my hand to the same end. It thrilled me to touch my
Lady’s hand, even under such mysterious conditions.
After the priest had signed us each thrice on the forehead with the sign of
the Cross, he gave to each of us a tiny lighted taper brought to him for the
purpose. The lights were welcome, not so much for the solace of the added
light, great as that was, but because it allowed us to see a little more of each
other’s faces. It was rapture to me to see the face of my Bride; and from the
expression of her face I was assured that she felt as I did. It gave me an
inexpressible pleasure when, as her eyes rested on me, there grew a faint
blush over the grey pallor of her cheeks.
The priest then put in solemn voice to each of us in turn, beginning with
me, the questions of consent which are common to all such rituals. I
answered as well as I could, following the murmured words of my guide.

My Lady answered out proudly in a voice which, though given softly,
seemed to ring. It was a concern—even a grief—to me that I could not, in
the priest’s questioning, catch her name, of which, strangely enough,—I
was ignorant. But, as I did not know the language, and as the phrases were
not in accord literally with our own ritual, I could not make out which word
was the name.
After some prayers and blessings, rhythmically spoken or sung by an
invisible choir, the priest took the rings from the open book, and, after
signing my forehead thrice with the gold one as he repeated the blessing in
each case, placed it on my right hand; then he gave my Lady the silver one,
with the same ritual thrice repeated. I suppose it was the blessing which is
the effective point in making two into one.
After this, those who stood behind us exchanged our rings thrice, taking
them from one finger and placing them on the other, so that at the end my
wife wore the gold ring and I the silver one.
Then came a chant, during which the priest swung the censer himself, and
my wife and I held our tapers. After that he blessed us, the responses
coming from the voices of the unseen singers in the darkness.
After a long ritual of prayer and blessing, sung in triplicate, the priest took
the crowns of flowers, and put one on the head of each, crowning me first,
and with the crown tied with gold. Then he signed and blessed us each
thrice. The guides, who stood behind us, exchanged our crowns thrice, as
they had exchanged the rings; so that at the last, as I was glad to see, my
wife wore the crown of gold, and I that of silver.
Then there came, if it is possible to describe such a thing, a hush over even
that stillness, as though some form of added solemnity were to be gone
through. I was not surprised, therefore, when the priest took in his hands
the great golden chalice. Kneeling, my wife and I partook together thrice.
When we had risen from our knees and stood for a little while, the priest
took my left hand in his right, and I, by direction of my guide, gave my
right hand to my wife. And so in a line, the priest leading, we circled round
the table in rhythmic measure. Those who supported us moved behind us,
holding the crowns over our heads, and replacing them when we stopped.

After a hymn, sung through the darkness, the priest took off our crowns.
This was evidently the conclusion of the ritual, for the priest placed us in
each other’s arms to embrace each other. Then he blessed us, who were
now man and wife!
The lights went out at once, some as if extinguished, others slowly fading
down to blackness.
Left in the dark, my wife and I sought each other’s arms again, and stood
together for a few moments heart to heart, tightly clasping each other, and
kissed each other fervently.
Instinctively we turned to the door of the church, which was slightly open,
so that we could see the moonlight stealing in through the aperture. With
even steps, she holding me tightly by the left arm—which is the wife’s arm,
we passed through the old church and out into the free air.
Despite all that the gloom had brought me, it was sweet to be in the open air
and together—this quite apart from our new relations to each other. The
moon rode high, and the full light, coming after the dimness or darkness in
the church, seemed as bright as day. I could now, for the first time, see my
wife’s face properly. The glamour of the moonlight may have served to
enhance its ethereal beauty, but neither moonlight nor sunlight could do
justice to that beauty in its living human splendour. As I gloried in her
starry eyes I could think of nothing else; but when for a moment my eyes,
roving round for the purpose of protection, caught sight of her whole figure,
there was a pang to my heart. The brilliant moonlight showed every detail
in terrible effect, and I could see that she wore only her Shroud. In the
moment of darkness, after the last benediction, before she returned to my
arms, she must have removed her bridal veil. This may, of course, have
been in accordance with the established ritual of her church; but, all the
same, my heart was sore. The glamour of calling her my very own was
somewhat obscured by the bridal adornment being shorn. But it made no
difference in her sweetness to me. Together we went along the path through
the wood, she keeping equal step with me in wifely way.
When we had come through the trees near enough to see the roof of the
Castle, now gilded with the moonlight, she stopped, and looking at me with
eyes full of love, said:

“Here I must leave you!”
“What?” I was all aghast, and I felt that my chagrin was expressed in the
tone of horrified surprise in my voice. She went on quickly:
“Alas! It is impossible that I should go farther—at present!”
“But what is to prevent you?” I queried. “You are now my wife. This is
our wedding-night; and surely your place is with me!” The wail in her
voice as she answered touched me to the quick:
“Oh, I know, I know! There is no dearer wish in my heart—there can be
none—than to share my husband’s home. Oh, my dear, my dear, if you
only knew what it would be to me to be with you always! But indeed I may
not—not yet! I am not free! If you but knew how much that which has
happened to-night has cost me—or how much cost to others as well as to
myself may be yet to come—you would understand. Rupert”—it was the
first time she had ever addressed me by name, and naturally it thrilled me
through and through—“Rupert, my husband, only that I trust you with all
the faith which is in perfect love—mutual love, I dare not have done what I
have done this night. But, dear, I know that you will bear me out; that your
wife’s honour is your honour, even as your honour is mine. My honour is
given to this; and you can help me—the only help I can have at present—by
trusting me. Be patient, my beloved, be patient! Oh, be patient for a little
longer! It shall not be for long. So soon as ever my soul is freed I shall
come to you, my husband; and we shall never part again. Be content for a
while! Believe me that I love you with my very soul; and to keep away
from your dear side is more bitter for me than even it can be for you!
Think, my dear one, I am not as other women are, as some day you shall
clearly understand. I am at the present, and shall be for a little longer,
constrained by duties and obligations put upon me by others, and for others,
and to which I am pledged by the most sacred promises—given not only by
myself, but by others—and which I must not forgo. These forbid me to do
as I wish. Oh, trust me, my beloved—my husband!”
She held out her hands appealingly. The moonlight, falling through the
thinning forest, showed her white cerements. Then the recollection of all
she must have suffered—the awful loneliness in that grim tomb in the
Crypt, the despairing agony of one who is helpless against the unknown—

swept over me in a wave of pity. What could I do but save her from further
pain? And this could only be by showing her my faith and trust. If she was
to go back to that dreadful charnel-house, she would at least take with her
the remembrance that one who loved her and whom she loved—to whom
she had been lately bound in the mystery of marriage—trusted her to the
full. I loved her more than myself—more than my own soul; and I was
moved by pity so great that all possible selfishness was merged in its
depths. I bowed my head before her—my Lady and my Wife—as I said:
“So be it, my beloved. I trust you to the full, even as you trust me. And
that has been proven this night, even to my own doubting heart. I shall
wait; and as I know you wish it, I shall wait as patiently as I can. But till
you come to me for good and all, let me see you or hear from you when you
can. The time, dear wife, must go heavily with me as I think of you
suffering and lonely. So be good to me, and let not too long a time elapse
between my glimpses of hope. And, sweetheart, when you do come to me,
it shall be for ever!” There was something in the intonation of the last
sentence—I felt its sincerity myself—some implied yearning for a promise,
that made her beautiful eyes swim. The glorious stars in them were blurred
as she answered with a fervour which seemed to me as more than earthly:
“For ever! I swear it!”
With one long kiss, and a straining in each others arms, which left me
tingling for long after we had lost sight of each other, we parted. I stood
and watched her as her white figure, gliding through the deepening gloom,
faded as the forest thickened. It surely was no optical delusion or a
phantom of the mind that her shrouded arm was raised as though in blessing
or farewell before the darkness swallowed her up.
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There is no anodyne but work to pain of the heart; and my pain is all of the
heart. I sometimes feel that it is rather hard that with so much to make me
happy I cannot know happiness. How can I be happy when my wife, whom
I fondly love, and who I know loves me, is suffering in horror and
loneliness of a kind which is almost beyond human belief? However, what
is my loss is my country’s gain, for the Land of the Blue Mountains is my
country now, despite the fact that I am still a loyal subject of good King
Edward. Uncle Roger took care of that when he said I should have the
consent of the Privy Council before I might be naturalized anywhere else.
When I got home yesterday morning I naturally could not sleep. The events
of the night and the bitter disappointment that followed my exciting joy
made such a thing impossible. When I drew the curtain over the window,
the reflection of the sunrise was just beginning to tinge the high-sailing
clouds in front of me. I laid down and tried to rest, but without avail.
However, I schooled myself to lie still, and at last, if I did not sleep, was at
least quiescent.
Disturbed by a gentle tap at the door, I sprang up at once and threw on a
dressing gown. Outside, when I opened the door, was Aunt Janet. She was
holding a lighted candle in her hand, for though it was getting light in the
open, the passages were still dark. When she saw me she seemed to breathe
more freely, and asked if she might come in.
Whilst she sat on the edge of my bed, in her old-time way, she said in a
hushed voice:

“Oh, laddie, laddie, I trust yer burden is no too heavy to bear.”
“My burden! What on earth do you mean, Aunt Janet?” I said in reply. I
did not wish to commit myself by a definite answer, for it was evident that
she had been dreaming or Second Sighting again. She replied with the grim
seriousness usual to her when she touched on occult matters:
“I saw your hairt bleeding, laddie. I kent it was yours, though how I kent it
I don’t know. It lay on a stone floor in the dark, save for a dim blue light
such as corpse-lights are. On it was placed a great book, and close around
were scattered many strange things, amongst them two crowns o’ flowers—
the one bound wi’ silver, the other wi’ gold. There was also a golden cup,
like a chalice, o’erturned. The red wine trickled from it an’ mingled wi’ yer
hairt’s bluid; for on the great book was some vast dim weight wrapped up in
black, and on it stepped in turn many men all swathed in black. An’ as the
weight of each came on it the bluid gushed out afresh. And oh, yer puir
hairt, my laddie, was quick and leaping, so that at every beat it raised the
black-clad weight! An’ yet that was not all, for hard by stood a tall imperial
shape o’ a woman, all arrayed in white, wi’ a great veil o’ finest lace worn
o’er a shrood. An’ she was whiter than the snow, an’ fairer than the morn
for beauty; though a dark woman she was, wi’ hair like the raven, an’ eyes
black as the sea at nicht, an’ there was stars in them. An’ at each beat o’
yer puir bleeding hairt she wrung her white hands, an’ the manin’ o’ her
sweet voice rent my hairt in twain. Oh, laddie, laddie! what does it mean?”
I managed to murmur: “I’m sure I don’t know, Aunt Janet. I suppose it was
all a dream!”
“A dream it was, my dear. A dream or a veesion, whilka matters nane, for
a’ such are warnin’s sent frae God . . . ” Suddenly she said in a different
voice:
“Laddie, hae ye been fause to any lassie? I’m no blamin’ ye. For ye men
are different frae us women, an’ yer regard on recht and wrang differs from
oors. But oh, laddie, a woman’s tears fa’ heavy when her hairt is for sair
wi’ the yieldin’ to fause words. ’Tis a heavy burden for ony man to carry
wi’ him as he goes, an’ may well cause pain to ithers that he fain would
spare.” She stopped, and in dead silence waited for me to speak. I thought

it would be best to set her poor loving heart at rest, and as I could not
divulge my special secret, spoke in general terms:
“Aunt Janet, I am a man, and have led a man’s life, such as it is. But I can
tell you, who have always loved me and taught me to be true, that in all the
world there is no woman who must weep for any falsity of mine. If close
there be any who, sleeping or waking, in dreams or visions or in reality,
weeps because of me, it is surely not for my doing, but because of
something outside me. It may be that her heart is sore because I must
suffer, as all men must in some degree; but she does not weep for or
through any act of mine.”
She sighed happily at my assurance, and looked up through her tears, for
she was much moved; and after tenderly kissing my forehead and blessing
me, stole away. She was more sweet and tender than I have words to say,
and the only regret that I have in all that is gone is that I have not been able
to bring my wife to her, and let her share in the love she has for me. But
that, too, will come, please God!
In the morning I sent a message to Rooke at Otranto, instructing him by
code to bring the yacht to Vissarion in the coming night.
All day I spent in going about amongst the mountaineers, drilling them and
looking after their arms. I could not stay still. My only chance of peace
was to work, my only chance of sleep to tire myself out. Unhappily, I am
very strong, so even when I came home at dark I was quite fresh. However,
I found a cable message from Rooke that the yacht would arrive at
midnight.
There was no need to summon the mountaineers, as the men in the Castle
would be sufficient to make preparations for the yacht’s coming.
Later.
The yacht has come. At half-past eleven the lookout signalled that a
steamer without lights was creeping in towards the Creek. I ran out to the
Flagstaff, and saw her steal in like a ghost. She is painted a steely bluegrey, and it is almost impossible to see her at any distance. She certainly
goes wonderfully. Although there was not enough throb from the engines
to mar the absolute stillness, she came on at a fine speed, and within a few

minutes was close to the boom. I had only time to run down to give orders
to draw back the boom when she glided in and stopped dead at the harbour
wall. Rooke steered her himself, and he says he never was on a boat that so
well or so quickly answered her helm. She is certainly a beauty, and so far
as I can see at night perfect in every detail. I promise myself a few pleasant
hours over her in the daylight. The men seem a splendid lot.
But I do not feel sleepy; I despair of sleep to-night. But work demands that
I be fit for whatever may come, and so I shall try to sleep—to rest, at any
rate.
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I was up with the first ray of sunrise, so by the time I had my bath and was
dressed there was ample light. I went down to the dock at once, and spent
the morning looking over the vessel, which fully justifies Rooke’s
enthusiasm about her. She is built on lovely lines, and I can quite
understand that she is enormously fast. Her armour I can only take on the
specifications, but her armament is really wonderful. And there are not
only all the very newest devices of aggressive warfare—indeed, she has the
newest up-to-date torpedoes and torpedo-guns—but also the old-fashioned
rocket-tubes, which in certain occasions are so useful. She has electric guns
and the latest Massillon water-guns, and Reinhardt electro-pneumatic
“deliverers” for pyroxiline shells. She is even equipped with war-balloons
easy of expansion, and with compressible Kitson aeroplanes. I don’t
suppose that there is anything quite like her in the world.
The crew are worthy of her. I can’t imagine where Rooke picked up such a
splendid lot of men. They are nearly all man-of-warsmen; of various
nationalities, but mostly British. All young men—the oldest of them hasn’t
got into the forties—and, so far as I can learn, all experts of one kind or
another in some special subject of warfare. It will go hard with me, but I
shall keep them together.
How I got through the rest of the day I know not. I tried hard not to create
any domestic trouble by my manner, lest Aunt Janet should, after her lurid
dream or vision of last night, attach some new importance to it. I think I
succeeded, for she did not, so far as I could tell, take any special notice of
me. We parted as usual at half-past ten, and I came here and made this
entry in my journal. I am more restless than ever to-night, and no wonder.
I would give anything to be able to pay a visit to St. Sava’s, and see my
wife again—if it were only sleeping in her tomb. But I dare not do even
that, lest she should come to see me here, and I should miss her. So I have
done what I can. The glass door to the Terrace is open, so that she can enter
at once if she comes. The fire is lit, and the room is warm. There is food
ready in case she should care for it. I have plenty of light in the room, so

that through the aperture where I have not fully drawn the curtain there may
be light to guide her.
Oh, how the time drags! The clock has struck midnight. One, two! Thank
goodness, it will shortly be dawn, and the activity of the day may begin!
Work may again prove, in a way, to be an anodyne. In the meantime I must
write on, lest despair overwhelm me.
Once during the night I thought I heard a footstep outside. I rushed to the
window and looked out, but there was nothing to see, no sound to hear.
That was a little after one o’clock. I feared to go outside, lest that should
alarm her; so I came back to my table. I could not write, but I sat as if
writing for a while. But I could not stand it, so rose and walked about the
room. As I walked I felt that my Lady—it gives me a pang every time I
remember that I do not know even her name—was not quite so far away
from me. It made my heart beat to think that it might mean that she was
coming to me. Could not I as well as Aunt Janet have a little Second
Sight! I went towards the window, and, standing behind the curtain,
listened. Far away I thought I heard a cry, and ran out on the Terrace; but
there was no sound to be heard, and no sign of any living thing anywhere;
so I took it for granted that it was the cry of some night bird, and came back
to my room, and wrote at my journal till I was calm. I think my nerves
must be getting out of order, when every sound of the night seems to have a
special meaning for me.
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When the grey of the morning came, I gave up hope of my wife appearing,
and made up my mind that, so soon as I could get away without exciting
Aunt Janet’s attention, I would go to St. Sava’s. I always eat a good
breakfast, and did I forgo it altogether, it would be sure to excite her
curiosity—a thing I do not wish at present. As there was still time to wait, I
lay down on my bed as I was, and—such is the way of Fate—shortly fell
asleep.

I was awakened by a terrific clattering at my door. When I opened it I
found a little group of servants, very apologetic at awaking me without
instructions. The chief of them explained that a young priest had come
from the Vladika with a message so urgent that he insisted on seeing me
immediately at all hazards. I came out at once, and found him in the hall of
the Castle, standing before the great fire, which was always lit in the early
morning. He had a letter in his hand, but before giving it to me he said:
“I am sent by the Vladika, who pressed on me that I was not to lose a single
instant in seeing you; that time is of golden price—nay, beyond price. This
letter, amongst other things, vouches for me. A terrible misfortune has
occurred. The daughter of our leader has disappeared during last night—
the same, he commanded me to remind you, that he spoke of at the meeting
when he would not let the mountaineers fire their guns. No sign of her can
be found, and it is believed that she has been carried off by the emissaries of
the Sultan of Turkey, who once before brought our nations to the verge of
war by demanding her as a wife. I was also to say that the Vladika
Plamenac would have come himself, but that it was necessary that he
should at once consult with the Archbishop, Stevan Palealogue, as to what
step is best to take in this dire calamity. He has sent out a search-party
under the Archimandrite of Spazac, Petrof Vlastimir, who is to come on
here with any news he can get, as you have command of the signalling, and
can best spread the news. He knows that you, Gospodar, are in your great
heart one of our compatriots, and that you have already proved your
friendship by many efforts to strengthen our hands for war. And as a great
compatriot, he calls on you to aid us in our need.” He then handed me the
letter, and stood by respectfully whilst I broke the seal and read it. It was
written in great haste, and signed by the Vladika.
“Come with us now in our nation’s peril. Help us to rescue what we most
adore, and henceforth we shall hold you in our hearts. You shall learn how
the men of the Blue Mountains can love faith and valour. Come!”
This was a task indeed—a duty worthy of any man. It thrilled me to the
core to know that the men of the Blue Mountains had called on me in their
dire need. It woke all the fighting instinct of my Viking forbears, and I
vowed in my heart that they should be satisfied with my work. I called to

me the corps of signallers who were in the house, and led them to the Castle
roof, taking with me the young messenger-priest.
“Come with me,” I said to him, “and see how I answer the Vladika’s
command.”
The National flag was run up—the established signal that the nation was in
need. Instantly on every summit near and far was seen the flutter of an
answering flag. Quickly followed the signal that commanded the call to
arms.
One by one I gave the signallers orders in quick succession, for the plan of
search unfolded itself to me as I went on. The arms of the semaphore
whirled in a way that made the young priest stare. One by one, as they took
their orders, the signallers seemed to catch fire. Instinctively they
understood the plan, and worked like demigods. They knew that so
widespread a movement had its best chance in rapidity and in unity of
action.
From the forest which lay in sight of the Castle came a wild cheering,
which seemed to interpret the former stillness of the hills. It was good to
feel that those who saw the signals—types of many—were ready. I saw the
look of expectation on the face of the messenger-priest, and rejoiced at the
glow that came as I turned to him to speak. Of course, he wanted to know
something of what was going on. I saw the flashing of my own eyes
reflected in his as I spoke:
“Tell the Vladika that within a minute of his message being read the Land
of the Blue Mountains was awake. The mountaineers are already marching,
and before the sun is high there will be a line of guards within hail of each
other round the whole frontier—from Angusa to Ilsin; from Ilsin to Bajana;
from Bajana to Ispazar; from Ispazar to Volok; from Volok to Tatra; from
Tatra to Domitan; from Domitan to Gravaja; and from Gravaja back to
Angusa. The line is double. The old men keep guard on the line, and the
young men advance. These will close in at the advancing line, so that
nothing can escape them. They will cover mountain-top and forest depth,
and will close in finally on the Castle here, which they can behold from
afar. My own yacht is here, and will sweep the coast from end to end. It is
the fastest boat afloat, and armed against a squadron. Here will all signals

come. In an hour where we stand will be a signal bureau, where trained
eyes will watch night and day till the lost one has been found and the
outrage has been avenged. The robbers are even now within a ring of steel,
and cannot escape.”
The young priest, all on fire, sprang on the battlements and shouted to the
crowd, which was massing round the Castle in the gardens far below. The
forest was giving up its units till they seemed like the nucleus of an army.
The men cheered lustily, till the sound swung high up to us like the roaring
of a winter sea. With bared heads they were crying:
“God and the Blue Mountains! God and the Blue Mountains!”
I ran down to them as quickly as I could, and began to issue their
instructions. Within a time to be computed by minutes the whole number,
organized by sections, had started to scour the neighbouring mountains. At
first they had only understood the call to arms for general safety. But when
they learned that the daughter of a chief had been captured, they simply
went mad. From something which the messenger first said, but which I
could not catch or did not understand, the blow seemed to have for them
some sort of personal significance which wrought them to a frenzy.
When the bulk of the men had disappeared, I took with me a few of my own
men and several of the mountaineers whom I had asked to remain, and
together we went to the hidden ravine which I knew. We found the place
empty; but there were unmistakable signs that a party of men had been
encamped there for several days. Some of our men, who were skilled in
woodcraft and in signs generally, agreed that there must have been some
twenty of them. As they could not find any trail either coming to or going
from the place, they came to the conclusion that they must have come
separately from different directions and gathered there, and that they must
have departed in something of the same mysterious way.
However, this was, at any rate, some sort of a beginning, and the men
separated, having agreed amongst themselves to make a wide cast round the
place in the search for tracks. Whoever should find a trail was to follow
with at least one comrade, and when there was any definite news, it was to
be signalled to the Castle.

I myself returned at once, and set the signallers to work to spread amongst
our own people such news as we had.
When presently such discoveries as had been made were signalled with
flags to the Castle, it was found that the marauders had, in their flight,
followed a strangely zigzag course. It was evident that, in trying to baffle
pursuit, they had tried to avoid places which they thought might be
dangerous to them. This may have been simply a method to disconcert
pursuit. If so, it was, in a measure, excellent, for none of those immediately
following could possibly tell in what direction they were heading. It was
only when we worked the course on the great map in the signaller’s room
(which was the old guard room of the Castle) that we could get an inkling
of the general direction of their flight. This gave added trouble to the
pursuit; for the men who followed, being ignorant of their general intent,
could not ever take chance to head them off, but had to be ready to follow
in any or every direction. In this manner the pursuit was altogether a stern
chase, and therefore bound to be a long one.
As at present we could not do anything till the intended route was more
marked, I left the signalling corps to the task of receiving and giving
information to the moving bands, so that, if occasion served, they might
head off the marauders. I myself took Rooke, as captain of the yacht, and
swept out of the creek. We ran up north to Dalairi, then down south to
Olesso, and came back to Vissarion. We saw nothing suspicious except, far
off to the extreme southward, one warship which flew no flag. Rooke,
however, who seemed to know ships by instinct, said she was a Turk; so on
our return we signalled along the whole shore to watch her. Rooke held
The Lady—which was the name I had given the armoured yacht—in
readiness to dart out in case anything suspicious was reported. He was not
to stand on any ceremony, but if necessary to attack. We did not intend to
lose a point in this desperate struggle which we had undertaken. We had
placed in different likely spots a couple of our own men to look after the
signalling.
When I got back I found that the route of the fugitives, who had now joined
into one party, had been definitely ascertained. They had gone south, but
manifestly taking alarm from the advancing line of guards, had headed up

again to the north-east, where the country was broader and the mountains
wilder and less inhabited.
Forthwith, leaving the signalling altogether in the hands of the fighting
priests, I took a small chosen band of the mountaineers of our own district,
and made, with all the speed we could, to cut across the track of the
fugitives a little ahead of them. The Archimandrite (Abbot) of Spazac, who
had just arrived, came with us. He is a splendid man—a real fighter as well
as a holy cleric, as good with his handjar as with his Bible, and a runner to
beat the band. The marauders were going at a fearful pace, considering that
they were all afoot; so we had to go fast also! Amongst these mountains
there is no other means of progressing. Our own men were so aflame with
ardour that I could not but notice that they, more than any of the others
whom I had seen, had some special cause for concern.
When I mentioned it to the Archimandrite, who moved by my side, he
answered:
“All natural enough; they are not only fighting for their country, but for
their own!” I did not quite understand his answer, and so began to ask him
some questions, to the effect that I soon began to understand a good deal
more than he did.
Letter from Archbishop Stevan Palealogue, Head of the Eastern Church of
the Blue Mountains, to the Lady Janet MacKelpie, Vissarion.
Written July 9, 1907.
H

L

,

As you wish for an understanding regarding the late lamentable
occurrence in which so much danger was incurred to this our Land of
the Blue Mountains, and one dear to us, I send these words by request
of the Gospodar Rupert, beloved of our mountaineers.
When the Voivode Peter Vissarion made his journey to the great nation
to whom we looked in our hour of need, it was necessary that he
should go in secret. The Turk was at our gates, and full of the malice
of baffled greed. Already he had tried to arrange a marriage with the
Voivodin, so that in time to come he, as her husband, might have

established a claim to the inheritance of the land. Well he knew, as do
all men, that the Blue Mountaineers owe allegiance to none that they
themselves do not appoint to rulership. This has been the history in
the past. But now and again an individual has arisen or come to the
front adapted personally for such government as this land requires.
And so the Lady Teuta, Voivodin of the Blue Mountains, was put for
her proper guarding in the charge of myself as Head of the Eastern
Church in the Land of the Blue Mountains, steps being taken in such
wise that no capture of her could be effected by unscrupulous enemies
of this our Land. This task and guardianship was gladly held as an
honour by all concerned. For the Voivodin Teuta of Vissarion must be
taken as representing in her own person the glory of the old Serb race,
inasmuch as being the only child of the Voivode Vissarion, last male of
his princely race—the race which ever, during the ten centuries of our
history, unflinchingly gave life and all they held for the protection,
safety, and well-being of the Land of the Blue Mountains. Never
during those centuries had any one of the race been known to fail in
patriotism, or to draw back from any loss or hardship enjoined by high
duty or stress of need. Moreover, this was the race of that first
Voivode Vissarion, of whom, in legend, it was prophesied that he—
once known as “The Sword of Freedom,” a giant amongst men—
would some day, when the nation had need of him, come forth from
his water-tomb in the lost Lake of Reo, and lead once more the men of
the Blue Mountains to lasting victory. This noble race, then, had come
to be known as the last hope of the Land. So that when the Voivode
was away on his country’s service, his daughter should be closely
guarded. Soon after the Voivode had gone, it was reported that he
might be long delayed in his diplomacies, and also in studying the
system of Constitutional Monarchy, for which it had been hoped to
exchange our imperfect political system. I may say inter alia that he
was mentioned as to be the first king when the new constitution should
have been arranged.
Then a great misfortune came on us; a terrible grief overshadowed the
land. After a short illness, the Voivodin Teuta Vissarion died
mysteriously of a mysterious ailment. The grief of the mountaineers
was so great that it became necessary for the governing Council to

warn them not to allow their sorrow to be seen. It was imperatively
necessary that the fact of her death should be kept secret. For there
were dangers and difficulties of several kinds. In the first place it was
advisable that even her father should be kept in ignorance of his
terrible loss. It was well known that he held her as the very core of his
heart and that if he should hear of her death, he would be too much
prostrated to be able to do the intricate and delicate work which he had
undertaken. Nay, more: he would never remain afar off, under the sad
circumstances, but would straightway return, so as to be in the land
where she lay. Then suspicions would crop up, and the truth must
shortly be known afield, with the inevitable result that the Land would
become the very centre of a war of many nations.
In the second place, if the Turks were to know that the race of
Vissarion was becoming extinct, this would encourage them to further
aggression, which would become immediate should they find out that
the Voivode was himself away. It was well known that they were
already only suspending hostilities until a fitting opportunity should
arise. Their desire for aggression had become acute after the refusal of
the nation, and of the girl herself, that she should become a wife of the
Sultan.
The dead girl had been buried in the Crypt of the church of St. Sava,
and day after day and night after night, singly and in parties, the
sorrowing mountaineers had come to pay devotion and reverence at
her tomb. So many had wished to have a last glimpse of her face that
the Vladika had, with my own consent as Archbishop, arranged for a
glass cover to be put over the stone coffin wherein her body lay.
After a little time, however, there came a belief to all concerned in the
guarding of the body—these, of course, being the priests of various
degrees of dignity appointed to the task—that the Voivodin was not
really dead, but only in a strangely-prolonged trance. Thereupon a
new complication arose. Our mountaineers are, as perhaps you know,
by nature deeply suspicious—a characteristic of all brave and selfsacrificing people who are jealous of their noble heritage. Having, as
they believed, seen the girl dead, they might not be willing to accept
the fact of her being alive. They might even imagine that there was on

foot some deep, dark plot which was, or might be, a menace, now or
hereafter, to their independence. In any case, there would be certain to
be two parties on the subject, a dangerous and deplorable thing in the
present condition of affairs.
As the trance, or catalepsy, whatever it was, continued for many days,
there had been ample time for the leaders of the Council, the Vladika,
the priesthood represented by the Archimandrite of Spazac, myself as
Archbishop and guardian of the Voivodin in her father’s absence, to
consult as to a policy to be observed in case of the girl awaking. For in
such case the difficulty of the situation would be multiplied
indefinitely. In the secret chambers of St. Sava’s we had many secret
meetings, and were finally converging on agreement when the end of
the trance came.
The girl awoke!
She was, of course, terribly frightened when she found herself in a
tomb in the Crypt. It was truly fortunate that the great candles around
her tomb had been kept lighted, for their light mitigated the horror of
the place. Had she waked in darkness, her reason might have become
unseated.
She was, however, a very noble girl; brave, with extraordinary will,
and resolution, and self-command, and power of endurance. When she
had been taken into one of the secret chambers of the church, where
she was warmed and cared for, a hurried meeting was held by the
Vladika, myself, and the chiefs of the National Council. Word had
been at once sent to me of the joyful news of her recovery; and with
the utmost haste I came, arriving in time to take a part in the Council.
At the meeting the Voivodin was herself present, and full confidence of
the situation was made to her. She herself proposed that the belief in
her death should be allowed to prevail until the return of her father,
when all could be effectively made clear. To this end she undertook to
submit to the terrific strain which such a proceeding would involve.
At first we men could not believe that any woman could go through
with such a task, and some of us did not hesitate to voice our doubts—
our disbelief. But she stood to her guns, and actually down-faced us.

At the last we, remembering things that had been done, though long
ages ago, by others of her race, came to believe not merely in her selfbelief and intention, but even in the feasibility of her plan. She took
the most solemn oaths not to betray the secret under any possible
stress.
The priesthood undertook through the Vladika and myself to further a
ghostly belief amongst the mountaineers which would tend to prevent
a too close or too persistent observation. The Vampire legend was
spread as a protection against partial discovery by any mischance, and
other weird beliefs were set afoot and fostered. Arrangements were
made that only on certain days were the mountaineers to be admitted
to the Crypt, she agreeing that for these occasions she was to take
opiates or carry out any other aid to the preservation of the secret. She
was willing, she impressed upon us, to make any personal sacrifice
which might be deemed necessary for the carrying out her father’s task
for the good of the nation.
Of course, she had at first terrible frights lying alone in the horror of
the Crypt. But after a time the terrors of the situation, if they did not
cease, were mitigated. There are secret caverns off the Crypt, wherein
in troublous times the priests and others of high place have found safe
retreat. One of these was prepared for the Voivodin, and there she
remained, except for such times as she was on show—and certain
other times of which I shall tell you. Provision was made for the
possibility of any accidental visit to the church. At such times, warned
by an automatic signal from the opening door, she was to take her
place in the tomb. The mechanism was so arranged that the means to
replace the glass cover, and to take the opiate, were there ready to her
hand. There was to be always a watch of priests at night in the church,
to guard her from ghostly fears as well as from more physical dangers;
and if she was actually in her tomb, it was to be visited at certain
intervals. Even the draperies which covered her in the sarcophagus
were rested on a bridge placed from side to side just above her, so as to
hide the rising and falling of her bosom as she slept under the narcotic.
After a while the prolonged strain began to tell so much on her that it
was decided that she should take now and again exercise out of doors.

This was not difficult, for when the Vampire story which we had
spread began to be widely known, her being seen would be accepted as
a proof of its truth. Still, as there was a certain danger in her being
seen at all, we thought it necessary to exact from her a solemn oath
that so long as her sad task lasted she should under no circumstances
ever wear any dress but her shroud—this being the only way to insure
secrecy and to prevail against accident.
There is a secret way from the Crypt to a sea cavern, whose entrance is
at high-tide under the water-line at the base of the cliff on which the
church is built. A boat, shaped like a coffin, was provided for her; and
in this she was accustomed to pass across the creek whenever she
wished to make excursion. It was an excellent device, and most
efficacious in disseminating the Vampire belief.
This state of things had now lasted from before the time when the
Gospodar Rupert came to Vissarion up to the day of the arrival of the
armoured yacht.
That night the priest on duty, on going his round of the Crypt just
before dawn, found the tomb empty. He called the others, and they
made full search. The boat was gone from the cavern, but on making
search they found it on the farther side of the creek, close to the garden
stairs. Beyond this they could discover nothing. She seemed to have
disappeared without leaving a trace.
Straightway they went to the Vladika, and signalled to me by the firesignal at the monastery at Astrag, where I then was. I took a band of
mountaineers with me, and set out to scour the country. But before
going I sent an urgent message to the Gospodar Rupert, asking him,
who showed so much interest and love to our Land, to help us in our
trouble. He, of course, knew nothing then of all have now told you.
Nevertheless, he devoted himself whole-heartedly to our needs—as
doubtless you know.
But the time had now come close when the Voivode Vissarion was
about to return from his mission; and we of the council of his
daughter’s guardianship were beginning to arrange matters so that at
his return the good news of her being still alive could be made public.

With her father present to vouch for her, no question as to truth could
arise.
But by some means the Turkish “Bureau of Spies” must have got
knowledge of the fact already. To steal a dead body for the purpose of
later establishing a fictitious claim would have been an enterprise even
more desperate than that already undertaken. We inferred from many
signs, made known to us in an investigation, that a daring party of the
Sultan’s emissaries had made a secret incursion with the object of
kidnapping the Voivodin. They must have been bold of heart and
strong of resource to enter the Land of the Blue Mountains on any
errand, let alone such a desperate one as this. For centuries we have
been teaching the Turk through bitter lessons that it is neither a safe
task nor an easy one to make incursion here.
How they did it we know not—at present; but enter they did, and, after
waiting in some secret hiding-place for a favourable opportunity,
secured their prey. We know not even now whether they had found
entrance to the Crypt and stole, as they thought, the dead body, or
whether, by some dire mischance, they found her abroad—under her
disguise as a ghost. At any rate, they had captured her, and through
devious ways amongst the mountains were bearing her back to
Turkey. It was manifest that when she was on Turkish soil the Sultan
would force a marriage on her so as eventually to secure for himself or
his successors as against all other nations a claim for the suzerainty or
guardianship of the Blue Mountains.
Such was the state of affairs when the Gospodar Rupert threw himself
into the pursuit with fiery zeal and the Berserk passion which he
inherited from Viking ancestors, whence of old came “The Sword of
Freedom” himself.
But at that very time was another possibility which the Gospodar was
himself the first to realize. Failing the getting the Voivodin safe to
Turkish soil, the ravishers might kill her! This would be entirely in
accord with the base traditions and history of the Moslems. So, too, it
would accord with Turkish customs and the Sultan’s present desires. It
would, in its way, benefit the ultimate strategetic ends of Turkey. For

were once the Vissarion race at an end, the subjection of the Land of
the Blue Mountains might, in their view, be an easier task than it had
yet been found to be.
Such, illustrious lady, were the conditions of affairs when the
Gospodar Rupert first drew his handjar for the Blue Mountains and
what it held most dear.
P
,
Archbishop of the Eastern Church, in the Land of the Blue Mountains.
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I wonder if ever in the long, strange history of the world had there come to
any other such glad tidings as came to me—and even then rather
inferentially than directly—from the Archimandrite’s answers to my
questioning. Happily I was able to restrain myself, or I should have created
some strange confusion which might have evoked distrust, and would
certainly have hampered us in our pursuit. For a little I could hardly accept
the truth which wove itself through my brain as the true inwardness of each
fact came home to me and took its place in the whole fabric. But even the
most welcome truth has to be accepted some time by even a doubting heart.
My heart, whatever it may have been, was not then a doubting heart, but a
very, very grateful one. It was only the splendid magnitude of the truth
which forbade its immediate acceptance. I could have shouted for joy, and
only stilled myself by keeping my thoughts fixed on the danger which my
wife was in. My wife! My wife! Not a Vampire; not a poor harassed
creature doomed to terrible woe, but a splendid woman, brave beyond
belief, patriotic in a way which has but few peers even in the wide history
of bravery! I began to understand the true meaning of the strange
occurrences that have come into my life. Even the origin and purpose of
that first strange visit to my room became clear. No wonder that the girl
could move about the Castle in so mysterious a manner. She had lived there
all her life, and was familiar with the secret ways of entrance and exit. I
had always believed that the place must have been honeycombed with
secret passages. No wonder that she could find a way to the battlements,

mysterious to everybody else. No wonder that she could meet me at the
Flagstaff when she so desired.
To say that I was in a tumult would be to but faintly express my condition.
I was rapt into a heaven of delight which had no measure in all my
adventurous life—the lifting of the veil which showed that my wife—mine
—won in all sincerity in the very teeth of appalling difficulties and dangers
—was no Vampire, no corpse, no ghost or phantom, but a real woman of
flesh and blood, of affection, and love, and passion. Now at last would my
love be crowned indeed when, having rescued her from the marauders, I
should bear her to my own home, where she would live and reign in peace
and comfort and honour, and in love and wifely happiness if I could achieve
such a blessing for her—and for myself.
But here a dreadful thought flashed across me, which in an instant turned
my joy to despair, my throbbing heart to ice:
“As she is a real woman, she is in greater danger than ever in the hands of
Turkish ruffians. To them a woman is in any case no more than a sheep;
and if they cannot bring her to the harem of the Sultan, they may deem it
the next wisest step to kill her. In that way, too, they might find a better
chance of escape. Once rid of her the party could separate, and there might
be a chance of some of them finding escape as individuals that would not
exist for a party. But even if they did not kill her, to escape with her would
be to condemn her to the worst fate of all the harem of the Turk! Lifelong
misery and despair—however long that life might be—must be the lot of a
Christian woman doomed to such a lot. And to her, just happily wedded,
and after she had served her country in such a noble way as she had done,
that dreadful life of shameful slavery would be a misery beyond belief.
“She must be rescued—and quickly! The marauders must be caught soon,
and suddenly, so that they may have neither time nor opportunity to harm
her, as they would be certain to do if they have warning of immediate
danger.
“On! on!”
And “on” it was all through that terrible night as well as we could through
the forest.

It was a race between the mountaineers and myself as to who should be
first. I understood now the feeling that animated them, and which singled
them out even from amongst their fiery comrades, when the danger of the
Voivodin became known. These men were no mean contestants even in
such a race, and, strong as I am, it took my utmost effort to keep ahead of
them. They were keen as leopards, and as swift. Their lives had been spent
among the mountains, and their hearts and souls on were in the chase. I
doubt not that if the death of any one of us could have through any means
effected my wife’s release, we should, if necessary, have fought amongst
ourselves for the honour.
From the nature of the work before us our party had to keep to the top of the
hills. We had not only to keep observation on the flying party whom we
followed, and to prevent them making discovery of us, but we had to be
always in a position to receive and answer signals made to us from the
Castle, or sent to us from other eminences.
Letter from Petrof Vlastimir, Archimandrite of Spazac, to the Lady Janet
MacKelpie, of Vissarion.
Written July 8, 1907.
G

L

,

I am asked to write by the Vladika, and have permission of the
Archbishop. I have the honour of transmitting to you the record of the
pursuit of the Turkish spies who carried off the Voivodin Teuta, of the
noble House of Vissarion. The pursuit was undertaken by the
Gospodar Rupert, who asked that I would come with his party, since
what he was so good as to call my “great knowledge of the country
and its people” might serve much. It is true that I have had much
knowledge of the Land of the Blue Mountains and its people, amongst
which and whom my whole life has been passed. But in such a cause
no reason was required. There was not a man in the Blue Mountains
who would not have given his life for the Voivodin Teuta, and when
they heard that she had not been dead, as they thought, but only in a
trance, and that it was she whom the marauders had carried off, they
were in a frenzy. So why should I—to whom has been given the great
trust of the Monastery of Spazac—hesitate at such a time? For myself,

I wanted to hurry on, and to come at once to the fight with my
country’s foes; and well I knew that the Gospodar Rupert, with a lion’s
heart meet for his giant body, would press on with a matchless speed.
We of the Blue Mountains do not lag when our foes are in front of us;
most of all do we of the Eastern Church press on when the Crescent
wars against the Cross!
We took with us no gear or hamper of any kind; no coverings except
what we stood in; no food—nothing but our handjars and our rifles,
with a sufficiency of ammunition. Before starting, the Gospodar gave
hurried orders by signal from the Castle to have food and ammunition
sent to us (as we might signal) by the nearest hamlet.
It was high noon when we started, only ten strong—for our leader
would take none but approved runners who could shoot straight and
use the handjar as it should be used. So as we went light, we expected
to go fast. By this time we knew from the reports signalled to
Vissarion that the enemies were chosen men of no despicable prowess.
The Keeper of the Green Flag of Islam is well served, and as though
the Turk is an infidel and a dog, he is sometimes brave and strong.
Indeed, except when he passes the confines of the Blue Mountains, he
has been known to do stirring deeds. But as none who have dared to
wander in amongst our hills ever return to their own land, we may not
know of how they speak at home of their battles here. Still, these men
were evidently not to be despised; and our Gospodar, who is a wise
man as well as a valiant, warned us to be prudent, and not to despise
our foes over much. We did as he counselled, and in proof we only
took ten men, as we had only twenty against us. But then there was at
stake much beyond life, and we took no risks. So, as the great clock at
Vissarion clanged of noon, the eight fastest runners of the Blue
Mountains, together with the Gospodar Rupert and myself, swept out
on our journey. It had been signalled to us that the course which the
marauders had as yet taken in their flight was a zigzag one, running
eccentrically at all sorts of angles in all sorts of directions. But our
leader had marked out a course where we might intercept our foes
across the main line of their flight; and till we had reached that region
we paused not a second, but went as fast as we could all night long.

Indeed, it was amongst us a race as was the Olympic race of old
Greece, each one vying with his fellows, though not in jealous
emulation, but in high spirit, to best serve his country and the Voivodin
Teuta. Foremost amongst us went the Gospodar, bearing himself as a
Paladin of old, his mighty form pausing for no obstacle. Perpetually
did he urge us on. He would not stop or pause for a moment, but often
as he and I ran together—for, lady, in my youth I was the fleetest of all
in the race, and even that now can head a battalion when duty calls—
he would ask me certain questions as to the Lady Teuta and of the
strange manner of her reputed death, as it was gradually unfolded in
my answers to his questioning. And as each new phase of knowledge
came to him, he would rush on as one possessed of fiends: whereat our
mountaineers, who seem to respect even fiends for their thoroughness,
would strive to keep pace with him till they too seemed worked into
diabolic possession. And I myself, left alone in the calmness of
sacerdotal office, forgot even that. With surging ears and eyes that saw
blood, I rushed along with best of them.
Then truly the spirit of a great captain showed itself in the Gospodar,
for when others were charged with fury he began to force himself into
calm, so that out of his present self-command and the memory of his
exalted position came a worthy strategy and thought for every
contingency that might arise. So that when some new direction was
required for our guidance, there was no hesitation in its coming. We,
nine men of varying kinds, all felt that we had a master; and so, being
willing to limit ourselves to strict obedience, we were free to use such
thoughts as well as such powers as we had to the best advantage of the
doing.
We came across the trail of the flying marauders on the second
morning after the abduction, a little before noon. It was easy enough
to see, for by this time the miscreants were all together, and our
people, who were woodlanders, were able to tell much of the party that
passed. These were evidently in a terrified hurry, for they had taken no
precautions such as are necessary baffle pursuit, and all of which take
time. Our foresters said that two went ahead and two behind. In the
centre went the mass, moving close together, as though surrounding
their prisoner. We caught not even a single glimpse her—could not

have, they encompassed her so closely. But our foresters saw other
than the mass; the ground that had been passed was before them. They
knew that the prisoner had gone unwillingly—nay, more: one of them
said as he rose from his knees, where he had been examining of the
ground:
“The misbegotten dogs have been urging her on with their yataghans!
There are drops of blood, though there are no blood-marks on her
feet.”
Whereupon the Gospodar flamed with passion. His teeth ground
together, and with a deep-breathed “On, on!” he sprang off again,
handjar in hand, on the track.
Before long we saw the party in the distance. They this were far below
us in a deep valley, although the track of their going passed away to
the right hand. They were making for the base of the great cliff, which
rose before us all. Their reason was twofold, as we soon knew. Far off
down the valley which they were crossing we saw signs of persons
coming in haste, who must be of the search party coming from the
north. Though the trees hid them, we could not mistake the signs. I
was myself forester enough to have no doubt. Again, it was evident
that the young Voivodin could travel no longer at the dreadful pace at
which they had been going. Those blood-marks told their own tale!
They meant to make a last stand here in case they should be
discovered.
Then it was that he, who amongst us all had been most fierce and most
bent on rapid pursuit, became the most the calm. Raising his hand for
silence—though, God knows, we were and had been silent enough
during that long rush through the forest—he said, in a low, keen
whisper which cut the silence like a knife:
“My friends, the time is come for action. God be thanked, who has
now brought us face to face with our foes! But we must be careful
here—not on our own account, for we wish nothing more than to rush
on and conquer or die—but for the sake of her whom you love, and
whom I, too, love. She is in danger from anything which may give

warning to those fiends. If they know or even suspect for an instant
that we are near, they will murder her . . . ”
Here his voice broke for an instant with the extremity of his passion or
the depth of his feeling—I hardly know which; I think both acted on
him.
“We know from those blood-marks what they can do—even to her.”
His teeth ground together again, but he went on without stopping
further:
“Let us arrange the battle. Though we are but little distance from them
as the crow flies, the way is far to travel. There is, I can see, but one
path down to the valley from this side. That they have gone by, and
that they will sure to guard—to watch, at any rate. Let us divide, as to
surround them. The cliff towards which they make runs far to the left
without a break. That to the right we cannot see from this spot; but
from the nature of the ground it is not unlikely that it turns round in
this direction, making the hither end of the valley like a vast pocket or
amphitheatre. As they have studied the ground in other places, they
may have done so in this, and have come hither as to a known refuge.
Let one man, a marksman, stay here.”
As he spoke a man stepped to the front. He was, I knew, an excellent
shot.
“Let two others go to the left and try to find a way down the cliff
before us. When they have descended to the level of the valley—path
or no path—let them advance cautiously and secretly, keeping their
guns in readiness. But they must not fire till need. Remember, my
brothers,” said, turning to those who stepped out a pace or two to the
left, “that the first shot gives the warning which will be the signal for
the Voivodin’s death. These men will not hesitate. You must judge
yourselves of the time to shoot. The others of us will move to the right
and try to find a path on that side. If the valley be indeed a pocket
between the cliffs, we must find a way down that is not a path!”
As he spoke thus there was a blaze in his eyes that betokened no good
to aught that might stand in his way. I ran by his side as we moved to

the right.
It was as he surmised about the cliff. When we got a little on our way
we saw how the rocky formation trended to our right, till, finally, with
a wide curve, it came round to the other side.
It was a fearful valley that, with its narrow girth and its towering walls
that seemed to topple over. On the farther side from us the great trees
that clothed the slope of the mountain over it grew down to the very
edge of the rock, so that their spreading branches hung far over the
chasm. And, so far as we could understand, the same condition existed
on our own side. Below us the valley was dark even in the daylight.
We could best tell the movement of the flying marauders by the flashes
of the white shroud of their captive in the midst of them.
From where we were grouped, amid the great tree-trunks on the very
brow of the cliff, we could, when our eyes were accustomed to the
shadow, see them quite well. In great haste, and half dragging, half
carrying the Voivodin, they crossed the open space and took refuge in
a little grassy alcove surrounded, save for its tortuous entrance, by
undergrowth. From the valley level it was manifestly impossible to
see them, though we from our altitude could see over the stunted
undergrowth. When within the glade, they took their hands from her.
She, shuddering instinctively, withdrew to a remote corner of the dell.
And then, oh, shame on their manhood!—Turks and heathens though
they were—we could see that they had submitted her to the indignity
of gagging her and binding her hands!
Our Voivodin Teuta bound! To one and all of us it was like lashing us
across the face. I heard the Gospodar’s teeth grind again. But once
more he schooled himself to calmness ere he said:
“It is, perhaps, as well, great though the indignity be. They are seeking
their own doom, which is coming quickly . . . Moreover, they are
thwarting their own base plans. Now that she is bound they will trust
to their binding, so that they will delay their murderous alternative to
the very last moment. Such is our chance of rescuing her alive!”

For a few moments he stood as still as a stone, as though revolving
something in his mind whilst he watched. I could see that some grim
resolution was forming in his mind, for his eyes ranged to the top of
the trees above cliff, and down again, very slowly this time, as though
measuring and studying the detail of what was in front of him. Then
he spoke:
“They are in hopes that the other pursuing party may not come across
them. To know that, they are waiting. If those others do not come up
the valley, they will proceed on their way. They will return up the path
the way they came. There we can wait them, charge into the middle of
them when she is opposite, and cut down those around her. Then the
others will open fire, and we shall be rid of them!
Whilst he was speaking, two of the men of our party, who I knew to be
good sharpshooters, and who had just before lain on their faces and
had steadied their rifles to shoot, rose to their feet.
“Command us, Gospodar!” they said simply, as they stood to
attention. “Shall we go to the head of the ravine road and there take
hiding?” He thought for perhaps a minute, whilst we all stood as silent
as images. I could hear our hearts beating. Then he said:
“No, not yet. There is time for that yet. They will not—cannot stir or
make plans in any way till they know whether the other party is
coming towards them or not. From our height here we can see what
course the others are taking long before those villains do. Then we can
make our plans and be ready in time.”
We waited many minutes, but could see no further signs the other
pursuing party. These had evidently adopted greater caution in their
movements as they came closer to where they expected to find the
enemy. The marauders began to grow anxious. Even at our distance
we could gather as much from their attitude and movements.
Presently, when the suspense of their ignorance grew too much for
them, they drew to the entrance of the glade, which was the farthest
place to which, without exposing themselves to anyone who might
come to the valley, they could withdraw from their captive. Here they

consulted together. We could follow from their gestures what they
were saying, for as they did not wish their prisoner to hear, their
gesticulation was enlightening to us as to each other. Our people, like
all mountaineers, have good eyes, and the Gospodar is himself an
eagle in this as in other ways. Three men stood back from the rest.
They stacked their rifles so that they could seize them easily. Then
they drew their scimitars, and stood ready, as though on guard.
These were evidently the appointed murderers. Well they knew their
work; for though they stood in a desert place with none within long
distance except the pursuing party, of whose approach they would have
good notice, they stood so close to their prisoner that no marksman in
the world—now or that ever had been; not William Tell himself—
could have harmed any of them without at least endangering her. Two
of them turned the Voivodin round so that her face was towards the
precipice—in which position she could not see what was going on—
whilst he who was evidently leader of the gang explained, in gesture,
that the others were going to spy upon the pursuing party. When they
had located them he, or one of his men, would come out of the opening
of the wood wherein they had had evidence of them, and hold up his
hand.
That was to be the signal for the cutting of the victim’s throat—such
being the chosen method (villainous even for heathen murderers) of
her death. There was not one of our men who did not grind his teeth
when we witnessed the grim action, only too expressive, of the Turk as
he drew his right hand, clenched as though he held a yataghan in it,
across his throat.
At the opening of the glade all the spying party halted whilst the leader
appointed to each his place of entry of the wood, the front of which
extended in an almost straight across the valley from cliff to cliff.
The men, stooping low when in the open, and taking instant advantage
of every little obstacle on the ground, seemed to fade like spectres with
incredible swiftness across the level mead, and were swallowed up in
the wood.

When they had disappeared the Gospodar Rupert revealed to us the
details of the plan of action which he had revolving in his mind. He
motioned us to follow him: we threaded a way between the tree-trunks,
keeping all the while on the very edge of the cliff, so that the space
below was all visible to us. When we had got round the curve
sufficiently to see the whole of the wood on the valley level, without
losing sight of the Voivodin and her appointed assassins, we halted
under his direction. There was an added advantage of this point over
the other, for we could see directly the rising of the hill-road, up which
farther side ran the continuation of the mountain path which the
marauders had followed. It was somewhere on that path that the other
pursuing party had hoped to intercept the fugitives. The Gospodar
spoke quickly, though in a voice of command which true soldiers love
to hear:
“Brothers, the time has come when we can strike a blow for Teuta and
the Land. Do you two, marksmen, take position here facing the
wood.” The two men here lay down and got their rifles ready.
“Divide the frontage of the wood between you; arrange between
yourselves the limits of your positions. The very instant one of the
marauders appears, cover him; drop him before he emerges from the
wood. Even then still watch and treat similarly whoever else may take
his place. Do this if they come singly till not a man is left.
Remember, brothers, that brave hearts alone will not suffice at this
grim crisis. In this hour the best safety of the Voivodin is in the calm
spirit and the steady eye!” Then he turned to the rest of us, and spoke
to me:
“Archimandrite of Plazac, you who are interpreter to God of the
prayers of so many souls, my own hour has come. If I do not return,
convey my love to my Aunt Janet—Miss MacKelpie, at Vissarion.
There is but one thing left to us if we wish to save the Voivodin. Do
you, when the time comes, take these men and join the watcher at the
top of the ravine road. When the shots are fired, do you out handjar,
and rush the ravine and across the valley. Brothers, you may be in
time to avenge the Voivodin, if you cannot save her. For me there
must be a quicker way, and to it I go. As there is not, and will not be,
time to traverse the path, I must take a quicker way. Nature finds me a

path that man has made it necessary for me to travel. See that giant
beech-tree that towers above the glade where the Voivodin is held?
There is my path! When you from here have marked the return of the
spies, give me a signal with your hat—do not use a handkerchief, as
others might see its white, and take warning. Then rush that ravine. I
shall take that as the signal for my descent by the leafy road. If I can
do naught else, I can crush the murderers with my falling weight, even
if I have to kill her too. At least we shall die together—and free. Lay
us together in the tomb at St. Sava’s. Farewell, if it be the last!”
He threw down the scabbard in which he carried his handjar, adjusted
the naked weapon in his belt behind his back, and was gone!
We who were not watching the wood kept our eyes fixed on the great
beech-tree, and with new interest noticed the long trailing branches
which hung low, and swayed even in the gentle breeze. For a few
minutes, which seemed amazingly long, we saw no sign of him. Then,
high up on one of the great branches which stood clear of obscuring
leaves, we saw something crawling flat against the bark. He was well
out on the branch, hanging far over the precipice. He was looking over
at us, and I waved my hand so that he should know we saw him. He
was clad in green—his usual forest dress—so that there was not any
likelihood of any other eyes noticing him. I took off my hat, and held
it ready to signal with when the time should come. I glanced down at
the glade and saw the Voivodin standing, still safe, with her guards so
close to her as to touch. Then I, too, fixed my eyes on the wood.
Suddenly the man standing beside me seized my arm and pointed. I
could just see through the trees, which were lower than elsewhere in
the front of the wood, a Turk moving stealthily; so I waved my hat. At
the same time a rifle underneath me cracked. A second or two later the
spy pitched forward on his face and lay still. At the same instant my
eyes sought the beech-tree, and I saw the close-lying figure raise itself
and slide forward to a joint of the branch. Then the Gospodar, as he
rose, hurled himself forward amid the mass of the trailing branches.
He dropped like a stone, and my heart sank.

But an instant later he seemed in poise. He had clutched the thin,
trailing branches as he fell; and as he sank a number of leaves which
his motion had torn off floated out round him.
Again the rifle below me cracked, and then again, and again, and
again. The marauders had taken warning, and were coming out in
mass. But my own eyes were fixed on the tree. Almost as a
thunderbolt falls fell the giant body of the Gospodar, his size lost in the
immensity of his surroundings. He fell in a series of jerks, as he kept
clutching the trailing beech-branches whilst they lasted, and then other
lesser verdure growing out from the fissures in the rock after the
lengthening branches had with all their elasticity reached their last
point.
At length—for though this all took place in a very few seconds the
gravity of the crisis prolonged them immeasurably—there came a large
space of rock some three times his own length. He did not pause, but
swung himself to one side, so that he should fall close to the Voivodin
and her guards. These men did not seem to notice, for their attention
was fixed on the wood whence they expected their messenger to
signal. But they raised their yataghans in readiness. The shots had
alarmed them; and they meant to do the murder now—messenger or no
messenger
But though the men did not see the danger from above, the Voivodin
did. She raised her eyes quickly at the first sound, and even from
where we were, before we began to run towards the ravine path, I
could see the triumphant look in her glorious eyes when she
recognized the identity of the man who was seemingly coming straight
down from Heaven itself to help her—as, indeed, she, and we too, can
very well imagine that he did; for if ever heaven had a hand in a rescue
on earth, it was now.
Even during the last drop from the rocky foliage the Gospodar kept his
head. As he fell he pulled his handjar free, and almost as he was
falling its sweep took off the head of one of the assassins. As he
touched ground he stumbled for an instant, but it was towards his

enemies. Twice with lightning rapidity the handjar swept the air, and
at each sweep a head rolled on the sward.
The Voivodin held up her tied hands. Again the handjar flashed, this
time downwards, and the lady was free. Without an instant’s pause the
Gospodar tore off the gag, and with his left arm round her and handjar
in right hand, stood face toward his living foes. The Voivodin stooped
suddenly, and then, raising the yataghan which had fallen from the
hand of one of the dead marauders, stood armed beside him.
The rifles were now cracking fast, as the marauders—those that were
left of them—came rushing out into the open. But well the marksmen
knew their work. Well they bore in mind the Gospodar’s command
regarding calmness. They kept picking off the foremost men only, so
that the onward rush never seemed to get more forward.
As we rushed down the ravine we could see clearly all before us. But
now, just as we were beginning to fear lest some mischance might
allow some of them to reach the glade, there was another cause of
surprise—of rejoicing.
From the face of the wood seemed to burst all at once a body of men,
all wearing the national cap, so we knew them as our own. They were
all armed with the handjar only, and they came like tigers. They swept
on the rushing Turks as though, for all their swiftness, they were
standing still—literally wiping them out as a child wipes a lesson from
its slate.
A few seconds later these were followed by a tall figure with long hair
and beard of black mingled with grey. Instinctively we all, as did
those in the valley, shouted with joy. For this was the Vladika Milosh
Plamenac himself.
I confess that, knowing what I knew, I was for a short space of time
anxious lest, in the terrific excitement in which we were all lapped,
someone might say or do something which might make for trouble
later on. The Gospodar’s splendid achievement, which was worthy of
any hero of old romance, had set us all on fire. He himself must have
been wrought to a high pitch of excitement to dare such an act; and it

is not at such a time that discretion must be expected from any man.
Most of all did I fear danger from the womanhood of the Voivodin.
Had I not assisted at her marriage, I might not have understood then
what it must have been to her to be saved from such a doom at such a
time by such a man, who was so much to her, and in such a way. It
would have been only natural if at such a moment of gratitude and
triumph she had proclaimed the secret which we of the Council of the
Nation and her father’s Commissioners had so religiously kept. But
none of us knew then either the Voivodin or the Gospodar Rupert as
we do now. It was well that they were as they are, for the jealousy and
suspicion of our mountaineers might, even at such a moment, and even
whilst they throbbed at such a deed, have so manifested themselves as
to have left a legacy of distrust. The Vladika and I, who of all (save
the two immediately concerned) alone knew, looked at each other
apprehensively. But at that instant the Voivodin, with a swift glance at
her husband, laid a finger on her lip; and he, with quick understanding,
gave assurance by a similar sign. Then she sank before him on one
knee, and, raising his hand to her lips, kissed it, and spoke:
“Gospodar Rupert, I owe you all that a woman may owe, except to
God. You have given me life and honour! I cannot thank you
adequately for what you have done; my father will try to do so when
he returns. But I am right sure that the men of the Blue Mountains,
who so value honour, and freedom, and liberty, and bravery, will hold
you in their hearts for ever!”
This was so sweetly spoken, with lips that trembled and eyes that
swam in tears, so truly womanly and so in accord with the custom of
our nation regarding the reverence that women owe to men, that the
hearts of our mountaineers were touched to the quick. Their noble
simplicity found expression in tears. But if the gallant Gospodar could
have for a moment thought that so to weep was unmanly, his error
would have had instant correction. When the Voivodin had risen to her
feet, which she did with queenly dignity, the men around closed in on
the Gospodar like a wave of the sea, and in a second held him above
their heads, tossing on their lifted hands as if on stormy breakers. It
was as though the old Vikings of whom we have heard, and whose
blood flows in Rupert’s veins, were choosing a chief in old fashion. I

was myself glad that the men were so taken up with the Gospodar that
they did not see the glory of the moment in the Voivodin’s starry eyes;
for else they might have guessed the secret. I knew from the Vladika’s
look that he shared my own satisfaction, even as he had shared my
anxiety.
As the Gospodar Rupert was tossed high on the lifted hands of the
mountaineers, their shouts rose to such a sudden volume that around
us, as far as I could see, the frightened birds rose from the forest, and
their noisy alarm swelled the tumult.
The Gospodar, ever thoughtful for others, was the first to calm himself.
“Come, brothers,” he said, “let us gain the hilltop, where we can signal
to the Castle. It is right that the whole nation should share in the glad
tidings that the Voivodin Teuta of Vissarion is free. But before we go,
let us remove the arms and clothing of these carrion marauders. We
may have use for them later on.”
The mountaineers set him down, gently enough. And he, taking the
Voivodin by the hand, and calling the Vladika and myself close to
them, led the way up the ravine path which the marauders had
descended, and thence through the forest to the top of the hill that
dominated the valley. Here we could, from an opening amongst the
trees, catch a glimpse far off of the battlements of Vissarion.
Forthwith the Gospodar signalled; and on the moment a reply of their
awaiting was given. Then the Gospodar signalled the glad news. It
was received with manifest rejoicing. We could not hear any sound so
far away, but we could see the movement of lifted faces and waving
hands, and knew that it was well. But an instant after came a calm so
dread that we knew before the semaphore had begun to work that there
was bad news in store for us. When the news did come, a bitter
wailing arose amongst us; for the news that was signalled ran:
“The Voivode has been captured by the Turks on his return, and is held
by them at Ilsin.”
In an instant the temper of the mountaineers changed. It was as though
by a flash summer had changed to winter, as though the yellow glory

of the standing corn had been obliterated by the dreary waste of snow.
Nay, more: it was as when one beholds the track of the whirlwind
when the giants of the forest are levelled with the sward. For a few
seconds there was silence; and then, with an angry roar, as when God
speaks in the thunder, came the fierce determination of the men of the
Blue Mountains:
“To Ilsin! To Ilsin!” and a stampede in the direction of the south
began. For, Illustrious Lady, you, perhaps, who have been for so short
a time at Vissarion, may not know that at the extreme southern point of
the Land of the Blue Mountains lies the little port of Ilsin, which long
ago we wrested from the Turk.
The stampede was checked by the command, “Halt!” spoken in a
thunderous voice by the Gospodar. Instinctively all stopped. The
Gospodar Rupert spoke again:
“Had we not better know a little more before we start on our journey?
I shall get by semaphore what details are known. Do you all proceed
in silence and as swiftly as possible. The Vladika and I will wait here
till we have received the news and have sent some instructions, when
we shall follow, and, if we can, overtake you. One thing: be absolutely
silent on what has been. Be secret of every detail—even as to the
rescue of the Voivodin—except what I send.”
Without a word—thus showing immeasurable trust—the whole body
—not a very large one, it is true—moved on, and the Gospodar began
signalling. As I was myself expert in the code, I did not require any
explanation, but followed question and answer on either side. The first
words the Gospodar Rupert signalled were:
“Silence, absolute and profound, as to everything which has been.”
Then he asked for details of the capture of the Voivode. The answer
ran:
“He was followed from Flushing, and his enemies advised by the spies
all along the route. At Ragusa quite a number of strangers—travellers
seemingly—went on board the packet. When he got out, the strangers
debarked too, and evidently followed him, though, as yet, we have no

details. He disappeared at Ilsin from the Hotel Reo, whither he had
gone. All possible steps are being taken to trace his movements, and
strictest silence and secrecy are observed.”
His answer was:
“Good! Keep silent and secret. Am hurrying back. Signal request to
Archbishop and all members of National Council to come to Gadaar
with all speed. There the yacht will meet him. Tell Rooke take yacht
all speed to Gadaar; there meet Archbishop and Council—give him list
of names—and return full speed. Have ready plenty arms, six flying
artillery. Two hundred men, provisions three days. Silence, silence.
All depends on that. All to go on as usual at Castle, except to those in
secret.”
When the receipt of his message had been signalled, we three—for, of
course, the Voivodin was with us; she had refused to leave the
Gospodar—set out hot-foot after our comrades. But by the time we
had descended the hill it was evident that the Voivodin could not keep
up the terrific pace at which we were going. She struggled heroically,
but the long journey she had already taken, and the hardship and
anxiety she had suffered, had told on her. The Gospodar stopped, and
said that it would be better that he should press on—it was, perhaps,
her father’s life—and said he would carry her.
“No, no!” she answered. “Go on! I shall follow with the Vladika.
And then you can have things ready to get on soon after the
Archbishop and Council arrive.” They kissed each other after, on her
part, a shy glance at me; and he went on the track of our comrades at a
great pace. I could see him shortly after catch them up,—though they,
too, were going fast. For a few minutes they ran together, he speaking
—I could note it from the way they kept turning their heads towards
him. Then he broke away from them hurriedly. He went like a stag
breaking covert, and was soon out of sight. They halted a moment or
two. Then some few ran on, and all the rest came back towards us.
Quickly they improvised a litter with cords and branches, and insisted
that the Voivodin should use it. In an incredibly short time we were
under way again, and proceeding with great rapidity towards

Vissarion. The men took it in turns to help with the litter; I had the
honour of taking a hand in the work myself.
About a third of the way out from Vissarion a number of our people
met us. They were fresh, and as they carried the litter, we who were
relieved were free for speed. So we soon arrived at the Castle.
Here we found all humming like a hive of bees. The yacht, which
Captain Rooke had kept fired ever since the pursuing party under the
Gospodar had left Vissarion, was already away, and tearing up the
coast at a fearful rate. The rifles and ammunition were stacked on the
quay. The field-guns, too, were equipped, and the cases of
ammunition ready to ship. The men, two hundred of them, were
paraded in full kit, ready to start at a moment’s notice. The provision
for three days was all ready to put aboard, and barrels of fresh water to
trundle aboard when the yacht should return. At one end of the quay,
ready to lift on board, stood also the Gospodar’s aeroplane, fully
equipped, and ready, if need were, for immediate flight.
I was glad to see that the Voivodin seemed none the worse for her
terrible experience. She still wore her shroud; but no one seemed to
notice it as anything strange. The whisper had evidently gone round of
what had been. But discretion ruled the day. She and the Gospodar
met as two who had served and suffered in common; but I was glad to
notice that both kept themselves under such control that none of those
not already in the secret even suspected that there was any love
between them, let alone marriage.
We all waited with what patience we could till word was signalled
from the Castle tower that the yacht had appeared over the northern
horizon, and was coming down fast, keeping inshore as she came.
When she arrived, we heard to our joy that all concerned had done
their work well. The Archbishop was aboard, and of the National
Council not one was missing. The Gospodar hurried them all into the
great hall of the Castle, which had in the meantime been got ready. I,
too, went with him, but the Voivodin remained without.
When all were seated, he rose and said:

“My Lord Archbishop, Vladika, and Lords of the Council all, I have
dared to summon you in this way because time presses, and the life of
one you all love—the Voivode Vissarion—is at stake. This audacious
attempt of the Turk is the old aggression under a new form. It is a new
and more daring step than ever to try to capture your chief and his
daughter, the Voivodin, whom you love. Happily, the latter part of the
scheme is frustrated. The Voivodin is safe and amongst us. But the
Voivode is held prisoner—if, indeed, he be still alive. He must be
somewhere near Ilsin—but where exactly we know not as yet. We
have an expedition ready to start the moment we receive your sanction
—your commands. We shall obey your wishes with our lives. But as
the matter is instant, I would venture to ask one question, and one
only: ‘Shall we rescue the Voivode at any cost that may present
itself?’ I ask this, for the matter has now become an international one,
and, if our enemies are as earnest as we are, the issue is war!”
Having so spoken, and with a dignity and force which is inexpressible,
he withdrew; and the Council, having appointed a scribe—the monk
Cristoferos, whom I had suggested—began its work.
The Archbishop spoke:
“Lords of the Council of the Blue Mountains, I venture to ask you that
the answer to the Gospodar Rupert be an instant ‘Yes!’ together with
thanks and honour to that gallant Englisher, who has made our cause
his own, and who has so valiantly rescued our beloved Voivodin from
the ruthless hands of our enemies.” Forthwith the oldest member of
the Council—Nicolos of Volok—rose, and, after throwing a searching
look round the faces of all, and seeing grave nods of assent—for not a
word was spoken—said to him who held the door: “Summon the
Gospodar Rupert forthwith!” When Rupert entered, he spoke to him:
“Gospodar Rupert, the Council of the Blue Mountains has only one
answer to give: Proceed! Rescue the Voivode Vissarion, whatever the
cost may be! You hold henceforth in your hand the handjar of our
nation, as already, for what you have done in your valiant rescue of our
beloved Voivodin, your breast holds the heart of our people. Proceed
at once! We give you, I fear, little time; but we know that such is your

own wish. Later, we shall issue formal authorization, so that if war
may ensue, our allies may understand that you have acted for the
nation, and also such letters credential as may be required by you in
this exceptional service. These shall follow you within an hour. For
our enemies we take no account. See, we draw the handjar that we
offer you.” As one man all in the hall drew their handjars, which
flashed as a blaze of lightning.
There did not seem to be an instant’s delay. The Council broke up, and
its members, mingling with the people without, took active part in the
preparations. Not many minutes had elapsed when the yacht, manned
and armed and stored as arranged, was rushing out of the creek. On
the bridge, beside Captain Rooke, stood the Gospodar Rupert and the
still-shrouded form of the Voivodin Teuta. I myself was on the lower
deck with the soldiers, explaining to certain of them the special duties
which they might be called on to fulfil. I held the list which the
Gospodar Rupert had prepared whilst we were waiting for the yacht to
arrive from Gadaar.
P
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We went at a terrific pace down the coast, keeping well inshore so as to
avoid, if possible, being seen from the south. Just north of Ilsin a rocky
headland juts out, and that was our cover. On the north of the peninsula is a
small land-locked bay, with deep water. It is large enough to take the yacht,
though a much larger vessel could not safely enter. We ran in, and anchored
close to the shore, which has a rocky frontage—a natural shelf of rock,
which is practically the same as a quay. Here we met the men who had
come from Ilsin and the neighbourhood in answer to our signalling earlier
in the day. They gave us the latest information regarding the kidnapping of
the Voivode, and informed us that every man in that section of the country
was simply aflame about it. They assured us that we could rely on them,
not merely to fight to the death, but to keep silence absolutely. Whilst the
seamen, under the direction of Rooke, took the aeroplane on shore and
found a suitable place for it, where it was hidden from casual view, but
from which it could be easily launched, the Vladika and I—and, of course,
my wife—were hearing such details as were known of the disappearance of
her father.
It seems that he travelled secretly in order to avoid just such a possibility as
has happened. No one knew of his coming till he came to Fiume, whence
he sent a guarded message to the Archbishop, which the latter alone would
understand. But this Turkish agents were evidently on his track all the time,
and doubtless the Bureau of Spies was kept well advised. He landed at Ilsin
from a coasting steamer from Ragusa to the Levant.
For two days before his coming there had been quite an unusual number of
arrivals at the little port, at which arrivals are rare. And it turned out that
the little hotel—the only fairly good one in Ilsin—was almost filled up.
Indeed, only one room was left, which the Voivode took for the night. The
innkeeper did not know the Voivode in his disguise, but suspected who it
was from the description. He dined quietly, and went to bed. His room was
at the back, on the ground-floor, looking out on the bank of the little River
Silva, which here runs into the harbour. No disturbance was heard in the

night. Late in the morning, when the elderly stranger had not made his
appearance, inquiry was made at his door. He did not answer, so presently
the landlord forced the door, and found the room empty. His luggage was
seemingly intact, only the clothes which he had worn were gone. A strange
thing was that, though the bed had been slept in and his clothes were gone,
his night-clothes were not to be found, from which it was argued by the
local authorities, when they came to make inquiry, that he had gone or been
taken from the room in his night-gear, and that his clothes had been taken
with him. There was evidently some grim suspicion on the part of the
authorities, for they had commanded absolute silence on all in the house.
When they came to make inquiry as to the other guests, it was found that
one and all had gone in the course of the morning, after paying their bills.
None of them had any heavy luggage, and there was nothing remaining by
which they might be traced or which would afford any clue to their
identity. The authorities, having sent a confidential report to the seat of
government, continued their inquiries, and even now all available hands
were at work on the investigation. When I had signalled to Vissarion,
before my arrival there, word had been sent through the priesthood to enlist
in the investigation the services of all good men, so that every foot of
ground in that section of the Blue Mountains was being investigated. The
port-master was assured by his watchmen that no vessel, large or small, had
heft the harbour during the night. The inference, therefore, was that the
Voivode’s captors had made inland with him—if, indeed, they were not
already secreted in or near the town.
Whilst we were receiving the various reports, a hurried message came that
it was now believed that the whole party were in the Silent Tower. This was
a well-chosen place for such an enterprise. It was a massive tower of
immense strength, built as a memorial—and also as a “keep”—after one of
the massacres of the invading Turks.
It stood on the summit of a rocky knoll some ten miles inland from the Port
of Ilsin. It was a place shunned as a rule, and the country all around it was
so arid and desolate that there were no residents near it. As it was kept for
state use, and might be serviceable in time of war, it was closed with
massive iron doors, which were kept locked except upon certain occasions.
The keys were at the seat of government at Plazac. If, therefore, it had been
possible to the Turkish marauders to gain entrance and exit, it might be a

difficult as well as a dangerous task to try to cut the Voivode out. His
presence with them was a dangerous menace to any force attacking them,
for they would hold his life as a threat.
I consulted with the Vladika at once as to what was best to be done. And
we decided that, though we should put a cordon of guards around it at a safe
distance to prevent them receiving warning, we should at present make no
attack.
We made further inquiry as to whether there had been any vessel seen in the
neighbourhood during the past few days, and were informed that once or
twice a warship had been seen on the near side of the southern horizon.
This was evidently the ship which Rooke had seen on his rush down the
coast after the abduction of the Voivodin, and which he had identified as a
Turkish vessel. The glimpses of her which had been had were all in full
daylight—there was no proof that she had not stolen up during the nighttime without lights. But the Vladika and I were satisfied that the Turkish
vessel was watching—was in league with both parties of marauders—and
was intended to take off any of the strangers, or their prey, who might reach
Ilsin undetected. It was evidently with this view that the kidnappers of
Teuta had, in the first instance, made with all speed for the south. It was
only when disappointed there that they headed up north, seeking in
desperation for some chance of crossing the border. That ring of steel had
so far well served its purpose.
I sent for Rooke, and put the matter before him. He had thought it out for
himself to the same end as we had. His deduction was:
“Let us keep the cordon, and watch for any signal from the Silent Tower.
The Turks will tire before we shall. I undertake to watch the Turkish
warship. During the night I shall run down south, without lights, and have a
look at her, even if I have to wait till the grey of the dawn to do so. She
may see us; but if she does I shall crawl away at such pace that she shall not
get any idea of our speed. She will certainly come nearer before a day is
over, for be sure the bureau of spies is kept advised, and they know that
when the country is awake each day increases the hazard of them and their
plans being discovered. From their caution I gather that they do not court
discovery; and from that that they do not wish for an open declaration of

war. If this be so, why should we not come out to them and force an issue if
need be?”
When Teuta and I got a chance to be alone, we discussed the situation in
every phase. The poor girl was in a dreadful state of anxiety regarding her
father’s safety. At first she was hardly able to speak, or even to think,
coherently. Her utterance was choked, and her reasoning palsied with
indignation. But presently the fighting blood of her race restored her
faculties, and then her woman’s quick wit was worth the reasoning of a
camp full of men. Seeing that she was all on fire with the subject, I sat still
and waited, taking care not to interrupt her. For quite a long time she sat
still, whilst the coming night thickened. When she spoke, the whole plan of
action, based on subtle thinking, had mapped itself out in her mind:
“We must act quickly. Every hour increases the risk to my father.” Here
her voice broke for an instant; but she recovered herself and went on:
“If you go to the ship, I must not go with you. It would not do for me to be
seen. The Captain doubtless knows of both attempts: that to carry me off as
well as that against my father. As yet he is in ignorance of what has
happened. You and your party of brave, loyal men did their work so well
that no news could go forth. So long, therefore, as the naval Captain is
ignorant, he must delay till the last. But if he saw me he would know that
that branch of the venture had miscarried. He would gather from our being
here that we had news of my father’s capture, and as he would know that
the marauders would fail unless they were relieved by force, he would order
the captive to be slain.”
“Yes, dear, to-morrow you had, perhaps, better see the Captain, but to-night
we must try to rescue my father. Here I think I see a way. You have your
aeroplane. Please take me with you into the Silent Tower.”
“Not for a world of chrysolite!” said I, horrified. She took my hand and
held it tight whilst she went on:
“Dear, I know, I know! Be satisfied. But it is the only way. You can, I
know, get there, and in the dark. But if you were to go in it, it would give
warning to the enemies, and besides, my father would not understand.
Remember, he does not know you; he has never seen you, and does not, I

suppose, even know as yet of your existence. But he would know me at
once, and in any dress. You can manage to lower me into the Tower by a
rope from the aeroplane. The Turks as yet do not know of our pursuit, and
doubtless rely, at all events in part, on the strength and security of the
Tower. Therefore their guard will be less active than it would at first or
later on. I shall post father in all details, and we shall be ready quickly.
Now, dear, let us think out the scheme together. Let your man’s wit and
experience help my ignorance, and we shall save my father!”
How could I have resisted such pleading—even had it not seemed wise?
But wise it was; and I, who knew what the aeroplane could do under my
own guidance, saw at once the practicalities of the scheme. Of course there
was a dreadful risk in case anything should go wrong. But we are at present
living in a world of risks—and her father’s life was at stake. So I took my
dear wife in my arms, and told her that my mind was hers for this, as my
soul and body already were. And I cheered her by saying that I thought it
might be done.
I sent for Rooke, and told him of the new adventure, and he quite agreed
with me in the wisdom of it. I then told him that he would have to go and
interview the Captain of the Turkish warship in the morning, if I did not
turn up. “I am going to see the Vladika,” I said. “He will lead our own
troops in the attack on the Silent Tower. But it will rest with you to deal
with the warship. Ask the Captain to whom or what nation the ship
belongs. He is sure to refuse to tell. In such case mention to him that if he
flies no nation’s flag, his vessel is a pirate ship, and that you, who are in
command of the navy of the Blue Mountains, will deal with him as a pirate
is dealt with—no quarter, no mercy. He will temporize, and perhaps try a
bluff; but when things get serious with him he will land a force, or try to,
and may even prepare to shell the town. He will threaten to, at any rate. In
such case deal with him as you think best, or as near to it as you can.” He
answered:
“I shall carry out your wishes with my life. It is a righteous task. Not that
anything of that sort would ever stand in my way. If he attacks our nation,
either as a Turk or a pirate, I shall wipe him out. We shall see what our own
little packet can do. Moreover, any of the marauders who have entered the
Blue Mountains, from sea or otherwise, shall never get out by sea! I take it

that we of my contingent shall cover the attacking party. It will be a sorry
time for us all if that happens without our seeing you and the Voivodin; for
in such case we shall understand the worst!” Iron as he was, the man
trembled.
“That is so, Rooke,” I said. “We are taking a desperate chance, we know.
But the case is desperate! But we all have our duty to do, whatever
happens. Ours and yours is stern; but when we have done it, the result will
be that life will be easier for others—for those that are left.”
Before he left, I asked him to send up to me three suits of the Masterman
bullet-proof clothes of which we had a supply on the yacht.
“Two are for the Voivodin and myself,” I said; “the third is for the Voivode
to put on. The Voivodin will take it with her when she descends from the
aeroplane into the Tower.”
Whilst any daylight was left I went out to survey the ground. My wife
wanted to come with me, but I would not let her. “No,” said I; “you will
have at the best a fearful tax on your strength and your nerves. You will
want to be as fresh as is possible when you get on the aeroplane.” Like a
good wife, she obeyed, and lay down to rest in the little tent provided for
her.
I took with me a local man who knew the ground, and who was trusted to
be silent. We made a long detour when we had got as near the Silent Tower
as we could without being noticed. I made notes from my compass as to
directions, and took good notice of anything that could possibly serve as a
landmark. By the time we got home I was pretty well satisfied that if all
should go well I could easily sail over the Tower in the dark. Then I had a
talk with my wife, and gave her full instructions:
“When we arrive over the Tower,” I said, “I shall lower you with a long
rope. You will have a parcel of food and spirit for your father in case he is
fatigued or faint; and, of course, the bullet-proof suit, which he must put on
at once. You will also have a short rope with a belt at either end—one for
your father, the other for you. When I turn the aeroplane and come back
again, you will have ready the ring which lies midway between the belts.
This you will catch into the hook at the end of the lowered rope. When all

is secure, and I have pulled you both up by the windlass so as to clear the
top, I shall throw out ballast which we shall carry on purpose, and away we
go! I am sorry it must be so uncomfortable for you both, but there is no
other way. When we get well clear of the Tower, I shall take you both up
on the platform. If necessary, I shall descend to do it—and then we shall
steer for Ilsin.”
“When all is safe, our men will attack the Tower. We must let them do it,
for they expect it. A few men in the clothes and arms which we took from
your captors will be pursued by some of ours. It is all arranged. They will
ask the Turks to admit them, and if the latter have not learned of your
father’s escape, perhaps they will do so. Once in, our men will try to open
the gate. The chances are against them, poor fellows! but they are all
volunteers, and will die fighting. If they win out, great glory will be theirs.”
“The moon does not rise to-night till just before midnight, so we have
plenty of time. We shall start from here at ten. If all be well, I shall place
you in the Tower with your father in less than a quarter-hour from that. A
few minutes will suffice to clothe him in bullet-proof and get on his belt. I
shall not be away from the Tower more than a very few minutes, and, please
God, long before eleven we shall be safe. Then the Tower can be won in an
attack by our mountaineers. Perhaps, when the guns are heard on the ship
of war—for there is sure to be firing—the Captain may try to land a shore
party. But Rooke will stand in the way, and if I know the man and The
Lady, we shall not be troubled with many Turks to-night. By midnight you
and your father can be on the way to Vissarion. I can interview the naval
Captain in the morning.”
My wife’s marvellous courage and self-possession stood to her. At half an
hour before the time fixed she was ready for our adventure. She had
improved the scheme in one detail. She had put on her own belt and coiled
the rope round her waist, so the only delay would be in bringing her father’s
belt. She would keep the bullet-proof dress intended to be his strapped in a
packet on her back, so that if occasion should be favourable he would not
want to put it on till he and she should have reached the platform of the
aeroplane. In such case, I should not steer away from the Tower at all, but
would pass slowly across it and take up the captive and his brave daughter
before leaving. I had learned from local sources that the Tower was in

several stories. Entrance was by the foot, where the great iron-clad door
was; then came living-rooms and storage, and an open space at the top.
This would probably be thought the best place for the prisoner, for it was
deep-sunk within the massive walls, wherein was no loophole of any kind.
This, if it should so happen, would be the disposition of things best for our
plan. The guards would at this time be all inside the Tower—probably
resting, most of them—so that it was possible that no one might notice the
coming of the airship. I was afraid to think that all might turn out so well,
for in such case our task would be a simple enough one, and would in all
human probability be crowned with success.
At ten o’clock we started. Teuta did not show the smallest sign of fear or
even uneasiness, though this was the first time she had even seen an
aeroplane at work. She proved to be an admirable passenger for an airship.
She stayed quite still, holding herself rigidly in the position arranged, by the
cords which I had fixed for her.
When I had trued my course by the landmarks and with the compass lit by
the Tiny my electric light in the dark box, I had time to look about me. All
seemed quite dark wherever I looked—to land, or sea, or sky. But darkness
is relative, and though each quarter and spot looked dark in turn, there was
not such absolute darkness as a whole. I could tell the difference, for
instance, between land and sea, no matter how far off we might be from
either. Looking upward, the sky was dark; yet there was light enough to
see, and even distinguish broad effects. I had no difficulty in distinguishing
the Tower towards which we were moving, and that, after all, was the main
thing. We drifted slowly, very slowly, as the air was still, and I only used
the minimum pressure necessary for the engine. I think I now understood
for the first time the extraordinary value of the engine with which my
Kitson was equipped. It was noiseless, it was practically of no weight, and
it allowed the machine to progress as easily as the old-fashioned balloon
used to drift before a breeze. Teuta, who had naturally very fine sight,
seemed to see even better than I did, for as we drew nearer to the Tower,
and its round, open top began to articulate itself, she commenced to prepare
for her part of the task. She it was who uncoiled the long drag-rope ready
for her lowering. We were proceeding so gently that she as well as I had
hopes that I might be able to actually balance the machine on the top of the

curving wall—a thing manifestly impossible on a straight surface, though it
might have been possible on an angle.
On we crept—on, and on! There was no sign of light about the Tower, and
not the faintest sound to be heard till we were almost close to the line of the
rising wall; then we heard a sound of something like mirth, but muffled by
distance and thick walls. From it we took fresh heart, for it told us that our
enemies were gathered in the lower chambers. If only the Voivode should
be on the upper stage, all would be well.
Slowly, almost inch by inch, and with a suspense that was agonizing, we
crossed some twenty or thirty feet above the top of the wall. I could see as
we came near the jagged line of white patches where the heads of the
massacred Turks placed there on spikes in old days seemed to give still
their grim warning. Seeing that they made in themselves a difficulty of
landing on the wall, I deflected the plane so that, as we crept over the wall,
we might, if they became displaced, brush them to the outside of the wall.
A few seconds more, and I was able to bring the machine to rest with the
front of the platform jutting out beyond the Tower wall. Here I anchored
her fore and aft with clamps which had been already prepared.
Whilst I was doing so Teuta had leaned over the inner edge of the platform,
and whispered as softly as the sigh of a gentle breeze:
“Hist! hist!” The answer came in a similar sound from some twenty feet
below us, and we knew that the prisoner was alone. Forthwith, having
fixed the hook of the rope in the ring to which was attached her belt, I
lowered my wife. Her father evidently knew her whisper, and was ready.
The hollow Tower—a smooth cylinder within—sent up the voices from it
faint as were the whispers:
“Father, it is I—Teuta!”
“My child, my brave daughter!”
“Quick, father; strap the belt round you. See that it is secure. We have to
be lifted into the air if necessary. Hold together. It will be easier for Rupert
to lift us to the airship.”
“Rupert?”

“Yes; I shall explain later. Quick, quick! There is not a moment to lose.
He is enormously strong, and can lift us together; but we must help him by
being still, so he won’t have to use the windlass, which might creak.” As
she spoke she jerked slightly at the rope, which was our preconcerted signal
that I was to lift. I was afraid the windlass might creak, and her thoughtful
hint decided me. I bent my back to the task, and in a few seconds they were
on the platform on which they, at Teuta’s suggestion, lay flat, one at each
side of my seat, so as to keep the best balance possible.
I took off the clamps, lifted the bags of ballast to the top of the wall, so that
there should be no sound of falling, and started the engine. The machine
moved forward a few inches, so that it tilted towards the outside of the
wall. I threw my weight on the front part of the platform, and we
commenced our downward fall at a sharp angle. A second enlarged the
angle, and without further ado we slid away into the darkness. Then,
ascending as we went, when the engine began to work at its strength, we
turned, and presently made straight for Ilsin.
The journey was short—not many minutes. It almost seemed as if no time
whatever had elapsed till we saw below us the gleam of lights, and by them
saw a great body of men gathered in military array. We slackened and
descended. The crowd kept deathly silence, but when we were amongst
them we needed no telling that it was not due to lack of heart or absence of
joy. The pressure of their hands as they surrounded us, and the devotion
with which they kissed the hands and feet of both the Voivode and his
daughter, were evidence enough for me, even had I not had my own share
of their grateful rejoicing.
In the midst of it all the low, stern voice of Rooke, who had burst a way to
the front beside the Vladika, said:
“Now is the time to attack the Tower. Forward, brothers, but in silence. Let
there not be a sound till you are near the gate; then play your little comedy
of the escaping marauders. And ’twill be no comedy for them in the
Tower. The yacht is all ready for the morning, Mr. Sent Leger, in case I do
not come out of the scrimmage if the bluejackets arrive. In such case you
will have to handle her yourself. God keep you, my Lady; and you, too,
Voivode! Forward!”

In a ghostly silence the grim little army moved forwards. Rooke and the
men with him disappeared into the darkness in the direction of the harbour
of Ilsin.

FROM THE SCRIPT OF THE VOIVODE, PETER
VISSARION,
July 7, 1907.
I had little idea, when I started on my homeward journey, that it would have
such a strange termination. Even I, who ever since my boyhood have lived
in a whirl of adventure, intrigue, or diplomacy—whichever it may be called
—statecraft, and war, had reason to be surprised. I certainly thought that
when I locked myself into my room in the hotel at Ilsin that I would have at
last a spell, however short, of quiet. All the time of my prolonged
negotiations with the various nationalities I had to be at tension; so, too, on
my homeward journey, lest something at the last moment should happen
adversely to my mission. But when I was safe on my own Land of the Blue
Mountains, and laid my head on my pillow, where only friends could be
around me, I thought I might forget care.
But to wake with a rude hand over my mouth, and to feel myself grasped
tight by so many hands that I could not move a limb, was a dreadful shock.
All after that was like a dreadful dream. I was rolled in a great rug so
tightly that I could hardly breathe, let alone cry out. Lifted by many hands
through the window, which I could hear was softly opened and shut for the
purpose, and carried to a boat. Again lifted into some sort of litter, on
which I was borne a long distance, but with considerable rapidity. Again
lifted out and dragged through a doorway opened on purpose—I could hear
the clang as it was shut behind me. Then the rug was removed, and I found
myself, still in my night-gear, in the midst of a ring of men. There were
two score of them, all Turks, all strong-looking, resolute men, armed to the
teeth. My clothes, which had been taken from my room, were thrown down
beside me, and I was told to dress. As the Turks were going from the room
—shaped like a vault—where we then were, the last of them, who seemed
to be some sort of officer, said:

“If you cry out or make any noise whatever whilst you are in this Tower,
you shall die before your time!” Presently some food and water were
brought me, and a couple of blankets. I wrapped myself up and slept till
early in the morning. Breakfast was brought, and the same men filed in. In
the presence of them all the same officer said:
“I have given instructions that if you make any noise or betray your
presence to anyone outside this Tower, the nearest man is to restore you to
immediate quiet with his yataghan. It you promise me that you will remain
quiet whilst you are within the Tower, I can enlarge your liberties
somewhat. Do you promise?” I promised as he wished; there was no need
to make necessary any stricter measure of confinement. Any chance of
escape lay in having the utmost freedom allowed to me. Although I had
been taken away with such secrecy, I knew that before long there would be
pursuit. So I waited with what patience I could. I was allowed to go on the
upper platform—a consideration due, I am convinced, to my captors’ wish
for their own comfort rather than for mine.
It was not very cheering, for during the daytime I had satisfied myself that it
would be quite impossible for even a younger and more active man than I
am to climb the walls. They were built for prison purposes, and a cat could
not find entry for its claws between the stones. I resigned myself to my fate
as well as I could. Wrapping my blanket round me, I lay down and looked
up at the sky. I wished to see it whilst I could. I was just dropping to sleep
—the unutterable silence of the place broken only now and again by some
remark by my captors in the rooms below me—when there was a strange
appearance just over me—an appearance so strange that I sat up, and gazed
with distended eyes.
Across the top of the tower, some height above, drifted, slowly and silently,
a great platform. Although the night was dark, it was so much darker where
I was within the hollow of the Tower that I could actually see what was
above me. I knew it was an aeroplane—one of which I had seen in
Washington. A man was seated in the centre, steering; and beside him was
a silent figure of a woman all wrapped in white. It made my heart beat to
see her, for she was figured something like my Teuta, but broader, less
shapely. She leaned over, and a whispered “Ssh!” crept down to me. I
answered in similar way. Whereupon she rose, and the man lowered her

down into the Tower. Then I saw that it was my dear daughter who had
come in this wonderful way to save me. With infinite haste she helped me
to fasten round my waist a belt attached to a rope, which was coiled round
her; and then the man, who was a giant in strength as well as stature, raised
us both to the platform of the aeroplane, which he set in motion without an
instant’s delay.
Within a few seconds, and without any discovery being made of my escape,
we were speeding towards the sea. The lights of Ilsin were in front of us.
Before reaching the town, however, we descended in the midst of a little
army of my own people, who were gathered ready to advance upon the
Silent Tower, there to effect, if necessary, my rescue by force. Small
chance would there have been of my life in case of such a struggle.
Happily, however, the devotion and courage of my dear daughter and of her
gallant companion prevented such a necessity. It was strange to me to find
such joyous reception amongst my friends expressed in such a whispered
silence. There was no time for comment or understanding or the asking of
questions—I was fain to take things as they stood, and wait for fuller
explanation.
This came later, when my daughter and I were able to converse alone.
When the expedition went out against the Silent Tower, Teuta and I went to
her tent, and with us came her gigantic companion, who seemed not
wearied, but almost overcome with sleep. When we came into the tent,
over which at a little distance a cordon of our mountaineers stood on guard,
he said to me:
“May I ask you, sir, to pardon me for a time, and allow the Voivodin to
explain matters to you? She will, I know, so far assist me, for there is so
much work still to be done before we are free of the present peril. For
myself, I am almost overcome with sleep. For three nights I have had no
sleep, but all during that time much labour and more anxiety. I could hold
on longer; but at daybreak I must go out to the Turkish warship that lies in
the offing. She is a Turk, though she does not confess to it; and she it is
who has brought hither the marauders who captured both your daughter and
yourself. It is needful that I go, for I hold a personal authority from the
National Council to take whatever step may be necessary for our

protection. And when I go I should be clear-headed, for war may rest on
that meeting. I shall be in the adjoining tent, and shall come at once if I am
summoned, in case you wish for me before dawn.” Here my daughter
struck in:
“Father, ask him to remain here. We shall not disturb him, I am sure, in our
talking. And, moreover, if you knew how much I owe to him—to his own
bravery and his strength—you would understand how much safer I feel
when he is close to me, though we are surrounded by an army of our brave
mountaineers.”
“But, my daughter,” I said, for I was as yet all in ignorance, “there are
confidences between father and daughter which none other may share.
Some of what has been I know, but I want to know all, and it might be
better that no stranger—however valiant he may be, or no matter in what
measure we are bound to him—should be present.” To my astonishment,
she who had always been amenable to my lightest wish actually argued with
me:
“Father, there are other confidences which have to be respected in like
wise. Bear with me, dear, till I have told you all, and I am right sure that
you will agree with me. I ask it, father.”
That settled the matter, and as I could see that the gallant gentleman who
had rescued me was swaying on his feet as he waited respectfully, I said to
him:
“Rest with us, sir. We shall watch over your sleep.”
Then I had to help him, for almost on the instant he sank down, and I had to
guide him to the rugs spread on the ground. In a few seconds he was in a
deep sleep. As I stood looking at him, till I had realized that he vas really
asleep, I could not help marvelling at the bounty of Nature that could
uphold even such a man as this to the last moment of work to be done, and
then allow so swift a collapse when all was over, and he could rest
peacefully.
He was certainly a splendid fellow. I think I never saw so fine a man
physically in my life. And if the lesson of his physiognomy be true, he is as

sterling inwardly as his external is fair. “Now,” said I to Teuta, “we are to
all intents quite alone. Tell me all that has been, so that I may understand.”
Whereupon my daughter, making me sit down, knelt beside me, and told
me from end to end the most marvellous story I had ever heard or read of.
Something of it I had already known from the Archbishop Paleologue’s
later letters, but of all else I was ignorant. Far away in the great West
beyond the Atlantic, and again on the fringe of the Eastern seas, I had been
thrilled to my heart’s core by the heroic devotion and fortitude of my
daughter in yielding herself for her country’s sake to that fearful ordeal of
the Crypt; of the grief of the nation at her reported death, news of which
was so mercifully and wisely withheld from me as long as possible; of the
supernatural rumours that took root so deep; but no word or hint had come
to me of a man who had come across the orbit of her life, much less of all
that has resulted from it. Neither had I known of her being carried off, or of
the thrice gallant rescue of her by Rupert. Little wonder that I thought so
highly of him even at the first moment I had a clear view of him when he
sank down to sleep before me. Why, the man must be a marvel. Even our
mountaineers could not match such endurance as his. In the course of her
narrative my daughter told me of how, being wearied with her long waiting
in the tomb, and waking to find herself alone when the floods were out, and
even the Crypt submerged, she sought safety and warmth elsewhere; and
how she came to the Castle in the night, and found the strange man alone. I
said: “That was dangerous, daughter, if not wrong. The man, brave and
devoted as he is, must answer me—your father.” At that she was greatly
upset, and before going on with her narrative, drew me close in her arms,
and whispered to me:
“Be gentle to me, father, for I have had much to bear. And be good to him,
for he holds my heart in his breast!” I reassured her with a gentle pressure
—there was no need to speak. She then went on to tell me about her
marriage, and how her husband, who had fallen into the belief that she was
a Vampire, had determined to give even his soul for her; and how she had
on the night of the marriage left him and gone back to the tomb to play to
the end the grim comedy which she had undertaken to perform till my
return; and how, on the second night after her marriage, as she was in the
garden of the Castle—going, as she shyly told me, to see if all was well
with her husband—she was seized secretly, muffled up, bound, and carried

off. Here she made a pause and a digression. Evidently some fear lest her
husband and myself should quarrel assailed her, for she said:
“Do understand, father, that Rupert’s marriage to me was in all ways
regular, and quite in accord with our customs. Before we were married I
told the Archbishop of my wish. He, as your representative during your
absence, consented himself, and brought the matter to the notice of the
Vladika and the Archimandrites. All these concurred, having exacted from
me—very properly, I think—a sacred promise to adhere to my selfappointed task. The marriage itself was orthodox in all ways—though so
far unusual that it was held at night, and in darkness, save for the lights
appointed by the ritual. As to that, the Archbishop himself, or the
Archimandrite of Spazac, who assisted him, or the Vladika, who acted as
Paranymph, will, all or any of them, give you full details. Your
representative made all inquiries as to Rupert Sent Leger, who lived in
Vissarion, though he did not know who I was, or from his point of view
who I had been. But I must tell you of my rescue.”
And so she went on to tell me of that unavailing journey south by her
captors; of their bafflement by the cordon which Rupert had established at
the first word of danger to “the daughter of our leader,” though he little
knew who the “leader” was, or who was his “daughter”; of how the brutal
marauders tortured her to speed with their daggers; and how her wounds
left blood-marks on the ground as she passed along; then of the halt in the
valley, when the marauders came to know that their road north was
menaced, if not already blocked; of the choosing of the murderers, and their
keeping ward over her whilst their companions went to survey the situation;
and of her gallant rescue by that noble fellow, her husband—my son I shall
call him henceforth, and thank God that I may have that happiness and that
honour!
Then my daughter went on to tell me of the race back to Vissarion, when
Rupert went ahead of all—as a leader should do; of the summoning of the
Archbishop and the National Council; and of their placing the nation’s
handjar in Rupert’s hand; of the journey to Ilsin, and the flight of my
daughter—and my son—on the aeroplane.
The rest I knew.

As she finished, the sleeping man stirred and woke—broad awake in a
second—sure sign of a man accustomed to campaign and adventure. At a
glance he recalled everything that had been, and sprang to his feet. He
stood respectfully before me for a few seconds before speaking. Then he
said, with an open, engaging smile:
“I see, sir, you know all. Am I forgiven—for Teuta’s sake as well as my
own?” By this time I was also on my feet. A man like that walks straight
into my heart. My daughter, too, had risen, and stood by my side. I put out
my hand and grasped his, which seemed to leap to meet me—as only the
hand of a swordsman can do.
“I am glad you are my son!” I said. It was all I could say, and I meant it
and all it implied. We shook hands warmly. Teuta was pleased; she kissed
me, and then stood holding my arm with one hand, whilst she linked her
other hand in the arm of her husband.
He summoned one of the sentries without, and told him to ask Captain
Rooke to come to him. The latter had been ready for a call, and came at
once. When through the open flap of the tent we saw him coming, Rupert
—as I must call him now, because Teuta wishes it; and I like to do it myself
—said:
“I must be off to board the Turkish vessel before it comes inshore. Goodbye, sir, in case we do not meet again.” He said the last few words in so
low a voice that I only could hear them. Then he kissed his wife, and told
her he expected to be back in time for breakfast, and was gone. He met
Rooke—I am hardly accustomed to call him Captain as yet, though, indeed,
he well deserves it—at the edge of the cordon of sentries, and they went
quickly together towards the port, where the yacht was lying with steam up.

BOOK VII: THE EMPIRE OF THE AIR
FROM THE REPORT OF CRISTOFEROS, WAR-SCRIBE
TO THE NATIONAL COUNCIL.
July 7, 1907.
When the Gospodar Rupert and Captain Rooke came within hailing
distance of the strange ship, the former hailed her, using one after another
the languages of England, Germany, France, Russia, Turkey, Greece, Spain,
Portugal, and another which I did not know; I think it must have been
American. By this time the whole line of the bulwark was covered by a
row of Turkish faces. When, in Turkish, the Gospodar asked for the
Captain, the latter came to the gangway, which had been opened, and stood
there. His uniform was that of the Turkish navy—of that I am prepared to
swear—but he made signs of not understanding what had been said;
whereupon the Gospodar spoke again, but in French this time. I append the
exact conversation which took place, none other joining in it. I took down
in shorthand the words of both as they were spoken:
T

G

T

C

. “Are you the Captain of this ship?”
. “I am.”

G

. “To what nationality do you belong?”

C

. “It matters not. I am Captain of this ship.”

G

. “I alluded to your ship. What national flag is she under?”

C
(throwing his eye over the top-hamper). “I do not see that any flag
is flying.”

G
. “I take it that, as commander, you can allow me on board with
my two companions?”
C

. “I can, upon proper request being made!”

G
(taking off his cap). “I ask your courtesy, Captain. I am the
representative and accredited officer of the National Council of the Land of
the Blue Mountains, in whose waters you now are; and on their account I
ask for a formal interview on urgent matters.”
The Turk, who was, I am bound to say, in manner most courteous as yet,
gave some command to his officers, whereupon the companion-ladders and
stage were lowered and the gangway manned, as is usual for the reception
on a ship of war of an honoured guest.
C
. “You are welcome, sir—you and your two companions—as you
request.”
The Gospodar bowed. Our companion-ladder was rigged on the instant,
and a launch lowered. The Gospodar and Captain Rooke—taking me with
them—entered, and rowed to the warship, where we were all honourably
received. There were an immense number of men on board, soldiers as well
as seamen. It looked more like a warlike expedition than a fighting-ship in
time of peace. As we stepped on the deck, the seamen and marines, who
were all armed as at drill, presented arms. The Gospodar went first towards
the Captain, and Captain Rooke and I followed close behind him. The
Gospodar spoke:
“I am Rupert Sent Leger, a subject of his Britannic Majesty, presently
residing at Vissarion, in the Land of the Blue Mountains. I am at present
empowered to act for the National Council in all matters. Here is my
credential!” As he spoke he handed to the Captain a letter. It was written in
five different languages—Balkan, Turkish, Greek, English, and French.
The Captain read it carefully all through, forgetful for the moment that he
had seemingly been unable to understand the Gospodar’s question spoken
in the Turkish tongue. Then he answered:
“I see the document is complete. May I ask on what subject you wish to see
me?”

G
. “You are here in a ship of war in Blue Mountain waters, yet
you fly no flag of any nation. You have sent armed men ashore in your
boats, thus committing an act of war. The National Council of the Land of
the Blue Mountains requires to know what nation you serve, and why the
obligations of international law are thus broken.”
The Captain seemed to wait for further speech, but the Gospodar remained
silent; whereupon the former spoke.
C
. “I am responsible to my own—chiefs. I refuse to answer your
question.”
The Gospodar spoke at once in reply.
G
. “Then, sir, you, as commander of a ship—and especially a ship
of war—must know that in thus violating national and maritime laws you,
and all on board this ship, are guilty of an act of piracy. This is not even
piracy on the high seas. You are not merely within territorial waters, but
you have invaded a national port. As you refuse to disclose the nationality
of your ship, I accept, as you seem to do, your status as that of a pirate, and
shall in due season act accordingly.”
C
(with manifest hostility). “I accept the responsibility of my own
acts. Without admitting your contention, I tell you now that whatever
action you take shall be at your own peril and that of your National
Council. Moreover, I have reason to believe that my men who were sent
ashore on special service have been beleaguered in a tower which can be
seen from the ship. Before dawn this morning firing was heard from that
direction, from which I gather that attack was made on them. They, being
only a small party, may have been murdered. If such be so, I tell you that
you and your miserable little nation, as you call it, shall pay such bloodmoney as you never thought of. I am responsible for this, and, by Allah!
there shall be a great revenge. You have not in all your navy—if navy you
have at all—power to cope with even one ship like this, which is but one of
many. My guns shall be trained on Ilsin, to which end I have come
inshore. You and your companions have free conduct back to port; such is
due to the white flag which you fly. Fifteen minutes will bring you back
whence you came. Go! And remember that whatever you may do amongst
your mountain defiles, at sea you cannot even defend yourselves.”

G
(slowly and in a ringing voice). “The Land of the Blue
Mountains has its own defences on sea and land. Its people know how to
defend themselves.”
C
(taking out his watch). “It is now close on five bells. At the first
stroke of six bells our guns shall open fire.”
G
(calmly). “It is my last duty to warn you, sir—and to warn all on
this ship—that much may happen before even the first stroke of six bells.
Be warned in time, and give over this piratical attack, the very threat of
which may be the cause of much bloodshed.”
C
(violently). “Do you dare to threaten me, and, moreover, my ship’s
company? We are one, I tell you, in this ship; and the last man shall perish
like the first ere this enterprise fail. Go!”
With a bow, the Gospodar turned and went down the ladder, we following
him. In a couple of minutes the yacht was on her way to the port.

FROM RUPERT’S JOURNAL.
July 10, 1907.
When we turned shoreward after my stormy interview with the pirate
Captain—I can call him nothing else at present, Rooke gave orders to a
quartermaster on the bridge, and The Lady began to make to a little
northward of Ilsin port. Rooke himself went aft to the wheel-house, taking
several men with him.
When we were quite near the rocks—the water is so deep here that there is
no danger—we slowed down, merely drifting along southwards towards the
port. I was myself on the bridge, and could see all over the decks. I could
also see preparations going on upon the warship. Ports were opened, and
the great guns on the turrets were lowered for action. When we were
starboard broadside on to the warship, I saw the port side of the steeringhouse open, and Rooke’s men sliding out what looked like a huge grey crab,
which by tackle from within the wheel-house was lowered softly into the
sea. The position of the yacht hid the operation from sight of the warship.
The doors were shut again, and the yacht’s pace began to quicken. We ran

into the port. I had a vague idea that Rooke had some desperate project on
hand. Not for nothing had he kept the wheel-house locked on that
mysterious crab.
All along the frontage was a great crowd of eager men. But they had
considerately left the little mole at the southern entrance, whereon was a
little tower, on whose round top a signal-gun was placed, free for my own
use. When I was landed on this pier I went along to the end, and, climbing
the narrow stair within, went out on the sloping roof. I stood up, for I was
determined to show the Turks that I was not afraid for myself, as they
would understand when the bombardment should begin. It was now but a
very few minutes before the fatal hour—six bells. But all the same I was
almost in a state of despair. It was terrible to think of all those poor souls in
the town who had done nothing wrong, and who were to be wiped out in the
coming blood-thirsty, wanton attack. I raised my glasses to see how
preparations were going on upon the warship.
As I looked I had a momentary fear that my eyesight was giving way. At
one moment I had the deck of the warship focussed with my glasses, and
could see every detail as the gunners waited for the word to begin the
bombardment with the great guns of the barbettes. The next I saw nothing
but the empty sea. Then in another instant there was the ship as before, but
the details were blurred. I steadied myself against the signal-gun, and
looked again. Not more than two, or at the most three, seconds had
elapsed. The ship was, for the moment, full in view. As I looked, she gave
a queer kind of quick shiver, prow and stern, and then sideways. It was for
all the world like a rat shaken in the mouth of a skilled terrier. Then she
remained still, the one placid thing to be seen, for all around her the sea
seemed to shiver in little independent eddies, as when water is broken
without a current to guide it.
I continued to look, and when the deck was, or seemed, quite still—for the
shivering water round the ship kept catching my eyes through the outer rays
of the lenses—I noticed that nothing was stirring. The men who had been
at the guns were all lying down; the men in the fighting-tops had leaned
forward or backward, and their arms hung down helplessly. Everywhere
was desolation—in so far as life was concerned. Even a little brown bear,
which had been seated on the cannon which was being put into range

position, had jumped or fallen on deck, and lay there stretched out—and
still. It was evident that some terrible shock had been given to the mighty
war-vessel. Without a doubt or a thought why I did so, I turned my eyes
towards where The Lady lay, port broadside now to the inside, in the
harbour mouth. I had the key now to the mystery of Rooke’s proceedings
with the great grey crab.
As I looked I saw just outside the harbour a thin line of cleaving water.
This became more marked each instant, till a steel disc with glass eyes that
shone in the light of the sun rose above the water. It was about the size of a
beehive, and was shaped like one. It made a straight line for the aft of the
yacht. At the same moment, in obedience to some command, given so
quietly that I did not hear it, the men went below—all save some few, who
began to open out doors in the port side of the wheel-house. The tackle was
run out through an opened gangway on that side, and a man stood on the
great hook at the lower end, balancing himself by hanging on the chain. In
a few seconds he came up again. The chain tightened and the great grey
crab rose over the edge of the deck, and was drawn into the wheel-house,
the doors of which were closed, shutting in a few only of the men.
I waited, quite quiet. After a space of a few minutes, Captain Rooke in his
uniform walked out of the wheel-house. He entered a small boat, which
had been in the meantime lowered for the purpose, and was rowed to the
steps on the mole. Ascending these, he came directly towards the signaltower. When he had ascended and stood beside me, he saluted.
“Well?” I asked.
“All well, sir,” he answered. “We shan’t have any more trouble with that
lot, I think. You warned that pirate—I wish he had been in truth a clean,
honest, straightforward pirate, instead of the measly Turkish swab he was—
that something might occur before the first stroke of six bells. Well,
something has occurred, and for him and all his crew that six bells will
never sound. So the Lord fights for the Cross against the Crescent!
Bismillah. Amen!” He said this in a manifestly formal way, as though
declaiming a ritual. The next instant he went on in the thoroughly practical
conventional way which was usual to him:
“May I ask a favour, Mr. Sent Leger?”

“A thousand, my dear Rooke,” I said. “You can’t ask me anything which I
shall not freely grant. And I speak within my brief from the National
Council. You have saved Ilsin this day, and the Council will thank you for
it in due time.”
“Me, sir?” he said, with a look of surprise on his face which seemed quite
genuine. “If you think that, I am well out of it. I was afraid, when I woke,
that you might court-martial me!”
“Court-martial you! What for?” I asked, surprised in my turn.
“For going to sleep on duty, sir! And the fact is, I was worn out in the
attack on the Silent Tower last night, and when you had your interview with
the pirate—all good pirates forgive me for the blasphemy! Amen!—and I
knew that everything was going smoothly, I went into the wheel-house and
took forty winks.” He said all this without moving so much as an eyelid,
from which I gathered that he wished absolute silence to be observed on my
part. Whilst I was revolving this in my mind he went on:
“Touching that request, sir. When I have left you and the Voivode—and the
Voivodin, of course—at Vissarion, together with such others as you may
choose to bring there with you, may I bring the yacht back here for a spell?
I rather think that there is a good deal of cleaning up to be done, and the
crew of The Lady with myself are the men to do it. We shall be back by
nightfall at the creek.”
“Do as you think best, Admiral Rooke,” I said.
“Admiral?”
“Yes, Admiral. At present I can only say that tentatively, but by to-morrow
I am sure the National Council will have confirmed it. I am afraid, old
friend, that your squadron will be only your flagship for the present; but
later we may do better.”
“So long as I am Admiral, your honour, I shall have no other flagship than
The Lady. I am not a young man, but, young or old, my pennon shall float
over no other deck. Now, one other favour, Mr. Sent Leger? It is a
corollary of the first, so I do not hesitate to ask. May I appoint Lieutenant
Desmond, my present First Officer, to the command of the battleship? Of

course, he will at first only command the prize crew; but in such case he
will fairly expect the confirmation of his rank later. I had better, perhaps,
tell you, sir, that he is a very capable seaman, learned in all the sciences that
pertain to a battleship, and bred in the first navy in the world.”
“By all means, Admiral. Your nomination shall, I think I may promise you,
be confirmed.”
Not another word we spoke. I returned with him in his boat to The Lady,
which was brought to the dock wall, where we were received with
tumultuous cheering.
I hurried off to my Wife and the Voivode. Rooke, calling Desmond to him,
went on the bridge of The Lady, which turned, and went out at terrific speed
to the battleship, which was already drifting up northward on the tide.

FROM THE REPORT OF CRISTOFEROS, SCRIBE OF THE
NATIONAL COUNCIL OF THE LAND OF THE BLUE
MOUNTAINS.
July 8, 1907.
The meeting of the National Council, July 6, was but a continuation of that
held before the rescue of the Voivodin Vissarion, the members of the
Council having been during the intervening night housed in the Castle of
Vissarion. When, in the early morning, they met, all were jubilant; for late
at night the fire-signal had flamed up from Ilsin with the glad news that the
Voivode Peter Vissarion was safe, having been rescued with great daring on
an aeroplane by his daughter and the Gospodar Rupert, as the people call
him—Mister Rupert Sent Leger, as he is in his British name and degree.
Whilst the Council was sitting, word came that a great peril to the town of
Ilsin had been averted. A war-vessel acknowledging to no nationality, and
therefore to be deemed a pirate, had threatened to bombard the town; but
just before the time fixed for the fulfilment of her threat, she was shaken to
such an extent by some sub-aqueous means that, though she herself was
seemingly uninjured, nothing was left alive on board. Thus the Lord
preserves His own! The consideration of this, as well as the other incident,

was postponed until the coming Voivode and the Gospodar Rupert, together
with who were already on their way hither.

THE SAME (LATER IN THE SAME DAY).
The Council resumed its sitting at four o’clock. The Voivode Peter
Vissarion and the Voivodin Teuta had arrived with the “Gospodar Rupert,”
as the mountaineers call him (Mr. Rupert Sent Leger) on the armoured
yacht he calls The Lady. The National Council showed great pleasure when
the Voivode entered the hall in which the Council met. He seemed much
gratified by the reception given to him. Mr. Rupert Sent Leger, by the
express desire of the Council, was asked to be present at the meeting. He
took a seat at the bottom of the hall, and seemed to prefer to remain there,
though asked by the President of the Council to sit at the top of the table
with himself and the Voivode.
When the formalities of such Councils had been completed, the Voivode
handed to the President a memorandum of his report on his secret mission
to foreign Courts on behalf of the National Council. He then explained at
length, for the benefit of the various members of the Council, the broad
results of his mission. The result was, he said, absolutely satisfactory.
Everywhere he had been received with distinguished courtesy, and given a
sympathetic hearing. Several of the Powers consulted had made delay in
giving final answers, but this, he explained, was necessarily due to new
considerations arising from the international complications which were
universally dealt with throughout the world as “the Balkan Crisis.” In time,
however (the Voivode went on), these matters became so far declared as to
allow the waiting Powers to form definite judgment—which, of course,
they did not declare to him—as to their own ultimate action. The final
result—if at this initial stage such tentative setting forth of their own
attitude in each case can be so named—was that he returned full of hope
(founded, he might say, upon a justifiable personal belief) that the Great
Powers throughout the world—North, South, East, and West—were in
thorough sympathy with the Land of the Blue Mountains in its aspirations
for the continuance of its freedom. “I also am honoured,” he continued, “to
bring to you, the Great Council of the nation, the assurance of protection

against unworthy aggression on the part of neighbouring nations of present
greater strength.”
Whilst he was speaking, the Gospodar Rupert was writing a few words on a
strip of paper, which he sent up to the President. When the Voivode had
finished speaking, there was a prolonged silence. The President rose, and in
a hush said that the Council would like to hear Mr. Rupert Sent Leger, who
had a communication to make regarding certain recent events.
Mr. Rupert Sent Leger rose, and reported how, since he had been entrusted
by the Council with the rescue of the Voivode Peter of Vissarion, he had, by
aid of the Voivodin, effected the escape of the Voivode from the Silent
Tower; also that, following this happy event, the mountaineers, who had
made a great cordon round the Tower so soon as it was known that the
Voivode had been imprisoned within it, had stormed it in the night. As a
determined resistance was offered by the marauders, who had used it as a
place of refuge, none of these escaped. He then went on to tell how he
sought interview with the Captain of the strange warship, which, without
flying any flag, invaded our waters. He asked the President to call on me to
read the report of that meeting. This, in obedience to his direction, I did.
The acquiescent murmuring of the Council showed how thoroughly they
endorsed Mr. Sent Leger’s words and acts.
When I resumed my seat, Mr. Sent Leger described how, just before the
time fixed by the “pirate Captain”—so he designated him, as did every
speaker thereafter—the warship met with some under-sea accident, which
had a destructive effect on all on board her. Then he added certain words,
which I give verbatim, as I am sure that others will some time wish to
remember them in their exactness:
“By the way, President and Lords of the Council, I trust I may ask you to
confirm Captain Rooke, of the armoured yacht The Lady, to be Admiral of
the Squadron of the Land of the Blue Mountains, and also Captain
(tentatively) Desmond, late First-Lieutenant of The Lady, to the command
of the second warship of our fleet—the as yet unnamed vessel, whose
former Captain threatened to bombard Ilsin. My Lords, Admiral Rooke has
done great service to the Land of the Blue Mountains, and deserves well at

your hands. You will have in him, I am sure, a great official. One who will
till his last breath give you good and loyal service.”
He had sat down, the President put to the Council resolutions, which were
passed by acclamation. Admiral Rooke was given command of the navy,
and Captain Desmond confirmed in his appointment to the captaincy of the
new ship, which was, by a further resolution, named The Gospodar Rupert.
In thanking the Council for acceding to his request, and for the great honour
done him in the naming of the ship, Mr. Sent Leger said:
“May I ask that the armoured yacht The Lady be accepted by you, the
National Council, on behalf of the nation, as a gift on behalf of the cause of
freedom from the Voivodin Teuta?”
In response to the mighty cheer of the Council with which the splendid gift
was accepted the Gospodar Rupert—Mr. Sent Leger—bowed, and went
quietly out of the room.
As no agenda of the meeting had been prepared, there was for a time, not
silence, but much individual conversation. In the midst of it the Voivode
rose up, whereupon there was a strict silence. All listened with an intensity
of eagerness whilst he spoke.
“President and Lords of the Council, Archbishop, and Vladika, I should but
ill show my respect did I hesitate to tell you at this the first opportunity I
have had of certain matters personal primarily to myself, but which, in the
progress of recent events, have come to impinge on the affairs of the
nation. Until I have done so, I shall not feel that I have done a duty, long
due to you or your predecessors in office, and which I hope you will allow
me to say that I have only kept back for purposes of statecraft. May I ask
that you will come back with me in memory to the year 1890, when our
struggle against Ottoman aggression, later on so successfully brought to a
close, was begun. We were then in a desperate condition. Our finances had
run so low that we could not purchase even the bread which we required.
Nay, more, we could not procure through the National Exchequer what we
wanted more than bread—arms of modern effectiveness; for men may
endure hunger and yet fight well, as the glorious past of our country has
proved again and again and again. But when our foes are better armed than

we are, the penalty is dreadful to a nation small as our own is in number, no
matter how brave their hearts. In this strait I myself had to secretly raise a
sufficient sum of money to procure the weapons we needed. To this end I
sought the assistance of a great merchant-prince, to whom our nation as
well as myself was known. He met me in the same generous spirit which
he had shown to other struggling nationalities throughout a long and
honourable career. When I pledged to him as security my own estates, he
wished to tear up the bond, and only under pressure would he meet my
wishes in this respect. Lords of the Council, it was his money, thus
generously advanced, which procured for us the arms with which we hewed
out our freedom.
“Not long ago that noble merchant—and here I trust you will pardon me
that I am so moved as to perhaps appear to suffer in want of respect to this
great Council—this noble merchant passed to his account—leaving to a
near kinsman of his own the royal fortune which he had amassed. Only a
few hours ago that worthy kinsman of the benefactor of our nation made it
known to me that in his last will he had bequeathed to me, by secret trust,
the whole of those estates which long ago I had forfeited by effluxion of
time, inasmuch as I had been unable to fulfil the terms of my voluntary
bond. It grieves me to think that I have had to keep you so long in
ignorance of the good thought and wishes and acts of this great man.
“But it was by his wise counsel, fortified by my own judgment, that I was
silent; for, indeed, I feared, as he did, lest in our troublous times some
doubting spirit without our boundaries, or even within it, might mistrust the
honesty of my purposes for public good, because I was no longer one
whose whole fortune was invested within our confines. This princemerchant, the great English Roger Melton—let his name be for ever graven
on the hearts of our people!—kept silent during his own life, and enjoined
on others to come after him to keep secret from the men of the Blue
Mountains that secret loan made to me on their behalf, lest in their eyes I,
who had striven to be their friend and helper, should suffer wrong repute.
But, happily, he has left me free to clear myself in your eyes. Moreover, by
arranging to have—under certain contingencies, which have come to pass—
the estates which were originally my own retransferred to me, I have no
longer the honour of having given what I could to the national cause. All

such now belongs to him; for it was his money—and his only—which
purchased our national armament.
“His worthy kinsman you already know, for he has not only been amongst
you for many months, but has already done you good service in his own
person. He it was who, as a mighty warrior, answered the summons of the
Vladika when misfortune came upon my house in the capture by enemies of
my dear daughter, the Voivodin Teuta, whom you hold in your hearts; who,
with a chosen band of our brothers, pursued the marauders, and himself, by
a deed of daring and prowess, of which poets shall hereafter sing, saved her,
when hope itself seemed to be dead, from their ruthless hands, and brought
her back to us; who administered condign punishment to the miscreants
who had dared to so wrong her. He it was who later took me, your servant,
out of the prison wherein another band of Turkish miscreants held me
captive; rescued me, with the help of my dear daughter, whom he had
already freed, whilst I had on my person the documents of international
secrecy of which I have already advised you—rescued me whilst I had been
as yet unsubjected to the indignity of search.
“Beyond this you know now that of which I was in partial ignorance: how
he had, through the skill and devotion of your new Admiral, wrought
destruction on a hecatomb of our malignant foes. You who have received
for the nation the splendid gift of the little warship, which already
represents a new era in naval armament, can understand the great-souled
generosity of the man who has restored the vast possessions of my House.
On our way hither from Ilsin, Rupert Sent Leger made known to me the
terms of the trust of his noble uncle, Roger Melton, and—believe me that he
did so generously, with a joy that transcended my own—restored to the last
male of the Vissarion race the whole inheritance of a noble line.
“And now, my Lords of the Council, I come to another matter, in which I
find myself in something of a difficulty, for I am aware that in certain ways
you actually know more of it than even I myself do. It is regarding the
marriage of my daughter to Rupert Sent Leger. It is known to me that the
matter has been brought before you by the Archbishop, who, as guardian of
my daughter during my absence on the service of the nation, wished to
obtain your sanction, as till my return he held her safety in trust. This was
so, not from any merit of mine, but because she, in her own person, had

undertaken for the service of our nation a task of almost incredible
difficulty. My Lords, were she child of another father, I should extol to the
skies her bravery, her self-devotion, her loyalty to the land she loves. Why,
then, should I hesitate to speak of her deeds in fitting terms, since it is my
duty, my glory, to hold them in higher honour than can any in this land? I
shall not shame her—or even myself—by being silent when such a duty
urges me to speak, as Voivode, as trusted envoy of our nation, as father.
Ages hence loyal men and women of our Land of the Blue Mountains will
sing her deeds in song and tell them in story. Her name, Teuta, already
sacred in these regions, where it was held by a great Queen, and honoured
by all men, will hereafter be held as a symbol and type of woman’s
devotion. Oh, my Lords, we pass along the path of life, the best of us but a
little time marching in the sunlight between gloom and gloom, and it is
during that march that we must be judged for the future. This brave woman
has won knightly spurs as well as any Paladin of old. So is it meet that ere
she might mate with one worthy of her you, who hold in your hands the
safety and honour of the State, should give your approval. To you was it
given to sit in judgment on the worth of this gallant Englisher, now my son.
You judged him then, before you had seen his valour, his strength, and skill
exercised on behalf of a national cause. You judged wisely, oh, my
brothers, and out of a grateful heart I thank you one and all for it. Well has
he justified your trust by his later acts. When, in obedience to the summons
of the Vladika, he put the nation in a blaze and ranged our boundaries with
a ring of steel, he did so unknowing that what was dearest to him in the
world was at stake. He saved my daughter’s honour and happiness, and
won her safety by an act of valour that outvies any told in history. He took
my daughter with him to bring me out from the Silent Tower on the wings
of the air, when earth had for me no possibility of freedom—I, that had
even then in my possession the documents involving other nations which
the Soldan would fain have purchased with the half of his empire.
“Henceforth to me, Lords of the Council, this brave man must ever be as a
son of my heart, and I trust that in his name grandsons of my own may keep
in bright honour the name which in glorious days of old my fathers made
illustrious. Did I know how adequately to thank you for your interest in my
child, I would yield up to you my very soul in thanks.”

The speech of the Voivode was received with the honour of the Blue
Mountains—the drawing and raising of handjars.

FROM RUPERT’S JOURNAL.
July 14, 1907.
For nearly a week we waited for some message from Constantinople, fully
expecting either a declaration of war, or else some inquiry so couched as to
make war an inevitable result. The National Council remained on at
Vissarion as the guests of the Voivode, to whom, in accordance with my
uncle’s will, I had prepared to re-transfer all his estates. He was, by the
way, unwilling at first to accept, and it was only when I showed him Uncle
Roger’s letter, and made him read the Deed of Transfer prepared in
anticipation by Mr. Trent, that he allowed me to persuade him. Finally he
said:
“As you, my good friends, have so arranged, I must accept, be it only in
honour to the wishes of the dead. But remember, I only do so but for the
present, reserving to myself the freedom to withdraw later if I so desire.”
But Constantinople was silent. The whole nefarious scheme was one of the
“put-up jobs” which are part of the dirty work of a certain order of statecraft
—to be accepted if successful; to be denied in case of failure.
The matter stood thus: Turkey had thrown the dice—and lost. Her men
were dead; her ship was forfeit. It was only some ten days after the warship
was left derelict with every living thing—that is, everything that had been
living—with its neck broken, as Rooke informed me, when he brought the
ship down the creek, and housed it in the dock behind the armoured gates—
that we saw an item in The Roma copied from The Constantinople Journal
of July 9:
“LOSS OF AN OTTOMAN IRONCLAD WITH ALL HANDS.
“News has been received at Constantinople of the total loss, with all
hands, of one of the newest and finest warships in the Turkish fleet—
The Mahmoud, Captain Ali Ali—which foundered in a storm on the
night of July 5, some distance off Cabrera, in the Balearic Isles. There
were no survivors, and no wreckage was discovered by the ships
which went in relief—the Pera and the Mustapha—or reported from

anywhere along the shores of the islands, of which exhaustive search
was made. The Mahmoud was double-manned, as she carried a full
extra crew sent on an educational cruise on the most perfectly
scientifically equipped warship on service in the Mediterranean
waters.”
When the Voivode and I talked over the matter, he said:
“After all, Turkey is a shrewd Power. She certainly seems to know when
she is beaten, and does not intend to make a bad thing seem worse in the
eyes of the world.”
Well, ’tis a bad wind that blows good to nobody. As The Mahmoud was lost
off the Balearics, it cannot have been her that put the marauders on shore
and trained her big guns on Ilsin. We take it, therefore, that the latter must
have been a pirate, and as we have taken her derelict in our waters, she is
now ours in all ways. Anyhow, she is ours, and is the first ship of her class
in the navy of the Blue Mountains. I am inclined to think that even if she
was—or is still—a Turkish ship, Admiral Rooke would not be inclined to
let her go. As for Captain Desmond, I think he would go straight out of his
mind if such a thing was to be even suggested to him.
It will be a pity if we have any more trouble, for life here is very happy with
us all now. The Voivode is, I think, like a man in a dream. Teuta is ideally
happy, and the real affection which sprang up between them when she and
Aunt Janet met is a joy to think of. I had posted Teuta about her, so that
when they should meet my wife might not, by any inadvertence, receive or
cause any pain. But the moment Teuta saw her she ran straight over to her
and lifted her in her strong young arms, and, raising her up as one would lift
a child, kissed her. Then, when she had put her sitting in the chair from
which she had arisen when we entered the room, she knelt down before her,
and put her face down in her lap. Aunt Janet’s face was a study; I myself
could hardly say whether at the first moment surprise or joy predominated.
But there could be no doubt about it the instant after. She seemed to beam
with happiness. When Teuta knelt to her, she could only say:
“My dear, my dear, I am glad! Rupert’s wife, you and I must love each
other very much.” Seeing that they were laughing and crying in each
other’s arms, I thought it best to come away and leave them alone. And I

didn’t feel a bit lonely either when I was out of sight of them. I knew that
where those two dear women were there was a place for my own heart.
When I came back, Teuta was sitting on Aunt Janet’s knee. It seemed rather
stupendous for the old lady, for Teuta is such a splendid creature that even
when she sits on my own knee and I catch a glimpse of us in some mirror, I
cannot but notice what a nobly-built girl she is.
My wife was jumping up as soon as I was seen, but Aunt Janet held her
tight to her, and said:
“Don’t stir, dear. It is such happiness to me to have you there. Rupert has
always been my ‘little boy,’ and, in spite of all his being such a giant, he is
so still. And so you, that he loves, must be my little girl—in spite of all
your beauty and your strength—and sit on my knee, till you can place there
a little one that shall be dear to us all, and that shall let me feel my youth
again. When first I saw you I was surprised, for, somehow, though I had
never seen you nor even heard of you, I seemed to know your face. Sit
where you are, dear. It is only Rupert—and we both love him.”
Teuta looked at me, flushing rosily; but she sat quiet, and drew the old
lady’s white head on her young breast.

JANET MACKELPIE’S NOTES.
July 8, 1907.
I used to think that whenever Rupert should get married or start on the way
to it by getting engaged—I would meet his future wife with something of
the same affection that I have always had for himself. But I know now that
what was really in my mind was jealousy, and that I was really fighting
against my own instincts, and pretending to myself that I was not jealous.
Had I ever had the faintest idea that she would be anything the least like
Teuta, that sort of feeling should never have had even a foothold. No
wonder my dear boy is in love with her, for, truth to tell, I am in love with
her myself. I don’t think I ever met a creature—a woman creature, of
course, I mean—with so many splendid qualities. I almost fear to say it,
lest it should seem to myself wrong; but I think she is as good as a woman

as Rupert is as a man. And what more than that can I say? I thought I
loved her and trusted her, and knew her all I could, until this morning.
I was in my own room, as it is still called. For, though Rupert tells me in
confidence that under his uncle’s will the whole estate of Vissarion, Castle
and all, really belongs to the Voivode, and though the Voivode has been
persuaded to accept the position, he (the Voivode) will not allow anything
to be changed. He will not even hear a word of my going, or changing my
room, or anything. And Rupert backs him up in it, and Teuta too. So what
am I to do but let the dears have their way?
Well, this morning, when Rupert was with the Voivode at a meeting of the
National Council in the Great Hall, Teuta came to me, and (after closing the
door and bolting it, which surprised me a little) came and knelt down beside
me, and put her face in my lap. I stroked her beautiful black hair, and said:
“What is it, Teuta darling? Is there any trouble? And why did you bolt the
door? Has anything happened to Rupert?” When she looked up I saw that
her beautiful black eyes, with the stars in them, were overflowing with tears
not yet shed. But she smiled through them, and the tears did not fall. When
I saw her smile my heart was eased, and I said without thinking: “Thank
God, darling, Rupert is all right.”
“I thank God, too, dear Aunt Janet!” she said softly; and I took her in my
arms and laid her head on my breast.
“Go on, dear,” I said; “tell me what it is that troubles you?” This time I saw
the tears drop, as she lowered her head and hid her face from me.
“I’m afraid I have deceived you, Aunt Janet, and that you will not—cannot
—forgive me.”
“Lord save you, child!” I said, “there’s nothing that you could do that I
could not and would not forgive. Not that you would ever do anything
base, for that is the only thing that is hard to forgive. Tell me now what
troubles you.”
She looked up in my eyes fearlessly, this time with only the signs of tears
that had been, and said proudly:

“Nothing base, Aunt Janet. My father’s daughter would not willingly be
base. I do not think she could. Moreover, had I ever done anything base I
should not be here, for—for—I should never have been Rupert’s wife!”
“Then what is it? Tell your old Aunt Janet, dearie.” She answered me with
another question:
“Aunt Janet, do you know who I am, and how I first met Rupert?”
“You are the Voivodin Teuta Vissarion—the daughter of the Voivode—Or,
rather, you were; you are now Mrs. Rupert Sent Leger. For he is still an
Englishman, and a good subject of our noble King.”
“Yes, Aunt Janet,” she said, “I am that, and proud to be it—prouder than I
would be were I my namesake, who was Queen in the old days. But how
and where did I see Rupert first?” I did not know, and frankly told her so.
So she answered her question herself:
“I saw him first in his own room at night.” I knew in my heart that in
whatever she did had been nothing wrong, so I sat silent waiting for her to
go on:
“I was in danger, and in deadly fear. I was afraid I might die—not that I
fear death—and I wanted help and warmth. I was not dressed as I am
now!”
On the instant it came to me how I knew her face, even the first time I had
seen it. I wished to help her out of the embarrassing part of her confidence,
so I said:
“Dearie, I think I know. Tell me, child, will you put on the frock . . . the
dress . . . costume you wore that night, and let me see you in it? It is not
mere idle curiosity, my child, but something far, far above such idle folly.”
“Wait for me a minute, Aunt Janet,” she said, as she rose up; “I shall not be
long.” Then she left the room.
In a very few minutes she was back. Her appearance might have frightened
some people, for she was clad only in a shroud. Her feet were bare, and she
walked across the room with the gait of an empress, and stood before me
with her eyes modestly cast down. But when presently she looked up and

caught my eyes, a smile rippled over her face. She threw herself once more
before me on her knees, and embraced me as she said:
“I was afraid I might frighten you, dear.” I knew I could truthfully reassure
her as to that, so I proceeded to do so:
“Do not worry yourself, my dear. I am not by nature timid. I come of a
fighting stock which has sent out heroes, and I belong to a family wherein is
the gift of Second Sight. Why should we fear? We know! Moreover, I saw
you in that dress before. Teuta, I saw you and Rupert married!” This time
she herself it was that seemed disconcerted.
“Saw us married! How on earth did you manage to be there?”
“I was not there. My Seeing was long before! Tell me, dear, what day, or
rather what night, was it that you first saw Rupert?” She answered sadly:
“I do not know. Alas! I lost count of the days as I lay in the tomb in that
dreary Crypt.”
“Was your—your clothing wet that night?” I asked.
“Yes. I had to leave the Crypt, for a great flood was out, and the church
was flooded. I had to seek help—warmth—for I feared I might die. Oh, I
was not, as I have told you, afraid of death. But I had undertaken a terrible
task to which I had pledged myself. It was for my father’s sake, and the
sake of the Land, and I felt that it was a part of my duty to live. And so I
lived on, when death would have been relief. It was to tell you all about
this that I came to your room to-day. But how did you see me—us—
married?”
“Ah, my child!” I answered, “that was before the marriage took place. The
morn after the night that you came in the wet, when, having been troubled
in uncanny dreaming, I came to see if Rupert was a’richt, I lost
remembrance o’ my dreaming, for the floor was all wet, and that took off
my attention. But later, the morn after Rupert used his fire in his room for
the first time, I told him what I had dreamt; for, lassie, my dear, I saw ye as
bride at that weddin’ in fine lace o’er yer shrood, and orange-flowers and
ithers in yer black hair; an’ I saw the stars in yer bonny een—the een I
love. But oh, my dear, when I saw the shrood, and kent what it might

mean, I expeckit to see the worms crawl round yer feet. But do ye ask yer
man to tell ye what I tell’t him that morn. ’Twill interest ye to know how
the hairt o’ men can learn by dreams. Has he ever tellt ye aught o’ this?”
“No, dear,” she said simply. “I think that perhaps he was afraid that one or
other of us, if not both, might be upset by it if he did. You see, he did not
tell you anything at all of our meeting, though I am sure that he will be glad
when he knows that we both know all about it, and have told each other
everything.”
That was very sweet of her, and very thoughtful in all ways, so I said that
which I thought would please her best—that is, the truth:
“Ah, lassie, that is what a wife should be—what a wife should do. Rupert
is blessed and happy to have his heart in your keeping.”
I knew from the added warmth of her kiss what I had said had pleased her.
Letter from Ernest Roger Halbard Melton, Humcroft, Salop, to Rupert Sent
Leger, Vissarion, Land of the Blue Mountains.
July 29, 1907.
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We have heard such glowing accounts of Vissarion that I am coming
out to see you. As you are yourself now a landowner, you will
understand that my coming is not altogether a pleasure. Indeed, it is a
duty first. When my father dies I shall be head of the family—the
family of which Uncle Roger, to whom we were related, was a
member. It is therefore meet and fitting that I should know something
of our family branches and of their Seats. I am not giving you time for
much warning, so am coming on immediately—in fact, I shall arrive
almost as soon as this letter. But I want to catch you in the middle of
your tricks. I hear that the Blue Mountaineer girls are peaches, so
don’t send them all away when you hear I’m coming!
Do send a yacht up to Fiume to meet me. I hear you have all sorts of
craft at Vissarion. The MacSkelpie, I hear, said you received her as a
Queen; so I hope you will do the decent by one of your own flesh and

blood, and the future Head of the House at that. I shan’t bring much of
a retinue with me. I wasn’t made a billionaire by old Roger, so can
only take my modest “man Friday”—whose name is Jenkinson, and a
Cockney at that. So don’t have too much gold lace and diamond-hilted
scimitars about, like a good chap, or else he’ll want the very worst—
his wyges ryzed. That old image Rooke that came over for Miss McS.,
and whom by chance I saw at the attorney man’s, might pilot me down
from Fiume. The old gentleman-by-Act-of-Parliament Mr. Bingham
Trent (I suppose he has hyphened it by this time) told me that Miss
McS. said he “did her proud” when she went over under his charge. I
shall be at Fiume on the evening of Wednesday, and shall stay at the
Europa, which is, I am told, the least indecent hotel in the place. So
you know where to find me, or any of your attendant demons can
know, in case I am to suffer “substituted service.”
E

Your affectionate Cousin,
R
H
M
.

Letter from Admiral Rooke to the Gospodar Rupert.
August 1, 1907.
S ,
In obedience to your explicit direction that I should meet Mr. Ernest R.
H. Melton at Fiume, and report to you exactly what occurred, “without
keeping anything back,”—as you will remember you said, I beg to
report.
I brought the steam-yacht Trent to Fiume, arriving there on the
morning of Thursday. At 11.30 p.m. I went to meet the train from St.
Peter, due 11.40. It was something late, arriving just as the clock was
beginning to strike midnight. Mr. Melton was on board, and with him
his valet Jenkinson. I am bound to say that he did not seem very
pleased with his journey, and expressed much disappointment at not
seeing Your Honour awaiting him. I explained, as you directed, that
you had to attend with the Voivode Vissarion and the Vladika the
National Council, which met at Plazac, or that otherwise you would
have done yourself the pleasure of coming to meet him. I had, of

course, reserved rooms (the Prince of Wales’s suite), for him at the Re
d’Ungheria, and had waiting the carriage which the proprietor had
provided for the Prince of Wales when he stayed there. Mr. Melton
took his valet with him (on the box-seat), and I followed in a
Stadtwagen with the luggage. When I arrived, I found the maître
d’hôtel in a stupor of concern. The English nobleman, he said, had
found fault with everything, and used to him language to which he was
not accustomed. I quieted him, telling him that the stranger was
probably unused to foreign ways, and assuring him that Your Honour
had every faith in him. He announced himself satisfied and happy at
the assurance. But I noticed that he promptly put everything in the
hands of the headwaiter, telling him to satisfy the milor at any cost,
and then went away to some urgent business in Vienna. Clever man!
I took Mr. Melton’s orders for our journey in the morning, and asked if
there was anything for which he wished. He simply said to me:
“Everything is rotten. Go to hell, and shut the door after you!” His
man, who seems a very decent little fellow, though he is as vain as a
peacock, and speaks with a Cockney accent which is simply terrible,
came down the passage after me, and explained “on his own,” as he
expressed it, that his master, “Mr. Ernest,” was upset by the long
journey, and that I was not to mind. I did not wish to make him
uncomfortable, so I explained that I minded nothing except what Your
Honour wished; that the steam-yacht would be ready at 7 a.m.; and
that I should be waiting in the hotel from that time on till Mr. Melton
cared to start, to bring him aboard.
In the morning I waited till the man Jenkinson came and told me that
Mr. Ernest would start at ten. I asked if he would breakfast on board;
he answered that he would take his café-complet at the hotel, but
breakfast on board.
We left at ten, and took the electric pinnace out to the Trent, which lay,
with steam up, in the roads. Breakfast was served on board, by his
orders, and presently he came up on the bridge, where I was in
command. He brought his man Jenkinson with him. Seeing me there,
and not (I suppose) understanding that I was in command, he

unceremoniously ordered me to go on the deck. Indeed, he named a
place much lower. I made a sign of silence to the quartermaster at the
wheel, who had released the spokes, and was going, I feared, to make
some impertinent remark. Jenkinson joined me presently, and said, as
some sort of explanation of his master’s discourtesy (of which he was
manifestly ashamed), if not as an amende:
“The governor is in a hell of a wax this morning.”
When we got in sight of Meleda, Mr. Melton sent for me and asked me
where we were to land. I told him that, unless he wished to the
contrary, we were to run to Vissarion; but that my instructions were to
land at whatever port he wished. Whereupon he told me that he
wished to stay the night at some place where he might be able to see
some “life.” He was pleased to add something, which I presume he
thought jocular, about my being able to “coach” him in such matters,
as doubtless even “an old has-been like you” had still some sort of an
eye for a pretty girl. I told him as respectfully as I could that I had no
knowledge whatever on such subjects, which were possibly of some
interest to younger men, but of none to me. He said no more; so after
waiting for further orders, but without receiving any, I said:
“I suppose, sir, we shall run to Vissarion?”
“Run to the devil, if you like!” was his reply, as he turned away. When
we arrived in the creek at Vissarion, he seemed much milder—less
aggressive in his manner; but when he heard that you were detained at
Plazac, he got rather “fresh”—I use the American term—again. I
greatly feared there would be a serious misfortune before we got into
the Castle, for on the dock was Julia, the wife of Michael, the Master
of the Wine, who is, as you know, very beautiful. Mr. Melton seemed
much taken with her; and she, being flattered by the attention of a
strange gentleman and Your Honour’s kinsman, put aside the standoffishness of most of the Blue Mountain women. Whereupon Mr.
Melton, forgetting himself, took her in his arms and kissed her.
Instantly there was a hubbub. The mountaineers present drew their
handjars, and almost on the instant sudden death appeared to be
amongst us. Happily the men waited as Michael, who had just arrived

on the quay-wall as the outrage took place, ran forward, wheeling his
handjar round his head, and manifestly intending to decapitate Mr.
Melton. On the instant—I am sorry to say it, for it created a terribly
bad effect—Mr. Melton dropped on his knees in a state of panic.
There was just this good use in it—that there was a pause of a few
seconds. During that time the little Cockney valet, who has the heart
of a man in him, literally burst his way forward, and stood in front of
his master in boxing attitude, calling out:
“’Ere, come on, the ’ole lot of ye! ’E ain’t done no ’arm. He honly
kissed the gal, as any man would. If ye want to cut off somebody’s
’ed, cut off mine. I ain’t afride!” There was such genuine pluck in
this, and it formed so fine a contrast to the other’s craven attitude
(forgive me, Your Honour; but you want the truth!), that I was glad he
was an Englishman, too. The mountaineers recognized his spirit, and
saluted with their handjars, even Michael amongst the number. Half
turning his head, the little man said in a fierce whisper:
“Buck up, guv’nor! Get up, or they’ll slice ye! ’Ere’s Mr. Rooke; ’e’ll
see ye through it.”
By this time the men were amenable to reason, and when I reminded
them that Mr. Melton was Your Honour’s cousin, they put aside their
handjars and went about their work. I asked Mr. Melton to follow, and
led the way to the Castle.
When we got close to the great entrance within the walled courtyard,
we found a large number of the servants gathered, and with them many
of the mountaineers, who have kept an organized guard all round the
Castle ever since the abducting of the Voivodin. As both Your Honour
and the Voivode were away at Plazac, the guard had for the time been
doubled. When the steward came and stood in the doorway, the
servants stood off somewhat, and the mountaineers drew back to the
farther sides and angles of the courtyard. The Voivodin had, of course,
been informed of the guest’s (your cousin) coming, and came to meet
him in the old custom of the Blue Mountains. As Your Honour only
came to the Blue Mountains recently, and as no occasion has been
since then of illustrating the custom since the Voivode was away, and

the Voivodin then believed to be dead, perhaps I, who have lived here
so long, may explain:
When to an old Blue Mountain house a guest comes whom it is wished
to do honour, the Lady, as in the vernacular the mistress of the house is
called, comes herself to meet the guest at the door—or, rather, outside
the door—so that she can herself conduct him within. It is a pretty
ceremony, and it is said that of old in kingly days the monarch always
set much store by it. The custom is that, when she approaches the
honoured guest (he need not be royal), she bends—or more properly
kneels—before him and kisses his hand. It has been explained by
historians that the symbolism is that the woman, showing obedience to
her husband, as the married woman of the Blue Mountains always
does, emphasizes that obedience to her husband’s guest. The custom is
always observed in its largest formality when a young wife receives
for the first time a guest, and especially one whom her husband wishes
to honour. The Voivodin was, of course, aware that Mr. Melton was
your kinsman, and naturally wished to make the ceremony of honour
as marked as possible, so as to show overtly her sense of her husband’s
worth.
When we came into the courtyard, I held back, of course, for the
honour is entirely individual, and is never extended to any other, no
matter how worthy he may be. Naturally Mr. Melton did not know the
etiquette of the situation, and so for that is not to be blamed. He took
his valet with him when, seeing someone coming to the door, he went
forward. I thought he was going to rush to his welcomer. Such,
though not in the ritual, would have been natural in a young kinsman
wishing to do honour to the bride of his host, and would to anyone
have been both understandable and forgivable. It did not occur to me
at the time, but I have since thought that perhaps he had not then heard
of Your Honour’s marriage, which I trust you will, in justice to the
young gentleman, bear in mind when considering the matter.
Unhappily, however, he did not show any such eagerness. On the
contrary, he seemed to make a point of showing indifference. It
seemed to me myself that he, seeing somebody wishing to make much
of him, took what he considered a safe opportunity of restoring to

himself his own good opinion, which must have been considerably
lowered in the episode of the Wine Master’s wife.
The Voivodin, thinking, doubtless, Your Honour, to add a fresh lustre
to her welcome, had donned the costume which all her nation has now
come to love and to accept as a dress of ceremonial honour. She wore
her shroud. It moved the hearts of all of us who looked on to see it,
and we appreciated its being worn for such a cause. But Mr. Melton
did not seem to care. As he had been approaching she had begun to
kneel, and was already on her knees whilst he was several yards away.
There he stopped and turned to speak to his valet, put a glass in his
eye, and looked all round him and up and down—indeed, everywhere
except at the Great Lady, who was on her knees before him, waiting to
bid him welcome. I could see in the eyes of such of the mountaineers
as were within my range of vision a growing animosity; so, hoping to
keep down any such expression, which I knew would cause harm to
Your Honour and the Voivodin, I looked all round them straight in
their faces with a fixed frown, which, indeed, they seemed to
understand, for they regained, and for the time maintained, their usual
dignified calm. The Voivodin, may I say, bore the trial wonderfully.
No human being could see that she was in any degree pained or even
surprised. Mr. Melton stood looking round him so long that I had full
time to regain my own attitude of calm. At last he seemed to come
back to the knowledge that someone was waiting for him, and
sauntered leisurely forward. There was so much insolence—mind you,
not insolence that was intended to appear as such—in his movement
that the mountaineers began to steal forward. When he was close up to
the Voivodin, and she put out her hand to take his, he put forward one
finger! I could hear the intake of the breath of the men, now close
around, for I had moved forward, too. I thought it would be as well to
be close to your guest, lest something should happen to him. The
Voivodin still kept her splendid self-control. Raising the finger put
forward by the guest with the same deference as though it had been the
hand of a King, she bent her head down and kissed it. Her duty of
courtesy now done, she was preparing to rise, when he put his hand
into his pocket, and, pulling out a sovereign, offered it to her. His valet
moved his hand forward, as if to pull back his arm, but it was too late.

I am sure, Your Honour, that no affront was intended. He doubtless
thought that he was doing a kindness of the sort usual in England when
one “tips” a housekeeper. But all the same, to one in her position, it
was an affront, an insult, open and unmistakable. So it was received
by the mountaineers, whose handjars flashed out as one. For a second
it was so received even by the Voivodin, who, with face flushing
scarlet, and the stars in her eves flaming red, sprang to her feet. But in
that second she had regained herself, and to all appearances her
righteous anger passed away. Stooping, she took the hand of her guest
and raised it—you know how strong she is—and, holding it in hers,
led him into the doorway, saying:
“You are welcome, kinsman of my husband, to the house of my father,
which is presently my husband’s also. Both are grieved that, duty
having called them away for the time, they are unable to be here to
help me to greet you.”
I tell you, Your Honour, that it was a lesson in self-respect which
anyone who saw it can never forget. As to me, it makes my flesh
quiver, old as I am, with delight, and my heart leap.
May I, as a faithful servant who has had many years of experience,
suggest that Your Honour should seem—for the present, at any rate—
not to know any of these things which I have reported, as you wished
me to do. Be sure that the Voivodin will tell you her gracious self
aught that she would wish you to know. And such reticence on your
part must make for her happiness, even if it did not for your own.
So that you may know all, as you desired, and that you may have time
to school yourself to whatever attitude you think best to adopt, I send
this off to you at once by fleet messenger. Were the aeroplane here, I
should take it myself. I leave here shortly to await the arrival of Sir
Colin at Otranto.
Your Honour’s faithful servant,
R
.

JANET MACKELPIE’S NOTES.

August 9, 1907.
To me it seems very providential that Rupert was not at home when that
dreadful young man Ernest Melton arrived, though it is possible that if
Rupert had been present he would not have dared to conduct himself so
badly. Of course, I heard all about it from the maids; Teuta never opened
her lips to me on the subject. It was bad enough and stupid enough for him
to try to kiss a decent young woman like Julia, who is really as good as gold
and as modest as one of our own Highland lassies; but to think of him
insulting Teuta! The little beast! One would think that a champion idiot out
of an Equatorial asylum would know better! If Michael, the Wine Master,
wanted to kill him, I wonder what my Rupert and hers would have done? I
am truly thankful that he was not present. And I am thankful, too, that I
was not present either, for I should have made an exhibition of myself, and
Rupert would not have liked that. He—the little beast! might have seen
from the very dress that the dear girl wore that there was something
exceptional about her. But on one account I should have liked to see her.
They tell me that she was, in her true dignity, like a Queen, and that her
humility in receiving her husband’s kinsman was a lesson to every woman
in the Land. I must be careful not to let Rupert know that I have heard of
the incident. Later on, when it is all blown over and the young man has
been got safely away, I shall tell him of it. Mr. Rooke—Lord High Admiral
Rooke, I should say—must be a really wonderful man to have so held
himself in check; for, from what I have heard of him, he must in his
younger days have been worse than Old Morgan of Panama. Mr. Ernest
Roger Halbard Melton, of Humcroft, Salop, little knows how near he was to
being “cleft to the chine” also.
Fortunately, I had heard of his meeting with Teuta before he came to see
me, for I did not get back from my walk till after he had arrived. Teuta’s
noble example was before me, and I determined that I, too, would show
good manners under any circumstances. But I didn’t know how mean he
is. Think of his saying to me that Rupert’s position here must be a great
source of pride to me, who had been his nursery governess. He said
“nursemaid” first, but then stumbled in his words, seeming to remember
something. I did not turn a hair, I am glad to say. It is a mercy Uncle Colin
was not here, for I honestly believe that, if he had been, he would have done
the “cleaving to the chine” himself. It has been a narrow escape for Master

Ernest, for only this morning Rupert had a message, sent on from Gibraltar,
saying that he was arriving with his clansmen, and that they would not be
far behind his letter. He would call at Otranto in case someone should come
across to pilot him to Vissarion. Uncle told me all about that young cad
having offered him one finger in Mr. Trent’s office, though, of course, he
didn’t let the cad see that he noticed it. I have no doubt that, when he does
arrive, that young man, if he is here still, will find that he will have to
behave himself, if it be only on Sir Colin’s account alone.

THE SAME (LATER).
I had hardly finished writing when the lookout on the tower announced that
the Teuta, as Rupert calls his aeroplane, was sighted crossing the mountains
from Plazac. I hurried up to see him arrive, for I had not as yet seen him on
his “aero.” Mr. Ernest Melton came up, too. Teuta was, of course, before
any of us. She seems to know by instinct when Rupert is coming.
It was certainly a wonderful sight to see the little aeroplane, with outspread
wings like a bird in flight, come sailing high over the mountains. There
was a head-wind, and they were beating against it; otherwise we should not
have had time to get to the tower before the arrival.
When once the “aero” had begun to drop on the near side of the mountains,
however, and had got a measure of shelter from them, her pace was
extraordinary. We could not tell, of course, what sort of pace she came at
from looking at herself. But we gathered some idea from the rate at which
the mountains and hills seemed to slide away from under her. When she got
over the foot-hills, which are about ten miles away, she came on at a swift
glide that seemed to throw the distance behind her. When quite close, she
rose up a little till she was something higher than the Tower, to which she
came as straight as an arrow from the bow, and glided to her moorings,
stopping dead as Rupert pulled a lever, which seemed to turn a barrier to the
wind. The Voivode sat beside Rupert, but I must say that he seemed to hold
on to the bar in front of him even more firmly than Rupert held to his
steering-gear.
When they had alighted, Rupert greeted his cousin with the utmost
kindness, and bade him welcome to Vissarion.

“I see,” he said, “you have met Teuta. Now you may congratulate me, if
you wish.”
Mr. Melton made a long rodomontade about her beauty, but presently,
stumbling about in his speech, said something regarding it being unlucky to
appear in grave-clothes. Rupert laughed, and clapped him on the shoulder
as he answered:
“That pattern of frock is likely to become a national dress for loyal women
of the Blue Mountains. When you know something of what that dress
means to us all at present you will understand. In the meantime, take it that
there is not a soul in the nation that does not love it and honour her for
wearing it.” To which the cad replied:
“Oh, indeed! I thought it was some preparation for a fancy-dress ball.”
Rupert’s comment on this ill-natured speech was (for him) quite grumpily
given:
“I should not advise you to think such things whilst you are in this part of
the world, Ernest. They bury men here for much less.”
The cad seemed struck with something—either what Rupert had said or his
manner of saying it—for he was silent for several seconds before he spoke.
“I’m very tired with that long journey, Rupert. Would you and Mrs. Sent
Leger mind if I go to my own room and turn in? My man can ask for a cup
of tea and a sandwich for me.”

RUPERT’S JOURNAL.
August 10, 1907.
When Ernest said he wished to retire it was about the wisest thing he could
have said or done, and it suited Teuta and me down to the ground. I could
see that the dear girl was agitated about something, so thought it would be
best for her to be quiet, and not worried with being civil to the Bounder.
Though he is my cousin, I can’t think of him as anything else. The Voivode
and I had certain matters to attend to arising out of the meeting of the

Council, and when we were through the night was closing in. When I saw
Teuta in our own rooms she said at once:
“Do you mind, dear, if I stay with Aunt Janet to-night? She is very upset
and nervous, and when I offered to come to her she clung to me and cried
with relief.”
So when I had had some supper, which I took with the Voivode, I came
down to my old quarters in the Garden Room, and turned in early.
I was awakened a little before dawn by the coming of the fighting monk
Theophrastos, a notable runner, who had an urgent message for me. This
was the letter to me given to him by Rooke. He had been cautioned to give
it into no other hand, but to find me wherever I might be, and convey it
personally. When he had arrived at Plazac I had left on the aeroplane, so he
had turned back to Vissarion.
When I read Rooke’s report of Ernest Melton’s abominable conduct I was
more angry with him than I can say. Indeed, I did not think before that that
I could be angry with him, for I have always despised him. But this was too
much. However, I realized the wisdom of Rooke’s advice, and went away
by myself to get over my anger and reacquire my self-mastery. The
aeroplane Teuta was still housed on the tower, so I went up alone and took it
out.
When I had had a spin of about a hundred miles I felt better. The bracing of
the wind and the quick, exhilarating motion restored me to myself, and I felt
able to cope with Master Ernest, or whatever else chagrinable might come
along, without giving myself away. As Teuta had thought it better to keep
silence as to Ernest’s affront, I felt I must not acknowledge it; but, all the
same, I determined to get rid of him before the day was much older.
When I had had my breakfast I sent word to him by a servant that I was
coming to his rooms, and followed not long behind the messenger.
He was in a suit of silk pyjamas, such as not even Solomon in all his glory
was arrayed in. I closed the door behind me before I began to speak. He
listened, at first amazed, then disconcerted, then angry, and then cowering
down like a whipped hound. I felt that it was a case for speaking out. A
bumptious ass like him, who deliberately insulted everyone he came across

—for if all or any of his efforts in that way were due to mere elemental
ignorance he was not fit to live, but should be silenced on sight as a modern
Caliban—deserved neither pity nor mercy. To extend to him fine feeling,
tolerance, and such-like gentlenesses would be to deprive the world of them
without benefit to any. So well as I can remember, what I said was
something like this:
“Ernest, as you say, you’ve got to go, and to go quick, you understand. I
dare say you look on this as a land of barbarians, and think that any of your
high-toned refinements are thrown away on people here. Well, perhaps it is
so. Undoubtedly, the structure of the country is rough; the mountains may
only represent the glacial epoch; but so far as I can gather from some of
your exploits—for I have only learned a small part as yet—you represent a
period a good deal farther back. You seem to have given our folk here an
exhibition of the playfulness of the hooligan of the Saurian stage of
development; but the Blue Mountains, rough as they are, have come up out
of the primeval slime, and even now the people aim at better manners.
They may be rough, primitive, barbarian, elemental, if you will, but they are
not low down enough to tolerate either your ethics or your taste. My dear
cousin, your life is not safe here! I am told that yesterday, only for the
restraint exercised by certain offended mountaineers on other grounds than
your own worth, you would have been abbreviated by the head. Another
day of your fascinating presence would do away with this restraint, and then
we should have a scandal. I am a new-comer here myself—too new a
comer to be able to afford a scandal of that kind—and so I shall not delay
your going. Believe me, my dear cousin, Ernest Roger Halbard Melton, of
Humcroft, Salop, that I am inconsolable about your resolution of immediate
departure, but I cannot shut my eyes to its wisdom. At present the matter is
altogether amongst ourselves, and when you have gone—if it be
immediately—silence will be observed on all hands for the sake of the
house wherein you are a guest; but if there be time for scandal to spread,
you will be made, whether you be alive or dead, a European laughingstock. Accordingly, I have anticipated your wishes, and have ordered a fast
steam yacht to take you to Ancona, or to whatever other port you may
desire. The yacht will be under the command of Captain Desmond, of one
of our battleships—a most determined officer, who will carry out any
directions which may be given to him. This will insure your safety so far as

Italian territory. Some of his officials will arrange a special carriage for you
up to Flushing, and a cabin on the steamer to Queenboro’. A man of mine
will travel on the train and steamer with you, and will see that whatever you
may wish in the way of food or comfort will be provided. Of course, you
understand, my dear cousin, that you are my guest until you arrive in
London. I have not asked Rooke to accompany you, as when he went to
meet you, it was a mistake. Indeed, there might have been a danger to you
which I never contemplated—a quite unnecessary danger, I assure you. But
happily Admiral Rooke, though a man of strong passions, has wonderful
self-control.”
“Admiral Rooke?” he queried. “Admiral?”
“Admiral, certainly,” I replied, “but not an ordinary Admiral—one of
many. He is the Admiral—the Lord High Admiral of the Land of the Blue
Mountains, with sole control of its expanding navy. When such a man is
treated as a valet, there may be . . . But why go into this? It is all over. I
only mention it lest anything of a similar kind should occur with Captain
Desmond, who is a younger man, and therefore with probably less selfrepression.”
I saw that he had learned his lesson, and so said no more on the subject.
There was another reason for his going which I did not speak of. Sir Colin
MacKelpie was coming with his clansmen, and I knew he did not like
Ernest Melton. I well remembered that episode of his offering one finger to
the old gentleman in Mr. Trent’s office, and, moreover, I had my suspicions
that Aunt Janet’s being upset was probably in some measure due to some
rudeness of his that she did not wish to speak about. He is really an
impossible young man, and is far better out of this country than in it. If he
remained here, there would be some sort of a tragedy for certain.
I must say that it was with a feeling of considerable relief that I saw the
yacht steam out of the creek, with Captain Desmond on the bridge and my
cousin beside him.
Quite other were my feelings when, an hour after, The Lady came flying
into the creek with the Lord High Admiral on the bridge, and beside him,

more splendid and soldier-like than ever, Sir Colin MacKelpie. Mr.
Bingham Trent was also on the bridge.
The General was full of enthusiasm regarding his regiment, for in all, those
he brought with him and those finishing their training at home, the force is
near the number of a full regiment. When we were alone he explained to
me that all was arranged regarding the non-commissioned officers, but that
he had held over the question of officers until we should have had a suitable
opportunity of talking the matter over together. He explained to me his
reasons, which were certainly simple and cogent. Officers, according to
him, are a different class, and accustomed to a different standard altogether
of life and living, of duties and pleasures. They are harder to deal with and
more difficult to obtain. “There was no use,” he said, “in getting a lot of
failures, with old-crusted ways of their own importance. We must have
young men for our purpose—that is, men not old, but with some experience
—men, of course, who know how to behave themselves, or else, from what
little I have seen of the Blue Mountaineers, they wouldn’t last long here if
they went on as some of them do elsewhere. I shall start things here as you
wish me to, for I am here, my dear boy, to stay with you and Janet, and we
shall, if it be given to us by the Almighty, help to build up together a new
‘nation’—an ally of Britain, who will stand at least as an outpost of our own
nation, and a guardian of our eastern road. When things are organized here
on the military side, and are going strong, I shall, if you can spare me, run
back to London for a few weeks. Whilst I am there I shall pick up a lot of
the sort of officers we want. I know that there are loads of them to be had.
I shall go slowly, however, and carefully, too, and every man I bring back
will be recommended to me by some old soldier whom I know, and who
knows the man he recommends, and has seen him work. We shall have, I
dare say, an army for its size second to none in the world, and the day may
come when your old country will be proud of your new one. Now I’m off
to see that all is ready for my people—your people now.”
I had had arrangements made for the comfort of the clansmen and the
women, but I knew that the good old soldier would see for himself that his
men were to be comfortable. It was not for nothing that he was—is—
looked on as perhaps the General most beloved by his men in the whole
British Army.

When he had gone, and I was alone, Mr. Trent, who had evidently been
waiting for the opportunity, came to me. When we had spoken of my
marriage and of Teuta, who seems to have made an immense impression on
him, he said suddenly:
“I suppose we are quite alone, and that we shall not be interrupted?” I
summoned the man outside—there is always a sentry on guard outside my
door or near me, wherever I may be—and gave orders that I was not to be
disturbed until I gave fresh orders. “If,” I said, “there be anything pressing
or important, let the Voivodin or Miss MacKelpie know. If either of them
brings anyone to me, it will be all right.”
When we were quite alone Mr. Trent took a slip of paper and some
documents from the bag which was beside him. He then read out items
from the slip, placing as he did so the documents so checked over before
him.
1. New Will made on marriage, to be signed presently.
2. Copy of the Re-conveyance of Vissarion estates to Peter Vissarion, as
directed by Will of Roger Melton.
3. Report of Correspondence with Privy Council, and proceedings
following.
Taking up the last named, he untied the red tape, and, holding the bundle in
his hand, went on:
“As you may, later on, wish to examine the details of the Proceedings, I
have copied out the various letters, the originals of which are put safely
away in my strong-room where, of course, they are always available in case
you may want them. For your present information I shall give you a rough
synopsis of the Proceedings, referring where advisable to this paper.
“On receipt of your letter of instructions regarding the Consent of the Privy
Council to your changing your nationality in accordance with the terms of
Roger Melton’s Will, I put myself in communication with the Clerk of the
Privy Council, informing him of your wish to be naturalized in due time to
the Land of the Blue Mountains. After some letters between us, I got a
summons to attend a meeting of the Council.

“I attended, as required, taking with me all necessary documents, and such
as I conceived might be advisable to produce, if wanted.
“The Lord President informed me that the present meeting of the Council
was specially summoned in obedience to the suggestion of the King, who
had been consulted as to his personal wishes on the subject—should he
have any. The President then proceeded to inform me officially that all
Proceedings of the Privy Council were altogether confidential, and were not
to be made public under any circumstances. He was gracious enough to
add:
“‘The circumstances of this case, however, are unique; and as you act for
another, we have thought it advisable to enlarge your permission in the
matter, so as to allow you to communicate freely with your principal. As
that gentleman is settling himself in a part of the world which has been in
the past, and may be again, united to this nation by some common interest,
His Majesty wishes Mr. Sent Leger to feel assured of the good-will of Great
Britain to the Land of the Blue Mountains, and even of his own personal
satisfaction that a gentleman of so distinguished a lineage and such
approved personal character is about to be—within his own scope—a
connecting-link between the nations. To which end he has graciously
announced that, should the Privy Council acquiesce in the request of
Denaturalization, he will himself sign the Patent therefor.
“‘The Privy Council has therefore held private session, at which the matter
has been discussed in its many bearings; and it is content that the change
can do no harm, but may be of some service to the two nations. We have,
therefore, agreed to grant the prayer of the Applicant; and the officials of
the Council have the matter of the form of Grant in hand. So you, sir, may
rest satisfied that as soon as the formalities—which will, of course, require
the formal signing of certain documents by the Applicant—can be complied
with, the Grant and Patent will obtain.’”
Having made this statement in formal style, my old friend went on in more
familiar way:
“And so, my dear Rupert, all is in hand; and before very long you will have
the freedom required under the Will, and will be at liberty to take whatever
steps may be necessary to be naturalized in your new country.

“I may tell you, by the way, that several members of the Council made very
complimentary remarks regarding you. I am forbidden to give names, but I
may tell you facts. One old Field-Marshal, whose name is familiar to the
whole world, said that he had served in many places with your father, who
was a very valiant soldier, and that he was glad that Great Britain was to
have in the future the benefit of your father’s son in a friendly land now
beyond the outposts of our Empire, but which had been one with her in the
past, and might be again.
“So much for the Privy Council. We can do no more at present until you
sign and have attested the documents which I have brought with me.
“We can now formally complete the settlement of the Vissarion estates,
which must be done whilst you are a British citizen. So, too, with the Will,
the more formal and complete document, which is to take the place of that
short one which you forwarded to me the day after your marriage. It may
be, perhaps, necessary or advisable that, later on, when you are naturalized
here, you shall make a new Will in strictest accordance with local law.”

TEUTA SENT LEGER’S DIARY.
August 19, 1907.
We had a journey to-day that was simply glorious. We had been waiting to
take it for more than a week. Rupert not only wanted the weather suitable,
but he had to wait till the new aeroplane came home. It is more than twice
as big as our biggest up to now. None of the others could take all the party
which Rupert wanted to go. When he heard that the aero was coming from
Whitby, where it was sent from Leeds, he directed by cable that it should be
unshipped at Otranto, whence he took it here all by himself. I wanted to
come with him, but he thought it better not. He says that Brindisi is too
busy a place to keep anything quiet—if not secret—and he wants to be very
dark indeed about this, as it is worked by the new radium engine. Ever
since they found radium in our own hills he has been obsessed by the idea
of an aerial navy for our protection. And after to-day’s experiences I think
he is right. As he wanted to survey the whole country at a glimpse, so that
the general scheme of defence might be put in hand, we had to have an aero
big enough to take the party as well as fast enough to do it rapidly, and all at

once. We had, in addition to Rupert, my father, and myself, Sir Colin and
Lord High Admiral Rooke (I do like to give that splendid old fellow his full
title!). The military and naval experts had with them scientific apparatus of
various kinds, also cameras and range-finders, so that they could mark their
maps as they required. Rupert, of course, drove, and I acted as his
assistant. Father, who has not yet become accustomed to aerial travel, took
a seat in the centre (which Rupert had thoughtfully prepared for him),
where there is very little motion. I must say I was amazed to see the way
that splendid old soldier Sir Colin bore himself. He had never been on an
aeroplane before, but, all the same, he was as calm as if he was on a rock.
Height or motion did not trouble him. Indeed, he seemed to enjoy himself
all the time. The Admiral is himself almost an expert, but in any case I am
sure he would have been unconcerned, just as he was in the Crab as Rupert
has told me.
We left just after daylight, and ran down south. When we got to the east of
Ilsin, we kept slightly within the border-line, and went north or east as it
ran, making occasional loops inland over the mountains and back again.
When we got up to our farthest point north, we began to go much slower.
Sir Colin explained that for the rest all would be comparatively plain-sailing
in the way of defence; but that as any foreign Power other than the Turk
must attack from seaward, he would like to examine the seaboard very
carefully in conjunction with the Admiral, whose advice as to sea defence
would be invaluable.
Rupert was fine. No one could help admiring him as he sat working his
lever and making the great machine obey every touch. He was wrapped up
in his work. I don’t believe that whilst he was working he ever thought of
even me. He is splendid!
We got back just as the sun was dropping down over the Calabrian
Mountains. It is quite wonderful how the horizon changes when you are
sailing away up high on an aeroplane. Rupert is going to teach me how to
manage one all by myself, and when I am fit he will give me one, which he
is to have specially built for me.
I think I, too, have done some good work—at least, I have got some good
ideas—from our journey to-day. Mine are not of war, but of peace, and I

think I see a way by which we shall be able to develop our country in a
wonderful way. I shall talk the idea over with Rupert to-night, when we are
alone. In the meantime Sir Colin and Admiral Rooke will think their plans
over individually, and to-morrow morning together. Then the next day they,
too, are to go over their idea with Rupert and my father, and something may
be decided then.

RUPERT’S JOURNAL—Continued.
August 21, 1907.
Our meeting on the subject of National Defence, held this afternoon, went
off well. We were five in all, for with permission of the Voivode and the
two fighting-men, naval and military, I brought Teuta with me. She sat
beside me quite quietly, and never made a remark of any kind till the
Defence business had been gone through. Both Sir Colin and Admiral
Rooke were in perfect agreement as to the immediate steps to be taken for
defence. In the first instance, the seaboard was to be properly fortified in
the necessary places, and the navy largely strengthened. When we had got
thus far I asked Rooke to tell of the navy increase already in hand.
Whereupon he explained that, as we had found the small battleship The
Lady of an excellent type for coast defence, acting only in home waters, and
of a size to take cover where necessary at many places on our own shores,
we had ordered nine others of the same pattern. Of these the first four were
already in hand, and were proceeding with the greatest expedition. The
General then supplemented this by saying that big guns could be used from
points judiciously chosen on the seaboard, which was in all so short a
length that no very great quantity of armament would be required.
“We can have,” he said, “the biggest guns of the most perfect kind yet
accomplished, and use them from land batteries of the most up-to-date
pattern. The one serious proposition we have to deal with is the defence of
the harbour—as yet quite undeveloped—which is known as the ‘Blue
Mouth.’ Since our aerial journey I have been to it by sea with Admiral
Rooke in The Lady, and then on land with the Vladika, who was born on its
shores, and who knows every inch of it.

“It is worth fortifying—and fortifying well, for as a port it is peerless in
Mediterranean seas. The navies of the world might ride in it, land-locked,
and even hidden from view seawards. The mountains which enclose it are
in themselves absolute protection. In addition, these can only be assailed
from our own territory. Of course, Voivode, you understand when I say
‘our’ I mean the Land of the Blue Mountains, for whose safety and wellbeing I am alone concerned. Any ship anchoring in the roads of the Blue
Mouth would have only one need—sufficient length of cable for its
magnificent depth.
“When proper guns are properly placed on the steep cliffs to north and
south of the entrance, and when the rock islet between has been armoured
and armed as will be necessary, the Mouth will be impregnable. But we
should not depend on the aiming of the entrance alone. At certain salient
points—which I have marked upon this map—armour-plated sunken forts
within earthworks should be established. There should be covering forts on
the hillsides, and, of course, the final summits protected. Thus we could
resist attack on any side or all sides—from sea or land. That port will yet
mean the wealth as well as the strength of this nation, so it will be well to
have it properly protected. This should be done soon, and the utmost
secrecy observed in the doing of it, lest the so doing should become a
matter of international concern.”
Here Rooke smote the table hard.
“By God, that is true! It has been the dream of my own life for this many a
year.”
In the silence which followed the sweet, gentle voice of Teuta came clear as
a bell:
“May I say a word? I am emboldened to, as Sir Colin has spoken so
splendidly, and as the Lord High Admiral has not hesitated to mention his
dreaming. I, too, have had a dream—a day-dream—which came in a flash,
but no less a dream, for all that. It was when we hung on the aeroplane over
the Blue Mouth. It seemed to me in an instant that I saw that beautiful spot
as it will some time be—typical, as Sir Colin said, of the wealth as well as
the strength of this nation; a mart for the world whence will come for barter
some of the great wealth of the Blue Mountains. That wealth is as yet

undeveloped. But the day is at hand when we may begin to use it, and
through that very port. Our mountains and their valleys are clad with trees
of splendid growth, virgin forests of priceless worth; hard woods of all
kinds, which have no superior throughout the world. In the rocks, though
hidden as yet, is vast mineral wealth of many kinds. I have been looking
through the reports of the geological exports of the Commission of
Investigation which my husband organized soon after he came to live here,
and, according to them, our whole mountain ranges simply teem with vast
quantities of minerals, almost more precious for industry than gold and
silver are for commerce—though, indeed, gold is not altogether lacking as a
mineral. When once our work on the harbour is done, and the place has
been made secure against any attempt at foreign aggression, we must try to
find a way to bring this wealth of woods and ores down to the sea.
“And then, perhaps, may begin the great prosperity of our Land, of which
we have all dreamt.”
She stopped, all vibrating, almost choked with emotion. We were all
moved. For myself, I was thrilled to the core. Her enthusiasm was allsweeping, and under its influence I found my own imagination expanding.
Out of its experiences I spoke:
“And there is a way. I can see it. Whilst our dear Voivodin was speaking,
the way seemed to clear. I saw at the back of the Blue Mouth, where it goes
deepest into the heart of the cliffs, the opening of a great tunnel, which ran
upward over a steep slope till it debouched on the first plateau beyond the
range of the encompassing cliffs. Thither came by various rails of steep
gradient, by timber-shoots and cable-rails, by aerial cables and precipitating
tubes, wealth from over ground and under it; for as our Land is all
mountains, and as these tower up to the clouds, transport to the sea shall be
easy and of little cost when once the machinery is established. As
everything of much weight goes downward, the cars of the main tunnel of
the port shall return upward without cost. We can have from the mountains
a head of water under good control, which will allow of endless hydraulic
power, so that the whole port and the mechanism of the town to which it
will grow can be worked by it.

“This work can be put in hand at once. So soon as the place shall be
perfectly surveyed and the engineering plans got ready, we can start on the
main tunnel, working from the sea-level up, so that the cost of the transport
of material will be almost nil. This work can go on whilst the forts are
building; no time need be lost.
“Moreover, may I add a word on National Defence? We are, though old in
honour, a young nation as to our place amongst Great Powers. And so we
must show the courage and energy of a young nation. The Empire of the
Air is not yet won. Why should not we make a bid for it? As our
mountains are lofty, so shall we have initial power of attack or defence. We
can have, in chosen spots amongst the clouds, depots of war aeroplanes,
with which we can descend and smite our enemies quickly on land or sea.
We shall hope to live for Peace; but woe to those who drive us to War!”
There is no doubt that the Vissarions are a warlike race. As I spoke, Teuta
took one of my hands and held it hard. The old Voivode, his eyes blazing,
rose and stood beside me and took the other. The two old fighting-men of
the land and the sea stood up and saluted.
This was the beginning of what ultimately became “The National
Committee of Defence and Development.”
I had other, and perhaps greater, plans for the future in my mind; but the
time had not come for their utterance.
To me it seems not only advisable, but necessary, that the utmost discretion
be observed by all our little group, at all events for the present. There
seems to be some new uneasiness in the Blue Mountains. There are
constant meetings of members of the Council, but no formal meeting of the
Council, as such, since the last one at which I was present. There is
constant coming and going amongst the mountaineers, always in groups,
small or large. Teuta and I, who have been about very much on the
aeroplane, have both noticed it. But somehow we—that is, the Voivode and
myself—are left out of everything; but we have not said as yet a word on
the subject to any of the others. The Voivode notices, but he says nothing;
so I am silent, and Teuta does whatever I ask. Sir Colin does not notice
anything except the work he is engaged on—the planning the defences of
the Blue Mouth. His old scientific training as an engineer, and his

enormous experience of wars and sieges—for he was for nearly fifty years
sent as military representative to all the great wars—seem to have become
directed on that point. He is certainly planning it all out in a wonderful
way. He consults Rooke almost hourly on the maritime side of the
question. The Lord High Admiral has been a watcher all his life, and very
few important points have ever escaped him, so that he can add greatly to
the wisdom of the defensive construction. He notices, I think, that
something is going on outside ourselves; but he keeps a resolute silence.
What the movement going on is I cannot guess. It is not like the uneasiness
that went before the abduction of Teuta and the Voivode, but it is even more
pronounced. That was an uneasiness founded on some suspicion. This is a
positive thing, and has definite meaning—of some sort. We shall, I
suppose, know all about it in good time. In the meantime we go on with
our work. Happily the whole Blue Mouth and the mountains round it are on
my own property, the portion acquired long ago by Uncle Roger, exclusive
of the Vissarion estate. I asked the Voivode to allow me to transfer it to
him, but he sternly refused and forbade me, quite peremptorily, to ever open
the subject to him again. “You have done enough already,” he said. “Were
I to allow you to go further, I should feel mean. And I do not think you
would like your wife’s father to suffer that feeling after a long life, which he
has tried to live in honour.”
I bowed, and said no more. So there the matter rests, and I have to take my
own course. I have had a survey made, and on the head of it the Tunnel to
the harbour is begun.

BOOK VIII: THE FLASHING OF THE
HANDJAR
PRIVATE MEMORANDUM OF THE MEETING OF
VARIOUS MEMBERS OF THE NATIONAL COUNCIL,
HELD AT THE STATE HOUSE OF THE BLUE
MOUNTAINS AT PLAZAC ON MONDAY, AUGUST 26,
1907.
(Written by Cristoferos, Scribe of the Council, by instruction of those
present.)
When the private meeting of various Members of the National Council had
assembled in the Council Hall of the State House at Plazac, it was as a
preliminary decided unanimously that now or hereafter no names of those
present were to be mentioned, and that officials appointed for the purposes
of this meeting should be designated by office only, the names of all being
withheld.
The proceedings assumed the shape of a general conversation, quite
informal, and therefore not to be recorded. The nett outcome was the
unanimous expression of an opinion that the time, long contemplated by
very many persons throughout the nation, had now come when the
Constitution and machinery of the State should be changed; that the present
form of ruling by an Irregular Council was not sufficient, and that a method
more in accord with the spirit of the times should be adopted. To this end
Constitutional Monarchy, such as that holding in Great Britain, seemed best
adapted. Finally, it was decided that each Member of the Council should
make a personal canvass of his district, talk over the matter with his
electors, and bring back to another meeting—or, rather, as it was amended,
to this meeting postponed for a week, until September 2nd—the opinions
and wishes received. Before separating, the individual to be appointed
King, in case the new idea should prove grateful to the nation, was

discussed. The consensus of opinion was entirely to the effect that the
Voivode Peter Vissarion should, if he would accept the high office, be
appointed. It was urged that, as his daughter, the Voivodin Teuta, was now
married to the Englishman, Rupert Sent Leger—called generally by the
mountaineers “the Gospodar Rupert”—a successor to follow the Voivode
when God should call him would be at hand—a successor worthy in every
way to succeed to so illustrious a post. It was urged by several speakers,
with general acquiescence, that already Mr. Sent Leger’s services to the
State were such that he would be in himself a worthy person to begin the
new Dynasty; but that, as he was now allied to the Voivode Peter Vissarion,
it was becoming that the elder, born of the nation, should receive the first
honour.

THE SAME—Continued.
The adjourned meeting of certain members of the National Council was
resumed in the Hall of the State House at Plazac on Monday, September
2nd, 1907. By motion the same chairman was appointed, and the rule
regarding the record renewed.
Reports were made by the various members of the Council in turn,
according to the State Roll. Every district was represented. The reports
were unanimously in favour of the New Constitution, and it was reported by
each and all of the Councillors that the utmost enthusiasm marked in every
case the suggestion of the Voivode Peter Vissarion as the first King to be
crowned under the new Constitution, and that remainder should be settled
on the Gospodar Rupert (the mountaineers would only receive his lawful
name as an alternative; one and all said that he would be “Rupert” to them
and to the nation—for ever).
The above matter having been satisfactorily settled, it was decided that a
formal meeting of the National Council should be held at the State House,
Plazac, in one week from to-day, and that the Voivode Peter Vissarion
should be asked to be in the State House in readiness to attend. It was also
decided that instruction should be given to the High Court of National Law
to prepare and have ready, in skeleton form, a rescript of the New
Constitution to be adopted, the same to be founded on the Constitution and

Procedure of Great Britain, so far as the same may be applicable to the
traditional ideas of free Government in the Land of the Blue Mountains.
By unanimous vote this private and irregular meeting of “Various National
Councillors” was then dissolved.

RECORD OF THE FIRST MEETING OF THE NATIONAL
COUNCIL OF THE LAND OF THE BLUE MOUNTAINS,
HELD AT PLAZAC ON MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 9TH, 1907,
TO CONSIDER THE ADOPTION OF A NEW
CONSTITUTION, AND TO GIVE PERMANENT EFFECT
TO THE SAME IF, AND WHEN, DECIDED UPON.
(Kept by the Monk Cristoferos, Scribe to the National Council.)
The adjourned meeting duly took place as arranged. There was a full
attendance of Members of the Council, together with the Vladika, the
Archbishop, the Archimandrites of Spazac, of Ispazar, of Domitan, and
Astrag; the Chancellor; the Lord of the Exchequer; the President of the
High Court of National Law; the President of the Council of Justice; and
such other high officials as it is customary to summon to meetings of the
National Council on occasions of great importance. The names of all
present will be found in the full report, wherein are given the ipsissima
verba of the various utterances made during the consideration of the
questions discussed, the same having been taken down in shorthand by the
humble scribe of this précis, which has been made for the convenience of
Members of the Council and others.
The Voivode Peter Vissarion, obedient to the request of the Council, was in
attendance at the State House, waiting in the “Chamber of the High
Officers” until such time as he should be asked to come before the Council.
The President put before the National Council the matter of the new
Constitution, outlining the headings of it as drawn up by the High Court of
National Law, and the Constitution having been formally accepted nem.
con. by the National Council on behalf of the people, he proposed that the
Crown should be offered to the Voivode Peter Vissarion, with remainder to

the “Gospodar Rupert” (legally, Rupert Sent Leger), husband of his only
child, the Voivodin Teuta. This also was received with enthusiasm, and
passed nem. con.
Thereupon the President of Council, the Archbishop, and the Vladika,
acting together as a deputation, went to pray the attention of the Voivode
Peter Vassarion.
When the Voivode entered, the whole Council and officials stood up, and
for a few seconds waited in respectful silence with heads bowed down.
Then, as if by a common impulse—for no word was spoken nor any signal
given—they all drew their handjars, and stood to attention—with points
raised and edges of the handjars to the front.
The Voivode stood very still. He seemed much moved, but controlled
himself admirably. The only time when be seemed to lose his self-control
was when, once again with a strange simultaneity, all present raised their
handjars on high, and shouted: “Hail, Peter, King!” Then lowering their
points till these almost touched the ground, they once again stood with
bowed heads.
When he had quite mastered himself, the Voivode Peter Vissarion spoke:
“How can I, my brothers, sufficiently thank you, and, through you, the
people of the Blue Mountains, for the honour done to me this day? In very
truth it is not possible, and therefore I pray you to consider it as done,
measuring my gratitude in the greatness of your own hearts. Such honour
as you offer to me is not contemplated by any man in whose mind a
wholesome sanity rules, nor is it even the dream of fervent imagination. So
great is it, that I pray you, men with hearts and minds like my own, to
extend to me, as a further measure of your generosity, a little time to think it
over. I shall not want long, for even already, with the blaze of honour fresh
upon me, I see the cool shadow of Duty, though his substance is yet hardly
visible. Give me but an hour of solitude—an hour at most—if it do not
prolong this your session unduly. It may be that a lesser time will serve, but
in any case I promise you that, when I can see a just and fitting issue to my
thought, I shall at once return.”

The President of the Council looked around him, and, seeing everywhere
the bowing heads of acquiescence, spoke with a reverent gravity:
“We shall wait in patience whatsoever time you will, and may the God who
rules all worthy hearts guide you to His Will!”
And so in silence the Voivode passed out of the hall.
From my seat near a window I could watch him go, as with measured steps
he passed up the hill which rises behind the State House, and disappeared
into the shadow of the forest. Then my work claimed me, for I wished to
record the proceedings so far whilst all was fresh in my mind. In silence, as
of the dead, the Council waited, no man challenging opinion of his
neighbour even by a glance.
Almost a full hour had elapsed when the Voivode came again to the
Council, moving with slow and stately gravity, as has always been his wont
since age began to hamper the movement which in youth had been so
notable. The Members of the Council all stood up uncovered, and so
remained while he made announcement of his conclusion. He spoke
slowly; and as his answer was to be a valued record of this Land and its
Race, I wrote down every word as uttered, leaving here and there space for
description or comment, which spaces I have since then filled in.
“Lords of the National Council, Archbishop, Vladika, Lords of the Council
of Justice and of National Law, Archimandrites, and my brothers all, I have,
since I left you, held in the solitude of the forest counsel with myself—and
with God; and He, in His gracious wisdom, has led my thinking to that
conclusion which was from the first moment of knowledge of your intent
presaged in my heart. Brothers, you know—or else a long life has been
spent in vain—that my heart and mind are all for the nation—my
experience, my life, my handjar. And when all is for her, why should I
shrink to exercise on her behalf my riper judgment though the same should
have to combat my own ambition? For ten centuries my race has not failed
in its duty. Ages ago the men of that time trusted in the hands of my
ancestors the Kingship, even as now you, their children, trust me. But to
me it would be base to betray that trust, even by the smallest tittle. That
would I do were I to take the honour of the crown which you have tendered
to me, so long as there is another more worthy to wear it. Were there none

other, I should place myself in your hands, and yield myself over to blind
obedience of your desires. But such an one there is; dear to you already by
his own deeds, now doubly dear to me, since he is my son by my daughter’s
love. He is young, whereas I am old. He is strong and brave and true; but
my days of the usefulness of strength and bravery are over. For myself, I
have long contemplated as the crown of my later years a quiet life in one of
our monasteries, where I can still watch the whirl of the world around us on
your behalf, and be a counsellor of younger men of more active minds.
Brothers, we are entering on stirring times. I can see the signs of their
coming all around us. North and South—the Old Order and the New, are
about to clash, and we lie between the opposing forces. True it is that the
Turk, after warring for a thousand years, is fading into insignificance. But
from the North where conquests spring, have crept towards our Balkans the
men of a mightier composite Power. Their march has been steady; and as
they came, they fortified every step of the way. Now they are hard upon us,
and are already beginning to swallow up the regions that we have helped to
win from the dominion of Mahound. The Austrian is at our very gates.
Beaten back by the Irredentists of Italy, she has so enmeshed herself with
the Great Powers of Europe that she seems for the moment to be
impregnable to a foe of our stature. There is but one hope for us—the
uniting of the Balkan forces to turn a masterly front to North and West as
well as to South and East. Is that a task for old hands to undertake? No; the
hands must be young and supple; and the brain subtle, as well as the heart
be strong, of whomsoever would dare such an accomplishment. Should I
accept the crown, it would only postpone the doing of that which must
ultimately be done. What avail would it be if, when the darkness closes
over me, my daughter should be Queen Consort to the first King of a new
dynasty? You know this man, and from your record I learn that you are
already willing to have him as King to follow me. Why not begin with
him? He comes of a great nation, wherein the principle of freedom is a
vital principle that quickens all things. That nation has more than once
shown to us its friendliness; and doubtless the very fact that an Englishman
would become our King, and could carry into our Government the spirit and
customs which have made his own country great, would do much to restore
the old friendship, and even to create a new one, which would in times of
trouble bring British fleets to our waters, and British bayonets to support
our own handjars. It is within my own knowledge, though as yet

unannounced to you, that Rupert Sent Leger has already obtained a patent,
signed by the King of England himself, allowing him to be denaturalized in
England, so that he can at once apply for naturalization here. I know also
that he has brought hither a vast fortune, by aid of which he is beginning to
strengthen our hands for war, in case that sad eventuality should arise.
Witness his late ordering to be built nine other warships of the class that has
already done such effective service in overthrowing the Turk—or the pirate,
whichever he may have been. He has undertaken the defence of the Blue
Mouth at his own cost in a way which will make it stronger than Gibraltar,
and secure us against whatever use to which the Austrian may apply the
vast forces already gathered in the Bocche di Cattaro. He is already
founding aerial stations on our highest peaks for use of the war aeroplanes
which are being built for him. It is such a man as this who makes a nation
great; and right sure I am that in his hands this splendid land and our noble,
freedom-loving people will flourish and become a power in the world.
Then, brothers, let me, as one to whom this nation and its history and its
future are dear, ask you to give to the husband of my daughter the honour
which you would confer on me. For her I can speak as well as for myself.
She shall suffer nothing in dignity either. Were I indeed King, she, as my
daughter, would be a Princess of the world. As it will be, she shall be
companion and Queen of a great King, and her race, which is mine, shall
flourish in all the lustre of the new Dynasty.
“Therefore on all accounts, my brothers, for the sake of our dear Land of
the Blue Mountains, make the Gospodar Rupert, who has so proved
himself, your King. And make me happy in my retirement to the cloister.”
When the Voivode ceased to speak, all still remained silent and standing.
But there was no mistaking their acquiescence in his most generous prayer.
The President of the Council well interpreted the general wish when he
said:
“Lords of the National Council, Archbishop, Vladika, Lords of the Councils
of Justice and National Law, Archimandrites, and all who are present, is it
agreed that we prepare at leisure a fitting reply to the Voivode Peter of the
historic House of Vissarion, stating our agreement with his wish?”
To which there was a unanimous answer:

“It is.” He went on:
“Further. Shall we ask the Gospodar Rupert of the House of Sent Leger,
allied through his marriage to the Voivodin Teuta, daughter and only child
of the Voivode Peter of Vissarion, to come hither to-morrow? And that,
when he is amongst us, we confer on him the Crown and Kingship of the
Land of the Blue Mountains?”
Again came the answer: “It is.”
But this time it rang out like the sound of a gigantic trumpet, and the
handjars flashed.
Whereupon the session was adjourned for the space of a day.

THE SAME—Continued.
September 10, 1907.
When the National Council met to-day the Voivode Peter Vissarion sat with
them, but well back, so that at first his presence was hardly noticeable.
After the necessary preliminaries had been gone through, they requested the
presence of the Gospodar Rupert—Mr. Rupert Sent Leger—who was
reported as waiting in the “Chamber of the High Officers.” He at once
accompanied back to the Hall the deputation sent to conduct him. As he
made his appearance in the doorway the Councillors stood up. There was a
burst of enthusiasm, and the handjars flashed. For an instant he stood
silent, with lifted hand, as though indicating that he wished to speak. So
soon as this was recognized, silence fell on the assembly, and he spoke:
“I pray you, may the Voivodin Teuta of Vissarion, who has accompanied me
hither, appear with me to hear your wishes?” There was an immediate and
enthusiastic acquiescence, and, after bowing his thanks, he retired to
conduct her.
Her appearance was received with an ovation similar to that given to
Gospodar Rupert, to which she bowed with dignified sweetness. She, with
her husband, was conducted to the top of the Hall by the President, who

came down to escort them. In the meantime another chair had been placed
beside that prepared for the Gospodar, and these two sat.
The President then made the formal statement conveying to the “Gospodar
Rupert” the wishes of the Council, on behalf of the nation, to offer to him
the Crown and Kingship of the Land of the Blue Mountains. The message
was couched in almost the same words as had been used the previous day in
making the offer to the Voivode Peter Vissarion, only differing to meet the
special circumstances. The Gospodar Rupert listened in grave silence. The
whole thing was manifestly quite new to him, but he preserved a selfcontrol wonderful under the circumstances. When, having been made
aware of the previous offer to the Voivode and the declared wish of the
latter, he rose to speak, there was stillness in the Hall. He commenced with
a few broken words of thanks; then he grew suddenly and strangely calm as
he went on:
“But before I can even attempt to make a fitting reply, I should know if it is
contemplated to join with me in this great honour my dear wife the
Voivodin Teuta of Vissarion, who has so splendidly proved her worthiness
to hold any place in the government of the Land. I fain would . . . ”
He was interrupted by the Voivodin, who, standing up beside him and
holding his left arm, said:
“Do not, President, and Lords all, think me wanting in that respect of a wife
for husband which in the Blue Mountains we hold so dear, if I venture to
interrupt my lord. I am here, not merely as a wife, but as Voivodin of
Vissarion, and by the memory of all the noble women of that noble line I
feel constrained to a great duty. We women of Vissarion, in all the history
of centuries, have never put ourselves forward in rivalry of our lords. Well
I know that my own dear lord will forgive me as wife if I err; but I speak to
you, the Council of the nation, from another ground and with another
tongue. My lord does not, I fear, know as you do, and as I do too, that of
old, in the history of this Land, when Kingship was existent, that it was
ruled by that law of masculine supremacy which, centuries after, became
known as the Lex Salica. Lords of the Council of the Blue Mountains, I am
a wife of the Blue Mountains—as a wife young as yet, but with the blood of
forty generations of loyal women in my veins. And it would ill become me,

whom my husband honours—wife to the man whom you would honour—to
take a part in changing the ancient custom which has been held in honour
for all the thousand years, which is the glory of Blue Mountain
womanhood. What an example such would be in an age when self-seeking
women of other nations seek to forget their womanhood in the struggle to
vie in equality with men! Men of the Blue Mountains, I speak for our
women when I say that we hold of greatest price the glory of our men. To
be their companions is our happiness; to be their wives is the completion of
our lives; to be mothers of their children is our share of the glory that is
theirs.
“Therefore, I pray you, men of the Blue Mountains, let me but be as any
other wife in our land, equal to them in domestic happiness, which is our
woman’s sphere; and if that priceless honour may be vouchsafed to me, and
I be worthy and able to bear it, an exemplar of woman’s rectitude.” With a
low, modest, graceful bow, she sat down.
There was no doubt as to the reception of her renunciation of Queenly
dignity. There was more honour to her in the quick, fierce shout which
arose, and the unanimous upward swing of the handjars, than in the wearing
of any crown which could adorn the head of woman.
The spontaneous action of the Gospodar Rupert was another source of joy
to all—a fitting corollary to what had gone before. He rose to his feet, and,
taking his wife in his arms, kissed her before all. Then they sat down, with
their chairs close, bashfully holding hands like a pair of lovers.
Then Rupert arose—he is Rupert now; no lesser name is on the lips of his
people henceforth. With an intense earnestness which seemed to glow in
his face, he said simply:
“What can I say except that I am in all ways, now and for ever, obedient to
your wishes?” Then, raising his handjar and holding it before him, he
kissed the hilt, saying:
“Hereby I swear to be honest and just—to be, God helping me, such a King
as you would wish—in so far as the strength is given me. Amen.”
This ended the business of the Session, and the Council showed
unmeasured delight. Again and again the handjars flashed, as the cheers

rose “three times three” in British fashion.
When Rupert—I am told I must not write him down as “King Rupert” until
after the formal crowning, which is ordained for Wednesday, October 16th,
—and Teuta had withdrawn, the Voivode Peter Vissarion, the President and
Council conferred in committee with the Presidents of the High Courts of
National Law and of Justice as to the formalities to be observed in the
crowning of the King, and of the formal notification to be given to foreign
Powers. These proceedings kept them far into the night.
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(From our Special Correspondent.)
P
,
October 14, 1907.
As I sat down to a poorly-equipped luncheon-table on board the AustroOrient liner Franz Joseph, I mourned in my heart (and I may say
incidentally in other portions of my internal economy) the comfort and
gastronomic luxury of the King and Emperor Hotel at Trieste. A brief
comparison between the menus of to-day’s lunch and yesterday’s will afford
to the reader a striking object-lesson:
Trieste.

Steamer.

Eggs à la cocotte.

Scrambled eggs on
toast.

Stewed chicken, with paprika.

Cold chicken.

Devilled slices of Westphalian ham (boiled in
wine).

Cold ham.

Tunny fish, pickled.

Bismarck herrings.

Rice, burst in cream.

Stewed apples.

Guava jelly.

Swiss cheese.

Consequence: Yesterday I was well and happy, and looked forward to a
good night’s sleep, which came off. To-day I am dull and heavy, also
restless, and I am convinced that at sleeping-time my liver will have it all its
own way.
The journey to Ragusa, and thence to Plazac, is writ large with a pigment of
misery on at least one human heart. Let a silence fall upon it! In such wise
only can Justice and Mercy join hands.
Plazac is a miserable place. There is not a decent hotel in it. It was perhaps
on this account that the new King, Rupert, had erected for the alleged
convenience of his guests of the Press a series of large temporary hotels,
such as were in evidence at the St. Louis Exposition. Here each guest was
given a room to himself, somewhat after the nature of the cribs in a Rowton
house. From my first night in it I am able to speak from experience of the
sufferings of a prisoner of the third class. I am, however, bound to say that
the dining and reception rooms were, though uncomfortably plain, adequate
for temporary use. Happily we shall not have to endure many more meals
here, as to-morrow we all dine with the King in the State House; and as the
cuisine is under the control of that cordon bleu, Gaston de Faux Pas, who so
long controlled the gastronomic (we might almost say Gastonomic)
destinies of the Rois des Diamants in the Place Vendôme, we may, I think,
look forward to not going to bed hungry. Indeed, the anticipations formed
from a survey of our meagre sleeping accommodation were not realized at
dinnertime to-night. To our intense astonishment, an excellent dinner was
served, though, to be sure, the cold dishes predominated (a thing I always
find bad for one’s liver). Just as we were finishing, the King (nominated)
came amongst us in quite an informal way, and, having bidden us a hearty
welcome, asked that we should drink a glass of wine together. This we did
in an excellent (if rather sweet) glass of Cliquot ’93. King Rupert
(nominated) then asked us to resume our seats. He walked between the
tables, now and again recognizing some journalistic friend whom he had
met early in life in his days of adventure. The men spoken to seemed vastly
pleased—with themselves probably. Pretty bad form of them, I call it! For
myself, I was glad I had not previously met him in the same casual way, as
it saved me from what I should have felt a humiliation—the being
patronized in that public way by a prospective King who had not (in a Court
sense) been born. The writer, who is by profession a barrister-at-law, is

satisfied at being himself a county gentleman and heir to an historic estate
in the ancient county of Salop, which can boast a larger population than the
Land of the Blue Mountains.
E
N .—We must ask our readers to pardon the report in
yesterday’s paper sent from Plazac. The writer was not on our regular staff,
but asked to be allowed to write the report, as he was a kinsman of King
Rupert of the Blue Mountains, and would therefore be in a position to
obtain special information and facilities of description “from inside,” as he
puts it. On reading the paper, we cabled his recall; we cabled also, in case
he did not obey, to have his ejectment effected forthwith.
We have also cabled Mr. Mordred Booth, the well-known correspondent,
who was, to our knowledge, in Plazac for his own purposes, to send us full
(and proper) details. We take it our readers will prefer a graphic account of
the ceremony to a farrago of cheap menus, comments on his own liver, and
a belittling of an Englishman of such noble character and achievements that
a rising nation has chosen him for their King, and one whom our own
nation loves to honour. We shall not, of course, mention our abortive
correspondent’s name, unless compelled thereto by any future utterance of
his.
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(By our Special Correspondent, Mordred Booth.)
P
,
October 17, 1907.
Plazac does not boast of a cathedral or any church of sufficient dimensions
for a coronation ceremony on an adequate scale. It was therefore decided
by the National Council, with the consent of the King, that it should be held
at the old church of St. Sava at Vissarion—the former home of the Queen.
Accordingly, arrangements had been made to bring thither on the warships
on the morning of the coronation the whole of the nation’s guests. In St.
Sava’s the religious ceremony would take place, after which there would be
a banquet in the Castle of Vissarion. The guests would then return on the

warships to Plazac, where would be held what is called here the “National
Coronation.”
In the Land of the Blue Mountains it was customary in the old days, when
there were Kings, to have two ceremonies—one carried out by the official
head of the national Church, the Greek Church; the other by the people in a
ritual adopted by themselves, on much the same basis as the Germanic
Folk-Moot. The Blue Mountains is a nation of strangely loyal tendencies.
What was a thousand years ago is to be to-day—so far, of course, as is
possible under the altered condition of things.
The church of St. Sava is very old and very beautiful, built in the manner of
old Greek churches, full of monuments of bygone worthies of the Blue
Mountains. But, of course, neither it nor the ceremony held in it to-day can
compare in splendour with certain other ceremonials—for instance, the
coronation of the penultimate Czar in Moscow, of Alfonso XII. in Madrid,
of Carlos I. in Lisbon.
The church was arranged much after the fashion of Westminster Abbey for
the coronation of King Edward VII., though, of course, not so many persons
present, nor so much individual splendour. Indeed, the number of those
present, outside those officially concerned and the Press of the world, was
very few.
The most striking figure present—next to King Rupert, who is seven feet
high and a magnificent man—was the Queen Consort, Teuta. She sat in
front of a small gallery erected for the purpose just opposite the throne. She
is a strikingly beautiful woman, tall and finely-formed, with jet-black hair
and eyes like black diamonds, but with the unique quality that there are
stars in them which seem to take varied colour according to each strong
emotion. But it was not even her beauty or the stars in her eyes which drew
the first glance of all. These details showed on scrutiny, but from afar off
the attractive point was her dress. Surely never before did woman, be she
Queen or peasant, wear such a costume on a festive occasion.
She was dressed in a white Shroud, and in that only. I had heard something
of the story which goes behind that strange costume, and shall later on send
it to you. [2]

When the procession entered the church through the great western door, the
national song of the Blue Mountains, “Guide our feet through darkness, O
Jehovah,” was sung by an unseen choir, in which the organ, supplemented
by martial instruments, joined. The Archbishop was robed in readiness
before the altar, and close around him stood the Archimandrites of the four
great monasteries. The Vladika stood in front of the Members of the
National Council. A little to one side of this body was a group of high
officials, Presidents of the Councils of National Law and Justice, the
Chancellor, etc.—all in splendid robes of great antiquity—the High
Marshall of the Forces and the Lord high Admiral.
When all was ready for the ceremonial act of coronation, the Archbishop
raised his hand, whereupon the music ceased. Turning around, so that he
faced the Queen, who thereon stood up, the King drew his handjar and
saluted her in Blue Mountain fashion—the point raised as high possible,
and then dropped down till it almost touches the ground. Every man in the
church, ecclesiastics and all, wear the handjar, and, following the King by
the interval of a second, their weapons flashed out. There was something
symbolic, as well as touching, in this truly royal salute, led by the King.
His handjar is a mighty blade, and held high in the hands of a man of his
stature, it overtowered everything in the church. It was an inspiriting sight.
No one who saw will ever forget that noble flashing of blades in the
thousand-year-old salute . . .
The coronation was short, simple, and impressive. Rupert knelt whilst the
Archbishop, after a short, fervent prayer, placed on his head the bronze
crown of the first King of the Blue Mountains, Peter. This was handed to
him by the Vladika, to whom it was brought from the National Treasury by
a procession of the high officers. A blessing of the new King and his Queen
Teuta concluded the ceremony. Rupert’s first act on rising from his knees
was to draw his handjar and salute his people.
After the ceremony in St. Sava, the procession was reformed, and took its
way to the Castle of Vissarion, which is some distance off across a
picturesque creek, bounded on either side by noble cliffs of vast height.
The King led the way, the Queen walking with him and holding his hand . .
. The Castle of Vissarion is of great antiquity, and picturesque beyond
belief. I am sending later on, as a special article, a description of it . . .

The “Coronation Feast,” as it was called on the menu, was held in the Great
Hall, which is of noble proportions. I enclose copy of the menu, as our
readers may wish to know something of the details of such a feast in this
part of the world.
One feature of the banquet was specially noticeable. As the National
Officials were guests of the King and Queen, they were waited on and
served by the King and Queen in person. The rest of the guests, including
us of the Press, were served by the King’s household, not the servants—
none of that cult were visible—but by the ladies and gentlemen of the
Court.
There was only one toast, and that was given by the King, all standing:
“The Land of the Blue Mountains, and may we all do our duty to the Land
we love!” Before drinking, his mighty handjar flashed out again, and in an
instant every table at which the Blue Mountaineers sat was ringed with
flashing steel. I may add parenthetically that the handjar is essentially the
national weapon. I do not know if the Blue Mountaineers take it to bed
with them, but they certainly wear it everywhere else. Its drawing seems to
emphasize everything in national life . . .
We embarked again on the warships—one a huge, steel-plated
Dreadnought, up to date in every particular, the other an armoured yacht
most complete in every way, and of unique speed. The King and Queen,
the Lords of the Council, together with the various high ecclesiastics and
great officials, went on the yacht, which the Lord High Admiral, a man of
remarkably masterful physiognomy, himself steered. The rest of those
present at the Coronation came on the warship. The latter went fast, but the
yacht showed her heels all the way. However, the King’s party waited in
the dock in the Blue Mouth. From this a new cable-line took us all to the
State House at Plazac. Here the procession was reformed, and wound its
way to a bare hill in the immediate vicinity. The King and Queen—the
King still wearing the ancient bronze crown with which the Archbishop had
invested him at St. Sava’s—the Archbishop, the Vladika, and the four
Archimandrites stood together at the top of the hill, the King and Queen
being, of course, in the front. A courteous young gentleman, to whom I had
been accredited at the beginning of the day—all guests were so attended—
explained to me that, as this was the national as opposed to the religious

ceremony, the Vladika, who is the official representative of the laity, took
command here. The ecclesiastics were put prominently forward, simply out
of courtesy, in obedience to the wish of the people, by whom they were all
greatly beloved.
Then commenced another unique ceremony, which, indeed, might well find
a place in our Western countries. As far as ever we could see were masses
of men roughly grouped, not in any uniform, but all in national costume,
and armed only with the handjar. In the front of each of these groups or
bodies stood the National Councillor for that district, distinguishable by his
official robe and chain. There were in all seventeen of these bodies. These
were unequal in numbers, some of them predominating enormously over
others, as, indeed, might be expected in so mountainous a country. In all
there were present, I was told, over a hundred thousand men. So far as I
can judge from long experience of looking at great bodies of men, the
estimate was a just one. I was a little surprised to see so many, for the
population of the Blue Mountains is never accredited in books of geography
as a large one. When I made inquiry as to how the frontier guard was being
for the time maintained, I was told:
“By the women mainly. But, all the same, we have also a male guard which
covers the whole frontier except that to seaward. Each man has with him
six women, so that the whole line is unbroken. Moreover, sir, you must
bear in mind that in the Blue Mountains our women are trained to arms as
well as our men—ay, and they could give a good account of themselves,
too, against any foe that should assail us. Our history shows what women
can do in defence. I tell you, the Turkish population would be bigger to-day
but for the women who on our frontier fought of old for defence of their
homes!”
“No wonder this nation has kept her freedom for a thousand years!” I said.
At a signal given by the President of the National Council one of the
Divisions moved forwards. It was not an ordinary movement, but an
intense rush made with all the elan and vigour of hardy and highly-trained
men. They came on, not merely at the double, but as if delivering an
attack. Handjar in hand, they rushed forward. I can only compare their
rush to an artillery charge or to an attack of massed cavalry battalions. It

was my fortune to see the former at Magenta and the latter at Sadowa, so
that I know what such illustration means. I may also say that I saw the
relief column which Roberts organized rush through a town on its way to
relieve Mafeking; and no one who had the delight of seeing that inspiring
progress of a flying army on their way to relieve their comrades needs to be
told what a rush of armed men can be. With speed which was simply
desperate they ran up the hill, and, circling to the left, made a ring round the
topmost plateau, where stood the King. When the ring was complete, the
stream went on lapping round and round till the whole tally was exhausted.
In the meantime another Division had followed, its leader joining close
behind the end of the first. Then came another and another. An unbroken
line circled and circled round the hill in seeming endless array, till the
whole slopes were massed with moving men, dark in colour, and with
countless glittering points everywhere. When the whole of the Divisions
had thus surrounded the King, there was a moment’s hush—a silence so still
that it almost seemed as if Nature stood still also. We who looked on were
almost afraid to breathe.
Then suddenly, without, so far as I could see, any fugleman or word of
command, the handjars of all that mighty array of men flashed upward as
one, and like thunder pealed the National cry:
“The Blue Mountains and Duty!”
After the cry there was a strange subsidence which made the onlooker rub
his eyes. It seemed as though the whole mass of fighting men had partially
sunk into the ground. Then the splendid truth burst upon us—the whole
nation was kneeling at the feet of their chosen King, who stood upright.
Another moment of silence, as King Rupert, taking off his crown, held it up
in his left hand, and, holding his great handjar high in his right, cried in a
voice so strong that it came ringing over that serried mass like a trumpet:
“To Freedom of our Nation, and to Freedom within it, I dedicate these and
myself. I swear!”
So saying, he, too, sank on his knees, whilst we all instinctively uncovered.
The silence which followed lasted several seconds; then, without a sign, as
though one and all acted instinctively, the whole body stood up. Thereupon

was executed a movement which, with all my experience of soldiers and
war, I never saw equalled—not with the Russian Royal Guard saluting the
Czar at his Coronation, not with an impi of Cetewayo’s Zulus whirling
through the opening of a kraal.
For a second or two the whole mass seemed to writhe or shudder, and then,
lo! the whole District Divisions were massed again in completeness, its
Councillors next the King, and the Divisions radiating outwards down the
hill like wedges.
This completed the ceremony, and everything broke up into units. Later, I
was told by my official friend that the King’s last movement—the oath as
he sank to his knees—was an innovation of his own. All I can say is, if, in
the future, and for all time, it is not taken for a precedent, and made an
important part of the Patriotic Coronation ceremony, the Blue Mountaineers
will prove themselves to be a much more stupid people than they seem at
present to be.
The conclusion of the Coronation festivities was a time of unalloyed joy. It
was the banquet given to the King and Queen by the nation; the guests of
the nation were included in the royal party. It was a unique ceremony.
Fancy a picnic-party of a hundred thousand persons, nearly all men. There
must have been made beforehand vast and elaborate preparations, ramifying
through the whole nation. Each section had brought provisions sufficient
for their own consumption in addition to several special dishes for the
guest-tables; but the contribution of each section was not consumed by its
own members.
It was evidently a part of the scheme that all should derive from a common
stock, so that the feeling of brotherhood and common property should be
preserved in this monumental fashion.
The guest-tables were the only tables to be seen. The bulk of the feasters
sat on the ground. The tables were brought forward by the men themselves
—no such thing as domestic service was known on this day—from a wood
close at hand, where they and the chairs had been placed in readiness. The
linen and crockery used had been sent for the purpose from the households
of every town and village. The flowers were plucked in the mountains
early that morning by the children, and the gold and silver plate used for

adornment were supplied from the churches. Each dish at the guest-tables
was served by the men of each section in turn.
Over the whole array seemed to be spread an atmosphere of joyousness, of
peace, of brotherhood. It would be impossible to adequately describe that
amazing scene, a whole nation of splendid men surrounding their new King
and Queen, loving to honour and serve them. Scattered about through that
vast crowd were groups of musicians, chosen from amongst themselves.
The space covered by this titanic picnic was so vast that there were few
spots from which you could hear music proceeding from different quarters.
After dinner we all sat and smoked; the music became rather vocal than
instrumental—indeed, presently we did not hear the sound of any
instrument at all. Only knowing a few words of Balkan, I could not follow
the meanings of the songs, but I gathered that they were all legendary or
historical. To those who could understand, as I was informed by my
tutelary young friend, who stayed beside me the whole of this memorable
day, we were listening to the history of the Land of the Blue Mountains in
ballad form. Somewhere or other throughout that vast concourse each
notable record of ten centuries was being told to eager ears.
It was now late in the day. Slowly the sun had been dropping down over
the Calabrian Mountains, and the glamorous twilight was stealing over the
immediate scene. No one seemed to notice the coming of the dark, which
stole down on us with an unspeakable mystery. For long we sat still, the
clatter of many tongues becoming stilled into the witchery of the scene.
Lower the sun sank, till only the ruddiness of the afterglow lit the expanse
with rosy light; then this failed in turn, and the night shut down quickly.
At last, when we could just discern the faces close to us, a simultaneous
movement began. Lights began to flash out in places all over the hillside.
At first these seemed as tiny as glow-worms seen in a summer wood, but by
degrees they grew till the space was set with little circles of light. These in
turn grew and grew in both number and strength. Flames began to leap out
from piles of wood, torches were lighted and held high. Then the music
began again, softly at first, but then louder as the musicians began to gather
to the centre, where sat the King and Queen. The music was wild and semibarbaric, but full of sweet melody. It somehow seemed to bring before us a

distant past; one and all, according to the strength of our imagination and
the volume of our knowledge, saw episodes and phases of bygone history
come before us. There was a wonderful rhythmic, almost choric, force in
the time kept, which made it almost impossible to sit still. It was an
invitation to the dance such as I had never before heard in any nation or at
any time. Then the lights began to gather round. Once more the
mountaineers took something of the same formation as at the crowning.
Where the royal party sat was a level mead, with crisp, short grass, and
round it what one might well call the Ring of the Nation was formed.
The music grew louder. Each mountaineer who had not a lit torch already
lighted one, and the whole rising hillside was a glory of light. The Queen
rose, and the King an instant after. As they rose men stepped forward and
carried away their chairs, or rather thrones. The Queen gave the King her
hand—this is, it seems, the privilege of the wife as distinguished from any
other woman. Their feet took the time of the music, and they moved into
the centre of the ring.
That dance was another thing to remember, won from the haunting
memories of that strange day. At first the King and Queen danced all
alone. They began with stately movement, but as the music quickened their
feet kept time, and the swing of their bodies with movements kept growing
more and more ecstatic at every beat till, in true Balkan fashion, the dance
became a very agony of passionate movement.
At this point the music slowed down again, and the mountaineers began to
join in the dance. At first slowly, one by one, they joined in, the Vladika
and the higher priests leading; then everywhere the whole vast crowd began
to dance, till the earth around us seemed to shake. The lights quivered,
flickered, blazed out again, and rose and fell as that hundred thousand men,
each holding a torch, rose and fell with the rhythm of the dance. Quicker,
quicker grew the music, faster grew the rushing and pounding of the feet,
till the whole nation seemed now in an ecstasy.
I stood near the Vladika, and in the midst of this final wildness I saw him
draw from his belt a short, thin flute; then he put it to his lips and blew a
single note—a fierce, sharp note, which pierced the volume of sound more

surely than would the thunder of a cannon-shot. On the instant everywhere
each man put his torch under his foot.
There was complete and immediate darkness, for the fires, which had by
now fallen low, had evidently been trodden out in the measure of the
dance. The music still kept in its rhythmic beat, but slower than it had yet
been. Little by little this beat was pointed and emphasized by the clapping
of hands—at first only a few, but spreading till everyone present was
beating hands to the slow music in the darkness. This lasted a little while,
during which, looking round, I noticed a faint light beginning to steal up
behind the hills. The moon was rising.
Again there came a note from the Vladika’s flute—a single note, sweet and
subtle, which I can only compare with a note from a nightingale, vastly
increased in powers. It, too, won through the thunder of the hand-claps, and
on the second the sound ceased. The sudden stillness, together with the
darkness, was so impressive that we could almost hear our hearts beating.
And then came through the darkness the most beautiful and impressive
sound heard yet. That mighty concourse, without fugleman of any sort,
began, in low, fervent voice, to sing the National Anthem. At first it was of
so low tone as to convey the idea of a mighty assembly of violinists playing
with the mutes on. But it gradually rose till the air above us seemed to
throb and quiver. Each syllable—each word—spoken in unison by the vast
throng was as clearly enunciated as though spoken by a single voice:
“Guide our feet through darkness, O Jehovah.”
This anthem, sung out of full hearts, remains on our minds as the last
perfection of a perfect day. For myself, I am not ashamed to own that it
made me weep like a child. Indeed, I cannot write of it now as I would; it
unmans me so!
*****
In the early morning, whilst the mountains were still rather grey than blue,
the cable-line took us to the Blue Mouth, where we embarked in the King’s
yacht, The Lady, which took us across the Adriatic at a pace which I had
hitherto considered impossible. The King and Queen came to the landing to
see us off. They stood together at the right-hand side of the red-carpeted

gangway, and shook hands with each guest as he went on board. The
instant the last passenger had stepped on deck the gangway was withdrawn.
The Lord High Admiral, who stood on the bridge, raised his hand, and we
swept towards the mouth of the gulf. Of course, all hats were off, and we
cheered frantically. I can truly say that if King Rupert and Queen Teuta
should ever wish to found in the Blue Mountains a colony of diplomatists
and journalists, those who were their guests on this great occasion will
volunteer to a man. I think old Hempetch, who is the doyen of Englishspeaking journalists, voiced our sentiments when he said:
“May God bless them and theirs with every grace and happiness, and send
prosperity to the Land and the rule!” I think the King and Queen heard us
cheer, they turned to look at our flying ship again.

BOOK IX: BALKA
RUPERT’S JOURNAL—Continued (Longe Intervallo).
February 10, 1908.
It is so long since I even thought of this journal that I hardly know where to
begin. I always heard that a married man is a pretty busy man; but since I
became one, though it is a new life to me, and of a happiness undreamt of, I
know what that life is. But I had no idea that this King business was
anything like what it is. Why, it never leaves me a moment at all to myself
—or, what is worse, to Teuta. If people who condemn Kings had only a
single month of my life in that capacity, they would form an opinion
different from that which they hold. It might be useful to have a Professor
of Kingship in the Anarchists’ College—whenever it is founded!
Everything has gone on well with us, I am glad to say. Teuta is in splendid
health, though she has—but only very lately—practically given up going on
her own aeroplane. It was, I know, a great sacrifice to make, just as she had
become an expert at it. They say here that she is one of the best drivers in
the Blue Mountains—and that is in the world, for we have made that form
of movement our own. Ever since we found the pitch-blende pockets in the
Great Tunnel, and discovered the simple process of extracting the radium
from it, we have gone on by leaps and bounds. When first Teuta told me
she would “aero” no more for a while, I thought she was wise, and backed
her up in it: for driving an aeroplane is trying work and hard on the nerves.
I only learned then the reason for her caution—the usual one of a young
wife. That was three months ago, and only this morning she told me she
would not go sailing in the air, even with me, till she could do so “without
risk”—she did not mean risk to herself. Aunt Janet knew what she meant,
and counselled her strongly to stick to her resolution. So for the next few
months I am to do my air-sailing alone.

The public works which we began immediately after the Coronation are
going strong. We began at the very beginning on an elaborate system. The
first thing was to adequately fortify the Blue Mouth. Whilst the
fortifications were being constructed we kept all the warships in the gulf.
But when the point of safety was reached, we made the ships do sentry-go
along the coast, whilst we trained men for service at sea. It is our plan to
take by degrees all the young men and teach them this wise, so that at the
end the whole population shall be trained for sea as well as for land. And as
we are teaching them the airship service, too, they will be at home in all the
elements—except fire, of course, though if that should become a necessity,
we shall tackle it too!
We started the Great Tunnel at the farthest inland point of the Blue Mouth,
and ran it due east at an angle of 45 degrees, so that, when complete, it
would go right through the first line of hills, coming out on the plateau
Plazac. The plateau is not very wide—half a mile at most—and the second
tunnel begins on the eastern side of it. This new tunnel is at a smaller
angle, as it has to pierce the second hill—a mountain this time. When it
comes out on the east side of that, it will tap the real productive belt. Here
it is that our hardwood-trees are finest, and where the greatest mineral
deposits are found. This plateau is of enormous length, and runs north arid
south round the great bulk of the central mountain, so that in time, when we
put up a circular railway, we can bring, at a merely nominal cost, all sorts of
material up or down. It is on this level that we have built the great factories
for war material. We are tunnelling into the mountains, where are the great
deposits of coal. We run the trucks in and out on the level, and can get
perfect ventilation with little cost or labour. Already we are mining all the
coal which we consume within our own confines, and we can, if we wish,
within a year export largely. The great slopes of these tunnels give us the
necessary aid of specific gravity, and as we carry an endless water-supply in
great tubes that way also, we can do whatever we wish by hydraulic power.
As one by one the European and Asiatic nations began to reduce their war
preparations, we took over their disbanded workmen though our agents, so
that already we have a productive staff of skilled workmen larger than
anywhere else in the world. I think myself that we were fortunate in being
able to get ahead so fast with our preparations for war manufacture, for if
some of the “Great Powers,” as they call themselves, knew the measure of

our present production, they would immediately try to take active measures
against us. In such case we should have to fight them, which would delay
us. But if we can have another year untroubled, we shall, so far as war
material is concerned, be able to defy any nation in the world. And if the
time may only come peacefully till we have our buildings and machinery
complete, we can prepare war-stores and implements for the whole Balkan
nations. And then—But that is a dream. We shall know in good time.
In the meantime all goes well. The cannon foundries are built and active.
We are already beginning to turn out finished work. Of course, our first
guns are not very large, but they are good. The big guns, and especially
siege-guns, will come later. And when the great extensions are complete,
and the boring and wire-winding machines are in working order, we can go
merrily on. I suppose that by that time the whole of the upper plateau will
be like a manufacturing town—at any rate, we have plenty of raw material
to hand. The haematite mines seem to be inexhaustible, and as the raising
of the ore is cheap and easy by means of our extraordinary water-power,
and as coal comes down to the plateau by its own gravity on the cable-line,
we have natural advantages which exist hardly anywhere else in the world
—certainly not all together, as here. That bird’s eye view of the Blue
Mouth which we had from the aeroplane when Teuta saw that vision of the
future has not been in vain. The aeroplane works are having a splendid
output. The aeroplane is a large and visible product; there is no mistaking
when it is there! We have already a large and respectable aerial fleet. The
factories for explosives are, of course, far away in bare valleys, where
accidental effects are minimized. So, too, are the radium works, wherein
unknown dangers may lurk. The turbines in the tunnel give us all the power
we want at present, and, later on, when the new tunnel, which we call the
“water tunnel,” which is already begun, is complete, the available power
will be immense. All these works are bringing up our shipping, and we are
in great hopes for the future.
So much for our material prosperity. But with it comes a larger life and
greater hopes. The stress of organizing and founding these great works is
practically over. As they are not only self-supporting, but largely
productive, all anxiety in the way of national expenditure is minimized.
And, more than all, I am able to give my unhampered attention to those

matters of even more than national importance on which the ultimate
development, if not the immediate strength, of our country must depend.
I am well into the subject of a great Balkan Federation. This, it turns out,
has for long been the dream of Teuta’s life, as also that of the present
Archimandrite of Plazac, her father, who, since I last touched this journal,
having taken on himself a Holy Life, was, by will of the Church, the
Monks, and the People, appointed to that great office on the retirement of
Petrof Vlastimir.
Such a Federation had long been in the air. For myself, I had seen its
inevitableness from the first. The modern aggressions of the Dual Nation,
interpreted by her past history with regard to Italy, pointed towards the
necessity of such a protective measure. And now, when Servia and
Bulgaria were used as blinds to cover her real movements to incorporate
with herself as established the provinces, once Turkish, which had been
entrusted to her temporary protection by the Treaty of Berlin; when it would
seem that Montenegro was to be deprived for all time of the hope of
regaining the Bocche di Cattaro, which she had a century ago won, and held
at the point of the sword, until a Great Power had, under a wrong
conviction, handed it over to her neighbouring Goliath; when the Sandjack
of Novi-Bazar was threatened with the fate which seemed to have already
overtaken Bosnia and Herzegovina; when gallant little Montenegro was
already shut out from the sea by the octopus-like grip of Dalmatia
crouching along her western shore; when Turkey was dwindling down to
almost ineptitude; when Greece was almost a byword, and when Albania as
a nation—though still nominally subject—was of such unimpaired virility
that there were great possibilities of her future, it was imperative that
something must happen if the Balkan race was not to be devoured
piecemeal by her northern neighbours. To the end of ultimate protection I
found most of them willing to make defensive alliance.
And as the true defence consists in judicious attack, I have no doubt that an
alliance so based must ultimately become one for all purposes. Albania was
the most difficult to win to the scheme, as her own complications with her
suzerain, combined with the pride and suspiciousness of her people, made
approach a matter of extreme caution. It was only possible when I could
induce her rulers to see that, no matter how great her pride and valour, the

magnitude of northern advance, if unchecked, must ultimately overwhelm
her.
I own that this map-making was nervous work, for I could not shut my eyes
to the fact that German lust of enlargement lay behind Austria’s advance.
At and before that time expansion was the dominant idea of the three Great
Powers of Central Europe. Russia went eastward, hoping to gather to
herself the rich north-eastern provinces of China, till ultimately she should
dominate the whole of Northern Europe and Asia from the Gulf of Finland
to the Yellow Sea. Germany wished to link the North Sea to the
Mediterranean by her own territory, and thus stand as a flawless barrier
across Europe from north to south.
When Nature should have terminated the headship of the Empire-Kingdom,
she, as natural heir, would creep southward through the German-speaking
provinces. Thus Austria, of course kept in ignorance of her neighbour’s
ultimate aims, had to extend towards the south. She had been barred in her
western movement by the rise of the Irredentist party in Italy, and
consequently had to withdraw behind the frontiers of Carinthia, Carniola,
and Istria.
My own dream of the new map was to make “Balka”—the Balkan
Federation—take in ultimately all south of a line drawn from the Isle of
Serpents to Aquileia. There would—must—be difficulties in the carrying
out of such a scheme. Of course, it involved Austria giving up Dalmatia,
Istria, and Sclavonia, as well as a part of Croatia and the Hungarian Banat.
On the contrary, she might look for centuries of peace in the south. But it
would make for peace so strongly that each of the States impinging on it
would find it worth while to make a considerable sacrifice to have it
effected. To its own integers it would offer a lasting settlement of interests
which at present conflicted, and a share in a new world-power. Each of
these integers would be absolutely self-governing and independent, being
only united for purposes of mutual good. I did not despair that even Turkey
and Greece, recognizing that benefit and safety would ensue without the
destruction or even minimizing of individuality, would, sooner or later,
come into the Federation. The matter is already so far advanced that within
a month the various rulers of the States involved are to have a secret and
informal meeting. Doubtless some larger plan and further action will be

then evolved. It will be an anxious time for all in this zone—and outside it
—till this matter is all settled. In any case, the manufacture of war material
will go on until it is settled, one way or another.

RUPERT’S JOURNAL—Continued.
March 6, 1908.
I breathe more freely. The meeting has taken place here at Vissarion.
Nominal cause of meeting: a hunting-party in the Blue Mountains. Not any
formal affair. Not a Chancellor or Secretary of State or Diplomatist of any
sort present. All headquarters. It was, after all, a real hunting-party. Good
sportsmen, plenty of game, lots of beaters, everything organized properly,
and an effective tally of results. I think we all enjoyed ourselves in the
matter of sport; and as the political result was absolute unanimity of
purpose and intention, there could be no possible cause of complaint.
So it is all decided. Everything is pacific. There is not a suggestion even of
war, revolt, or conflicting purpose of any kind. We all go on exactly as we
are doing for another year, pursuing our own individual objects, just as at
present. But we are all to see that in our own households order prevails.
All that is supposed to be effective is to be kept in good working order, and
whatever is, at present, not adequate to possibilities is to be made so. This
is all simply protective and defensive. We understand each other. But if
any hulking stranger should undertake to interfere in our domestic concerns,
we shall all unite on the instant to keep things as we wish them to remain.
We shall be ready. Alfred’s maxim of Peace shall be once more
exemplified. In the meantime the factories shall work overtime in our own
mountains, and the output shall be for the general good of our special
community—the bill to be settled afterwards amicably. There can hardly be
any difference of opinion about that, as the others will be the consumers of
our surplus products. We are the producers, who produce for ourselves
first, and then for the limited market of those within the Ring. As we
undertake to guard our own frontiers—sea and land—and are able to do so,
the goods are to be warehoused in the Blue Mountains until required—if at
all—for participation in the markets of the world, and especially in the
European market. If all goes well and the markets are inactive, the goods
shall be duly delivered to the purchasers as arranged.

So much for the purely mercantile aspect.

THE VOIVODIN JANET MACKELPIE’S NOTES.
May 21, 1908.
As Rupert began to neglect his Journal when he was made a King, so, too, I
find in myself a tendency to leave writing to other people. But one thing I
shall not be content to leave to others—little Rupert. The baby of Rupert
and Teuta is much too precious a thing to be spoken of except with love,
quite independent of the fact that he will be, in natural course, a King! So I
have promised Teuta that whatever shall be put into this record of the first
King of the Sent Leger Dynasty relating to His Royal Highness the Crown
Prince shall only appear in either her hand or my own. And she has
deputed the matter to me.
Our dear little Prince arrived punctually and in perfect condition. The
angels that carried him evidently took the greatest care of him, and before
they left him they gave him dower of all their best. He is a dear! Like both
his father and his mother, and that says everything. My own private
opinion is that he is a born King! He does not know what fear is, and he
thinks more of everyone else than he does of his dear little self. And if
those things do not show a truly royal nature, I do not know what does . . .
Teuta has read this. She held up a warning finger, and said:
“Aunt Janet dear, that is all true. He is a dear, and a King, and an angel!
But we mustn’t have too much about him just yet. This book is to be about
Rupert. So our little man can only be what we shall call a corollary.” And
so it is.
I should mention here that the book is Teuta’s idea. Before little Rupert
came she controlled herself wonderfully, doing only what was thought best
for her under the circumstances. As I could see that it would be a help for
her to have some quiet occupation which would interest her without tiring
her, I looked up (with his permission, of course) all Rupert’s old letters and
diaries, and journals and reports—all that I had kept for him during his
absences on his adventures. At first I was a little afraid they might harm
her, for at times she got so excited over some things that I had to caution

her. Here again came in her wonderful self-control. I think the most
soothing argument I used with her was to point out that the dear boy had
come through all the dangers safely, and was actually with us, stronger and
nobler than ever.
After we had read over together the whole matter several times—for it was
practically new to me too, and I got nearly as excited as she was, though I
have known him so much longer—we came to the conclusion that this
particular volume would have to be of selected matter. There is enough of
Rupert’s work to make a lot of volumes and we have an ambitious literary
project of some day publishing an edition de luxe of his whole collected
works. It will be a rare showing amongst the works of Kings. But this is to
be all about himself, so that in the future it may serve as a sort of backbone
of his personal history.
By-and-by we came to a part when we had to ask him questions; and he was
so interested in Teuta’s work—he is really bound up body and soul in his
beautiful wife, and no wonder—that we had to take him into full
confidence. He promised he would help us all he could by giving us the use
of his later journals, and such letters and papers as he had kept privately.
He said he would make one condition—I use his own words: “As you two
dear women are to be my editors, you must promise to put in everything
exactly as I wrote it. It will not do to have any fake about this. I do not
wish anything foolish or egotistical toned down out of affection for me. It
was all written in sincerity, and if I had faults, they must not be hidden. If it
is to be history, it must be true history, even if it gives you and me or any of
us away.”
So we promised.
He also said that, as Sir Edward Bingham Trent, Bart.—as he is now—was
sure to have some matter which we should like, he would write and ask him
to send such to us. He also said that Mr. Ernest Roger Halbard Melton, of
Humcroft, Salop (he always gives this name and address in full, which is
his way of showing contempt), would be sure to have some relevant matter,
and that he would have him written to on the subject. This he did. The
Chancellor wrote him in his most grandiloquent style. Mr. E. R. H. Melton,

of H., S., replied by return post. His letter is a document which speaks for
itself:
H
M

K

R

,S
,
May 30, 1908.
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I am honoured by the request made on your behalf by the Lord High
Chancellor of your kingdom that I should make a literary contribution
to the volume which my cousin, Queen Teuta, is, with the help of your
former governess, Miss MacKelpie, compiling. I am willing to do so,
as you naturally wish to have in that work some contemporary record
made by the Head of the House of Melton, with which you are
connected, though only on the distaff side. It is a natural ambition
enough, even on the part of a barbarian—or perhaps semi-barbarian—
King, and far be it from me, as Head of the House, to deny you such a
coveted privilege. Perhaps you may not know that I am now Head of
the House; my father died three days ago. I offered my mother the use
of the Dower House—to the incumbency of which, indeed, she is
entitled by her marriage settlement. But she preferred to go to live at
her seat, Carfax, in Kent. She went this morning after the funeral. In
letting you have the use of my manuscript I make only one stipulation,
but that I expect to be rigidly adhered to. It is that all that I have
written be put in the book in extenso. I do not wish any record of mine
to be garbled to suit other ends than those ostensible, or whatever may
be to the honour of myself or my House to be burked. I dare say you
have noticed, my dear Rupert, that the compilers of family histories
often, through jealousy, alter matter that they are allowed to use so as
to suit their own purpose or minister to their own vanity. I think it
right to tell you that I have had a certified copy made by Petter and
Galpin, the law stationers, so that I shall be able to verify whether my
stipulation has been honourably observed. I am having the book,
which is naturally valuable, carefully packed, and shall have it
forwarded to Sir Edward Bingham Trent, Baronet (which he now is—
Heaven save the mark!), the Attorney. Please see that he returns it to
me, and in proper order. He is not to publish for himself anything in it
about him. A man of that class is apt to advertise the fact of anyone of

distinction taking any notice of him. I would bring out the MS. to you
myself, and stay for a while with you for some sport, only your lot—
subjects I suppose you call them!—are such bounders that a
gentleman’s life is hardly safe amongst them. I never met anyone who
had so poor an appreciation of a joke as they have. By the way, how is
Teuta? She is one of them. I heard all about the hatching business. I
hope the kid is all right. This is only a word in your ear, so don’t get
cocky, old son. I am open to a godfathership. Think of that, Hedda!
Of course, if the other godfather and the godmother are up to the mark;
I don’t want to have to boost up the whole lot! Savvy? Kiss Teuta and
the kid for me. I must have the boy over here for a bit later on—when
he is presentable, and has learned not to be a nuisance. It will be good
for him to see something of a real first-class English country house
like Humcroft. To a person only accustomed to rough ways and
meagre living its luxury will make a memory which will serve in time
as an example to be aimed at. I shall write again soon. Don’t hesitate
to ask any favour which I may be able to confer on you. So long!
E

Your affectionate cousin,
R
H
M
.

Extract from Letter from E. Bingham Trent to Queen Teuta of the Blue
Mountains.
. . . So I thought the best way to serve that appalling cad would be to
take him at his word, and put in his literary contribution in full. I have
had made and attested a copy of his “Record,” as he calls it, so as to
save you trouble. But I send the book itself, because I am afraid that
unless you see his words in his own writing, you will not believe that
he or anyone else ever penned seriously a document so incriminating.
I am sure he must have forgotten what he had written, for even such a
dull dog as he is could never have made public such a thing
knowingly. . . Such a nature has its revenges on itself. In this case the
officers of revenge are his ipsissima verba.

RUPERT’S JOURNAL—Continued.
February 1, 1909.
All is now well in train. When the Czar of Russia, on being asked by the
Sclavs (as was meet) to be the referee in the “Balkan Settlement,” declined
on the ground that he was himself by inference an interested party, it was
unanimously agreed by the Balkan rulers that the Western King should be
asked to arbitrate, as all concerned had perfect confidence in his wisdom, as
well as his justice. To their wish he graciously assented. The matter has
now been for more than six months in his hands, and he has taken endless
trouble to obtain full information. He has now informed us through his
Chancellor that his decision is almost ready, and will be communicated as
soon as possible.
We have another hunting-party at Vissarion next week. Teuta is looking
forward to it with extraordinary interest. She hopes then to present to our
brothers of the Balkans our little son, and she is eager to know if they
endorse her mother-approval of him.

RUPERT’S JOURNAL—Continued.
April 15, 1909.
The arbitrator’s decision has been communicated to us through the
Chancellor of the Western King, who brought it to us himself as a special
act of friendliness. It met with the enthusiastic approval of all. The
Premier remained with us during the progress of the hunting-party, which
was one of the most joyous occasions ever known. We are all of good
heart, for the future of the Balkan races is now assured. The strife—internal
and external—of a thousand years has ceased, and we look with hope for a
long and happy time. The Chancellor brought messages of grace and
courtliness and friendliness to all. And when I, as spokesman of the party,
asked him if we might convey a request of His Majesty that he would
honour us by attending the ceremony of making known formally the Balkan
Settlement, he answered that the King had authorized him to say that he
would, if such were wished by us, gladly come; and that if he should come,

he would attend with a fleet as an escort. The Chancellor also told me from
himself that it might be possible to have other nationalities represented on
such a great occasion by Ambassadors and even fleets, though the
monarchs themselves might not be able to attend. He hinted that it might be
well if I put the matter in train. (He evidently took it for granted that,
though I was only one of several, the matter rested with me—possibly he
chose me as the one to whom to make the confidence, as I was born a
stranger.) As we talked it over, he grew more enthusiastic, and finally said
that, as the King was taking the lead, doubtless all the nations of the earth
friendly to him would like to take a part in the ceremony. So it is likely to
turn out practically an international ceremony of a unique kind. Teuta will
love it, and we shall all do what we can.

JANET MACKELPIE’S NOTES.
June 1, 1909.
Our dear Teuta is full of the forthcoming celebration of the Balkan
Federation, which is to take place this day month, although I must say, for
myself, that the ceremony is attaining to such dimensions that I am
beginning to have a sort of vague fear of some kind. It almost seems
uncanny. Rupert is working unceasingly—has been for some time. For
weeks past he seems to have been out day and night on his aeroplane, going
through and round over the country arranging matters, and seeing for
himself that what has been arranged is being done. Uncle Colin is always
about, too, and so is Admiral Rooke. But now Teuta is beginning to go
with Rupert. That girl is simply fearless—just like Rupert. And they both
seem anxious that little Rupert shall be the same. Indeed, he is the same. A
few mornings ago Rupert and Teuta were about to start just after dawn from
the top of the Castle. Little Rupert was there—he is always awake early
and as bright as a bee. I was holding him in my arms, and when his mother
leant over to kiss him good-bye, he held out his arms to her in a way that
said as plainly as if he had spoken, “Take me with you.”
She looked appealingly at Rupert, who nodded, and said: “All right. Take
him, darling. He will have to learn some day, and the sooner the better.”
The baby, looking eagerly from one to the other with the same questioning
in his eyes as there is sometimes in the eyes of a kitten or a puppy—but, of

course, with an eager soul behind it—saw that he was going, and almost
leaped into his mother’s arms. I think she had expected him to come, for
she took a little leather dress from Margareta, his nurse, and, flushing with
pride, began to wrap him in it. When Teuta, holding him in her arms,
stepped on the aeroplane, and took her place in the centre behind Rupert,
the young men of the Crown Prince’s Guard raised a cheer, amid which
Rupert pulled the levers, and they glided off into the dawn.
The Crown Prince’s Guard was established by the mountaineers themselves
the day of his birth. Ten of the biggest and most powerful and cleverest
young men of the nation were chosen, and were sworn in with a very
impressive ceremony to guard the young Prince. They were to so arrange
and order themselves and matters generally that two at least of them should
always have him, or the place in which he was, within their sight. They all
vowed that the last of their lives should go before harm came to him. Of
course, Teuta understood, and so did Rupert. And these young men are the
persons most privileged in the whole Castle. They are dear boys, every one
of them, and we are all fond of them and respect them. They simply idolize
the baby.
Ever since that morning little Rupert has, unless it is at a time appointed for
his sleeping, gone in his mother’s arms. I think in any other place there
would be some State remonstrance at the whole royal family being at once
and together in a dangerous position, but in the Blue Mountains danger and
fear are not thought of—indeed, they can hardly be in their terminology.
And I really think the child enjoys it even more than his parents. He is just
like a little bird that has found the use of his wings. Bless him!
I find that even I have to study Court ritual a little. So many nationalities
are to be represented at the ceremony of the “Balkan Settlement,” and so
many Kings and Princes and notabilities of all kinds are coming, that we
must all take care not to make any mistakes. The Press alone would drive
anyone silly. Rupert and Teuta come and sit with me sometimes in the
evening when we are all too tired to work, and they rest themselves by
talking matters over. Rupert says that there will be over five hundred
reporters, and that the applications for permission are coming in so fast that
there may be a thousand when the day comes. Last night he stopped in the
middle of speaking of it, and said:

“I have an inspiration! Fancy a thousand journalists,—each wanting to get
ahead of the rest, and all willing to invoke the Powers of Evil for exclusive
information! The only man to look after this department is Rooke. He
knows how to deal with men, and as we have already a large staff to look
after the journalistic guests, he can be at the head, and appoint his own
deputies to act for him. Somewhere and sometime the keeping the peace
will be a matter of nerve and resolution, and Rooke is the man for the job.”
We were all concerned about one thing, naturally important in the eyes of a
woman: What robes was Teuta to wear? In the old days, when there were
Kings and Queens, they doubtless wore something gorgeous or impressive;
but whatever it was that they wore has gone to dust centuries ago, and there
were no illustrated papers in those primitive days. Teuta was talking to me
eagerly, with her dear beautiful brows all wrinkled, when Rupert who was
reading a bulky document of some kind, looked up and said:
“Of course, darling, you will wear your Shroud?”
“Capital!” she said, clapping her hands like a joyous child. “The very
thing, and our people will like it.”
I own that for a moment I was dismayed. It was a horrible test of a
woman’s love and devotion. At a time when she was entertaining Kings
and notabilities in her own house—and be sure they would all be decked in
their finery—to have to appear in such a garment! A plain thing with
nothing even pretty, let alone gorgeous, about it! I expressed my views to
Rupert, for I feared that Teuta might be disappointed, though she might not
care to say so; but before he could say a word Teuta answered:
“Oh, thank you so much, dear! I should love that above everything, but I
did not like to suggest it, lest you should think me arrogant or presuming;
for, indeed, Rupert, I am very proud of it, and of the way our people look on
it.”
“Why not?” said Rupert, in his direct way. “It is a thing for us all to be
proud of; the nation has already adopted it as a national emblem—our
emblem of courage and devotion and patriotism, which will always, I hope,
be treasured beyond price by the men and women of our Dynasty, the
Nation, that is—of the Nation that is to be.”

Later on in the evening we had a strange endorsement of the national will.
A “People’s Deputation” of mountaineers, without any official notice or
introduction, arrived at the Castle late in the evening in the manner
established by Rupert’s “Proclamation of Freedom,” wherein all citizens
were entitled to send a deputation to the King, at will and in private, on any
subject of State importance. This deputation was composed of seventeen
men, one selected from each political section, so that the body as a whole
represented the entire nation. They were of all sorts of social rank and all
degrees of fortune, but they were mainly “of the people.” They spoke
hesitatingly—possibly because Teuta, or even because I, was present—but
with a manifest earnestness. They made but one request—that the Queen
should, on the great occasion of the Balkan Federation, wear as robes of
State the Shroud that they loved to see her in. The spokesman, addressing
the Queen, said in tones of rugged eloquence:
“This is a matter, Your Majesty, that the women naturally have a say in, so
we have, of course, consulted them. They have discussed the matter by
themselves, and then with us, and they are agreed without a flaw that it will
be good for the Nation and for Womankind that you do this thing. You
have shown to them, and to the world at large, what women should do, what
they can do, and they want to make, in memory of your great act, the
Shroud a garment of pride and honour for women who have deserved well
of their country. In the future it can be a garment to be worn only by
privileged women who have earned the right. But they hope, and we hope
with them, that on this occasion of our Nation taking the lead before the
eyes of the world, all our women may wear it on that day as a means of
showing overtly their willingness to do their duty, even to the death. And
so”—here he turned to the King—“Rupert, we trust that Her Majesty Queen
Teuta will understand that in doing as the women of the Blue Mountains
wish, she will bind afresh to the Queen the loyal devotion which she won
from them as Voivodin. Henceforth and for all time the Shroud shall be a
dress of honour in our Land.”
Teuta looked all ablaze with love and pride and devotion. Stars in her eyes
shone like white fire as she assured them of the granting of their request.
She finished her little speech:

“I feared that if I carried out my own wish, it might look arrogant, but
Rupert has expressed the same wish, and now I feel that I am free to wear
that dress which brought me to you and to Rupert”—here she beamed on
him, and took his hand—“fortified as I am by your wishes and the
command of my lord the King.”
Rupert took her in his arms and kissed her fondly before them all, saying:
“Tell your wives, my brothers, and the rest of the Blue Mountain women,
that that is the answer of the husband who loves and honours his wife. All
the world shall see at the ceremony of the Federation of Balka that we men
love and honour the women who are loyal and can die for duty. And, men
of the Blue Mountains, some day before long we shall organize that great
idea, and make it a permanent thing—that the Order of the Shroud is the
highest guerdon that a noble-hearted woman can wear.”
Teuta disappeared for a few moments, and came back with the Crown
Prince in her arms. Everyone present asked to be allowed to kiss him,
which they did kneeling.

THE FEDERATION BALKA.
By the Correspondents of “Free America.”
The Editors of Free America have thought it well to put in consecutive
order the reports and descriptions of their Special Correspondents, of whom
there were present no less than eight. Not a word they wrote is omitted, but
the various parts of their reports are placed in different order, so that, whilst
nothing which any of them recorded is left out, the reader may be able to
follow the proceedings from the various points of view of the writers who
had the most favourable opportunity of moment. In so large an assemblage
of journalists—there were present over a thousand—they could not all be
present in one place; so our men, in consultation amongst themselves,
arranged to scatter, so as to cover the whole proceeding from the various
“coigns of vantage,” using their skill and experience in selecting these
points. One was situated on the summit of the steel-clad tower in the
entrance to the Blue Mouth; another on the “Press-boat,” which was
moored alongside King Rupert’s armoured yacht, The Lady, whereon were

gathered the various Kings and rulers of the Balkan States, all of whom
were in the Federation; another was in a swift torpedo-boat, with a roving
commission to cruise round the harbour as desired; another took his place
on the top of the great mountain which overlooks Plazac, and so had a
bird’s-eye view of the whole scene of operations; two others were on the
forts to right and left of the Blue Mouth; another was posted at the entrance
to the Great Tunnel which runs from the water level right up through the
mountains to the plateau, where the mines and factories are situate; another
had the privilege of a place on an aeroplane, which went everywhere and
saw everything. This aeroplane was driven by an old Special
Correspondent of Free America, who had been a chum of our Special in the
Japanese and Russian War, and who has taken service on the Blue Mountain
Official Gazette.
P
,
June 30, 1909.
Two days before the time appointed for the ceremony the guests of the Land
of the Blue Mountains began to arrive. The earlier comers were mostly the
journalists who had come from almost over the whole inhabited world.
King Rupert, who does things well, had made a camp for their exclusive
use. There was a separate tent for each—of course, a small one, as there
were over a thousand journalists—but there were big tents for general use
scattered about—refectories, reading and writing rooms, a library, idle
rooms for rest, etc. In the rooms for reading and writing, which were the
work-rooms for general use, were newspapers, the latest attainable from all
over the world, Blue-Books, guides, directories, and all such aids to work as
forethought could arrange. There was for this special service a body of
some hundreds of capable servants in special dress and bearing
identification numbers—in fact, King Rupert “did us fine,” to use a slang
phrase of pregnant meaning.
There were other camps for special service, all of them well arranged, and
with plenty of facility for transport. Each of the Federating Monarchs had a
camp of his own, in which he had erected a magnificent pavilion. For the
Western King, who had acted as Arbitrator in the matter of the Federation, a
veritable palace had been built by King Rupert—a sort of Aladdin’s palace
it must have been, for only a few weeks ago the place it occupied was, I

was told, only primeval wilderness. King Rupert and his Queen, Teuta, had
a pavilion like the rest of the Federators of Balka, but infinitely more
modest, both in size and adornments.
Everywhere were guards of the Blue Mountains, armed only with the
“handjar,” which is the national weapon. They wore the national dress, but
so arranged in colour and accoutrement that the general air of uniformity
took the place of a rigid uniform. There must have been at least seventy or
eighty thousand of them.
The first day was one of investigation of details by the visitors. During the
second day the retinues of the great Federators came. Some of these
retinues were vast. For instance, the Soldan (though only just become a
Federator) sent of one kind or another more than a thousand men. A brave
show they made, for they are fine men, and drilled to perfection. As they
swaggered along, singly or in mass, with their gay jackets and baggy
trousers, their helmets surmounted by the golden crescent, they looked a foe
not to be despised. Landreck Martin, the Nestor of journalists, said to me,
as we stood together looking at them:
“To-day we witness a new departure in Blue Mountain history. This is the
first occasion for a thousand years that so large a Turkish body has entered
the Blue Mountains with a reasonable prospect of ever getting out again.”
July 1, 1909.
To-day, the day appointed for the ceremony, was auspiciously fine, even for
the Blue Mountains, where at this time of year the weather is nearly always
fine. They are early folk in the Blue Mountains, but to-day things began to
hum before daybreak. There were bugle-calls all over the place—
everything here is arranged by calls of musical instruments—trumpets, or
bugles, or drums (if, indeed, the drum can be called a musical instrument)—
or by lights, if it be after dark. We journalists were all ready; coffee and
bread-and-butter had been thoughtfully served early in our sleeping-tents,
and an elaborate breakfast was going on all the time in the refectory
pavilions. We had a preliminary look round, and then there was a sort of
general pause for breakfast. We took advantage of it, and attacked the
sumptuous—indeed, memorable—meal which was served for us.

The ceremony was to commence at noon, but at ten o’clock the whole place
was astir—not merely beginning to move, but actually moving; everybody
taking their places for the great ceremony. As noon drew near, the
excitement was intense and prolonged. One by one the various signatories
to the Federation began to assemble. They all came by sea; such of them as
had sea-boards of their own having their fleets around them. Such as had
no fleets of their own were attended by at least one of the Blue Mountain
ironclads. And I am bound to say that I never in my life saw more
dangerous craft than these little warships of King Rupert of the Blue
Mountains. As they entered the Blue Mouth each ship took her appointed
station, those which carried the signatories being close together in an
isolated group in a little bay almost surrounded by high cliffs in the farthest
recesses of the mighty harbour. King Rupert’s armoured yacht all the time
lay close inshore, hard by the mouth of the Great Tunnel which runs straight
into the mountain from a wide plateau, partly natural rock, partly built up
with mighty blocks of stone. Here it is, I am told, that the inland products
are brought down to the modern town of Plazac. Just as the clocks were
chiming the half-hour before noon this yacht glided out into the expanse of
the “Mouth.” Behind her came twelve great barges, royally decked, and
draped each in the colour of the signatory nation. On each of these the ruler
entered with his guard, and was carried to Rupert’s yacht, he going on the
bridge, whilst his suite remained on the lower deck. In the meantime whole
fleets had been appearing on the southern horizon; the nations were sending
their maritime quota to the christening of “Balka”! In such wonderful order
as can only be seen with squadrons of fighting ships, the mighty throng
swept into the Blue Mouth, and took up their stations in groups. The only
armament of a Great Power now missing was that of the Western King. But
there was time. Indeed, as the crowd everywhere began to look at their
watches a long line of ships began to spread up northward from the Italian
coast. They came at great speed—nearly twenty knots. It was a really
wonderful sight—fifty of the finest ships in the world; the very latest
expression of naval giants, each seemingly typical of its class—
Dreadnoughts, cruisers, destroyers. They came in a wedge, with the King’s
yacht flying the Royal Standard the apex. Every ship of the squadron bore
a red ensign long enough to float from the masthead to the water. From the
armoured tower in the waterway one could see the myriad of faces—white

stars on both land and sea—for the great harbour was now alive with ships
and each and all of them alive with men.
Suddenly, without any direct cause, the white masses became eclipsed—
everyone had turned round, and was looking the other way. I looked across
the bay and up the mountain behind—a mighty mountain, whose slopes run
up to the very sky, ridge after ridge seeming like itself a mountain. Far
away on the very top the standard of the Blue Mountains was run up on a
mighty Flagstaff which seemed like a shaft of light. It was two hundred
feet high, and painted white, and as at the distance the steel stays were
invisible, it towered up in lonely grandeur. At its foot was a dark mass
grouped behind a white space, which I could not make out till I used my
field-glasses.
Then I knew it was King Rupert and the Queen in the midst of a group of
mountaineers. They were on the aero station behind the platform of the
aero, which seemed to shine—shine, not glitter—as though it were overlaid
with plates of gold.
Again the faces looked west. The Western Squadron was drawing near to
the entrance of the Blue Mouth. On the bridge of the yacht stood the
Western King in uniform of an Admiral, and by him his Queen in a dress of
royal purple, splendid with gold. Another glance at the mountain-top
showed that it had seemed to become alive. A whole park of artillery
seemed to have suddenly sprung to life, round each its crew ready for
action. Amongst the group at the foot of the Flagstaff we could distinguish
King Rupert; his vast height and bulk stood out from and above all round
him. Close to him was a patch of white, which we understood to be Queen
Teuta, whom the Blue Mountaineers simply adore.
By this time the armoured yacht, bearing all the signatories to “Balka”
(excepting King Rupert), had moved out towards the entrance, and lay still
and silent, waiting the coming of the Royal Arbitrator, whose whole
squadron simultaneously slowed down, and hardly drifted in the seething
water of their backing engines.
When the flag which was in the yacht’s prow was almost opposite the
armoured fort, the Western King held up a roll of vellum handed to him by

one of his officers. We onlookers held our breath, for in an instant was such
a scene as we can never hope to see again.
At the raising of the Western King’s hand, a gun was fired away on the top
of the mountain where rose the mighty Flagstaff with the standard of the
Blue Mountains. Then came the thunder of salute from the guns, bright
flashes and reports, which echoed down the hillsides in never-ending
sequence. At the first gun, by some trick of signalling, the flag of the
Federated “Balka” floated out from the top of the Flagstaff, which had been
mysteriously raised, and flew above that of the Blue Mountains.
At the same moment the figures of Rupert and Teuta sank; they were taking
their places on the aeroplane. An instant after, like a great golden bird, it
seemed to shoot out into the air, and then, dipping its head, dropped
downward at an obtuse angle. We could see the King and Queen from time
waist upwards—the King in Blue Mountain dress of green; the Queen,
wrapped in her white Shroud, holding her baby on her breast. When far out
from the mountain-top and over the Blue Mouth, the wings and tail of the
great bird-like machine went up, and the aero dropped like a stone, till it
was only some few hundred feet over the water. Then the wings and tail
went down, but with diminishing speed. Below the expanse of the plane the
King and Queen were now seen seated together on the tiny steering
platform, which seemed to have been lowered; she sat behind her husband,
after the manner of matrons of the Blue Mountains. That coming of that
aeroplane was the most striking episode of all this wonderful day.
After floating for a few seconds, the engines began to work, whilst the
planes moved back to their normal with beautiful simultaneity. There was a
golden aero finding its safety in gliding movement. At the same time the
steering platform was rising, so that once more the occupants were not far
below, but above the plane. They were now only about a hundred feet
above the water, moving from the far end of the Blue Mouth towards the
entrance in the open space between the two lines of the fighting ships of the
various nationalities, all of which had by now their yards manned—a
manoeuvre which had begun at the firing of the first gun on the mountaintop. As the aero passed along, all the seamen began to cheer—a cheering
which they kept up till the King and Queen had come so close to the
Western King’s vessel that the two Kings and Queens could greet each

other. The wind was now beginning to blow westward from the mountaintop, and it took the sounds towards the armoured fort, so that at moments
we could distinguish the cheers of the various nationalities, amongst which,
more keen than the others, came the soft “Ban Zai!” of the Japanese.
King Rupert, holding his steering levers, sat like a man of marble. Behind
him his beautiful wife, clad in her Shroud, and holding in her arms the
young Crown Prince, seemed like a veritable statue.
The aero, guided by Rupert’s unerring hand, lit softly on the after-deck of
the Western King’s yacht; and King Rupert, stepping on deck, lifted from
her seat Queen Teuta with her baby in her arms. It was only when the Blue
Mountain King stood amongst other men that one could realize his
enormous stature. He stood literally head and shoulders over every other
man present.
Whilst the aeroplane was giving up its burden, the Western King and his
Queen were descending from the bridge. The host and hostess, hand in
hand—after their usual fashion, as it seems—hurried forward to greet their
guests. The meeting was touching in its simplicity. The two monarchs
shook hands, and their consorts, representatives of the foremost types of
national beauty of the North and South, instinctively drew close and kissed
each other. Then the hostess Queen, moving towards the Western King,
kneeled before him with the gracious obeisance of a Blue Mountain hostess,
and kissed his hand.
Her words of greeting were:
“You are welcome, sire, to the Blue Mountains. We are grateful to you for
all you have done for Balka, and to you and Her Majesty for giving us the
honour of your presence.”
The King seemed moved. Accustomed as he was to the ritual of great
occasions, the warmth and sincerity, together with the gracious humility of
this old Eastern custom, touched him, monarch though he was of a great
land and many races in the Far East. Impulsively he broke through Court
ritual, and did a thing which, I have since been told, won for him for ever a
holy place in the warm hearts of the Blue Mountaineers. Sinking on his
knee before the beautiful shroud-clad Queen, he raised her hand and kissed

it. The act was seen by all in and around the Blue Mouth, and a mighty
cheering rose, which seemed to rise and swell as it ran far and wide up the
hillsides, till it faded away on the far-off mountain-top, where rose
majestically the mighty Flagstaff bearing the standard of the Balkan
Federation.
For myself, I can never forget that wonderful scene of a nation’s
enthusiasm, and the core of it is engraven on my memory. That spotless
deck, typical of all that is perfect in naval use; the King and Queen of the
greatest nation of the earth [3] received by the newest King and Queen—a
King and Queen who won empire for themselves, so that the former subject
of another King received him as a brother-monarch on a history-making
occasion, when a new world-power was, under his tutelage, springing into
existence. The fair Northern Queen in the arms of the dark Southern Queen
with the starry eyes. The simple splendour of Northern dress arrayed
against that of almost peasant plainness of the giant King of the South. But
all were eclipsed—even the thousand years of royal lineage of the Western
King, Rupert’s natural dower of stature, and the other Queen’s bearing of
royal dignity and sweetness—by the elemental simplicity of Teuta’s
Shroud. Not one of all that mighty throng but knew something of her
wonderful story; and not one but felt glad and proud that such a noble
woman had won an empire through her own bravery, even in the jaws of the
grave.
The armoured yacht, with the remainder of the signatories to the Balkan
Federation, drew close, and the rulers stepped on board to greet the Western
King, the Arbitrator, Rupert leaving his task as personal host and joining
them. He took his part modestly in the rear of the group, and made a fresh
obeisance in his new capacity.
Presently another warship, The Balka, drew close. It contained the
ambassadors of Foreign Powers, and the Chancellors and high officials of
the Balkan nations. It was followed by a fleet of warships, each one
representing a Balkan Power. The great Western fleet lay at their moorings,
but with the exception of manning their yards, took no immediate part in
the proceedings.

On the deck of the new-comer the Balkan monarchs took their places, the
officials of each State grading themselves behind their monarch. The
Ambassadors formed a foremost group by themselves.
Last came the Western King, quite alone (save for the two Queens), bearing
in his hand the vellum scroll, the record of his arbitration. This he
proceeded to read, a polyglot copy of it having been already supplied to
every Monarch, Ambassador, and official present. It was a long statement,
but the occasion was so stupendous—so intense—that the time flew by
quickly. The cheering had ceased the moment the Arbitrator opened the
scroll, and a veritable silence of the grave abounded.
When the reading was concluded Rupert raised his hand, and on the instant
came a terrific salvo of cannon-shots from not only the ships in the port, but
seemingly all up and over the hillsides away to the very summit.
When the cheering which followed the salute had somewhat toned down,
those on board talked together, and presentations were made. Then the
barges took the whole company to the armour-clad fort in the entrance-way
to the Blue Mouth. Here, in front, had been arranged for the occasion,
platforms for the starting of aeroplanes. Behind them were the various
thrones of state for the Western King and Queen, and the various rulers of
“Balka”—as the new and completed Balkan Federation had become—de
jure as well as de facto. Behind were seats for the rest of the company. All
was a blaze of crimson and gold. We of the Press were all expectant, for
some ceremony had manifestly been arranged, but of all details of it we had
been kept in ignorance. So far as I could tell from the faces, those present
were at best but partially informed. They were certainly ignorant of all
details, and even of the entire programme of the day. There is a certain kind
of expectation which is not concerned in the mere execution of fore-ordered
things.
The aero on which the King and Queen had come down from the mountain
now arrived on the platform in the charge of a tall young mountaineer, who
stepped from the steering-platform at once. King Rupert, having handed his
Queen (who still carried her baby) into her seat, took his place, and pulled a
lever. The aero went forward, and seemed to fall head foremost off the
fort. It was but a dip, however, such as a skilful diver takes from a height

into shallow water, for the plane made an upward curve, and in a few
seconds was skimming upwards towards the Flagstaff. Despite the wind, it
arrived there in an incredibly short time. Immediately after his flight
another aero, a big one this time, glided to the platform. To this
immediately stepped a body of ten tall, fine-looking young men. The driver
pulled his levers, and the plane glided out on the track of the King. The
Western King, who was noticing, said to the Lord High Admiral, who had
been himself in command of the ship of war, and now stood close behind
him:
“Who are those men, Admiral?”
“The Guard of the Crown Prince, Your Majesty. They are appointed by the
Nation.”
“Tell me, Admiral, have they any special duties?”
“Yes, Your Majesty,” came the answer: “to die, if need be, for the young
Prince!”
“Quite right! That is fine service. But how if any of them should die?”
“Your Majesty, if one of them should die, there are ten thousand eager to
take his place.”
“Fine, fine! It is good to have even one man eager to give his life for duty.
But ten thousand! That is what makes a nation!”
When King Rupert reached the platform by the Flagstaff, the Royal
Standard of the Blue Mountains was hauled up under it. Rupert stood up
and raised his hand. In a second a cannon beside him was fired; then, quick
as thought, others were fired in sequence, as though by one prolonged
lightning-flash. The roar was incessant, but getting less in detonating sound
as the distance and the hills subdued it. But in the general silence which
prevailed round us we could hear the sound as though passing in a distant
circle, till finally the line which had gone northward came back by the
south, stopping at the last gun to south’ard of the Flagstaff.
“What was that wonderful circle?” asked the King of the Lord High
Admiral.

“That, Your Majesty, is the line of the frontier of the Blue Mountains.
Rupert has ten thousand cannon in line.”
“And who fires them? I thought all the army must be here.”
“The women, Your Majesty. They are on frontier duty to-day, so that the
men can come here.”
Just at that moment one of the Crown Prince’s Guards brought to the side of
the King’s aero something like a rubber ball on the end of a string. The
Queen held it out to the baby in her arms, who grabbed at it. The guard
drew back. Pressing that ball must have given some signal, for on the
instant a cannon, elevated to perpendicular, was fired. A shell went straight
up an enormous distance. The shell burst, and sent out both a light so bright
that it could be seen in the daylight, and a red smoke, which might have
been seen from the heights of the Calabrian Mountains over in Italy.
As the shell burst, the King’s aero seemed once more to spring from the
platform out into mid-air, dipped as before, and glided out over the Blue
Mouth with a rapidity which, to look at, took one’s breath away.
As it came, followed by the aero of the Crown Prince’s Guard and a group
of other aeros, the whole mountain-sides seemed to become alive. From
everywhere, right away up to the farthest visible mountain-tops, darted
aeroplanes, till a host of them were rushing with dreadful speed in the wake
of the King. The King turned to Queen Teuta, and evidently said
something, for she beckoned to the Captain of the Crown Prince’s Guard,
who was steering the plane. He swerved away to the right, and instead of
following above the open track between the lines of warships, went high
over the outer line. One of those on board began to drop something, which,
fluttering down, landed on every occasion on the bridge of the ship high
over which they then were.
The Western King said again to the Gospodar Rooke (the Lord High
Admiral):
“It must need some skill to drop a letter with such accuracy.”
With imperturbable face the Admiral replied:

“It is easier to drop bombs, Your Majesty.”
The flight of aeroplanes was a memorable sight. It helped to make history.
Henceforth no nation with an eye for either defence or attack can hope for
success without the mastery of the air.
In the meantime—and after that time, too—God help the nation that attacks
“Balka” or any part of it, so long as Rupert and Teuta live in the hearts of
that people, and bind them into an irresistible unity.
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