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THE UNDYING MONSTER 17

Swanhild remembered the man’s grand-
father had been one of the victims whose
death in the Shaw had been too horrible
for her grandfather to explain or survive.
“You’ll open the wall gate,” she ordered,
settling in the driver’s seat and calling
Alex up beside her. He had it only half
open when she guided the car through.

It bumped, thunderously, over the moat-
bridge, and shot into the avenue.

HE wind lashed Swanhild’s face icily

as she put the car to half speed down
the clear span of avenue. It glided over
the smooth gravel steadily; the splash of
white glare from the lamps slipping along
the ground in front; tree trunks seeming
to scurry past frantically as the light rip-
pled against them in the pitch darkness
that brooded under the roof of meeting
beech branches. The Lodge was marked by
a pink scintillation that was Will’s lantern
and a flicker of twisted ironwork as the
open gates were passed.

Outside, the road curved to the right, be-
side the park railings, ran high and bleak-
ly parallel to the valley, and dipped to the
bridge. So far the wind came to them
straight from the Beacon. The girl strained
her ears for any unusual sound on it. She
heard nothing, but felt the Great Dane
start and stiffen beside her. The great
creature suddenly dropped down on the
cushions, whimpered once, and huddled
against her, shuddering. Swanhild’s brain
crept—Alex, fearless, thoroughbred Alex,
was abjectly frightened, with nothing to
account for it save that the wind was from
the Beacon and animals can sense what
human beings cannot. Then the bridge
was reached, a turn to the left made, and
the car sped along a glimmering ribbon of
highway with the wind no longer from the
Beacon.

Hedges ran to either hand, fluffily black,
dipping to give a glimpse of the rivulet
that ran down from the uplands like a
flash of dull, meandering lightning. Then
came cobbles, rough-cast garden walls to
the right, cottages beyond them peaking,
unlit, up amongst the stars. To the other
hand the misty valley and the uplands be-
yond sloping to the spectral enormity of
the Monstrous Man on the Beacon’s dark
bulk. The village well past the flanks of
the Beacon and another Down-hump
swooped together and then opened to show
the road rippling, ethereally pale, into the
hazy immensity of the Weald.

Swanhild kuew Oliver had gone to
Mansby Place in Lower Dannow village,

round the far curve of the Beacon’s base.
She had clung to one faint hope; that her
brother had merely stayed gossiping with
Goddard Covert unreasonably late. Her
country-bred eyes could make out the
Place, on its hillock, black but for one tiny
glimmer towards the top. Oliver was not
there. Goddard was up, pottering over his
chemicals, but she thanked Heaven the
Place was to windward of the Beacon that
night. Oliver must have gone by the bor-
stal; the sheep track that ran below the
Shaw and through the valley almost to the
Manor Lodge. All this went through her
mind in the moment it took to turn the
car and race back through the gap. A
twist to the right sent it slashing and slic-
ing through frozen grass and dead brack-
en, and so down to the turf-grown Roman
cutting through the valley.

It seemed an eternity while she drove
principally by instinct and memory into
the dull, wet sea of mist in the valley-
trough. The car rushed down into it,
seemed to stand hummingly still in the
smother of it, bumped, and began to climb
in free starlight again, the Beacon rising
in front, to be drawn up on a grass slope
with the fringe of the Shaw not far above
it.

Alex had recovered herself; she sniffed
towards the wood, but showed no uneasi-
ness. The sounds of a wind-tortured
plantation came down full and loud:
boughs beaten together creakily, the rustle
of bushes and bracken, the swish of lashed
grass. A very tornado of dismal noises met
Swanhild when she unshipped a lamp and
stepped towards the outer fringe of trees.
She was hot and cold at the same time,
and calm with sheer dread. The Shaw was
mainly full of pines, firs and beech, that
stretched up funereally, shutting out the
dimly lit sky, save where a birch here and
there let a few stars glimmer down be-
tween bare branches. The noisy, crowded
spaciousness would have been terrifying to
any solitary wanderer not country-bred, to
Swanhild the terror was what might mani-
fest itself at any moment; from the tree-
tops, behind or in front or from the very
earth.

Alex loped in front, with swaying head.
Swanhild called her brother’s name at in-
tervals, steeling herself against the dread
that her voice might bring other hearers
than Oliver. The whole Shaw was like a
dark cave, a cave with endless turnings,
where anything might lurk. Possibly
something that made sane men kill them-
selves after meeting it. Once an indistinct
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sound made her face round, and far away
the other lamp was shining on the car.

A turn hid it, breaking the last link with
the wholesome outer world, and landed her
in a clearing whence several rides
branched.

Someone had been there recently. The
earth was too frost-bound to hold foot-
marks, but crushed grass and snapped fern
told the tale. Alex suddenly ran up the
nearest path to an oak that stood at one
side of another small clearing. She nosed
uneasily something on the ground. It was
a splash of blood, frozen and slightly
opalescent. Swanhild flashed the light
round, and on the side of the tree facing
the open space was a dark mark, splashed
head-high, and at the foot a ghastly hud-
dle of torn flesh.

Swanhild’s heart sucked, but this was not
Oliver. It was the next worse thing, his
dog. A gigantic mastiff; its body looked as
large as a pony as it lay there. One hind
leg had been torn off, the whole body had
been twisted and squeezed to an almost
shapeless mass before being flung against
the tree. Some diabolic force must have
been needed to perform such an atrocity.
Alex, after snuffing mournfully at her dead
kennel friend, led on again, across the
clearing to a curve in the line of trees,
where the lightning-struck ruin of a beech
stood overshadowed by a large pine. At
the pine’s foot the light lit on black curls
prone on the shuffiled brown needles and
cones.

It was Oliver, sprawled over the roots
with his head in a puddle of blood.

ETTING the lamp down, Swanhild turn-
ed him over and propped him against
the pine. His face was covered with blood,
his hair matted with it; a thick silk muf-
fler round his neck was black and soaked
and frozen into folds. All the blood was
congealed; it had ceased to flow some time
before, though whether from cold or be-
cause Oliver had died Swanhild could not
tell. The sleeves of his thick overcoat were
torn to ribbons and his hands and fore-
arms were black and scarlet and frozen
almost stiff. Swanhild could not tell if his
heart showed any sign of life, with the
beating of her own and the noise around
almost deafening her.

She stood up and squared her shoulders.
A thicket of brambles and bracken backed
the trees, it was torn and broken in a way
that indicated a titanic struggle. Nothing
could be done there; alive or dead she must
get her brother home. Suddenly a little

uncertain sound came from the hollow of
the burnt beech. Her scalp crept; she
stepped before Oliver, listening and staring
from the beech to Alex.

The dog lifted and swayed her head un-
certainly, sniffing towards the beech, then
resumed her watch on Oliver. Swanhild
could not see into the tree, a gap to the
ground existed but it was round at the
other side. There were scores of different
sounds on the wind as it poured through
boughs and over the hill edge; she could
not decide if she had been mistaken. At
last: “Come out of that hollow tree or I'll
fire!” she ordered, in a scared voice she
scarcely knew for her own.

There was no answer, and she fired into
the trunk, waist high. Nothing ensued but
a shower of rotten wood. The explosion of
the revolver seemed to blow aside all other
noises for a moment and leave her in a
little clear space of silence. No sound came
from the tree. She would have been satis-
fied but for the dog’s action. Driven by
impulse, almost without conscious volition,
she snatched the lamp and ran to flash it
in the hollow.

She had not cried out over her brother,
but at what the light showed a half-
scream of: “Kate Stringer!” seemed to
ring in her ears without her knowing she
had spoken. The sight was indescribable,
the broken mastiff was nothing to it. And
the worst was that the torn flesh she could
scarcely distinguish from the torn clothing
was still alive.

Nothing to be done there. With strength
born of desperation she thrust Oliver up
the pine-roots until he almost stood, sag-
ging horridly as she propped him, butted a
shoulder under one of his arms, and so
slung him on her back. He was an enor-
mous man, his feet trailed on the ground
and both hands were needed to hold him
by the limp arms she pulled round her
neck. The butt of the revolver, thrust in
the breast of her coat, touched her right
hand as she held him. The lamp must be
left behind; she turned it with one foot so
that the light carried as far as possible
along the way she had come. Summoning
all her strength she started off, bent nearly
double beneath her overwhelming burden.

Alex kept in front of her. The mastiff's
body was within the lamp’s ray; seeing it
she realized afresh what a mark she made,
weighed down and in the dark, for what-
ever had done the night's work. A turn
took her beyond the light and a trailing
bramble caught her round one ankle like
a clutching hand; she jammed Oliver be-
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“I'm all right, Doctor, only sore. I sup-
pose Mrs. Walton’s been cauterizing me.
What of Kate?”

“Young people are tenacious of life.
More I cannot say at present. She can’t be
moved; Mrs. Walton is preparing a room,
Miss Hammand; she did not think it nec-
essary to consult you.” While he talked he
felt Oliver’s pulse and made a quick gen-
eral examination. “We are doing very well.”
He nodded to Swanhild. ‘“Nothing but a
bit of tying-up left for me to do. Miss
Hammand has cauterized you to a turn, it
must have hurt her more than it did you!
There.” He slipped the last safety pin into
position. “Let us hear about {t.”

“It’s soon told.” Oliver leant back against
the pillows, a grotesque figure with his
bandaged arms and neck and the bruise
splashed over the larger part of his fore-
head now the swelling had gone down. “I'd
been to Mansby Place and was taking the
borstal short cut home. When I reached
the Shaw I saw something glimmering in
it and went in to investigate. Thought it
might be some beast setting traps, you
know, Swan. It was Kate—she lives with
her grandfather in the little cottage at the
far end of Lower Dannow, Doctor. She
said the old man had been taken very ill,
and she was going to the Lodge to ask
them to ring you up.”

“Very good: Mrs, Walton has rung up Dr.
Albury and Nurse Black; when they come
we’ll send to old Stringer. You met Kate,
you say—"

“I told her to nip back to the old chap,
and I'd hurry to the Lodge. We’d walked
back on her track nearly as far as the
burnt beech as we talked, then all of a
sudden I felt rotten.” He put his hand to
the bruise again, and hesitated. The Doc-
tor, who had been mixing something in a
glass while he talked, handed it to him. He
drank the contents mechanically. Swanhild
noted the scent of laudanum. “All at once,”
he resumed, “I felt rotten. Not ill, you
know, but simply—oh, putrid! Kate
screamed, it sounded awful in the dark;
and I knew something was coming. Com-
ing on me from all sides at once. My brain
went round. All in the dark but for a bit
of starlight, with my tyke rubbing against
me. And, Swan, the worst of it was I didn’t
feel utterly strange. As sure as I knew it
was the Monster coming I knew I'd been
through it before.”

“Yes, dear,” she assented.

He flared up irritably. “You needn’t talk
as though I were a scared kid or a lunatic,
Swanhild. Only it was queer, it didn’t feel

novel to me. Stars, and pines, and cold,
and the Monster coming. I couldn’t get
away from it, it came from all round and
closed on me like—oh, like the blast from
furnace doors opening all around me. All
round and above, and under me. And the
air from them sweeping right through me.
But it wasn’t hot; only horrible. Horrible.
Then Holder started to whimper, and my
hair fairly rose. He didn’t challenge at all,
just began to whimper. A thoroughbred
whimpering without warning could only
mean something bestial.

“I seemed to know that what was coming
would be the end of me, soul as well as
body. If I didn’t fight it, it would anni-
hilate me. Soul and body. I heard myself
calling to God for help—out loud. That'll
tell you how I felt. Then it closed on me,
Kate screamed somewhere, and Holder
screamed too. He absolutely screamed, I
tell you, Doctor. A mastiff! Then I was
fighting it. Fighting it anyhow, in a dark-
ness that went red. All red dark until a
splash of fire split it up and put it out.
Put the red out and left proper black dark-
ness. That must have been when I pitched
on my head. Then I opened my eyes again
in light, and saw the hall, and saw you,
Swan, and oh, I saw Kate!”

He put his arm over his face and
groaned. ‘“Where's Holder?” he asked, not-
ing Alex, who was standing with her fore-
paws on the bed eyeing him sympatheti-
cally.

“Dead.” Swanhild thought brevity was
best.

Oliver started up. “Holder dead?”

“He died helping you against the Mon-
ster, Oliver. It must have got Kate first,
and you and he must have drawn it away.
Why, it was a death a gallant dog might
pray for!”

“If I hadn’t fought it off it might have
spared him and Kate too. I believe it went
for me first.” His voice was getting indis-
tinct. On the verge of sleep he suddenly
roused. “Why, Swanhild, you're the next!
The only Hammand left, beside me! When-
ever it appears the Monster will complete
its sacrifice—if I die you’ll be the Head!”
He was in a frenzy of horror that over-
powered the opiate temporarily. “Swan.
promise me this: whether I live or die, go
mad or stay sane, you’ll have this in-
vestigated at once.”

“I will, Oliver.”

“You'll get Lodge, or the S.P.R., or that—
that lady the Kynastons had.”

“On my word of honour, Oliver.”

“Blavatsky and Crookes failled over
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He became aware of the cap, and pulled
it off. “I was upset,” he observed, staring
at it.

“You went into the Shaw!”
claimed again.

“It was safe—drizzling by that time.
Swan, my dear, what are we to do?”

His acceptance of the Monster as a fact
was bracing after the doctor’s incredulity.
Very briefly she gave him an account of
her night’s experience. “It didn’t attack
you,” he said, at the end. “But, Oliver;
since he’s alive and sane what do you fear
exactly?”

“That the sacrifice will be completed.
Whenever the Monster has manifested it-
self the life of the Hammand attacked has
paid the penalty, either at its hands or
later on. If Oliver remembers what he
saw in the Shaw he will be sure to—to
do what grandfather did.”

Goddard nodded gravely. “You have an
idea, Swan.”

‘“He may never remember; he may wake
with his memory restored; or he may sud-
denly have it restored later. That’s what
I dread. If it comes directly he wakes I
shall be with him, and Mrs. Walton, and
we can do what we think is right. But we
can’t keep him under observation for the
rest of his life, and if he remembered sud-
denly-—"

She faltered. “I see,” Goddard returned.
“The shock of sudden remembrance might
throw him off his balance. Well?”

“I'm going to try and find out what the
Monster is. If we could do it before he
remembers and explained it quietly to him
the shock would be much lessened.”

“Exactly. How do you purpose to find
out?”

Swanhild indicated the directory. “I've
been looking up the S.P.R. and Miss Bar-
tendale. She’s not in it, though.”

“Miss Bartendale? I seem to remember
the name.”

“Lady Grace Kynaston told me about
her. There was something wrong in the
family last year. Nobody knows just what
it was, but they say the family vault at
Stoke Kynaston Church had to be her-
metically sealed. Miss Bartendale suc-
ceeded when the S.P.R. failed. Unfor-
tunately Lady Grace is abroad now, and
she only mentioned that Miss Bartendale
lives in London. Her name is not in the
boouk, but she may live with her family, so
I've made a list of all the Bartendales in
town; eleven in all.”

“What do you propose to do with that
list?”

she ex-

“Call on al}, if Oliver can be left.”

“It’s rather a tribe to tackle.” Goddard
wrinkled his forehead up as though try-
ing to remember something. “Bartendale,
Bar-ten-dale,” he repeated mumblingly.
Swanhild crossed the room and opened the
window facing north. The wind slashed
in, with some rain on it, they looked over
the dusky country to the Monstrous Man
sprawling in the now overcast sky in what
light came through the cloud gaps, and
the blur beneath him that was the Shaw.

“It’s so grotesque!” the girl broke out.
“Oliver is safe and sane so far, yet if we
cannot find out this mystery that has been
unsolved a thousand years he will go mad
and—"

She could not complete it. Instead she
cried: “I'm a coward, Goddard! A beastly
coward—only Oliver’s all I've got left! The
doctors said he could not live when he was
sent home with Reggie, and I made him
live—and now it might have been better
if I had let him die decently—"

“Hush, Swan, my dear!” Goddard’s
pleasant light tenor was commanding. “It's
the dismal small hours, by daylight you'll
be your plucky old self again, ready to
fight for old Oliver once more—"

“How can we fight it? This incredible
unseen thing—"

“Steady, dear!” It was a crooning pro-
test, like a woman’s way with another
woman. Briskly he went on: “It reminds
me of a couple of years ago. Stuck in a
trench dug in packed nastiness, with no
way of reckoning when, how, or from
where annihilation might descend on you.
The only way to be any good was to keep
quiet and alert—and not look too far
ahead. At present we will look no further
than the prospect of the impending Witch-
Hunt. And, Swanhild, it wasn’t true, wasn’t
absolutely nice, was it?—saying Oliver’s
all you’ve got left? I thought we under-
stood one another ages ago.”

He looked good-humoured reproach
down into her eyes. It seemed to her, in
that little pause after hours of frantic
hurry, that the world stood still for a mo-
ment and there was nothing alive in the
universe save the two of them, man and
woman, in the hushed room with wind-
swept dark outside stretching to Infinity’s
measureless void.

“It just shows how you love old Oliver,”
Goddard said, tenderly. He took her in
his arms, kissed her very gently and held
her close a minute. It was almost as
Oliver had done on the night when the
elder brother died and he became the only
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Hesse Square Is one of the cluster of
aristocratically named streets, aggressively
redolent of when they were not mainly
devoted to the boarding business, in the
southwest corner of Brighton. A haunt of
hushed dullness on sunshiny days; deadly
in the winter dawn as the car drew up
between the funereal trees of the central
enclosure and the light-spattered cliff that
was Hesse House. “Jove, just the place for
a witch!” said Goddard.

Swanhild had barely stepped to the pave-
ment when the door opened and a little
woman and big dog came down the steps.
“Miss Hamimand?” said the voice that had
come over the telephone, and the owner
stopped and held out a hand. The ad-
vantage of the steps brought her face level
with Swanhild’s. And it was a very charm-
ing face.

Her pretty hair was of that fine pale
golden tint that so rarely survives child-
hood, and her features were so delicate
that only eycbrows much darker than her
hair and the pronounced cheekbones and
high bridged nose saved the ensemble from
dollishness. Her skin was creamy, touched
with pink on either cheek and with «
sharp-cut splash of red at the lips, her
daintily rounded chin had a deep dimple
in it, and she kept her lids habitually
drooped so that her eyes flickered darkly
behind a screen of golden lashes. She was
slightly bullt, carried herself very upright,
and was muffled in a voluminous coat of
the heavy woollen stuff humane women
wear in place of furs.

Swanhild took it all in in the moment it
took her to stammer: “Miss Bartendale?
The White Witch?”

“The Supersensitive,” the other cor-
rected. The hard red lips curved in a
smile. “I'm older than I look,” she supple-
mented, answering the girl's thought. “I

am so thankful I don't ‘look my job.'”

She canted her head to look at Swanhild
fairly, and raised her lids. It was like an
electric shock. Swanhild stared into blue-
grey eyes of a lightness that seemecd al-
most transparent, like ice in shade, dia-
mond-bright, and so scarching that she
instinctively felt glad she had nothing on
ler conscience to conceal. The lids drooped
again, and: “You'll take my word I'm It—
myself?” Luna Bartendale sz2id. Then,
looking at Goddard: “Mr. Covert, to whom
I owe the chance of inspecting the Shaw
at once? We'll take the introductions as
accomplished, and you’ll drive, please,
while Miss Hammand posts me in neces-
sary details. I see my dog approves you
both. That’ll do, Snith, thanks. Pray don't
forget the wire to my aunt.”

She settled herseif comfortably beside
Swanhild with her feet on the dog; a crea-
ture of indeterminate breed with touches
of Dalmatian and bloodhound; and took a
little leather bag from the maid who had
followed her. In a minute the car was on
its way again.

ISS BARTENDALE nestled in her cor-

ner and smiled at Swanhild. “You've
got an idée fize that I can help you, and
now you've caught me you are bewildered
with relief,” she observed, casually.

Swanhild stammered: “I wasn't sure
you'd come—and at this hour—"

“Bless you, I'm used to being rung up at
unseemly times. I was quite relieved when
you rang me up; I'd just finished break-
fast, and breakfast alone by gaslight is
about as ghastly as champagne in daylight.
Now, please tell me your brother’s account
of what happened in the Shaw.”

Swanhild repeated 1it, as they sped
through the misty dullness, “Ve-ry curi-
ous,” sald the Super-sensitive. Swanhild
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“This girl—Kate Stringer. 8he has sur-
vived.”

“The doctors don’'t think she will last
long.”

“There’s a rhyme about the Monster.
Please let me hear {t.”

Swanhild repeated it. ‘“Curious,” com-
mented Luna. “‘While the Monster is
alive, Hammand’s race shall live and
thrive." It suggests that the thing is a
Luck as well as a Bane. That brings us
to the legends that account for it. You
will know that a number of stories are in
circulation that never find their way into
print owing to our excellent law of libel.
One is that a Hammand’s life must be
sacrificed every now and then to keep that
Monster alive?”

Swanhild frowned and nodded curtly.
Luna went on. “It is said that Dannow con-
tains a hidden room whose situation and
contents are only revealed to the heir pre-
sumptive, under seal of secrecy, on his
twenty-first birthday; and it is averred
that the secret contained in it is so fearful
that no one has every betrayed it.”

WANHILD seemed inclined to interrupt,

the Supersensitive held up a checking
hand. “I’'m stating it badly. One popular
tradition is that the first Hammand made
a compact with the devil, selling his own
soul on condition that his heirs should
hold Dannow till the Day of Judgment,
and that he should live that time to see
the bargain carried out. He therefore still
lives in the secret room, and at intervals
issues forth to make the sacrifice of a
human life in order to prolong his own.
In short, the Undying Monster is your first
ancestor, who perpetuates his unholy exis-
tence by swallowing the blood of at least
one live human being. And one of the vic-
tims at least must be a Hammand.”

“Yes, that’s the most popular tale,”
Swanhild agreed. “It is also said that this
thousand-year-old ancestor of mine has
grown so incredibly revolting in appear-
ance that the mere memory of it makes
anyone he doesn’'t kill commit suicide
later. But I can tell you one thing for cer-
tain, Miss Bartendale, there’s no real
secret room at all. I've often been in the
room in question myself.”

“There’s another tale—that every now
and then a creature half-human and half-
animal is born in the line and kept hidden
away somewhere in the Manor till it dies.
A creature which occasionally gets loose
with sinister results to whomever it
meets—"

Swanhild interrupted hotly. “As a mem-
ber of the family—"

“My dear girl, these tales were merely
invented to titillate the love of nastiness
ingrained in the common herd, before a
too-free press arose to cater to it daily.
Still, traditions exist. Isn’t there another
one?”

“The worst!” Swanhild exclaimed indig-
nantly. “That we Hammands have a vam-
pire strain in us, and if one of us is killed
prematurely he—or she—will turn vam-
pire and come back to Dannow, and—"

She stopped, shivering with indignation.

“Well?” Luna prompted.

“People will say it was Reggie!” Swan-
hild broke out wretchedly. “My elder
brother—who—who died three months
ago.”

“Three months ago! The delay—"

“This is the first frost since he went
west. And it is only in frost and starlight
they can appear. You may not believe me,
Miss Bartendale, but in our district people
will say it. Why, after grandfather’s death
it was said it was his young daughter who
—who Kkilled the keeper and lady. She had
been killed out hunting the autumn be-
fore. They say it accounted for grand-
father’s refusal to state what he saw, and
for his hair going white, and his suicide.”

Miss Bartendale lifted her eyebrows
gently. In the overcast morning light her
eyes were suddenly all pupil, like a white
cat’s in twilight. “I have a fairly exten-
sive knowledge of what people can be-
lieve,” she replied sedately. “In my native
Ribblesdale an animal is still drowned in
the river every seventh year to placate a
ghost named Peg O’Neil. Of course this
nonsense will worry your brother.”

“Oliver broods over things so,” ex-
claimed Swanhild. “You see, our father
died early in the war, mother didn’t sur-
vive him long, and both the brothers were
sent home last year, and the doctors said
neither could live. Reggie went this sum-
mer, but I simply could not let Oliver go.
He was quite well and strong by now—and
I wish I had not saved him—for this!”

“Hush, my dear girl!” Luna’s voice was
gentle. “We’re all in the same boat now.
An aunt is the only blood relative the last
few years have left me.”

“Oh,” said Swanhild, ashamed. Drop-
ping her voice she whispered: “And
there’s Goddard, Mr. Covert, he’s all alone.
I don’'t know why I let myself go like this
—to a stranger!” she wound up.

“Because I have come to try and help
you, and you trust me, and I must know
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everything about you if I am to be of use,”
Luna made prompt reply. “Now, does the
Monster invariably manifest itself in this
Shaw?”

Swanhild was herself again, and replied
quietly: “No; there are two heart-brasses
in our church, to Cliver Hammand, the
Anchorite’s father, and his daughter. They
were killed by it when on pilgrimage to
Rocamadour. Godfrey was there when
they met it, but survived and turned An-
chorite, as I told you.”

“It is very curious and unusual, the con-
nection between the Monster and frosty
weather.”

“It’s described in another rhyme,” said
Swanhild.

“‘Where grow pines and firs amain,
Under stars, sans heat or rain,
Chief of Hammand, ’ware thy Bane!

“Meaning that the Monster can only at-
tack the head of the family on frosty
nights near pines and firs.”

“In short, the thing’s a sort of curse
attached to the owmership of the place?
Does it only appear out of doors, then?”

“Once it manifested itself in the house,
to Sir Magnus the Warlock, the Anchor-
ite’s grandson.”

“Eh? I seem to remember the name.
Isn’t Magnus Hammand the Warlock the
hero of a fairly presentable tradition?”

“He practiced black art in the hidden
room, which has pines outside the window.
The tale is that he raised the Monster to
help him with his studies, and it got out
of his control and killed his little son in
the hidden room.”

Luna seemed to wake and prick her
ears.

“A widespread tale,” she commented.
“It is also related, with differences, in con-
nection with St. Dunstan and Friar Bacon.
What became of the Warlock?”

“Oh, his wife saw the Monster kill and
eat the child, and died of shock on the
spot, and he committed suicide from hor-
ror.”

“And to what extent did he practise
black art?”

“Some say he sold his soul to Satan, and
used to hold black masses in the hidden
room, and sacrifice children. Oh, all sorts
of utterly odious stuff! That he fed the
Monster with live babies is the least dis-
gusting. His ghost that helps other dead
Hammands to become vampires; others
that the Monster lives on in the hidden
room.”

HE Supersensitive seemed to fall into

reverie, fingering the dimple on her
chin absently. “The main point is: how-
ever they vary, all traditions agree in con-
necting the Monster equally with the
place and the family. Now what’s at the
bottom of it all? There’s no smoke with-
out fire, and few legends without a sub-
structure of truth. You have mentioned a
secret room, Miss Hammand.”

Swanhild almaost laughed. “You shall see
the hidden room. We only keep it to our-
selves because we don’t want people
tramping all over it and disturbing the
things.”

“What things?”

“The books and crockery the Warlock
left there. It was his laboratory, and
when he died he said the secret of the
Monster would be found in it.”

At this Luna opened her eyes wide. “He
said that four centuries ago, and the
secret has not been found out yet? Am I
to understand the room has been kept as
he left it four hundred years?”

‘“Yes, except when Cromwell’s men went
over the house and stole or broke a lot of
things. They may have removed or de-
stroyed the clue; Madame Blavatsky and
Sir William Crookes thought so. They
were called in after grandfather’s death.”

“Yet you hope I may be more success-
ful?”

“Knowledge has advanced since then?”
Swanhild said it tentatively.

“It has,” returned Luna with emphasis.
“Blavatsky was a Sensitive, but I'm a
Supersensitive.”

“What does that mean?” asked Swan-
hild.

“That in the Shaw I may be able to
trace the way the Monster came and went,
by means of my cultivated Sixth Sense.”

“What is that Sixth Sense?”

“One you've got yourself, dear girl.”

“How do you know?”

“Because every normally decent person
has it. You sometimes distrust people in-
tensely, without concrete reason, don't
you—and afterwards find out they are
undersirables?”

“That’s only instinct.”

“It’s the sense of harmony in life. The
normal rhythm of existence comprehends
all that is true, kindly, and cleanly. Any-
thing that errs against that rule, be it
mental, moral or physical, jars on the
rhythm, causes a break in the harmony
which is perceived by the Sixth Sense.
Bad thoughts, a sensual nature, a body to'
which death has come by violence; all
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lych gate stepped out of the fog to meet
them. They left the dogs in charge of the
car and climbed the gravestone-flagged
path to the porch. Dannow church stands
on a wooded knoll in the middle of a hol-
low in a maze of sunk lanes, half a mile
away from any habitations save a small
farm and two cottages; a not uncommon
circumstance in the county where:

“Little, lost, Down Churches praise
The Lord Who made the hills.”

There is a tinge of deceit about many
small Sussex churches. With them a front-
age of Churchwarden Gothic may enshrine
an interior of Saxon stonework or Norman
wall paintings, and Dannow’s outer eleva-
tion of a flintwork barn hides an infinite
richness of English art in the shape of the
Hammand monuments. On that dark day
the little place was in deep twilight, Swan-
hild flashed her torch round and Luna
watched, gravely silent, while the memo-
rials of the girl’s forebears heaved into the
light and sank back into shade. The nearly
shapeless Crusader in his niche, brasses
on floor and walls, the marble faces of the
Warlock and his lady set in a glory of
fretted stone and gilt blazonry. Also the
little altar, and the copy of James Clarke’s
picture, and the column of names and
fresh laurel wreath beside it.

She said nothing, but her eyes were
again what they had been in the Shaw;
blank, yet living globes of sombre tourma-
line; as she paced round part of the build-
ing, only pausing to cross herself before
the altar. “I thought these psychic people
were all Agnostics or Jezreelites or some-
thing,” Oliver whispered, surprised.

“Hush,” returned Swanhild. “It’s under-
bred to whisper—in church too. Besides,
she’ll hear you.”

Luna took no notice of them as she ex-
amined with eyes and fingers the rubbed
figure on which the Crusader’s feet rested.
Finally she spoke, her voice respectfully
lowered. “It’s sadly defaced,” she said.
“But it has animal paws—round paws.”

“Well?” asked Swanhild.

“Doesn’t it strike you as strange? It’s
ve-ry curious.” She stopped and stared
musingly from Sir Oliver Hammand the
Crusader to the modest brass plate on the
wall above him which stated that Reginald
Hammand, Late of This Parish, died at
Jerusalem, 1918, “We will see if the Ancho-
rite brass sheds any light on these paws,”
she said at last.

It was in the floor of the nave. Goddard

rolled up the matting and displayed a
great sheet of metal incised with the figure
of a man in monastic garb, a nondescript
beast under his feet and a battered in-
scription below it. The beast’s head was
vaguely doglike, with long nose and
pricked-up ears, the body slim in the waist,
and the tail snaky and ending in what
might have been either a tuft of hair or
the conventional barb that ends a con-
ventional devil’s tail. Luna went on her
knees to trace every line of it.

“It might be meant for anything on four
feet,” she commented, getting up and
studying it with her head on one side.
“Monumental natural history is of a go-
as-you-please nature, and people have al-
ways bred the dog into outré shapes, but
that’s no canine tail. And those paws—
It’s inexplicable.”

She crossed to the Warlock’s tomb. There
was that about the blank concentration of
her eyes that made the others refrain from
questions, though all three glanced at the
brass animal’s paws as they followed her.
Commonplace, doglike paws, after a brass-
engraver’s stock pattern. Swanhild ran her
light along the rigid figures of the War-
lock and his wife, stiff garments, set faces,
and hands pointed in prayer four cen-
turies.

“No animal at their feet,” observed Luna.
Swanhild directed the light to the only
other figure on the tomb. It was at the
side, a small child, shrouded and resting
on a skull.

“That, according to the village, is one
of the kids he sacrificed to Satan or else
fed to the Monster,” Oliver remarked. “Of
course it’s really one of their own that died
young. Really, you mustn't do that, Miss
Bartendale!” he protested, horrified, as she
went on her knees to examine the pave-
ment where the base of the tomb rested.
“Let me—"

She smiled up at him. “Thanks, I must
do it myself. I'm looking for a possible
crack leading to the vault beneath.”

“My hat!” he exclaimed. “Do you be-
lieve that yarn about the old blighter’s
spook coming out at night?”

“I'm testing every tradition, searching
every Dimension.” She sat back on her
heels and got out the rod. ‘“There’s one
small chink under the skull—"

ALANCING the rod, she laid her face
against the skull. “The cheekbone is
very sensitive,” she explained. Her eyes
were blank, but the rod made no move-
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“Fourth Dimensional?” Swanhild
prompted.

“Oh, no, my dear girl. More like Three
and a Half Dimensional. It can’t be full
Fourth, or the dogs would notice it.”

The animals had settled themselves
placidly under the table. “My dog didn’t
notice anything coming in the Shaw before
I did,” Oliver put in nervously. “You’d
better go back—"

HE started to pace around the room,
taking the torch, for the lamp Goddard
had put on the table lit the walls but
dimly. “I am safe from danger in any
dimension, through my knowledge,” she
said, but he followed her, obviously ready
to put himself between her and any dan-
ger. The room was solid stonework, walls
and floor of large blocks, ceiling of narrow
ones laid on oaken rafters. Two large oil-
heaters, incongruously new and shiny, ex-
plained why, for all its nearness to the
moat, the place was fairly free from damp;
only the wall opposite the stairs was
smeared with fine moss round the iron-
bound oak shutters. These Goddard
opened, letting in a gush of cold fresh air
through a grating of twisted ironwork.

They looked through this up an oblique
shaft; smoke blackened, to another grating
and a glimpse of pines and grey sky seen
dully in mist. The ceiling and upper part
of the walls were also darkened with
smoke, evidently the product of a brick
furnace that was erected against the wall
between stairs and grating.

On the table lay four great leather bound
books, a little mildewed. About a dozen
jars and bowls of red earthenware; some
fire-blackened, stood beside the furnace, on
the floor, together with a scattered pile of
smashed glass and potsherds drifted with
dust and cobwebs. At the other side of the
furnace were laid out several chunks of
stone, the fragments of a single broken
block, all drifted up with dust also. After
looking closely at everything Luna opened
her bag and took out the rod again.

“There’s something wrong here,” she re-
peated. “Is there any hiding place—in the
thickness of the walls, for instance?”

“It’s been proved over and over that not
an inch of the walls or floor or ceiling
sounds hollow,” returned Swanhild.

Luna stared around under level brows.
“The Roundheads must have destroyed
the clue—yet I feel something. What’s that
broken stone?”

“It’s inscribed with the rhyme I told
you about the pines and bane. Somebody

must have smashed it while getting it out
of the wall—you can see the hole there—
under the impression that the secret might
be hidden behind it.”

Now Luna balanced the rod between
her palms, and at once the third limb rose
to the horizontal. With her eyes at their
widest and blackest she began a tour of
the room, the rod rising and falling again
as she approached and passed the furnace.
When she rested a wrist on the brickwork
the twig turned over languidly. “Puzzling,
very puzzling,” she commented to herself,
“Indications, but faint and insufficient.”

Moving on to the jars she placed a foot
on each in turn. At the fifth the rod ro-
tated briskly. It was a big jar with a cover,
like a bread crock. Swanhild ran and re-
moved the cover, revealing a layer of dust
under the brim. Goddard elbowed her
aside gently and paddled in it with his
fingers. “A hard, level surface,” he re-
ported. “Excuse my shoving, Swan, but
where I was raised men are supposed to
attend to unclean jobs.”

He scooped the dust aside, and felt the
surface beneath with his nails. “A solid
mass, like hardened sand and salt.”

“Smash it,” said Oliver, dribbling a lump
of stone from the broken inscription across
the floor with his feet. “Oh, I say!” he
added suddenly, “I hope it isn’t any old
Isabella-and-the-pot-of-basil stunt! If it
is, salt’s just the thing—”

“There’s no room for a head in it,”
Swanhild returned. Goddard took the
stone and soon the crock and its contents
lay in a scattered heap of shards and pow-
der and lumps of unclean crystals. “There’s
nothing but filthy sand and salt,” he re-
ported, after flattening it all out with the
stone.

Luna put the toe of one shoe on the
mass, and again the rod moved. “There’s
something amiss with it, but not powerful
enough to account for my feeling. We’ll
leave it for the time.”

HE walked past the stairs to the third
wall. At once the rod began to turn
over rapidly. She drew in a quick breath
and ran one finger lightly up and down the
wall. The pace of the rod increased as her
hands went upwards, slackened when they
were as far up as she could reach, and
when she brought them down level with
her shoulders it whirled at a tremendous
pace and leapt out of her hold. The little
tap of it on the floor made the others
realize the tense silence in which they
had been watching.









42 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

of journalistic misinformation. The func-
tion of the Hand of Glory is to reveal
hidden treasure; also, while the candles on
it burn, anyone who is on guard is sup-
posed to be paralyzed.”

“Then can it have any connection with
the Monster?” asked Swanhild.

“Heaven knows. Perhaps the other par-
cel may shed light on the matter. Pray
open it, Mr. Covert.”

Goddard took up the second bundle.
“Bigger and heavier. If it’s even beastlier
don’'t say I didn’t warn you, ladies,” he
said, and jerked out the contents beside
the hand. They were all keyed up in ex-
pectation of a further horror; it was al-
most a shock when a green and golden
thing of beauty clattered out. The upper
part of a sword, a golden hilt, a hand’s
length of bronze, green with verdigris,
below it, and two flat ribbons of verdigrised
bronze curling from the pommel, like a
crossguard in the wrong place. For the
first time that day Luna’s expression was
one of surprise. She came over and picked
up the object to examine it closely.

“What's it?” asked Oliver, flatly. “An-
other obscenity?”
She gently shook her head. “Without

doubt your Warlock ancestor made the
hand for his own unlawful uses. But this
is past my comprehension. How, when,
where and why he secured it and hid it
with the hand is a puzzle. Particularly as
there is nothing objectionable about it.
That is centred in the hand. Perhaps the
runes may have something to do with this
treasuring it.”

She handed it to Swanhild and indicated
the golden part. This consisted of two
plates riveted on the bronze foundation;
they were much worn, but rude figures
could be discerned in low relief on both.
“Runic writing,” she said.

“What does it say?” demanded Swan-
hild.

“Nobody alive can read runes offhand,
and I cannot read them at all. They may
contain some hallowed spell; ancient
northern tradition abounds with tales of
broadswords with runic charms on them.”

“Then this is ancient? Older than the
Warlock's time?”

“If genuine it was about two thousand
years old before your Tudor ancestor lived.
These ‘Antennae hilted’ swords belong to
the Later Bronze Age, which ended about
700 B.C. The gold plates may be a later
addition, but this blade was most likely
made when Rome was one row of mud huts
and the Ten Tribes were still unlost.”

LIVER stared at her with eyes that

could open no wider. “Do you mean
that the Monster, the thing that mauled
me and tore the flesh right off poor Kate
last night, is something that came from
the north in the Bronze Age?”

“We don't know if these discoveries have
anything to do with the Monster at all.
Only it is significant that this is Northern
because Northern demonology and necro-
mancy have been strangely neglected in
these days of occultism, occultism every-
where. Some dreadful thing begotten of
Northern gloom and frost, and—" She
checked herself. “I confess I am at sea
for the time.”

“You have already found out more than
anyone else has in four hundred years,” he
consoled heartily.

“I’'ve only lit on disconnected data that
make the matter more confusing than it
was at the start. However, I don't de-
spair. In one case I handled the trouble
happened to a colonial soldier during the
war, I traced its origin to the fourteenth
century, and found the remedy in America.
Fact, I assure you. Your Monster has been
in evidence a thousand years at least; such
incredibly powerful and persistent mani-
festations may well have thousands of
years of growth behind them. Now, let us
turn to the Warlock’s statement that the
secret of the Monster was to be found in
this room. Why did he content himself
with this vague declaration? If the hand
and hilt were what he meant, why did he
not specify their location? If they are not
connected with it, why did he say anything
at all?”

“Something else may be hidden here,”
Swanhild suggested.

“Impossible,” Luna declared. “The nand,
and the jar and furnace used in preparing
it, are the only abnormalities in the place.”

“You called them Three and a Half
Dimensional,” the girl persisted. “What if
the Warlock’s secret is Fourth Dimen-
sional?”

“Fourth? What’s commonly known as a
spirit? I should at once detect its presence,
and so would the dogs.”

“What if it’s Fifth Dimensional?” de-
manded Swanhild, looking her straight in
the eyes.

A little frown drew down Luna’s brows
ever so slightly, but she returned smoothly:
“At present I do not care to advance a
positive opinion on the possible connection
of a Fifth Dimensional influence with this
room.”

Under her direction they probed and
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pried, sounded every stone, and raked out
the broken glass and pottery. Finally they
took a book each and went over every page
in search of marginal notes, pin pricks
or dotted letters that might point to a
cipher message. The search was without
result, Luna finished her volume first and
went roaming about while the other three
still pored over their task. When Swan-
hild finally closed the Desir Desire she was
engaged in scraping the dirt out of the
sunk letters on the broken stone.

“I can let you have a good photo, taken
when the lettering was cleaned up for the
purpose,” said Swanhild. “It’s only the
rhyme I repeated about the Monster and
frost and pines.”

“It’s ve-ry curious,” rejoined Luna. “It
must be older than the Warlock’s time, as
the hole it came from is as black as the
wall around it. I understand the furnace
hasn’t been lit since he left it in 1526?
Then he left the broken block lying about
all the years he was at work there?”

“Oh, no. The pieces were used to build
part of the furnace. Look, there are the
clean holes they were taken from after-
wards.”

“I meant to ask about those holes. Then
he didn’t understand the meaning of the
rhyme. He simply found a broken stone
hanging about and used it. He saw noth-
ing interesting in the words.”

“They are very simple. Only a plain
warning.”

“My dear girl, there’s nothing that
rouses my suspicions like an apparently
simple article over which anybody has
made a mystery. That the Warlock saw
nothing more about these lines than Peter
Bell did about a primrose by the river’s
brim is evident; the puzzle is this: Why
were these simple lines ever carved here?”

Swanhild eyed the broken block gravely.
“I never thought of that. Have you got a
theory, Miss Bartendale?”

“No. At present I'm suffering from an
overplus of data. Yet every detail, from
the Bronze Age sword to the Warlock’s
easy utilising of this block, may have
some bearing on the matter. We have
heard of such things as jigsaw puzzles. I
see the men are shutting their tomes
simultaneously. What luck, gentlemen?”

“The old perisher didn’t add marking
valuable books to his other crimes,” Oliver
answered.

“Apparently. This was only a cursory
inspection; if necessary I shall go through
all four later. Just now we have done all
we can here, and it’s getting a bit chilly.

I understand nothing had to be moved
from the room, Mr. Hammand?”

“You may do as you like, of course. Only
you surely don’t want to take that away?”
Oliver indicated the hand.

“The fates forbid! I shouldn’t like to
touch it with a hop pole. I merely wish to
submit the inscription to an authority on
runic lore I know.”

“Would it be safe for you to take it?”

“I've told you the evil influence is
centred in the hand and where it was
prepared. Look”—she took up the sword
—*“I could not handle this bonny bit of
metal work if it were not wholesome.”

“Then we’ll pack it for you. What of the
hand?”

“Put it back in its place and I'll make
it safe.”

EN Goddard had replaced the slid-
ing stone she plastered the joint be-
tween it and the wall all around with
some malleable white stuff and dried herb
which she produced from the bag and
kneaded together. “Evil powers are not
supposed to get past garlic and purified
beeswax,” she explained.

Then smiling at their blank looks, she
supplemented: “I don’t say I believe in
this kind of hocus pocus, but there’s no
harm in taking precautions.”

Then they went up again. After the
hidden room it was refreshing to have the
bubble of the spring at their feet and to
see the light glint on moss-slimed walls
and crawling black water. Oliver drew a
deep breath and shivered. “Even a water
logged cellar feels sweet to stickiness after
the abode of our friend the hand!” said
Goddard. :

Oliver was very grave. “I didn’t notice
it at the time, either because it came on
gradually, or with the excitement of find-
ing the things, but I now realise how
beastly it was in the room. Yet it wasn’t
stuffy. What do you think, Swan?”

“The hand was ghastly, Oliver. Other-
wise I didn’t notice anything queer.”

“I didn’t mind the hand.” He frowned
thoughtfully. “Still, there was a putrid
feeling—as though the air was full of
something I half recognised. Full of—
of—"

“Black butterflies ridden by blue
devils?” suggested Goddard, gaily. “We’ve
had our fill of nastiness this morning,
Oliver. Don’t get silly ideas into that
cracked headpiece of yours.”

Luna gave the speaker an approving
glance, but Oliver turned on him indig=
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cestor, the sword, even the northern trees
—pine and fir—that are to be avoided. We
have learnt something this morning.”

She leaned back in her chair and added
in a different tone: ‘“As a Bachelor of
Medicine I ought to know better than to
read by firelight! It’s two o’clock; don’t
I hear a gong somewhere? While my con-
scious mind is attending to lunch its sub-
conscious mate will sift the facts we have
gathered and compare them with others
stored in my memory, and later I may be
able to shed some light on the initiatory
ritual of the hidden room.”

“The—what?” asked Oliver, but she got
up, slipped her arm in Swanhild’s, and an-
swered lightly.

“Here ends the morning’s work. Talking
shop at mealtimes is the unforgivable sin.
At least that’s one of the maxims on which
I have been brought up.”

“Hear, hear!” assented Goddard. “A mis-
demeanour has to be pretty poisonous to
outrage Nature and good manners concur-
rently.” To Swanhild he whispered: “What-
ever that little woman may be in the occult
line, she understands managing men who
want it. You've noted, haven’t you, how
admirably she pulls up old Oliver when-
ever he starts to try and recollect?”

VER were the two sides of a normal

personality kept more strictly separate
than in Luna Bartendale. The slight aloof-
ness that had seemed to enfold her like a
veil when she worked, vanished at will and
left her nothing but her unprofessional
self: the prettiest and most debonair little
woman that ever made other women like
her as easily as men did.

Throughout lunch she confined the talk
to light topics. In a short time the Ham-
mands felt as though they had known her
for years, and Swanhild noted that Oliver
was brighter than he had been since 1914.
Only when the coffee and cigarette stage
was prolonging itself unduly, Luna looked
at her watch, and switched back to busi-
ness.

“We will have another look at the docu-
ments,” she announced, in the voice that
went with the divining rod.

“Don’t be in an indecent hurry,” Oliver
urged. “After a couple of hours’ rest—"

“In a couple of hours I must be on the
way to Hassocks,” she returned, and led
the way back to the Holbein room. There
she spread the mss. and photograph out
on the table. “Now we will have my sub-
conscious mind’s reconstruction of the
family history. The Monster came into the

line with Magnus the Dane, and its nature
was known to the family until the year
1456—"

“The year 1456?” Swanhild repeated.

“These are my conclusions; you shall
hear the reasons later. The secret, as I
said, was lost in the year 1456, when the
initiatory ritual of the hidden room was
discontinued. Many years later the secret
was rediscovered by Magnus the Warlock,
apparently as a result of his necromantic
studies, with terrible consequences. Since
then the Monster has manifested itself at
irregular intervals, but no one has ever
been able to explain what it is. Now for
the ritual.”

She took up the photograph. “Look at
this. It explains the story: repeated in
books and magazine articles to this day, of
the heir of the manor being initiated into
some secret in the hidden room. You have
assured me it is not done, but evidently
it was done—up to 1456. This inscription
was hacked by someone unused to such a
task. Not scratched casually, but the la-
bour of many hours. Now why was not a
proper workman employed?”

“Because there was something in the
room at that time, that could not be con-
cealed from anyone who entered it?” sug-
gested Oliver.

“Precisely. But the rhyme is a simple
thing. Why was it not carved by a pro-
fessional and the block then inserted in the
wall?”

“The block was in the wall already?”

“No. It is Sussex marble, easier to carve
than the harder stone of which the room
is built. It was specially inserted by those
who were allowed to know the room'’s
secret. This implies that the rhyme—
though it is public property now—was con-
sidered unfit for general circulation—when
the clue to its exact meaning was known.”

“The meaning seems so plain,” said
Oliver.

“Seems, seems!” she returned. “Language
is so wonderful! So far we make out that

each successive heir was taken into the

room when he was of age, and made to
learn the lines: after their occult meaning
had been explained to him.”

“How did the knowledge disappear, then,
in the year you specified ?”” asked Swanhild.

“Because, as I gather, the family was
practically wiped out, as regards the male
members, at the battle of Blore Heath in’
1456. The owner of Dannow was Kkilled
there, and the only male Hammand left
was Magnus; the Warlock-to-be; who was
only born in the previous year. Don’t you
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see? All the holders of the secret died at
once.”

“Oh!” Oliver nodded emphatically. “The
Yorkists sacked the place, too; they must
have destroyed all clues to the secret. It
was always said they broke up the inscrip-
tion.”

“Exactly. The secret lapsed utterly, until
Magnus, many years after, rediscovered it.
That is, he found out part of it. He ‘raised’
the Monster after it had been at rest or
bound over a century, but did not know
how to control it; a matter that was prob-
ably taught by the ritual.”

66 A LL that sounds logical,” said God-

dard, glancing down the parchment
and then at the second one which con-
tinued the genealogy to “Oliver, born 1893.”
“Only; look at this, Miss Bartendale. From
the first Magnus, about 830, to the An-
chorite, 1392, is 562 years, and in that time
the Monster appeared eighteen times. From
the Warlock, 1526, to this year is nearly
three hundred years, but it has only ap-
peared seven times. Three cases and more
to a century while the ritual was known,
barely two to the same time when it was
forgotten. Yet you hold the ritual was of
a protective nature. What do you make of
that?”

She met the glance of his searching
brown eyes without a change in her own.
“That possibly the ritual, instead of being a
guard, ensured the supplying of the Mon-
ster with frequent victims, of course.”

Oliver gave an exclamation of disgusted

horror. “Miss Bartendale! That's too
beastly! The tale of the human sacri-
fices—"

“I don’t credit that wholly: though you
must remember sacrifice is never beastly if
it is voluntary.”

“But those people who were killed didn’t
die voluntarily—"

“I am merely pointing out data; not ad-
vancing any theory at this early stage.”
She lapsed into a fit of musing, turning
the photograph about with one hand while
the other toyed with the dimple on her
chin. Oliver, sitting opposite her, mused
also. He could not decide which was most
to be envied; the lucky fingers that might
caress the dimple, or the happy dimple
that might be caressed by the fingers. At
last she had to look up, compelled by his
steady gaze.

“The first two lines are complete: ‘Where
grow pines and firs amain, Under stars
sans heat or rain’— The third begins with
a gap in the stone. Your version of the

missing link, Miss Hammand, was—?”

« ‘Chief of‘} ”»

“‘Chief of Hammand, 'ware thy Bane.
Really, you know, it doesn’t sound abso-
lutely it, with the dot and cross! ‘Chief of
Hammands’ might be better, though still
feeble.”

“The exigencies of metrical composition
may have compelled the author to jolly
with the sense,” suggested Goddard.

“Not very likely. In medieval rhymes
when it was a question of sacrificing sense
or scansion, scansion went. One word is
lost, that is certain, and the accepted re-
storation does not make too much sense.”

“The first letter is a C,” he pointed out.
“Half of it is left.”

“The upper half of a rounded letter. It
might be O or Q, G or S, as well as C.”

“Does it matter?”

“It might and it might not. Also the re-
mains of the last letter cannot be con-
nected with F at all. This is a home-made
travesty of Lombardic lettering, and a
horizontal line at the bottom of a letter
can only belong to Z or L.” She began to
measure the lines with a pencil. “More-
over, the letters are evenly spaced, in spite
of their uncouth formation, and each word
is divided from the other by two dots,
which occupy the same space as a letter.
‘Chief of contains seven letters——seven
spaces—the necessary division marks for
two words bring it up to nine spaces. But
from the initial of ‘Hammand’ to the be-
ginning of the line there’s only room for
seven spaces, including the double dot that
remains in situ. It appears that instead of
‘Chief of Haommand’ we have—"

She jotted on a piece of paper:

“?2????7?: Hammand:”

GOrTHIS is like a weekly paper puzzle,”
said Goddard.

“You have proved that ‘Chief of’ can't
be the opening of the third line, Miss Bar-
tendale; does that mean that the missing
word, or words, may alter the sense of the
whole rhyme?”

“Nothing is impossible; though what you
suggest does not secem unduly probable,
with only six spaces for letters. We have
0O, C, G, Q, or S, for possible initial, and
the last character can only be L or Z.”

She noted down the possible combina-
tions on the paper.

OxxxxL, OxxxxZ
CxxxxL, CxxxxZ
GxxxxLi or GxxxxZ
QxxxxL, QxxxxZ
SxxxxL Sxxxx7
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“And, after all, it may be nothing of any
moment,” she concluded, pushing the
paper away.

But Goddard considered it gravely.
“C-r-u-e-l, that's a letter short,” he said.
“But they might have spelt it with 1l:
‘C-r-u-e-1I’ Hammand.”

“Obvious, but no sense,”
Luna.

“C-o0-r-b-e-1,” he spelt. “Much worse,
let’s try G. G-0-s-p-e-1; worse than ever!
How about O? O-r-i-e-], or two words:
O-d-u-double 1—‘o, dull Hammand’ isn’t
bad, but still without sense. The English
language is copious enough when an Old
Army Sergeant is dressing you down, but
wonderfully restricted when it’s a missing
word. The Z endings I dare not tackle.”

“It may not be anything,” Luna repeated.
She bent over the photograph again, her
elbows on the table and her head on her
hands. “The rest is plain: ‘Where grow
pines and firs amain, under stars sans—" "’
She paused abruptly, and stayed as she
was, her face almost hidden by her palms,
her finger-tips tapping her temples. “Oh,
there’s no disguising it—I'm fagged out
now, and this trifle is getting on my mind!”
she exclaimed, raising her head and giving
herself a little shake.

“You are tired to death—on our ac-
count,” Cliver began, concerned.

“Fairly,” she conceded. “I've done enough
for the time, perhaps, but I must examine
the poor dog’s body.”

The others all rose. She waved a forbid-
ding hand. “No, thanks. The butler is to
show me where it is. You all knew the poor
fellow in life, and there’s no need to har-
row your feelings. I prefer to do my in-
specting by myself.”

It was a command, and they obeyed. She
returned within half an hour. “Jove, but
you look tired, Miss Bartendale!” exclaimed
Oliver.

She smiled wryly. “It was not a pleasant
task for an animal-lover. By the way, the
police have not yet examined him, I
gather?”

“No, they have wired for a Scotland
Yard man.”

“Well, he will not find any clues in that
direction. There are no tooth-marks how-
ever, and I don’t think he ever had his
own teeth into anything. And now I have
finished my day’s work.”

“But—" gasped Swanhild.

“It is a bit inconclusive,” Luna completed
for her as she came to a stammering stop.
“Ve-ry inconclusive, but all I can do until
I get a translation of the runes. On them

commented

I depend as the thread that will string to-
gether all the scattered facts we have gath-
ered today. And I really am tired.”

“But—" poor Swanhild began again, and
again disappointment and dread choked
her.

“Miss Bartendale’s used up—on our ac-
count,” said Oliver, in a big soft voice that
was a command. “If you don’t care to tell
us your conclusions at present, Miss Bar-
tendale, we accept your decision without
question.”

It was the tone of a master in his own
house, a tone he had not used, in Swan-
hild’s memory, since he became owner of
Dannow. Still, out of the depths of her
sudden despair and helpless fear for him
she persisted.

“Then you mean to leave us helpless,
Miss Bartendale?” Swanhild protested.

“By no means,” answered Luna briskly.
“I shall leave you fully protected against
this Abnormal danger. It can be put in a
sentence: you, Mr. Hammand, are alone in
any danger from it, and you must not go
into the hidden room or any place where
pines and firs grow, by night, until you see
me again.”

“When will that be?”
eagerly.

“Tomorrow. When you come to see me,
all of you, and learn one of my reasons for
not enlightening you further today.”

“Tomorrow? Run up and see you?” he
repeated, brightening.

“You are quite well enough to go about
freely. Will you promise me—for your own
good and your sister’s peace of mind—not
to do what I have forbidden you to do until
I release you from the promise?”

“It’s a bet. What of your address?”

“15, Bispham Gardens, Chelsea. I live
with my nearest relative, Madame Yorke,
the pianist. We had better pack the hilt
now.”

“I've a cigar box that’ll fit it.”

He went in search of it. “Whew!” whis-
tled Goddard, softly. “Old Oliver’s uncom-
monly bright and biddable all of a sudden,
Swanhild!”

“I've given him something to look for-
ward to,” said Luna.

“Is that why you have put off telling us
anything?” Swanhild asked.

Luna turned to her quickly. “Not, it is
not,” she answered. “It’s merely a con-
venient by-product of my plan, that may
keep him from brooding. I cannot tell you
any more today—not even to still the anx-
jety of a sister who is shivering with it
on her only brother’s account!”

Oliver asked
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S SHE spoke she laid her hands on

Swanhild’s shoulders and looked full
into the girl's eyes. Her own were now
neither brooding nor scintillating, but very
soft and kind, and though her hands were
small the touch of them sent something
through Swanhild that stiffened her back-
bone. She did not know she had been
trembling until she now felt it stop. “Trust
me a little while; I beg,” Luna went on.
“Believe me, I know what I am about. I
have dealt with similar manifestations be-
fore; though none so ancient and power-
ful. I am speaking to you, too, Mr. Covert,”
she supplemented.

Goddard laughed guiltily, without losing
the sobriety of his look. “I certainly think
you make too much mystery about it, Miss
Bartendale,” he admitted. “Moreover, I find
it hard to believe you are on the right
track. You are certain the secret was
known before the Wars of the Roses, yet
during that period the deaths were more
frequent.”

“They were. I don’t mind telling you two
what I make of this detail; then, perhaps,
you will trust me better. In this world,
then, every happening resolves itself into
three parts—cause, agency, and effect. Ef-
fect, the visible result, agency by which
that result is worked; and cause behind
agency. Since Blore Heath the effects of
the Monster’'s manifestations are all that
have been known. Before that period the
agency—the form the Monster had power
to take for the working of the effects—was
known. But the cause—the exact nature of
the Monster, and why it was able to have
such power in connection with the Ham-
mand family—was not known. I suspect I
have rediscovered the agency, and may
possibly discover the cause.”

“‘So you believe,” he conceded grudgingly.
“Only that does not explain why the dis-
asters were most frequent when the agency
was known.”

“On the contrary, it does. With the best
possible intention the worst possible means
may have been adopted to control the
agency. To use a familiar simile; the rem-
edy was worse than the disease.”

“If you find the cause can you stop the
effect?” Swanhild asked eagerly.

“I don’t say I can find the cause. I don'’t
profess to be wiser than all the sages of
the past, but I can try to find it in the light
of new knowledge that has been added to
what had been gathered when the agency
was known before. Cause is sometimes in-
comprehensible: as the primal cause of the
universe is still, though mankind has al-

ways known of its effects in nature, and
exact science has latterly found out some
of its agencies.”

“Can you guess at the cause of it all:
from your previous experiences? The gen-
eric nature of the cause, I mean?” Goddard
asked.

“I can:

‘To me dim shapes of anicent crime
Wail down the windy ways of Time’

and this Monster is the result of some sin
that is haunting down the sinners’ line
from age to age. No later than tomorrow
afternoon you shall have a glimpse of my
methods that ought to satisfy you.”

HE wind had shredded the mist away

by the time Luna had to start for Has-
ocks, but the sky still loured. The sun,
glinting through a slit in the cloud-canopy
of the Downs, suggested the narrowed,
flaming eye of a malicious devil, peering
over the sodden grey world in search of
mischief to be done in the coming night.
Luna, glancing back as the motor made for
the gap leading to the Weald, saw a last
view of Dannow against the forbidding sky.
The crack of metallic red brightness be-
hind resembled a red-hot blade plunged
through its lumpish bulk. It looked a fit
casket for the abominable hand and omin-
ous inseription hidden in its keeping.

“In common fairness you must come and
see our Sussex in more cheery circum-
stances,” sald Oliver Hammand. He had
insisted on joining her escort to Hassocks,
only agreeing, ostensibly as a concession
to his sister’s natural fussiness, to go in the
tonneau with the guest and the dogs. Luna
turned from the dreary scene to find his
grey eyes looking full at her. Bright, pleas-
ant eyes, frankly making no effort to shift
their gaze on meetings hers. “What were
you thinking sbout Dannow?” he asked,
further.

“That if I owned it I would have every
stone of it carted away, the Shaw rooted
up and ploughed deep, and the name of the
place altered. Also I'd change my own
name and go to some colony and start life
afresh; away from all associations with
this horrible patrimony!”

Luna was shocked at her outburst almost
before she had finished speaking.

Oliver looked kindly at her. “You are
tired,” he said. His big round voice was
itself again, and in spite of the discoloura-
tion of one temple and the bandages round
his throat he radiated calm and strength,
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room, and uncommonly hale and normal
but for the ugly liver-coloured splotch on
his temple. His grave, wide-set eyes
beamed down on her as he enfolded her
hand between his own. “You don’t appear
the worse for your exertions on our behalf
yesterday,” he said cheerily. Then the
light died in his eyes.

“You’ve got Swan’s wire?” he added.

“I have. It was no more than I ex-
pected.”

“If I hadn’t fought off the thing from
myself—" His eyes became absent. They
stared into Luna’s, unseen by those behind
him, with a blank, awakening horror in
them, as the morbid thought brooding at
the back of his brain came to conscious ex-
pression. “You know, Miss Bartendale, the
sacrifice must be completed—"

Swanhild’s eyes sought Luna’s over her
brother’s shoulder, anxious appeal behind
their outer calm.

“That’s quite enough, Mr. Hammand,”
said Luna sharply. “What is done cannot
be undone. You are not responsible for the
past, but you are for the future. Your
duty, therefore, is to help me make sure
that no more mischief may be done in time
to come, not to waste your strength in use-
less repinings.”

Her words and tone acted like magic on
him. He stiffened visibly. Swanhild’s eyes
brightened, Madame Yorke looked at him,
and at her niece at the same time, with
the amiably blank expression that in-
dicates acute observation.

“There!” quoth Goddard. “That’s what
I've been trying to din into your stupid
head, Oliver! Perhaps you’ll believe me
now the omniscient Miss Bartendale has
set her seal on it.”

“I believed you all right,” replied Oliver;
“only sometimes one can’t live, or think,
up to one’s beliefs.”

“When working to fulfill them one can,”
declared Luna.

“What of the runes, Miss Bartendale?”
Swanhild asked eagerly.

“Patience.” Luna smiled at her. “They
are still unread, though my Professor sat
up all night over them. We consulted the
British Museum Keeper of Scandinavian
Antiquities this morning. They are a new
form, but my authorities agree they ap-
proximate to the Flemlose Stone inscrip-
tion. Which is Danish, of about 700 A.D.”

Swanbhild looked plainly disappointed.

“I thought you said the sword dated back
somewhere B.C., Miss Bartendale?” said
Goddard.

“The bronze part does. The gold plates

are a later addition. Yet I feel in my bones
that in that inscription the clue lies. We
are to send photos of it to various savants
and—we shall see.”

“What about what you are to tell us
today?” asked Swanhild.

“You shall help with the preliminaries,
dear girl, if you’ll come with me while my
aunt amuses the men for a little while.”

“I help you—"

“Exactly.” She slipped an arm through
the girl’s, and turned to the door. “As one
of the two remaining descendants of Mag-
nus the Warlock you may be a priceless
help. Come, the sooner we begin the sooner
your legitimate curiosity will be slaked.”

LIVER watched their exit complacently,
but Goddard’s face was somewhat
stern, as it had been all through the inter-
view. He felt he could not utterly trust
Luna until her many small mysteries were
explained.

In about half an hour the maid sum-
moned all three to Luna’s consulting room,
for it was understood that the Sensitive
had no professional secrets from her rela-
tive. The room was a small one, furnished
severely with a divan and big desk, book-
cases, and chairs that were evidently in-
tended to keep the sitters awake and atten-
tive to business. It was darkly papered, and
the London day was a dull one. Swanhild
looked uneasy and as nervously expectant
as she ever permitted herself to look. Luna
was her business self, cool, and quietly
aloof. “You have something to tell us?”
said Oliver.

“No. I want to learn what you can tell
me, after I-have put you in a hypnotic
sleep.”

He stared. “Why, what can I tell you?”

“What the Warlock knew about the
Monster. perhaps.”

“But I know nothing of what the old
chap knew.”

“Consciously you don’t. Still, you are one
of his descendants, your brain is descended
from his, and in some nook of it may be
hidden the information that will explain
much to us.”

He blinked, then understanding came to
his eyes. “Oh, you’ll summon his spirit—"

“I thought I mentioned I haven’t the
impudence to pry into the next world with-
out invitation. It’s what the Warlock’s
spirit did with the brain that I want to
find out. People in hypnosis can sometimes
remember what they cannot in a normal
waking state.”

“Oh, by Jove! I don’t quite see your
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game, Miss Bartendale, but of course I'm
in your hands. But must you mesmerise
me? It’s so—so undignified, you know.”

“You are thinking of mountebank public
exhibitions. You will only sit in that chair
and answer the questions I put to you; as
Miss Hammand did just now.”

“What?” It was Goddard who almost
shouted the questioning exclamation.
“Swanhild! You never allowed yourself to
be hypnotised ?”

“Why not? I simply went to sleep and
remembered nothing till I woke.”

“Mesmerism is a risky and unreliable
process.”

He stopped, conscious that—since Swan-
hild had been hypnotised—it was too late
to protest.

“My dear chap, Miss Luna Bartendale
knows her business,” said Oliver reprov-
ingly. “I say, Miss Bartendale, why did you
try Swan first?”

“To see if she would serve. She was un-
able to answer a single question, so I must
try you, if you agree.”

“I’'ve told you I'm in your hands, under
vour guidance wherever it may lead.”

His voice was round and steady, a scin-
tillating gleam of red shone at the back of
his eyes. Luna’s shone back, lambently
blue. They stood quietly facing one an-
other, but both felt as though they had
jumped up and joined hands, as people
might do with a dark and unknown road to
be gallantly dared before them. “It will
lead back through the ages till we meet the
Warlock,” she answered.

They were alone for a moment. The
glorious isolation passed as she spoke. She
waved him to a chair facing the window.
“Oblige me by looking at this until further
orders, Mr. Hammand,” she said. “Now to
summon the Warlock through the back of
my watch!”

A tense, waiting silence ensued.

UNA had placed her watch, burnished

back up, in Oliver's hand as it rested

on his knee. “You shall now see the proc-

esses and hear the questions I used with

you, Miss Hammand,” she observed aside
to Swanhild.

Oliver looked at the metal steadily. At
the end of four minutes Luna spoke. “How
do you feel now?” she asked.

“A little fagged, Miss Bartendale.”

“It's your eyes that are tired,” she re-
turned in a casual tone. “How they blink!
You have difficulty in keeping them open,
I see.”

He began to blink violently. “You can

closc them, but not open them, she went
on conversationally.

They closed. “You cannot open them,
but try to do so,” she purred on.

I'rom the twitching of the surrounding
muscles he evidently tried to obey. “I can't
do it,” he observed. “Yet I'm trying for
all I'm worth. It’s ridiculous.”

“Then we’ll end it.” She gently fanned
his eyelids with one hand, and they
opened.

“You made me keep my eyes shut, but
you didn’'t do or ask anything,” he said,
blinking. “I heard all you said.”

“It was only a preliminary test. Now
please look me in the eyes and count a
hundred.”

He complied.

“How do you feel now?” she asked.

“A bit fagged.”

“Of course you do. You can scarcely keep
your eyes open. How the lids are twitch-
ing!”

Here his lids began to twitch.

“It’s hard for you to keep awake,” she
proceeded, crooningly. “I see your eyes are
closing—they are closed—”

His eyes closed, and he collapsed limply
in the chair.

“Everything is running away from you
—Yyou cannot collect your thoughts—you
cannot open your eyes—you are asleep.”

And asleep Oliver now appeared to be.

She took the wrist of his least injured
arm and extended the limb.

“You cannot put your arm down,” she
said, and left it stretched. “You can open
your eyes, and can hear, but you must
pay no attention to anyone but me.”

His eyes opened; their expression was
something between that of a sleepwalker
and the sightless. They followed her as
she stepped to the desk and took up a
notebook. “He is an excellent subject,” she
observed.

“I thought nervy and hysterical people
were the best ones,” said Swanhild.

“An error. Speak to him, Miss Ham-
mond.”

“Are you comfortable, Oliver dear?” she
asked.

He took no notice.

“I have him in perfect control.” Luna
smiled at her look of dismay. ‘“He is now
in what is known as profound hypnosis.
This is exactly the process I followed with
you; let us see if he will answer more sat-
isfactorily than you did.” She seated her-
self opposite him. “In a normal state his
arm would be tired and shake by now. Put
down your arm,” she ordered, and he com-
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plied. *“I want to know what you remem-
ber of English history, Mr. Hammand.”

She proceeded to ask him many ques-
tions, working back from the reign of
George V, through the Guelph and Stuart
dynasties. Some of the queries were sim-
ple, as Swanhild and Goddard could tell,
some were beyond their knowledge. The
simple ones he answered without hesita-
tion, in a flat voice, the others after more
- or less consideration. When Charles I was
mentioned a flicker of interest came into
his eyes. “The Martyr,” he said, promptly.

“Very good,” Luna assented. “We will go
further back. Do you remember Mary
Tudor, the Queen?”

“Mary—Mary Tudor? Ah, yes, Bloody
Mary. I—I seem to remember—"

He paused uncertainly. “Think about
her and her times for three minutes,”
Luna ordered.

He remained staring blankly before him,
his forehead gradually developing wrin-
kles. At the end of three minutes by the
clock he spoke. “I have thought of her.”

“And have you thought of Derek
Carver?”

She rapped the question out suddenly.
He started and sat up rigid. ‘“Derek
Carver!” he exclaimed. “Bloody Mary the
Queen—and Derek Carver! I know the
name. Derek Carver—and something else.
Something horrible. A scent—a clean, hor-
rible scent—and heat—and something else
horrible. Derek Carver—good Lord, what’s
the horror about Derek Carver?”

The blankness had given place to un-
utterable terror in his eyes. Sweat broke
out on his forehead; the fingers on his un-
bandaged hand twitched convulsively; his
whole big body shook. He had all the ap-
pearance of a man struggling with night-
mare or an agonizing thought. Swanhild
started from her chair to go to him, but
Madame Yorke's hand laid on her wrist
made her drop back again, trembling a
little in sympathy with her brother. Luna’s
face was set like a mask, her lips folded to
a hard line.

“Mary the Queen, Derek Carver,” she
said.

“I know!” he cried. “A scent—the same
scent there was at Streatham when we
came up to-day. They were tarmacing a
byroad. Oh, yes, it was boiling tar—no—
burning tar! Burning tar, and burning
wood—and people burning. Tar burning,
%?d people burning—Heavens, it is horri-

e!’)

“Forget it and wake!”’ she ordered, wav-
ing her hand lightly past his forehead.

E SHUT his eyes, shivered, opened

them, and stared round, blinking like
a man newly roused from sleep. “Really, I
feel—” he began, putting his hand to his
forehead. ‘“Have I been asleep? I remem-
ber now. I looked into your eyes, Miss
Bartendale, until they seemed to grow, and
fill the world, and swallow me up like a
great pale wave. And then I don’t remem-
ber any more. Only waking.”

She opened a big book, where a sheet of
foolscap, covered with typing, served as
marker; read the sheet down and glanced
at a page of the book. “Capital!” she ex-
claimed, and turned with alacrity. “Look
in my eyes again, Mr. Haommand.”

He obeyed, and in a few moments sank
back asleep as before. “Open your eyes,”
she commanded. “We go on where we left
off.”

“Mary Tudor—and Carver—and the tar
burning—" He looked at her with growing
horror in his expression.

“Mary’s gone—forget her!” Luna’s voice
rang out commandingly. “We have passed
to Henry Tudor; Harry of Richmond.
Think of Harry of Richmond and a dou-
ble-handed sword. Of what does that com-
bination remind you?”

“Of Magnus the Warlock keeping the
standard at Bosworth.”

“Very good; think of Magnus the War-
lock. Of what else does his name remind
you, beside the big sword?”

“Of lots of things.” Oliver was not ex-
cited now, he spoke in a quietly consider-
ing way. “His tomb, and the hidden room,
and the painting—"

“Think carefully, and repeat everything
in order as it occurs to you. The tomb
makes you think of the hidden room?”

“No, of the portrait. The portrait recalls
the room it is in, that room recalls the
other room in the same house—the hidden
one. And the hidden room recalls what
we found there yesterday. The hand and
the hilt.”

“And of what does the hand remind
you?”

He considered a moment. “Of nothing.”

“Did it belong to the Warlock?”

“You said you thought so.”

“Never mind anything I may have said.
Think of the time of Harry Tudor, the
Seventh Henry, and Magnus the Warlock
who lived in Dannow at the time”

Her face was very white now, and the
inner corners of her eyebrows were raised
and compressed together, as though with
mental strain. “What does the hand sug-
gest?” she repeated.
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begin to understand my methods now?”

WANHILD leant forward, an unusual

light In her eyes. “You found that
Oliver recollected the incident; when you
waked his memory in the right way. It
follows ycu may be able to rouse his
memory of what our ancestors knew of the
Monster. That's it, isn’t it?”

“Exactly,” replied Luna. “There are lay-
ers of memory, so to put it, and I have
worked back to the Warlock.”

Oliver leant forward, too, his face acute-
ly eager. “I see all now. What do you say,
Goddard? Miss Bartendale knows her
business, eh?"”

Goddard inclined his head gravely. “I
never doubted she did. It was the secrecy
I—er—commented on.”

“My dear Mr. Covert, don’'t you under-
stand that yet?” Luna turned to him. “My
object is to find what's in Mr. Ham-
mand’s memory, not to put ideas into his
head beforehand. The Carver test had to
be administered without warning. If I had
told him of it beforehand, with the best
will in the world he would have thought
of it until the time came, and would have
unconsciously invented particulars to
oblige me with. Taking him without prep-
aration I got the plain truth.”

“I understand, if Goddard doesn’t,” de-
clared Oliver sturdily. “Then you worked
back and found out I remember something
that happened to the Warlock in connec-
tion with the sword and a pair of golden
pigtails. Now, what on earth could those
things mean?”

“I have a faint suspicion, founded on
previous researches of my own,” answered
Luna. “After finding out what we can of
the Warlock’s contributions to your dor-
mant memory we shall go further back,
in search of—never mind what.”

“It’s marvelous!” he exclaimed. “More
wonderful than any tales of magic! Go-
ing through a fellow’s mind as though one
were turning the pages of a book back-
ward. I say, Miss Bartendale, the Warlock
met the Monster. That must have im-
pressed him as much as Carver’s death did
his son.”

Luna shook her head. “The task is not
going to be so enviably easy. He died a few
days after the meeting, and all his chil-
dren were born some years before that. An
idea cannot be passed on unless it is in the
parent’s mind before the child is born.”

“Oh, I see. You must work back until
you reach someone who learnt about it
before his kids were born.”

“It looks like it. The task will take some
time, for an nour a day is as long as I care
to keep anyone in hypnosis. Therefore I
hope you will afford me one hour for a
few days to follow.”

“You have to command. Every day we’ll
run up until further orders.”

“I am of no use?” said Swanhild.

“Apparently not, and I am sorry.”

“It seems curious,” said Oliver. “You'd
think a woman’s more sensitive mind
would hold impressions best.”

“A normal woman’s mind isn’t more
sensitive than a normal man's. It only
seems SO because a woman is physically
more highly strung. In the present case
the explanation is simple. Hereditary
memory, like other hereditary traits,
sometimes plays tricks, often lying dor-
mant for a long time, and often only show-
ing full development in one person in
every generation. Like the extra finger or
singular teeth in some families. However,
Miss Hammand, you have something to do
to help the work. In old houses like yours
one never knows what may turn up after
diligent search. I want you to dragoon
every lumber room, chest, and drawer in
your home, in search of old papers. I
learnt from the mss. you showed me yes-
terday that the great savant and astrol-
oger Nicholas Culpeper investigated the
Monster in 1651; he may have written a
report, and some scraps of it may be
extant.”

Swanhild brightened. “There’s
amount of lumber rooms,” she said.

“Very good. Now we have a threefold
search going on: you ransacking the man-
or, several savants combing out Scandi-
navian archaeology, I turning Mr. Ham-
mand’s mind inside out. To-morrow I shall
be down at Dannow.”

Oliver brightened. “I want to hear
what’s said at the inquest,” she explained.
“And I hereby declare the session closed;
it is near the witching hour of two, just
time for a cigarette and a change of sub-
ject before lunch. Whatever we do we
must avoid mental staleress or overbrood-
ing in this work.”

any

THE next day saw the public interest in
Dannow in spate. Although Curtis had
made such a scoop of it, it was too rich
and varied for other pressmen to neglect.
Freelance journalists resuscitated old arti-
cles on ghostly matters from the “reject-
ed” drawers of their desks, and sold them
at once. Junior reporters put in a spare
hour in the nearest reference library, and
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amassed enough information during it to
publish authoritative articles on Black
Masses, Magic, Elementals, Family Banes,
and the like, and sign them: “By a Well
Known Occultist,” or “By a Distinguished
Psychic Expert.” And the current speci-
men of the Daily Post’s celebrated brand
of serials introduced a chapter obviously
founded on the Thunderbarrow Shaw hap-
penings into that day’s instalment.

Dannow district was overrun with press-
men, morbid curiosity-mongers, souvenir
hunters—who hacked all the bark off the
beech and the oak on which the dog’s body
had struck—amateur detectives, and mis-
guided individuals who mistook a degen-
erate taste in the gruesome for occult gifts.
The Hammands were pestered in their own
grounds by would-be interviewers and Oli-
ver received fourteen requests for contrib-
utions on the subject of his family tradi-
tions from various periodicals and a cable
from New York offering an incredible sum
for a photograph of the hidden room.

These matters Swanhild imparted, in-
dignantly, to Luna when they met her at
Hassocks. Directly after, while Oliver spoke
to the stationmaster, she added a raptur-
ous whisper. Oliver turned and smiled at
her indulgently. “I didn’t need to hear
what you said, Swan,” he observed. “You
were telling Miss Bartendale I'm very well
and cheerful considering. Did you men-
tion that you spent the night on my door-
mat?”

“Where is the inquest to be, Mr. Ham-
mand?” asked Luna.

“The Hammand Arms, at Lower Dan-
now.” His face clouded. “I'd actually for-
gotten why you’ve come, for a minute.”

“Come, come, no useless brooding!” she
chided. “You can help it.”

“I can. Only I feel so indecently happy
when I let myself go. And when I think
of Kate—and poor Warren—" he ended in-
decisively.

Dannow suggested an al fresco motor
and cycle exhibition. The late war, and
press exploitation thereof, has much in-
creased that class of humanity that takes
its pleasure in gloating over the details of
other people’s sordid crimes or revolting
accidents, and it was well represented; to-
gether with reporters, spiritualists, and
other concomitantsof an incomplete world.
Oliver smuggled his party in by devious
back lanes to the disappointment of a
double line of cameras and three cinema
operators.

The proceedings were little more than
formal, as the police wished to follow up

the customary clue. A rumour that Miss
Bartendale, the renowned psychic expert,
would give evidence, proved erroneous.
Luna followed the proceedings behind the
shelter of a veil that did not allow any-
one to judge if they really interested her.
She sat next to Warren, who was as in-
scrutable until the Ades appeared.

The jury looked more or less ill after
viewing the body. No overt reference was
made as to the possibility of a supernatural
explanation of the tragedy, beyond a short
speech at the start, in which the coroner
bade the jury dismiss from their minds
certain absurd rumours that were current.
The circumstances with which they were
concerned were very material, he pointed
out, and to these circumstances attention
must be confined.

The doctors concerned ascribed death to
the injuries. Deceased was never in a fit
state to give an account of what happened.
In delirium she constantly raved of ‘“‘some-
thing as big as a house” that she imagined
was attacking her. The injuries were the
result of an attack by some large animal.
The wounds were too badly mauled to
afford any data with respecf to the assail-
ant’s formation of jaw. They might pos-
sibly have been inflicted by a very large
dog. Dr. Newton disposed of the idea that
Mr. Hammand’s dog might have been re-
sponsible for them. He had examined the
animal’s body, and it had not swallowed
anything but a dog biscuit for some time
before death, whereas the injuries—

These injuries, coldly detailed, afforded
a big sop to the public love of sensation.
Swanhild described the finding of the girl.
Oliver gave a brief account of his experi-
ence, merely stating that he felt some-
thing approach in the dark, fought blindly,
and fell. Cross-examined by a sporting
farmer on the jury he said the mastiff
barked in a friendly way when near the
girl, his memory of what ensued was con-
fused—it might have warned him of the
assailant’s coming.

ILL CLADPOLE described the unna-
tural noise he had heard from the
Shaw, and how he had summoned Swan-
hild. He was succeeded by the Ades.
They were the most interesting wit-
nesses to those who held to a material
explanation of the affair. Warren paid the
closest, unfriendly attention to every word
and look of the two. In two days he had
gone down to skin and bones; and he
watched the brothers with a fixed gaze
under which they were soon come to dire
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Oliver looked her in the eyes and grinned
winningly. Her own mouth twitched, but
she straightened it and turned her gaze on
Luna, who was studying the book intently.

“Have you booked stalls, Oliver?” said
Swanhild.

“There’s such a thing as a telephone.
Now, Swan, you know you can’t keep your
eye on me for every minute of the rest of
our lives! You mean well, but it’s getting
on my nerves a bit. You don’t suppose we
stopped at Clarkson’s to get my eye toned
down just to go and grub in an attic, do
you? Miss Bartendale will take care of me,
and pack me off to Victoria for the 6:30—
that is, if you can spare the time to help
me with my holiday, Miss Bartendale.”

Luna announced that she could spare the
time. Madame Yorke obviously dissembled
surprise and disapproval. Swanhild re-
mained silent after her half-hinted pro-
test; she was used to the men of her fam-
ily having their own way for good or ill.
Luna checked Oliver’s simple rejoicing over
her acceptance by switching on her pro-
fessional manner and ordering a move to
the consulting-room. The sitting that day
was short, and the net result was a repeti-
tion of Oliver’s previous description of the
missing blade, and his recollecting that the
runic inscription on it was sunk in a
meandering band.

A letter postmarked Dublin awaited Luna
on her return that afternoon. “Luna, why
did you go with Mr. Hammand?” demanded
her aunt, over the dinner table.

“Auntie, am I the woman to decline a
proffered bite of a child’s sugar-stick?”

“You aren’t, normally, the woman to
trifle with anyone’s feelings.”

“If I had refused to accept this little
attention from Mr. Hammand, when I tell
the truth he would think I avoided him—"

“You should. That poor lad is the kind
to take things hard, for all his stolid ex-
terior.”

“That’s it. He’s taking that girl’s death
hard, subconsciously, all the time.” Luna
flushed, then paled, as she saw in her
mind’s eye a picture of some hours before.
The interior of a taxi speeding from His
Majesty’s, murky London outside, Oliver’s
eyes sparkling as he told her he was almost
grateful to the Monster, then clouding with
pity and horror and self-approach as he
added, “If it wasn’t for Kate!”

“To put off telling them much longer
would be the bitterest refinement of cruel-
ty.”

“Business is sometimes cruel to be kind.
However, as there was the first spasm of

a loathsome murder in the papers to-day,
and to-morrow is Sunday, our investiga-
tion moves on a stage towards explanation.

“Luna!”

“The two facts mean that the Ham-
mands’ private affairs will interest the
public less the day after to-morrow, and on
it Dannow should be fairly free from sight-
seers. Accordingly I shall wire my clients
not to come up to-morrow, and write to
warn them to have a gang of labourers
ready on Monday morning. Then I purpose
to open Thunder’s Barrow in search of
what I hope to find there. Will you come
with me? I must oversee the opening from
the first sod, and it may take more than
one day. I know our young friends have
been urging you to urge me to take you
down for a country visit. No, that is not
a sudden freak. My Irish savant has read
the gold runes, and in the Barrow some-
thing I want may be waiting.”

HE early train had just disembarked

Madame Yorke, Luna, Roska, and a pile
of luggage on Monday morning when Oli-
ver and Swanhild arrived at Hassocks.
“Luna warned you in her letter that we
fear we shall have to inflict ourselves on
you for the night, Miss Hammand,” the
elder lady said. “She thinks the digging
may last all day.”

“It may take several days at least,” re-
plied Oliver, with conviction. “Goddard is
drumming up labour, in accordance with
your instructions, Miss Bartendale. Isn'’t it
all rather sudden?”

“It’s a job to be done and done with be-
fore the workers have time to talk about
it. T'll explain in the car.”

It had snowed a little, hailed a little, and
rained a great deal the previous day, but
this morning had turned out mild and
muddy. A delicate vapour eddied about
near distances in the low-lying Weald,
made subtle mystery of the road fore and
aft, and clung in shredding lumps in the
bare hedges on either hand. Swanhild was
at the wheel, Oliver in the tonneau with
the elder visitor, leaning forward to join
in the conversation. Luna, nestled back in
her corner beside Swanhild, could see both
faces, and beyond Oliver her relative.
Madame Yorke was beautifully null and
politely interested in whatever was under
discussion.

“Any more Culpeper fragments turned
up?” asked Luna.

“Goddard thinks he has spotted some in
one of the sodden balls,” replied Swanhild.
“He’s taken it home to steam it; he’s aw-
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now met them, as he walked from the vil-
lage; he greeted them with a wry grin,
climbed in and advised a move for the
Shaw.

“For we’ll jolly well need every minute
we can snatch, Oliver,” he said. “I've only
been able to collect a very scratch gang,
and it’s going to start for home half an
hour before sunset. Hornblower is bringing
0Old Moore and the German watch his son
looted to time the exodus. It's no use ex-
pecting local men to hang round the Shaw
after official dusk.”

“I didn’t think of that,” said Luna. “I'm
not omniscient. How many men are there?”

“Four. Hornblower, who’s the village
atheist and professes no belief in anything
but Bob Blatchford. He’s coming because
he has to prove he doesn’t believe in the
local spook. Our new gardener, an ex-boy
scout. A labourer just come home from
bettering himself in London and ready to
do anything. These are coming on a cash
basis; Warren, the chap you met in the
Shaw, is coming for recklessness.

“Luckily my four are a hefty lot, also my
bought and paid for arm is one of the best,
and Swanhild is a garden maniac. You can
reckon six spades. Am I to understand the
object of it all, Miss Bartendale?”

Luna rehearsed her explanation while
Swanhild drove carefully along the valley.
“There’s points I don’t seem to under-
stand,” he commented. “If the Warlock
went for gold alone, why did he keep the
hilt hidden away, instead of using it with
the rest of his loot? And simply meddling
with the Barrow doesn’t seem to explain
his dying reference to the room, and the
pardon. From what I've heard of them,
necromancers can’t have reckoned grave-
robbing much of a crime.”

“These are points I don't understand,”
replied Luna. “I only know I'm going
grave-robbing with an object myself. Oh,
I know what you are thinking, Mr. Covert
—it isn’t nice to disturb the grave of Mr.

Hammand’s ancestor without even the’

chaperonage of an exhumation order.”

He reddencd guiltily. “It doesn’t matter
what anyone thinks as long as I am satis-
fied,” Oliver interposed in the slow, mas-
terful way he rarely indulged in. “It’s my
ancestor, my land, and my Bane.”

They reached the end of the road here,
descended, and walked through the Shaw
to the Barrow. Though lower lying ground
was sodden that day, the close grown
Downland turf of the mound was firm to
the foot. The view from the top was all
very grey, Luna’s curls and Swanhild’s the

brightest spots in sight, and after them the
glowing Monstrous Man on his grey-green
slope.

The Shaw was darkly menacing, the
edge of the hill, where it steeped down
abruptly beyond the Barrow, suggested a
coastal cliff with the mist that filled the
Weald below lapping, sealike, a little be-
neath its overhanging turf rim. Only the
sea of mist bore a muffied silence, unlike
the sounding silence of the real sea. The
eye, ranging dazed and flinching over its
immensity could not tell where it merged
in the uncoloured sky; only now and then
some trick of wind in the higher atmos-
phere allowed a glimpse of Chanctonbury’s
crest, away to westward, and Wolstanbury’s
to east. The hoot of a motor came from
some road hundreds of feet down in the
mist, like the syren of a far-off ship.

The Barrow was unnaturally even in col-
our, only a slight depression ran down one
of the long sides, near the end, facing the
Man, with three small firs and a stunted
yew in it. Luna hitched one end of a ball
of white twine to one of the firs and walke@
round, paying it out on the ground, until
she had marked a circle about fifteen feet
across, including the four trees and the
middle of the mound. By that time the
workers put in an appearance. Hornblower
deposited his watch and almanac on a
stone, and all set to work to dig within
the circle. The remainder of the afternoon
was spent in grubbing up the four trees.

At the men’s dinner hour Swanhild and
Goddard took a turn with the spades,
while Luna, who could drive a car when
she chose to exert herself, Madame Yorke
and Oliver went to the manor for lunch
and brought them a basket back. It was
getting on for three when the men struck
chalk.

Not natural chalk, but chips and knobs
of it packed and tamped down as flat as
a floor. Hornblower, working where the
small trees had been, straightened himself
to look around and then spaded up some
soil from in front of him. “Summut tejus
queer here, sir,” he said to Oliver. Where
the depression had been the regularity of
the made chalk floor was broken by a patch
of mould, and the spadeful of it the man
held up was very black and fat, unlike the
light-coloured virgin earth they had
cleared off the chalk. Warren inspected it
and said it was like the pocket of rich,
much worked soil where the village stood.
“And it never grew here by Natur’,” he
added. “Someone must ha’ started a gar-
den and then buried it.”
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‘So to the land our hearts we give,
Till the sure Magic strike,

And Memory, Use, and Love make live,
Us and our fields alike.

That, deeper than our speech and thought,
Beyond our reason’s sway,

Clay of the pit whence we were wrought,
Yearns to its fellow clay.’”

“And there’s a very nice clay figure run-
ning from the pit whence it was wrought!”
said Madame Yorke. ‘“Your sister scamper-
ing down from her ancestor’s barrow, to be
plain.”

They hurried down the slope. Swanhild’s
voice came up. “Come at once!” she called.
“We've found the golden calf!”

“Golden calf?” repeated Luna, joining
her. “There should be no gold in that Bar-
row!”

The hole was very big now. The men
stood in a knot at the edge, Goddard was
down at the bottom, scraping soil off a
bulky object over which he stood astride.
This object was long as a man, but much
thicker; it lay prone and was almost shape-
less, mainly black, with some gleams of
yellow where he was scraping. Warren held
out something that he had rubbed on his
corduroys to get the caked earth off. It
was the size of a hatbox lid, and as thick,
earth-smeared yellow, with green spikes
thrust through the edges.

“It's pinewood, covered with gold plates
fixed by copper nails,” said Goddard,
straightening himself. “As like a czalf as
anything.”

The hired workers stiffened with one
accord, and glanced at the west, now red-
dening as the rest of the sky paled. Horn-
blower went to consult old Moore and the
watch. “A heathen idol made o’ pine!” said
Warren.

Oliver leaped into the excavation. “It’s
not a calf and not an idol!” he corrected.
“It's—"” He stopped, and looked round,
over the edge of the cutting. At the pines’
tops, the bulk of the Beacon, black against
the incarnadined west, and the Man pale
on it. “Not a calf, and not an idol,” he
repeated. “Now, what is it? There’s two
important things one makes of wood. Idols
and— What’s the other? It’s made of
wood, painted and gilded. Something that
stands upright. This is lying flat.” He sud-
denly slapped his thigh with his usable
hand. “A figurehead! The figurehead of a
ship—this is a ship’s figurehead!”

Almost he shouted, in a culminating
burst of delight. “A ship’s figurehead in
Magnus the Dane’s barrow—why, it’s a
dragon, to be sure! The dragon figure-

head of a dragon ship! We're standing on
the deck, with some soil between, of our
ancestor’s dragon ship, Swan, old girl!
Don’t you remember? I do. He came up
the Adur on board it, and when he died
they dragged it over country and buried
him in it. The bulwarks, with shields on
them, and there, and there—” He stabbed
a finger towards the earth a couple of
yards on either side of the fallen figure.
“And Magnus himself is under our feet,
under his own deck, with the long green
blade like a leaf at his feet.”

“Boat-burial, and a figurehead!” ex-
claimed Luna as he stopped. “Why did I
not think of it?”

“'Tis less than ’alf a’ hour o’ sunset,
Mus’ Hammand!”

The voice of Hornblower made the an-
nouncement from a distance discreetly
clear of the Shaw. While Oliver discoursed
the three hirelings had taken but a few
moments to get coated and on to the beech
hanger south of the pines. Stolid Sussex
was in every line of their figures the un-
hired workers knew better than to remon-
strate. Oliver ran his fingers through his
curls.

“Whatever have I been up to now?” he
asked Luna.

“Another memory wave,” she replied.
“The question is; how are we to finish the
work? If we leave it till morning the tale
of gold those fellows spread will compel us
to work under the eyes of half the report-
ers in London.”

Oliver’s eyes became introspective, while
he stared at the ground on which he stood.
“A yard of chalk, badly pressed, then the
deck, then Old Magnus.” He tossed his
head and was himself again. “There’s over
an hour to dusk; three could do it in that
time.”

“Then you go home and we’ll finish it.”
Swanhild took up her spade again.

“I'll stay. There’s no danger till dark,
even for me. Miss Bartendale has told me
so.”

“There’s no danger even for you in the
dark when I'm present,” Luna confirmed.
“I know how to avert it.”

“Then why don’t you teach us the
knowledge?” asked Goddard.

“Because mere knowledge is of no use
without the training that enables the pos-
sessor to utilize it with safety. As you’ll
understand when I tell of the ritual and
its disastrous consequences.”

“A little grave-desecrating goes a long
way with a person of my simple tastes.”
Madame Yorke put in. “I'd rather go back
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the blast, but ¢ man works lustily in cold,
and ere midnight we ended the chalk, and
part of our burrow’s side falling, there fell
with it a great figure that I took for Aaron
his Calf of gold, it being of wood thickly
gold-encased—"

LIVER clapped his hands in rapture.

“Miss Bartendale! You were right all
through! You couldn't help the accident
smeared the inscription off the blade, but
you did lead us after the Warlock.”

“The old brute!” said Madame Yorke.
“Still, he’s interesting, and some brutes
aren’t. Please go on, Mr. Covert.”

Goddard resumed: “I was affrighted at
first, but Sir Thomas laughed—saying no
harm was done as there was no graving
on the figure. Moreover, the dog sat un-
moved. ‘And’, says my Master, ‘she will
warn us if ghostly visitant cometh anear.’
So we propped up the figure again and
presently dug to a wooden flooring. ‘Un-
sealed and uninscribed,” saith Sir Magnus;
‘we may safely break it up’

“Wherewith he searched out where two
wide planks ended, put his pick-tip under
and heaves one up. 'Twas a great feat, but
my Master had the strength of four men.
To make space for his working he sent me
to the top of the digged pit, and awesome
it was here, with him down in the hole,
the Glorious Hand burning steady in the
calm that was there, whiles the wind
hooned fiercely around me, with the roar
of racked trees and the soughing of
strained undergrowth in its breathy cry.
Finally Sir Magnus heaved aside the sec-
ond plank, and out rushes as it were foul
air, that made my head to swim. And out
went the candles of the Hand.

“Mayhap my senses failed me awhile,
there betwirt the dark of the pit and the
dark trees and sprinkling of stars. Then
was I roused and the hair of mine head
stood up by reason of a cry from Sir Mag-
nus down in the pit. ‘It is coming—it is
coming! Sathanas, avaunt!—In Non—’and
he gabbles the exorcism of Father, Son,
and Holy Ghost; his great manly voice ris-
ing to a woman’s scream. Then: ‘Look to
thyself, to the holy soil, Jack!

“At that the hound begins to whimnper,
and from the blackness of the pit there
comes a cry that is neither laugh nor wail,
man’s voice, nor beast’s, nor daemon’s, but
compound of all. I turned me round about
and fled down the Barrow’s side and at a
bound to the middle of the comsecrated
earth, seizing the lanthorn as I went, and
80 stood there, with lanthorn and garlic

in mine hands. Out of the pit comes the
daemonic howling again and again, mixed
with screaming from the hound, then over
the pit’s brim upleaps Sir Magnus, a last
long bark snapping short behind him, into
the light’s extremest rays. One moment he
stands there, then flings himself down on
the holy soil beside me, and so sils gasp-
ing while I put down the lanthorn and
with the naked iron draw the pentacle
around us both. So sat we with the lant-
horn between us and its upcast rays mak-
ing our faces strange and dreadful, most
especially my Master’s, that was all blooded
and with bites and tears on it, his hands
and forearms being in like case.

“‘It hath escaped!’ he groans. ‘What 1
know not, and how I know not. Only 1
felt something coming as the hand went
out, and I fought, all hood-man blind; yea,
even to use of teeth and nails, and the
blackness went red—and so came the light
of the lanthorn in my face.

“Whereat I cry: ‘The dog, sir?’

“And he: ‘She fought likewise—’ and he
flashed the light round, and behold the
poor animal lying at the Barrow’s foot, be-
yond our earth, dead and most shockingly
handled with tooth and claw and her head
near dragged from the shoulders. At which
sight Sir Magnus cried out that she had
died for him, and makes a long arm and
pulls the body beside us, saying it shall
not be further mauled dead that suffered
in life for him. Then he redraws the pen-
tacle round us, that was broken by his
reaching over its line.”

6 ¢IPDRAVO,” said Oliver, “the old fellow

wasn’t such a hopeless case after
all! We ought to overlook a lot for that
dog’s body. Eh, Miss Bartendale?”

Luna looked at him freezingly. Swanhild
frowned, and Goddard went on.

“‘And what now, sir?’ I ask, looking
round at the dark wherein might snook
some foe of soul and life alike.

“‘To await daylight in this our harbour,
Jack,’ he replies, taking the light and turn-
ing it round as far as its beams may reach;
which showed whereabout anything might
lurk and hide.

“No doubt ’twas dbut a short while we
waited, for the lanthorn candle was not
burnt out when slats of grey shewed be-
tween the trees, but a life of alarm was
lived in our pentacle. At last came first
dawn and we could see in a way. Sir Mag-
nus took the light and stepped to the Bar-
row. ‘Now is the time when evil sprites
have no power, he says, with no word
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into your head, you know. After waking
you we shall read the second copy, mark
what you recollect in a waking state, and
compare the two.”

“It sounds interesting. Why don’t you
do the reading yourself?”

“Because I know what I think you ought
to recognise, and so do Auntie and Swan-
hild in some degree, and any of us might
give you a hint, unconsciously, by a change
of voice. We must leave you alone with
Mr. Covert, also, to obviate any chance of
unconscious thought-transference. Please
sit there.”

Oliver had reached the point at which a
command and gesture from her sent him
at once into a trance. Left alone with
him Goddard found it rather loathsome.
Oliver, having received instructions from
Luna, could hear what he said, but ap-
parently could not see him; staring with
unspeculative eyes, and answering in a
flat lifeless voice the queries that were
read aloud. Like the animated corpse of
old Oliver, Goddard thought. He worked
carefully through the sheet and then
called the women back.

Luna’s hands shook and her eyes seemed
to shoot sparks through their golden veil
as she scanned the marked paper. Finally
she gave a look of meaning to Swanhild,
who was peering over her shoulder. “As
far as it counts, not bad,” she whispered.
Then she waked Oliver.

‘“Let’s be comfortable while you read the
other sheet, Mr. Hammand,” she said.
They seated themselves round the fire
and Oliver read aloud:

“Do you know anything of the follow-
ing?

SALVATOR ROSA.
RATTOTSKAR.
HVARENO.

VISHNU SIRANGUAN—

“What a queer muddle!” He broke off.

“I concealed what I hoped you'd recog-
nise in a jumble of any chance words that
occurred to me.”

“Oh, I see. To see if I'd pick out what
you expected? Well, Salvator Rosa’s a poet
or sculptor, or something. Vishnu's a
Hindu god of some sort. I don’t know the
others. Hullo, there’s an old friend in the
next line—ODIN.”

“What does the word suggest?”

“Myself sitting on the foot of Swan’s
bed and reading a book we had about
Norse heroes to her when we were con-
valescing after measles.”

UT of the list that followed he recog-
nised a few classical names, and the
following words and sentences:

““THOR’, another Norse god, I remem-
ber.

“‘BALDUR’, another of them.

“ ‘TESTE DAVID CUM SYBILLA, I don’t
know the words but they go to a tune like
this’; he tapped on his knee the Dies Irae.

“‘AESIR LOK’. It sounds like Loki;
more Norse. I think he was the villain of
the measles book.

“‘SIGMUND’—he’s in Wagner.

“ ‘MIOLNER'—I half-know that, but am
not sure.”

He stopped, having reached the end. “In
a waking state you have identified five of
the words I hoped you would,” said Luna.
“In hypnosis you picked them out, and
five others as well: RATTOTSKAR,
YGGDRASIL JORMUNDGANDR, EIN-
HEIRAR, and FIMBULVETER.”

“I don’t know those,” he protested.

“In hypnosis your awakened memory
did. They are all from ancient northern
religious tradition. You Hammands have
been English Christians for ten centuries
at least, but for scores of centuries before
your ancestors were pagans; and echoed
echoes of their religious ideas were in-
grained in your brain, and can be wakened
to active knowledge when you are hyp-
notised.”

He nodded slowly. She consulted God-
dard’s notes on the first paper. “You re-
collected vaguely the name of Sigmund,
a merely mortal hero, but described Odin
as the ALLFATHER, Thor as owner of the
hammer Miolner, Baldur as the spring
god, Lok as the devil. Ygdrasil you said
was the Holy Ash Tree, the Einheirar you
called deified heroes, Jormundgandr some-
thing long and round, and Fimbulveter
the Final War.”

“Well?” he asked.
know them; as I said.”

“You have a wonderful subconscious rec-
ollection of what your ancestors believed
in when the bronze blade was new.”

Then she began to discourse about it:
what people believed when the blade was
new. Jormundgandr, the serpent that held
the sea in place round mid-earth, the
Holy Ash, under whose branches the souls
of the Einheirar—heroes slain in battle—
feast until the Fimbulveter-Tide: when
they should ride over the Rainbow;
Bifrost Bridge—to help Odin and the
other gods in the Final War with the
devil-gods of Helheim. And the death of
the gods, and the dying of the world, and

“Waking, I don’t
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early. She’s got some information sooner
than she hoped, and is coming down with
Swan this evening; and Mrs. Yorke too,
of course; to hold a final sitting in the
hidden room. They want you to assist, so
will you come round and dine?”

“Of course I'll come.” Goddard felt a
great calm at the prospect of unburdening
himself.

“Then shall I pick you up as I return
from Steyning? I've got some business
there, and ought to be on the way home
about four.”

“Right-0.” Here a charabancs swept
past, involving the two men in its wake of
powdered chalk, petrol fumes, and strident
remarks.

“That’s the place—them trees up there
—it didn’t ’arf eat the poor gal; didjer see
the Daily Post ercount, and wot the doc-
tors said? Fair made me sick, it did.”

Real frost developed during the after-
noon, dusk and dark culminated in clear
starlight, checkered by the clouds that
drove in flocks over the sky, driven by a
bitter wind. At six o’clock the earth was
faintly starlit, the valley full of soft frost-
fog, the Shaw louring purple-black under
the spectral greyness of the Monstrous
Man.

All horribly like the night of the Mon-
ster’s coming, so Goddard reflected as he
stepped into Oliver’s car. The drive was a
silent one until they had left the village
behind and were near the Manor turning.

“We're late,” commented Oliver sud-
denly. “They’ll be there before us. Gone
to sleep, old son?”

Goddard started. He had unconsciously
fallen into a reverie, reflecting that the
old conception of the Monster—a ghastly,
ghostly horror ready to materialise out of
night without warning—was preferable to
what the six letters had told him. Before
he could reply:

“Hullo, what’s that?” exclaimed Oliver.

It was Will Cladpole, racing for home,
humped over the handlebars of his cycle.
The car overshot him; he shouted, ped-
alled fiercely, and clutched the hood to
keep beside it. His face was white and
frightened. Oliver applied the brake.

“Oh, Mus’ Hammand, sir!” the boy
kleated. “There’s murder a-goin’ on if
summun don’t stop it! Down in t’ Shaw,
sir! I heard of her shriekin’ out—"

“What on earth are you talking about?”
demanded Oliver.

“The lady as went into t’ Shaw, sir!
With the gem’man as takes pictures for
the noospaper; the Post, Sir! There was a

lot on ’em, in a big car, sir, a’ goin’ to t’
Shaw. What nobody does arter dusk. you
know, sir. An’ I follered, an’ they went in
an’ in a minute she shrieked out awful.
That awful, sir, that I just didn’t go in,
but nipped right back to t’ road.”

It was all delivered like one sentence,
and he stopped breathless. “Pull yourself
together,” Oliver ordered, in a voice God-
dard remembered from Flanders days. A
low, round voice that suggested command
and the capacity to deal with any situa-
tion that might be impending. “Are you
telling us some woman’s being murdered
in Thunderbarrow Shaw?”

“I'm tellin’ you, Mus’ Hammand, sir.
She screamed awful. They left the car
outside an’ went in; you can see its lights.”

HE hedge blocked all view of the Shaw

at that point. With one accord Oliver
and Goddard jumped out and ran to a
gap. Over the valley, at the end of the
Roman byroad, above the mist level and
at the rim of the Shaw, was a little red
light.

“Nobody has any business to be in that
Shaw after dark,” said Oliver, running
back to the car, and jumping in.

Goddard seized his sleeve. “You mustn’t
go, old man,” he cried. “Remember what
you promised—"

“A woman in danger—Miss Bartendale
would understand—” Oliver replied
curtly.

“Oliver—Ill go, you stay—" Goddard
stepped up beside him.

“Old man, it’s my Shaw, and my Bane.
I'm going.”

“Oliver, you don’t understand! It’s only
you there’s danger for—only—” Goddard
broke off, conscious of the boy staring and
listening from the road. ‘“You mustn’t go
—" he cried, and sprang at Oliver and
caught him round the body, pinioning his
arms and trying for a ju-jitsu hold. Any
sort of hold—it would pay to break one of
Oliver’s arms—anything to keep him out
of the Shaw. ‘“For Heaven'’s sake, old man,
just wait while I tell you by ourselves—"

“While a woman's in danger, old son!”
the other man replied. “If you won't
come—"

“I’ll go, but you must not!”

They grappled then. Oliver was half as
heavy as Goddard, and many times as
strong; strong enough to do a rouch act
harmlessly. He plucked Goddard from
himself as though he were a child, swung
him at arm’s length, and sent him reeling

" backwards across the road.
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stony horror of his expression. Swanhild
fell on her knees beside Goddard.

LOWLY Oliver rose to his feet, without
changing the pose of his head and
arms, and stood astride of Goddard, arms
taut, fingers crooked, and eyes staring
glassily at Luna, who stood beyond God-
dard’s head with the lamp. Finally he
said, in a thin, blank sort of voice, like
the hollow shell of his normal bass, “I—I
have gone mad. I'm not dreaming. I've
gone mad—gone mad and killed Goddard.”
“Not killed, old man!” Goddard cried
reassuringly. “I was only exhausted for
a minute.”

Swanhild jumped to her feet and flung
her arms around her brother, forcibly
bringing the rigid hands to his sides. “You
are not mad, dear dear old Oliver!” she
almost cried. “You are sane, and you
always will be—"

“I'm dreaming—" he said, tonelessly.

“No, dear, no! It's all right; perfectly
all right, dear old boy!” Swanhild crooned,
holding him tighter and tiptoeing to press
her face against his. There was blood on
her cheek when she canted her head to
look in his eyes; he stared at her dully.

“There’s blood on your face, Swan,” he
said. He slipped one arm up out of her
hold, looked at the crimsoned fingers and
clean back, drew it over his mouth, and
eyed the resultant pink smear on it. “I
am mad—or dreaming,” he said, as though
trying to ind mental foothold. “I felt the
Monster coming; coming round me; enter-
ing into me. And I wanted to kill you,
Goddard—kill you and get at your throat
with my teeth. Oh, say I am mad, for
Heaven’s sake!”

Goddard jumped up and caught his
hand, squeezing it hard. “It's all right,
dear old chap!” he declared. ‘“Not your
fault, and it won’t happen again—"

“Won’t happen again?” repeated Oliver.
“How do you know? What do you know?
Has it happened before?”

“Dozens and dozens of times, and no
olame to anybody,” Goddard assured him.
“I know all about it. Do buck up and
don’t take it too seriously—"

Oliver pulled his hand away and put it
to his head. His eyes travelled to Luna.
“I shall go mad soon,” he said quietly.

She stepped to him and looked him full
in the eyes. “Mr. Hammand,” she said
slowly, ‘“since this has happened it is
best to tell you all simply and fully. You
are not mad, though you attacked Mr.
Covert just as a hungry wolf would have

done. Just as you attacked Kate Stringer
here a fortnight ago—"

“Oh, Luna!” It was Swanhild who in-
terrupted.

“It is wisest and kindest to tell all at
once,” Luna went on unmoved. “The
Monster did not enter into you, Mr. Ham-
mand, simply because the Monster has
never had any existence. It is purely a
creature of the Fifth Dimension, and the
Fifth Dimension is—the human mind.”

She paused. The others stood in a bunch,
Swanhild with her arms round her brother,
Goddard grasping his hand firmly. The
situation was past any words at the young
people’s command; both could only try
blindly to impress on Oliver that their
relations with him were unaltered. Luna’s
voice proceeded, cold as fate: “I have told
you that a powerful impression on a
human brain is passed along through the
ages. A virtuous impulse, a vicious one,
an unnatural one; all will repeat them-
selves throughout the centuries. You are
in that way a victim, Mr. Hammand, of
lycanthropy.”

“Lycanthropy?” he repeated.
to remember—"

“Lycanthropy is a form of erratic mania
that causes the victim to imagine he is a
wolf, and to act in accordance with that
belief. It is a mental disease that has
reached the form of an epidemic very
often, and in the men of the line of Ham-
mand it has become hereditary. It only
appears when the victim is in a pinewood,
in gtarlight, and with no human com-
panion—"

“There!” exclaimed Goddard. “That’s
what I didn’t know—one other person!”

Oliver’s gaze never shifted from Luna.
“Wolf madness?” he said. “I remember
now—they called such people wehr-wolves,
didn’t they?”

“I seem

“In German,” Luna replied. “In Old
English, ‘turnskins’; in French ‘loups-
garour’; in old French the term was

‘garoul’, as in the hidden room inseription.”

She ceased. “I begin to understand,” he
said without emotion. “I'll realise by and
by. How long have you known this, all of
you?”

“Since Monday,” Swanhild answered,
and: “Since last night,” Goddard chimed
in. He continued to look at Luna. “Since
I first saw the brass,” she said.

“8Since your first day here?” He spoke
dispassionately, and it was the more
dreadful for the grotesque disorder of his
face, blood smeared and scratched and
beginning to discolour where Goddard had
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as strong as any man who was left alive.
All thanks to generations of well-bred,
well-living ancestors. That’s why I was
able to lift the Maxim into the gap and
work it with the one hand I had fit to
use; and that meant the grey-coats didn’t
get through before the Lancashires came
up. They said it saved the line—my decent
ancestors having bred me big and sound.
It wasn’t the line I considered, of course,
but the crocked chaps behind me.

“We collected five lorry loads of them;
a couple of hundred men with a fresh
chance of life and fulfilled dreams; a
couple of hundred who weren’t stamped
into the mud after all. The women of a
couple of hundred men not needing to
take up life without them—all depending,
you know, on one of the sound strong arms
I inherited—inherited straight from the
Warlock’s arms that swung that big sword
at Bosworth. Oh, it was worth being born
for, even if my own life had to be ruined—
if only I had never met you, Luna! Are
you crying, dear?” he ended gently.

“No!” came through the fingers inter-
locked before her face. “And if I were it
would be for gladness that God hasn’t
made me love a man who would rail at
Him in trouble.”

“Oh, my dear, He didn’t make you capa-
ble of loving a cur! My fate’'s just that of
most people, after all. He allowed my fore-
bears to hand to me mingled good and ill,
a sound body to be of some service to my
kind, a kink of the mind to wreck my own
life because of the noblesse oblige that has
also been handed down to me together
with the blessing and curse. Oh, it was
worth being born for; working the Maxim;
I would not have minded dying over it—
but it’s another matter to go on living after
meeting you and learning I cannot have
you—living in the same world with you!”

She made a little movement, yet did not
speak, for she knew it was good for him
to talk freely after the shock. “But, of
course, I've got to do it;” he went on. “Live,
and bolster up the family reputation until
the line dies with me.” He stopped, and
the dreary composure of his eyes gave
way to a red light of horror. “Good Lord!
Those poaching brutes! If they are ar-
rested—"

She lowered her hands and her eyes
looked into his. “A thousand years of dis-
grace—everything to be explained for the
swine of the papers to exploit. I begin to
realize it now—cannibalism, no less—past
imagination—unique—" he stammered on.

She interrupted. “Not unique; there was

a trial for it—on the high seas—in London
thirty years ago. And men have been ac-
cused of it even in Sussex; Colonel Luns-
ford, and—"

“It’s the last straw—that I may have to
come forward and brand myself and my
ancestors publicly. No, it is not—losing you
is the worst!” Oliver sank his face in his
hands. “With you I could have faced every-
thing—"

Luna suddenly flung herself on her knees
beside him. “Oliver, it’s too hard. You shall
have me; I'll stand by you, and nothing
shall separate us. I was made for you, and
God has brought us together, and He can-
not mean us to be the victims of Hast folly
and sin—"

“The future is our business, dear,” he
said.

“Why should we be slaves of the unborn
future? Let the future look to itself, so
long as I can make you happy. Your an-
cestors handed on the curse—"

HE man was suddenly very calm and
collected. “They did it in ignorance,
dear. We should do it deliberately.”

“What does it matter? We only live once
in this fine world—"

“There’'s a life after, and we are re-
sponsible to those who come into posses-
sion of the fine world after us. Just look
forward, dear, forward to the Lord knows
how many Oliver Hammands with their
lives ruined—perhaps just when they’d
met the women of their hearts—and who
knows how many Kates hideously done to
death! No, dear—"

“I can see it all; I have seen it all for
weeks; and I do not care—"

“Of course you don’t, dear; for the time
You’d give your soul and wrong all the rest
of humanity to make me happy tempo-
rarily. Only it would never answer. You'd
come to your senses, and you'd hate your-
self for stooping, and I'd hate myself for
allowing you to stoop. You are learned and
wise, and I'm commonplace, but in this
matter the man must be master and save
the woman from herself. And you know,
dear, it might be better if you didn’t touch
me. I'm no Galahad, only a man who loves
too well to sacrifice the woman he loves to
her own love for him. Oh, my dear, you
know how it hurts me—enough to give me
some idea of how it must hurt you, Luna!”

She threw her head back. “It takes away
part of the sting to learn I love a man so
much better than myself, Oliver.”

“Dear, I'm not, yet it is grand that you
should think it! And perhaps I should not
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lamp this evening you woke naturally
and understood, confusedly, what you had
done.”

“Totally ruining my beautiful bought-
and-paid-for arm!” said the irrepressible
Goddard. “I was in a stew while I didn't
know what was keeping you in check, old
man! Of course it was the presence of
more than one person. I believe we are to
learn how you learnt all this, Miss Barten-
dale?”

“Yes, I must explain my investigation
in order that you may all understand the
last experiment.”

113 HEN Swanhild told me the tradi-

tions I saw there was something at
the back of them, something nobody sus-
pected,” Luna resumed. “The Shaw at
once settled all question of a Fourth Di-
mensional being. I must tell you that in
my professional work I have not yet met
with a case of ghostly interference that
would stand investigation, but I have es-
tablished that anything outside of the
normal Third Dimension is always per-
ceptible to a dog or cat or human Sensi-
tive. It follows the track of the only
abnormality in the wood—that of spilt
blood where you were carried, Oliver. I
had a suspicion already by that time,
knowing you had been cut up a good deal
in the war and were in a highly-strung
state—"

“You seemed to suspect me of this
enormity pretty quickly,” said Oliver.

She returned in quite her old patronis-
ing way: ‘“Such things are not so uncom-
mon as the laity suppose! I warned you
of the Fifth Dimension, but shelved the
idea for my subconscious mind to rumi-
nate on while we tried the church. There
I looked at the Monster's alleged por-
traits and found no enlightenment at first.
The Pardon gave me my first starting
point. A man who was bold enough to
practise forbidden arts in Tudor days must
have committed some abnormal sin, for
the bought absolution was of the most
gigantic proportions. For the time I won-
dered if the Monster really started with
him, and tradition had fathered it on his
forebears.

“As we left the church another glance
at the brass brought illumination. The
body of the brass ‘Monster’ is roughly
human, while the head might be anything
from a dog’s to a dragon’s, and the paws
are short-toed dog paws. The Monster
always tore with grappling, handlike
paws; this could not be a literal repre-
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sentation of it, it must be allegorical. A
human body; hands and head; the seats
of impulse and action; animal. Human
body and animal thoughts and acts—I
saw the meaning of the rhyme at once:

‘Hammand Monster, do ye wit,
With the race is firmly knit’

“It explained all; in the Anchorite’'s day
it was known it was something inherent
in the race which woke and possessed the
victim. The dog’s not giving any warning
was finally explained.

“Remember I have peculiar knowledge,
and cases of people who have apparently
been possessed by animal spirits are not
unusual in my experience. ‘Lycanthropy’
was what I said to myself as I left the
church. Only the hereditary character is
unique—in the modern West at least—and
that feature engaged my attention at once.
Of the origin of wolf-mania nothing is
known; with the earliest records it is al-
ready an established form of madness.
Yet it must have had an origin.

“A man can go insane through shock or
physical accident, but he doesn’t imagine
he is a particular animal without some
mental prompting, and some crime
against nature is at the root of all abnor-
mal heredity mania. Crime committed by
a single person sometimes extends its
punishment to the guiltless through long
ages. Might it be possible to find the
origin through your hereditary memory?

“You see, even at that early stage the
hope of doing away with the Bane had
come to me. I had learnt it was a crea-
tion of the FKifth Dimension, an impres-
sion of the brain that obsessed the brain’s
owner in specific conditions. Like cures
like; if I could find the exact origin might
I not be able to banish it by a counter-
impression? So I kept my own counsel;
the matter was so long-established that
only the exact truth of its origin would
serve, and I had to keep you in ignorance,
Oliver, lest you should unconsciously start
to invent particulars. I had to test your
recollection by association alone, and see
what light archaeology and the family
history would shed on what I elicited.

“At that stage all was a chaos of dis-
connected data, but the hidden room at
once afforded something to start from, in
the shape of the Scandinavian sword. I
had noticed that the family features, like
the family name, pointed to a Danish
origin; the north was the home of wehr-
wolves, and the Danish sword and the
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runes on it might prove the clue to the
Monster’s origin. The connection with
the hand I did not then understand, be-
yond its proving the nature of the War-
lock’s work. It will be obvious now how I
deduced the ritual, and that it was ex-
tinct before the Warlock’s time. This
extinction was explained by the pedigree,
also how providence had enabled him to
start life with the entall of the curse bro-
ken, and that in some way he must have
ruined this advantage through his occult
studies.

13 HILE my learned friends wrestled

with the runes I tested your mem-
ory in the way you know. When the
Danish sword suggested golden pigtails
and the fylfot I wondered if the Warlock
had taken it from some Danish grave, in
which case the use of the hand was evi-
dent. I had already surmised the Mon-
strous Man was a Danish creation, as was
the corrupt name ‘Thunder’s Barrow.’” The
legend of the hidden gold was another
step, and my friend’s reading the name of
your ancestor clinched matters. Then
your persistence about the inscription on
the bronze blade made me ocertain that
inscription contained the secret: since
memory of it had survived when the ritual
was forgotten.

“I was right and wrong In the Barrow
matter. Right as to the Warlock’s digging,
wrong at to his motive; as I realised when
the gold-plated figurehead appeared. The
excavation was an apparent failure, but it
was not utterly so, for in the course of it
I learnt how strong your dormant mem-
ory of old Danish matters is. Oliver, and
that encouraged me to persevere.

“I decided to try a serious experiment.
You remember that night I hypnotised
you in the drawing-room? And that when
you were waked two hours later we simply
told you we had elicited nothing fresh?
Well, during those two hours Swanhild
and I took you into the hidden room,
bringing you back before you waked—"

“By jove!” exclaimed Goddard. “Pardon
the interruption. I'l tell you about it
later, Oliver.”

“I had told Swanhild the truth as soon
as you were asleep. She could not believe
it without evidence; therefore, leaving
Auntic in the drawing-room for fear a
servant might come on some errand and
be puzzled by our disappearance, we took
you to the room. There I made you stand
inside a chalked pentacle, impressing on
you that you could not move outside it,
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placed the hand, sword, and golden plates
in your view, turned the light low and hid
it, and made you believe you were alone
with Swanhild in the starlit night with
pines near. The effect was overwhelming,
the wehrwolf fit coming on at once. You
were unable to get out of the pentacle,
however; which told me the strong power
of suggestion I had acquired. While you
were In that state I summoned Hamandr
your ancestor to appear, calling him by
his proper designation of Skinturner, and
hoping to get further information from
you; but you were incapable of coherent
human speech—to all intents you were a
mere animal for the time.

“It grew too painful for Swanhild to
bear, so I conducted you back to the draw-
ing-room, leaving her to recover a little—
oh, I'll tell you that in detail later. Next
day Slinfold’s narrative turned up, we
secured the inscribed stone, and it proved
to be the final clue. On Thursday my
professor read the runic inscription on it,
and this is how it runs—”

She unfolded a paper, Oliver held it to
the light and read: “Edith his wife, and
Olafr, Rognwaldr, and Swanhild his chil-
dren, raised this memorial to Magnus,
that was named Fairlocks, that was of the
blood of Hamandr Sigmund’s Son the
Volsung.”

“It was quite enough,” Luna resumed.
“It linked you with the Volsung tale, as
told in the Elder Edda. Now pray attend
carefully, that you may understand my
weak link. On getting the translation I
applied to the British Museum, and had a
summary of the Volsung tale prepared
from different versions of the Edda. One
point eluded me; there must have been
some exact connection between the fight
with the wolf and the lycanthropy, but
that connection was not apparent. The
mere fight with the wolf was not enough
to induce the abiding mania.

At last my Museum assistant, at his
wits’” end, was reduced to consulting
poetry. He produced William Morris’s
metrical version of the Volsung epic. And
in it is Sigmund’s vow; which was not
introduced in any of the prose transla-
tions at my command. This vow idea
offers such a convincing and logical rea-
son for the mania that I related it to you
in its proper place. Still, it is the weak
link; an explanation is not necessarily the
true one simply because it is plausible.
On the other hand a true poet can so
enter into the thoughts of others, even of
the dead, that he can often explain a
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screen aside and the room was lit again.
The howl stopped half-way.

HE two in the niche returned to their

posts at the table. Oliver stood, shaking
convulsively, in the pentacle, his face just
losing the appearance it had worn in the
Shaw. Before he could speak Luna flicked
a hand commandingly towards him, “Sit,
and sleep!” she ordered.

He sat down, his lids drooping. She
closed the shutters.

Then she seemed to wake to life. Her
voice took on a fervid cadence that seemed
to fill the whole room with a thin, hushed
mass of sound. “Sigmund Volsungsson—
vower of the wolf vow, I speak to you!” she
began.

“I hear, who am Sigmund the king, son
of Volsung the king and the vower of the
wolf vow,” he answered tonelessly.

“Sigmund, you are dying on the strand
of a strange country,” she went on. “Dying
after a battle wherein Odin’s self came to
slay thee.”

“The old man in cloud-grey raiment,
who smote me down with a strained twi-
bill, was truly Odin himself,” he quietly
assented. He sat rigidly at attention, his
eyes following her every movement.

“Do you know who it is that bends over
you as you dle, Sigmund?” she asked. “It is
your queen.”

He turned his head to the right, but his
eyes remained directed at her. “My queen
—Hiordis!” he said, and staggered to his
feet and stood swaying. ‘“Let me die
standing as a Volsung should, Hiordis,” he
cried in a voice gone suddenly feeble.

“Alas, now is the life gone from you,
Sigmund,” exclaimed Luna. Immediately
he collapsed into the chair, but ere he
well fell back her voice changed and
clanged out ringingly. “Sigmund, awake!”
she called. “Hear the call to Godhome,
Volsung soul!—arise and come away!”

“I come, Chooser of the Slain!”

He sat up as though galvanised. “Die
Walkiire!” she called, turning her head
to the stairs; and from the corridor, made
mystically impersonal from the invisibility
of its source, the “Ride of the Valkyrs”
swelled through the room. Through what
followed it made a background of swoop-
ing, galloping melody, with the gurgle of
the spring running behind it, through
which Luna’s voice pierced, thin and clear,
in a steady thread of recitative.

“Mount and come, Sigmund! Mount and
ride with the Valkyrs; the Choosers of
the Heroic Slain! Hear the clatter of
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our horsehooves on the stars as we gallop
through the sky! See, Volsung’s son, the
stormclouds fleeting past us like wisps of
mist; see the world wax small and ever
smaller beneath us—"

The blankness of Oliver’s face was gone.
It was flushed, his eyes flamed red. His
hands were held in a way that suggested
the grip of an imaginary bridle, at her
warning his knees crooked and stiffened
as though calves and thighs gripped a
horse’s sides.

“Onward—ever onward!” she proceeded.
“The earth is past; the stars are past; the
firmament’s very rim has felt the last
touch of our horsehooves! Winter and
summer are outraced—we reach Valhalla,
Sigmund Volsung’s son! Enter Godhome,
son of Volsung, enter and rest and feast
until the Day of Odin’s Need. You are in
Valhalla, Sigmund, feasting, wrestling,
fencing, with your peers the Einheirar,
everliving through the short years of
unwearying days. The centuries are sweep-
ing past on midearth, Volsung Sigmund;
long wars there are, and short times of
peace, but they pass unnoticed in Val-
halla, in the fair companionship of the
Einheirar. With the leaves of Yggdrasil,
the Hoiy Ash, ever soughing overheard,
and Odin’s self in the shade of it. The
peace of Valhalla—and now wake, Vol-
sung’s son, for the ages have passed like
a night’s dream, and it is the Fimbulveter-
tide! The Day of Odin’s Need—of the
Need of the Asa gods—son of Volsung!”

ER voice had risen gradually. It

dropped ncw to a thin thread. The
music ceased. and the pianist began an
improvisation of her own in a minor key
that barely seconded the gurgle of the
spring and formed a flat, nebulous back-
ground to the flexible voice.

“Look down and abroad from Valhalla's
golden wall, Sigmund,” it exhorted. “Look,
as the Asa gods and your fellows the Ein-
heirar look, to earth in the Fimbulveter-
tide. The fated three winters of war are
overpest, the torn and tangled nations
would fain be at truce to till the ground
fattened with three years of shed blood,
but the judgment of the Norns is upon
them. They have spun and carded, and
sheared; the Norns of Past and Present
and Yet to Be; and the latter days of Fim-
bulveter-tide follow the first.

It is the time of Regnarok; the sun and
the moon are darkened; the stars vanish
in the shrivelling arch of Ymer’s Skull—
It is THE DAY!
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amidst them?—the Asa gods arisen! Odin,
and Thor, and Tyr, and Baldur—the gods
are risen!”

She rapped an order aside to the stair-
way, and the commanding clamour of
“The Song of Awakening” rang out. Pene-
tratingly clear her voice chimed in with
it: “Odin calls—Odin calls his chosen
heroes by name to the glory of the new
heaven and earth! Rise, rise, Volsung
Sigmund, for the first name Odin calls is
the name of him who vowed the wolf
vow and expiated it by his self-made agony
of remaining aloof on THE DAY! Rise,
forgiven, Sigmund; wolf vow worked out
and atoned; rise and join the Asa gods
and Einheirar in the newborn Valhalla
for ever!”

Oliver was on his feet in the pentacle,
almost on tiptoes with the gush of alert
energy that had straightened him upright,
chest out, chin up, hands raised in what
Swanhild somehow knew was the root-
attitude of worship in all humanity. His
face was the wolf face, only the eyes were
not red. They were human eyes, Oliver
Hammand’s normal eyes set in the wolf
mask, and no sooner had his sister realised
that than the wolf features changed. They
did not fade gradually, as in the Shaw,
into his natural features; rather they
vanished between two flicks of the
watcher’s eyelids, and Oliver was there in
his pleasant human entirety. Only he
seemed bigger and more splendid than
he had ever been before, and his eyes
blazed with a steady, ecstatic scintillation,
as though they reflected the light from a
world beyond ours.

“Worked out—and forgiven—I thank
you, Odin Allfather!” he cried. “Forgiven
for ever—wolf nevermore!”

Luna, before him, seemed almost tiny
and insignificant by contrast with his
Jradiant, magnificent manhood. She
trembled and shrank back, then pulled
herself together. “Wake, Oliver Ham-
mand!” she ordered.

He shut his eyes a moment, gave a
little sigh, and opened them. “Why—
what—" he began, looking round con-
fusedly. “You were going to hypnotise me,
weren’t you?”

“In a minute,” Luna snapped. “Up the
stairs!” she called to Goddard and Swan-
hild. They obeyed without a word. It was
the final minute. “I want to try you again,
with pines and starlight, and only myself
present,” she said to Oliver. Then she
swung the shutters open and shrouded the
lamp.
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“The stars are very clear,” said Oliver
quietly, at last. “I don’t quite understand.”

“Pincs, stars, cold, and one companion
—Garoul Hammand!” Luna said.

“Good Lord, I remember!” he -cried
sharply. “You told me I go mad, turn to a
wolf in such conditions—didn’t you make
me do it just now? I—I'm all confused.
Only it really doesn’t affect me at all—
makes me feel rather pleasant, it's all so
fresh, and nice-smelling, and quiet. Luna
—does it mean you were mistaken about
it? But I remember—the Shaw! A feel all
confused—am I crazy?”

“Not crazy—cured!” She flashed the
light on again and confronted him, her
eyes almost wild, her breast heaving as she
half-sobbed: “Not crazy—cured! You are
a normal man for the first time.”

WANHILD and Goddard came down into

the room and after them Madame
Yorke. Oliver hid his face in his hands
for a minute. Then he raised it again and
squared his shoulders.

“I'm rather confused, you know,” he said
at last. “You’ve all had more or less time
to understand the business; I've only had
to-night. But two things I do comprehend
—that I'm normal, and that I must ring
up the police at once. And, somehow, I
don’t feel either sorry or glad, afraid or
hopeful. It’s all been so sudden, and the
idea that I was to lose you, Luna, had not
time to get a grip of me before you found
that the link held. That it held,” he re-
peated, “that God has allowed you to give
me hope of a future in spite of disgrace.”

They both forgot the others as they
climbed the stairs without further words,
their arms linked for the first time.

Outside the gallery door Walton hovered.

“Inspector Burrell, sir. Just rang you up.”

Luna’s hands twitched on Oliver’s arm.
He smiled down reassuringly into the
agony of her eyes. “Very good, Walton. Tell
the Inspector I expected the call and will
have a few words with him immediately.”

Walton hurried away. “It's as well it has
come at once, both for the two fellows and
our own sakes,” said Oliver quietly. “Swan-
hild, you’ll drive round to the Ades. God-
dard, you’ll come with me. No, Luna, dear,
I'd rather you went into the Holbein room.”

She obeyed without protest. Swanhild
ran uvpstairs glad of something active to
do. Within a few minutes she would be
helping to bring the family name down in
eternal ruin. What would they do to
Oliver? Put him somewhere as a dangerous
maniac? And poor Luna—poor Luna who
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brother, I remember, learnt Latin out of
Descartes’ Meditatione, and I, in place of
the little tales which children are usually
told to read, had nothing more charming
than a translation of the Gesta Roman-
orum. We grew up thus, quiet and studious
children, and in course of time my brother
provided for himself elsewhere.

I continued to live at home because
my poor mother had become an invalid,
and demanded my continual care, and
about two years ago she died after many
months of painful illness.

My situation was a terrible one; the
shabby furniture barely sufficed to pay the

debts I had been forced to contract, and.

the books I dispatched to my brother,
knowing how he would value them. I was
absolutely alone; I was aware how poorly
my brother was paid; and though I came
up to London in the hope of finding em-
ployment, with the understanding that he
would defray my expenses, I swore it
should only be for a month, and that if I
could not in that time find some work, I
would starve rather than deprive him of
the few miserable pounds he had laid by
for his day of trouble.

I tock a little room in a distant suburb,
the cheapest that I could find; I lived on
bread and tea, and I spent my time in vain
answering of advertisements, and vainer
walks to addresses I had noted. Day fol-
lowed on day, and week on week, and still
I was unsuccessful, till at last the term I
had appointed drew to a close, and I saw
before me the grim prospect of slowly dy-
ing of starvation.

My landlady was good-natured in her
way; she knew the slenderness of my
means, and I am sure that she would not
have turned me out of doors; it remained
for me then to go away, and to try to die
in some quiet place. It was winter then
and a thick white fog gathered in the
early part of the afternoon, becoming more
dense as the day wore on; it was a Sun-
day. I remember, and the people of the
house were at chapel. At about three
o'clock I crept out and walked away as
quickly as I could, for I was weak from
abstinence. The white mist wrapped all
the streets in silence, a hard frost had
gathered thick upon the bare branches of
the trees, and frost crystals glittered on
the wooden fences, and on the cold, cruel
ground beneath my feet. I walked on,
turning to right and left in utter haphaz-
ard, without caring to look up at the names
of the streets, and all that I remember of
my walk on that Sunday afternoon seems
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but the broken fragments of an evil dream.,

In a confused vision I stumbled on,
through roads half town and half country.
Now and then I would hear a quick step
ringing on the iron road, and men would
pass me well wrapped up, walking fast for
the sake of warmth, and no doubt eagerly
foretasting the pleasures of a glowing
hearth, with curtains tightly drawn about
the frosted panes, and the welcomes of
their friends; but as the early evening dark-
ened and night approached, foot-passengers
got fewer and fewer, and I passed through
street after street alone. In the white
silence I stumbled on, as desolate as if I
trod the streets of a buried city; and as
I grew more weak and exhausted, some-
thing of the horror of death was folding
thickly round my heart. Suddenly, as I
turned a corner, some one accosted me
courteously beneath the lamp-post, and I
heard a voice asking if I could kindly point
the way to Avon Road. At the sudden
shock of human accents I was prostrated,
and my strength gave way; I fell all hud-
dled on the sidewalk, and wept and sobbed
and laughed in violent hysteria.

In a few minutes I was able to compase
my feelings, and as I rose I saw that I was
confronted by a middle-aged gentleman
of pleasing appearance, neatly and cor-
rectly dressed.

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

“You are very kind,” I replied, “but I
fear there is nothing to be done. My con-
dition seems a hopeless one.”

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

HERE was something very soothing

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

“You were wrong to give in so com-
pletely,” he said, when I was silent. “A
month is too short a time in which to feel
one’s way in London. London, let me tell
you, Miss Lally, does not lie open and un-
defended; it is a fortified place, fossed
and double-moated with curious intrica-
cles. As must always happen in large
towns, the conditions of life have become
hugely artificial; no mere simple palisade
is run up to oppose the man or woman who
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would take the place by storm, but serried
lines of subtle contrivances, mines, and
pitfalls which it needs a strange skill to
overcome. You, in your simplicity, fancied
you had only to shout for these walls to
sink into nothingness, but the time is gone
for such startling victories as these. Take
courage; you will learn the secret of suc-
cess before long.”

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

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

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

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

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

Such was my introduction to Professor
Gregg, and can you wonder that the re-
membrance of despair and the cold blast
that had blown from the gates of death
upon me made me regard him as a second
father? Before the close of the week I was
installed in my new duties. The professor
had leased an old brick manor house in
a western suburb of London, and here,
surrounded by pleasant lawns and or-
chards, and soothed with the murmur of
ancient elms that rocked their boughs
above the road, the new chapter of my life
began. Knowing the peculiar nature of
a professor’s occupations, you will not
be surprised to hear that the house teemed
with books, and cabinets full of strange,
and even hideous, objects filled every avail-
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able nook in the vast low rooms. Gregg
was a man whose one thought was for
knowledge, and I too before long caught
something of his enthusiasm, and strove
to enter into his passion for research. In
a few months I was perhaps more his sec-
retary than the governess of the two chil-
dren, and many a night I have sat at the
desk in the glow of the shaded lamp while
he, pacing up and down in the rich gloom
of the firelight, dictated to me the sub-
stance of his “Textbook of Ethnology.” But
amidst these more sober and accurate
studies I always detected a something
hidden, a longing and desire for some ob-
ject to which he did not allude; and now
and then he would break short in what he
was saying and lapse into reverie, en-
tranced, as it seemed to me, by some dis-
tant prospect of adventurous discovery.

The textbook was at last finished, and we
began to receive proofs from the printers,
which were entrusted to me for a first
reading, and then underwent the final
revision of the professor. All the while
his weariness of the actual business he was
engaged on increased, and it was with
the joyous laugh of a schoolboy when term
is over that he one day handed me a copy
of the book. “There,” he said, “I have
kept my word; I promised to write it, and
it is done with. Now I shall be free to
live for stranger things; I confess it, Miss
Lally, I covet the renown of Columbus; you
will, I hope, see me play the part of an
explorer.”

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

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

I could see the excitement boiling be-
neath his words, and in his face was the
heart of the hunter; before me stood a
man who believed himself summoned to
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to me. “We shall be leaving here in a
week’s time.”

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

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

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

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

THE days passed quickly; I could see that
the professor was all quivering with
suppressed excitement, and I could scarce
credit the eager appetence of his glance
as we left the old manorhouse behind us
and began our journey.

We set out at midday, and it was in the
dusk of the evening that we arrived at a
little county station. I was tired and ex-
cited, and the drive through the lanes
seems all a dream. First the deserted
streets of a forgotten village, while I heard
Professor Gregg’s voice talking of the
Augustan Legion and the clash of arms,
and all the tremendous pomp that fol-
lowed the eagles; then the broad river
swimming to full tide with the last after-
glow glimmering duskily in the yellow
water, the wide meadows, the cornfields
whitening, and the deep lane winding on
the slope between the hills and the water.

At last we began to ascend, and the air
grew rarer. I looked down and saw the
pure white mist tracking the outline of
the river like a shroud, and a vague and
shadowy country; imaginations and fan-
tasy of swelling hills and hanging woods,
and half-shaped outlines of hills beyond,
and in the distance the glare of the furnace
fire on the mountain, growing by turns
a pillar of shining flame and fading to a
dull point of red. We were slowly mount-
ing a carriage drive, and then there came
to me the cool breath and the secret of
the great wood that was above us; I
seemed to wander in its deepest depths,
and there was the sound of trickling water,
the scent of the green leaves, and the
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breath of the summer night. The carriage
stopped at last, and I could scarcely dis-
tinguish the form of the house as I waited.
a moment at the pillared porch. PBhe rest
of the evening seemed a dream of strange
things bounded by the great silence of the
wood and the valley and the river.

The next morning, when I awoke and
looked out of the bow window of the big,
old-fashioned bedroom, I saw under a
grey sky a country that was still all
mystery. The long, lovely valley, with the
river winding in and out below, crossed in
mid-vislon by a mediaeval bridge of
vaulted and buttressed stone, the clear
presence of the rising ground beyond, and
the woods that I had only seen in shadow
the night before, seemed tinged with en-
chantment, and the soft breath of air that
sighed in at the opened pane was like no
other wind.

I looked across the valley, and beyond,
hill followed on hill as wave on wave, and
here a faint blue pillar of smoke rose still
in the morning air from the chimney of
an ancient grey farmhouse, there was a
rugged height crowned with dark firs,
and in the distance I saw the white streak
of a road that climbed and vanished into
some unimagined country. But the boun-
dary of all was a great wall of mountain,
vast in the west, and ending like a fortress
with a steep ascent and a domed tumulus
clear against the sky.

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

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

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

He smiled queerly at me. “You must not
think I am making a mystery for the sake
of a mystery,” he said. “I do not speak
out because, so far, there is nothing to be
spoken, nothing definite, I mean, nothing
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that can be set down in hard black and
white, as dull and sure and irreproachable
as any blue-book. And then I have an-
other reason: Many years ago a chance
paragraph in a newspaper caught my at-
tention, and focussed in an instant the
vagrant thoughts and half-formed fa: :ies
of many idle and speculative hours into
a certain hypothesis. I saw at once that I
was treading on a thin crust; my theory
was wild and fantastic in the extreme, and
I would not for any consideration have
written hint of it for publication. But I
thought that in the company of scientific
men like myself, men who knew the course
of discovery, and were aware that the
gas that blazes and flares in the gin-palace
was once a wild hypothesis—I thought that
with such men as these I might hazard
my dream—let us say Atlantis, or the
philosopher’s stone, or what you like—
without danger of ridicule. I found I was
grossly mistaken; my friends looked blank-
ly at me and at one another, and I could
see something of pity, and something also
of insolent contempt, in the glances they
exchanged.

“One of them called on me next day, and
hinted that I must be suffering from over-
work and brain exhaustion. In plain terms,
I said, you think I am going mad. I think
not; and I showed him out with some little
appearance of heat. Since that day I
vowed that I would never whisper the
nature of my theory to any living soul;
to no one but yourself have I ever shown
the contents of that drawer. After all, I
may be following a rainbow; I may have
been misled by the play of coincidence;
but as I stand here in this mystic hush
and silence amidst the woods and the wild
hills, I am more than ever sure that I
am hot on the scent. Come, it is time we
went in.”

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

Yet, with this image of mystery haunt-
ing my thoughts, I surrendered wholly to
the charm of the country. Above the
faded house on the hillside began the great
forest—a long, dark line seen from the
opposing hills, stretching above the river
for many a mile from north to south, and
yielding in the north to even wilder coun-
try, barren and savage hills, and ragged
common-land, a territory all strange and
unvisited, and more unknown to English-
men than the very heart of Africa. The
space of a couple of steep fields alone
separated the house from the wood, and
the children were delighted to follow me up
the long alleys of undergrowth, between
smooth bleached walls of shining beech,
to the highest point in the wood, whence
one looked on one side across the river and
the rise and fall of the country to the
great western mountain wall, and on the
other over the surge and dip of the myriad
trees of the forest, over level meadows
and the shining yellow sea to the faint
coast beyond. I used to sit at this point on
the warm sunlit turf which marked the
track of the Roman Road, while the two
children raced about hunting for the
whinberries that grew here and there on
the banks.

Here beneath the deep blue sky and the
great clouds rolling, like olden galleons
with sails full-bellied, from the sea to the
hills, as I listened to the whispered charm
of the great and ancient wood, I lived
solely for delight, and only remembered
strange things when we would return to
the house and find Professor Gregg either
shut up in the little room he had made his
study, or else pacing the terrace with the
look, patient and enthusiastic, of the
determined seeker.

One morning, some eight or nine days
after our arrival, I looked out of my win-
dow and saw the whole landscape trans-
muted before me. The clouds had dipped
low and hidden the mountain in the west;
a southern wind was driving the rain in
shifting pillars up the valley, and the little
brooklet that burst the hill below the
house now raged, a red torrent, down the
river. We were perforce obliged to keep
snug within-doors; and when I had at-
tended to my pupils, I sat down in the
morning-room where the ruins of a library
still encumbered an old-fashioned book-
case. I had inspected the shelves once or
twice, but their contents had failed to
attract me; volumes of eighteenth-century
sermons, an old book on farriery, a collec-
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tion of Poems by “persons of quality,”
Prideaux’s Connection, and an odd volume
of Pope, were the boundaries of the li-
brary, and there seemed little doubt that
everything of interest or value had been
removed.

Now however, in desperation, I began to
re-examine the musty sheepskin and calf
bindings, and found, much to my delicht,
a fine old quarto printed by the Stephani,
containing the three books of Pomponius
Mela, De Situ Orbis, and other of the an-
cient geographers. I knew enough of Latin
to steer my way through an ordinary sen-
tence, and I soon became absorbed in the
odd mixture of fact and fancy—Ilight shin-
ing on a little space of the world, and be-
yond, mist and shadow and awful forms.
Glancing over the clear-printed pages, my
attention was caught by the heading of
a chapter in Solinus, and I read the
words:—

“MIRA DE INTIMIS GENTIBUS LIBYAE,
DE LAPIDE HEXECONTALITHO,”

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

The odd title attracted me, and I read
on:—“CGens ista avia et secreta habitat,
in montibus horrendis feeda mysteria cele-
brat. De hominibus nihil aliud illi prae-
ferunt quam figuram, ab humano ritu
prorsus exulant, oderunt deum lucis.
Stridunt potius quam loquuntur; vox ab-
sona nec sine horrore auditur. Lapide
quodam gloriantur, quem Hexecontalithon
vocant; dicunt enim hunc lapidem sexa-
ginta notas ostendere. Cujus lapidis nomen
secretum ineffabile colunt: quod Ixaxar.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I make sixty-two,” I said at last.

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

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

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

“But, Professor Gregg,” I cried, breath-
less, “the seal, the seal. Why, it is the
stone Hexecontalithos that Solinus writes
of; it is Ixaxar.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I thought the professor was joking, but
though his tone was airy enough there was
something grim and set about his features
that puzzled me.

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

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

‘WO hours later Professor Gregg re-

turned. I met him as he came down the
road, and asked quietly if he had been
able to find a boy.

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

‘“When is he coming?”

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

I found nothing to say to all this; Pro-
fessor Gregg spoke in a quiet tone of mat-
ter-of-fact, as indeed was warranted by
the circumstance; and yet I could not
quell my sensation of astonishment at the
whole affair. I knew that in reality no
assistance was wanted in the housewcrk,
and the professor’s prediction that the
boy he was to engage might prove a little
“simple,” followed by so exact a fulfilment,
struck me as bizarre in the extreme. The
next morning I heard from the house-maid
that the boy Cradock had come at eight,
and that she had been trying to make him
useful.

“He doesn’t seem quite all there, I don’
think, miss,” was her comment, and later
in the day I saw him helping the old man
who worked in the garden. He was a youth
of about fourteen, with black hair and
black eyes and an olive skin, and I saw
at once from the curious vacancy of his
expression that he was mentally weak.
He touched his forehead awkwardly as I
went by, and I heard him answering the
gardener in a queer, harsh voice that
caught my attention; it gave me the im-
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escritoire, properly labelled. In the well
of the escritoire is a large envelope sealed
and addressed to your name. I advise you
to throw it forthwith into the fire; you
will sleep better of nights if you do so.
But if you must know the history of what
has happened, it is all written down for
you to read.”

HE signature was firmly written below,

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

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

It is many years since the first glimmer
of the theory which is now almost, if
not quite, reduced to fact dawned on my
mind. A somewhat extensive course of
miscellaneous and obsolete reading had
done a good deal to prepare the way, and,
later, when I became somewhat of a
specialist, and immersed myself in the
studies known as ethnological, I was now
and then startled by facts that would not
square with orthodox scientific opinion,
and by discoveries that seemed to hint
at something still hidden for all our re-
search. More particularly I became con-
vinced that much of the folk-lore of the
world is but an exaggerated account of
events that really happened, and I was
especially drawn to consider the stories
of the fairies, the good folk of the Celtic
races. Here I thought I could detect the
fringe of embroidery and exaggeration, the
fantastic guise, the little people dressed in
green and gold sporting in the flowers, and
I thought I saw a distinct analogy between
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the name given to this race (supposed to
be imaginary) and the description of them.

Just as our remote ancestors called the
dreadful beings “fair” and “good” pre-
cisely because they dreaded them, so they
had dresscd them up in charming forms,
knowing the truth to be the very reverse.
Literature, too, had gone early to work, and
had lent a powerful hand in the trans-
formation, so that the playful elves of
Shakespeare are already far removed from
the true original, and the real horror is
disguised in a form of prankish mischief.
But in the older tales, the stories that
used to make men cross themselves as
they sat round the burning logs, we tread
a different stage; I saw a widely opposed
spirit in certain histories of children and
of men and women who vanished strangely
from the earth. They would be seen by a
peasant in the fields walking towards
some green and rounded hillock, and seen
no more on earth; and there are stories
of mothers who have left a child quietly
sleeping, with the cottage door rudely
barred with a piece of wood, and have
returned, not to find the plump and rosy
little Saxon, but a thin and wizened crea-
ture, with sallow skin and black, piercing
eyes, the child of another race.

Then, again, there were myths darker
still; the dread of witch and wizard, the
lurid evil of the Sabbath, and the hint of
demons who mingled with the daughters
of men. And just as we have turned the
terrible “fair folk” into a company of
benignant, if freakish, elves, se we have
hidden from us the black foulness of the
witch and her companions under a popu-
lar diableric of old women and broom-
sticks and a comic cat with tail on end.
So the Greeks called the hideous furies
benevolent ladies, and thus the northern
nations have followed their example. I
pursued my investigations, stealing odd
hours from other and more imperative
labours, and I asked myself the question:
Supposing these traditions to be true, who
were the demons attending the Sabbaths?

I need not say that I laid aside what I
may call the supernatural hypothesis of
the Middle Ages, and came to the con-
clusion that fairies and devils were of one
and the same race and origin; invention,
no doubt, and the Gothic fancy of old
days, had done much in the way of exag-
geration and distortion; yet I firmly be-
lieve that beneath all this imagery there
was a black background of truth. As for
some of the alleged wonders, I hesitated.
While I should be verv loath to receive any
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THE NOVEL OF THE BLACK SEAL

to stop his ears, or he would have run
away. The woman allowed herself to be
taken home, and a neighbor came to see
to her necessities. All the night she never
ceased her crying, mixing her lament with
words of some unintelligible jargon, and
when the doctor arrived he pronounced
her insane.

She lay on her bed for a week, now wail-
ing, like one lost and damned for eternity,
and now sunk in a heavy coma; it was
thought that grief at the loss of her hushand
had unsettled her mind.

I need not say that I was deeply in-
terested in this story, and I made my
friend write to me at intervals with all
the particulars of the case. I heard then
that in the course of six weeks the woman
gradually recovered the use of her facul-
ties, and some months later she gave
birth to a son, christened Jervase, who
unhappily proved to be of weak intellect.

UT now, knowing so much, I resolved

I would know all, and I concentrated
my efforts on the task of deciphering the
incription on the Black Seal. For many
years I made this puzzle the sole object of
my leisure moments; for the greater por-
tion of my time was, of course, devoted
to other duties, and it was only now and
then that I could snatch a week of clear
research. If I were to tell the full history
of this curious investigation, this state-
ment would be wearisome in the extreme,
for it would contain simply the account
of long and tedious failure. By what I
knew already of ancient scripts I was well
equipped for the chase, as I always termed
it to myself. I had correspondents amongst
all the scientific men in Europe, and in-
deed, in the world, and I could not believe
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come distended as a bladder, while the face
blackened before my eyes; and then at the
crisis I did what was necessary according
to the directions on the Seal, and putting
all scruple on one side, I became a man
of science, observant of what was passing.
Yet the sight I had to witness was horrible,
almost beyond the power of human con-
ception and the most fearful fantasy.
Something pushed out from the body
there on the floor, and stretched forth, a
slimy, wavering tentacle, across the room,
grasped the bust upon the cupboard, and
laid it down on my desk.

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

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

UCH was the almost incredible story
that the professor left behind him.
When I had finished reading it, it was late
at night, but the next morning I took
Morgan with me, and we proceeded to
search the Grey Hills for some trace of
the lost professor. I will not weary you
with a description of the savage desolation
of that tract of country, a tract of utterest
loneliness, of bare green hills dotted over
with grey limestone boulders, worn by the
ravages of time into fantastic semblances
of men and beasts. Finally we found his
watch and chain, the purse, and the ring—
wrapped in a piece of coarse parchment.
And then the sight of the dreaded
characters of the Black Seal repeated on
the parchment froze me to silent horror,
and I think I understood for the first time
the awful fate that had come upon my
late employer.
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