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Creep, Shadow!
by
Abraham Merritt

CHAPTER I. FOUR SUICIDES

| unpacked my bags at the Explorers Club gloomily enough. The sngularly unpleasant depression with
which | had awakened in my berth the night before had refused to be shaken off. It was like the echo of
some nightmare whose detalls | had forgotten but which Hill lurked just over the threshold of
CONSCiOUSNESS.

Joined to it was another irritation.

Of course | had not expected any Mayor's Committee to welcome me home. But that nether Bennett
nor Raston had met me began to assume the aspect of a mgor tragedy of neglect. | had written to both
before salling, and | had looked for one of them, at leadt, to be on the dock to meet me.

They were the closest friends | had, and the queer current of hodility between them had often amused
me. They thoroughly liked, yet as thoroughly disapproved of, each other. | had the idea that away down
under they were closer each to the other than to me that they might have been Damon and Pythias if
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each hadn't so didiked the other's atitude toward life and maybe were Damon and Pythias despite it.

Old Aesop formulated their discordance centuries ago in his fable of the Ant and the Cricket. Bill Bennett
was the Ant. The seriousminded, hard-working son of Dr. Liond Bennett, until recently one of the
modern, cvilized world's five outstanding experts upon brain pathology. | make the digtinction of modern
and avilized because | have had proof that what we are pleased to cdl the unavilized world has many
more such experts, and | have good reason to bdieve that the ancient world had others much further
advanced than those of the modern world, cvilized or uncvilized.

Bennett, the elder, had been one of the few speciaists whose mind turned upon his work rather then his
bank account. Didinguished but poor. Bennett, the younger, was about thirty-five, my own age. | knew
that his father had rested heavily upon him. | suspected that dong some lines, and especidly in the redim
of the subconscious, the son had outstripped the sire; his mind more flexible, more open. Bill had written
me ayear ago that hisfather had died, and that he had associated himsdf with Dr. Audtin Lowel, taking
the place of Dr. David Braile who had been killed by a fdling chanddlier in Dr. Lowdl's private hospital.
(See Burn, Witch, Burn.)

Dick Radgton was the Cricket. He was her to a fortune so s0lid that even the teeth of the depression
could only scratch it. Very much the traditiona rich man's son of the better sort, but seeing no honor, use,
nor any joy or other virtuein labor. Happy-go-lucky, clever, generous--but decidedly afird-classidler.

| was the compromise--the bridge on which they could meet. | had my medica degree, but dso | had
enough money to save me from the grind of practice. Enough to adlow meto do as | pleased--which was
arifting around the world on ethnologica research. Especidly in those fidds which my medicd and dlied
sdientific brethren cal superdtition--native sorceries, witchcraft, voodoo, and the like. In that research |
was as earnest as Bill in his. And he knew it.

Dick, on the other hand, attributed my wanderings to an itching foot inherited from one of my old Breton
forebears, a pirate who had saled out of St. Mao and carved himsdf a gory reputation in the New
World. And ultimately was hanged for it. The peculiar bent of my mind he likewise atributed to the fact
that two of my ancestors had been burned as witchesin Brittany.

| was perfectly understandable to him.
Bill'sindustry was not so understandable.

| reflected, morosdly, that evenif | had been away for three yearsit was too short a time to be forgotten.
And then | managed to shake off my gloom and to laugh at mysdf. After dl, they might not have gotten
ny letters, or they might have had engagements they couldn't break; and each might have thought the
other would be on hand.

There was an afternoon newspaper on the bed. | noticed that it was of the day before. My eye fdl upon
some headlines. | stopped laughing. The headlines ran:

$5,000,000 COPPER HEIR KILLS HIMSELF
RICHARD J. RALSTON, JR. PUTS BULLET THROUGH HEAD

"No Reason Known for Act--Fourth New York Man of Wedth to Take His Life Without Apparent
Causein Last Three Months--Police Hint Suicide Club.”

| read the Sory:
"Richard J. Raston, Jr., who inherited some $5,000,000 when his father, rich mine owner, died two



years ago, was found dead in his bed this morning in a bedroom of his house on 78th Street. He had shot
himsdf through the head, dying ingantly. The pistol with which he had killed himsdf was lying on the floor
where it had fdlen from his hand. The Detective Bureau identified the finger marks on it as his own.

"Discovery was made by his butler, John Smpson, who said that he had gone into the room about 8
o'clock, fallowing hisusud custom. From the condition of the body Dr. Peabody, of the coroner's office,
esimated that Rdston mugt have shot himsdf about three o'clock, or approximately five hours before
Smpson found him.”

Three o'clock? | fdt alittle prickling dong my spine. Allowing for the difference between ship time and
New York time, that was precisaly when | had awakened with that strange depression. | read on:

"If Smpson's sory is true, and the police see no reason to doubt it, the suicide could not have been
premeditated and must have been the result of some sudden overmagtering impulse. This seems to be
further indicated by the discovery of a letter Raston had started to write, and torn up without finishing.
The scraps of it were found under a desk in the bedroom where he had tossed them. The letter read:

"DEAR BILL.

"Sorry | couldnt stay any longer. | wish you would think of the matter as objective and not subjective,
no matter how incredible such athing may seem. If Alan were only here. He knows more--'

"At this point Rdston had evidently changed his mind and torn up the letter. The police would like to
know who 'Alan’ is and have him explain what it is that he 'knows more about. They aso hope that the
Bill' to whom it was to have been sent will identify himsdf. There is not the dightest doubt as to the case
being one of suicide, but it is possble that whatever it was that was 'objective and not subjective, no
meatter how incredible may throw some light on the mative.

"At present absolutely no reason appears to exist to explan why Mr. Raston should have taken his life.
His attorneys, the wdl-known firm of Wington, Smith & White, have assured the police that his estate is
in perfect order, and that there were no ‘complications inther client'slife It is a fact that unlike so many
sons of rich men, no scandal has ever been attached to Raston's name.

"This is the fourth suicide within three months of men of wedth of gpproximatdy Raston's age, and of
comparatively the same habits of life. Indeed, in each of the four cases the circumstances are so Smilar
that the police are serioudy contemplating the possbility of a suicide pact.

"Thefirg of the four deaths occurred on July 15, when John Marston, internationaly known polo player,
shot himsdf through the head in his bedroom in his country house a Locust Vdley, Long Idand. No
cause for hissuicide has ever come to light. Like Ralston, he was unmarried. On Augugt 6, the body of
Water . Clarr Cahoun was found in his roadster near Riverhead, Long Idand. Cahoun had driven his
car off the main road, here heavily shaded by trees, into the middle of an open fied. There he had put a
bullet through his brains. No one ever discovered why. He had been divorced for three years. On August
21, Richard Stanton, millionaire yachtsman and globe-trotter, shot himsdf through the head while on the
deck of his ocean-going yacht Trinculo. This happened the night before he was about to set out on a
cruise to South America”

| read on and on...the speculations as to the suicide pact, supposedly entered into because of boredom
and morbid thrill-hunger...the histories of Marston, Calhoun, and Stanton...Dick’s obituary...

| read, only half understanding what it was | read. | kept thinking thet it couldn't be true.

There was no reason why Dick should kill himsdf. In dl the world there was no man less likdy to kil



himsdf. The theory of the suicide pact was absurdly fantastic, a least so far as he was concerned. | was
the 'Alan’ of the letter, of course. And Bennett was the 'Bill.' But what was it | knew that had made Dick
wish for me?

The telephone buzzed, and the operator sad: "Dr. Bennett to see you."
| said: "Send him up." And to mysdf: "Thank God!"

Bill came in. He was white and drawn, and more like a man ill in the midst of a diff ordeal than one who
has passed through it. His eyes hdd a puzzled horror, as though he were looking less a me than within
his mind at whatever was the source of that horror. He hed a hand out, absently, and dl he said wes
"I'm glad you're back, Alan.”

| had the newspaper in my other hand. He took it and looked at the date. He sad: "Y esterday's. Well,
itsdl there. All that the police know, anyway."

He had said that rather oddly; | asked: "Do you mean you know something that the police don't?"

He answered, evasvely | thought: "Oh, they've got ther facts dl sraight. Dick put the bullet through his
brain. They're right in linking up those other three deaths--"

| repeated: "What do you know that the police don't know, Bill?*
He said: "That Dick was murdered!”
| looked at him, bewildered. "But if he put the bullet through his own brain--"

Hesad: "l don't blame you for being puzzled. Nevertheless--1 know Dick Raston killed himsdf, and yet
| know just as certainly that he was murdered.”

He sat down upon the bed; he said: "I need a drink.”

| brought out the bottle of Scotch the dub steward had thoughtfully placed in my room for homecoming
welcome. He poured himsdf a Siff one. He repested:

"I'm glad you're back! Weve got a tough job ahead of us, Alan."
| poured mysdf adrink; | asked: "What isit? To find Dick's murderer?"
He answered: "That, yes. But more than that. To stop more murders.”

| poured him and mysdf another drink; | said: "Quit beating about the bush and tdl me what it's dl
about."

He looked a me, thoughtfully; he answered, quietly: "No, Alan. Not yet." He put down his glass.
"Suppose you had discovered a new bug, an unknown germ--or thought you had. And had studied it and
noted its peculiarities. And suppose you wanted someone to check up. What would you do--give him dl
your supposed observations fird, and then ask him to look into the microscope to verify them? Or amply
give him an outline and ask him to look into the microscope and find out for himsdf?*

"Outline and find out for himsdf, of course”

"Exactly. Well, | think | have such anew bug--or a very old one, dthough it has nothing whatever to do
with germs. But I'm not going to tel you any more about it until 1 put your eye to the microscope. | want
your opinion uncolored by mine. Send out for a paper, will you?'



| cdled the office and told them to get me one of the latest editions. When it came, Bill took it. He
glanced over the firg page, then turned the sheets until he came to what he was looking for. He read it,
and nodded, and passed the paper to me.

"Dick's reduced from page one to page five" he said. "But I've gotten it over. Read the firs few
paragraphs--al the rest isrehash and idle conjecture. Very idle”

| read:

"Dr. William Bennett, the eminent brain specidist and associate of Dr. Augtin Lowell, the distinguished
psychiatrigt, visted Police Headquarters this morning and identified hmsdf as the ‘Bill' of the unfinished
letter found in the bedroom of Richard J. Raston, Jr., fter the latter's suicide yesterday morning.

"Dr. Bennett said that undoubtedly the letter had been meant for him, that Mr. Raston had been one of
his oldest friends and had recently consulted him for what he might describe roughly as insomnia and bad
dreams. Mr. Raston had, in fact, been hisguest a dinner the night before. He had wanted Mr. Ralston to
spend the night with him, but after consenting, he had changed his mind and gone home to deep. Tha
was what he had referred to in the opening sentence of his letter. Professond confidence prevented Dr.
Bennett from going into further description of Mr. Raston's symptoms. Asked whether the mentd
condition of Mr. Ralston might explain why he had killed himsdf, Dr. Bennett guardedly replied that
suicide was dways the result of some mental condition.”

In spite of my perplexity and sorrow, | couldn't help amiling at that.

"The'Alan' referred to in the letter, Dr. Bennett said, is Dr. Alan Caranac, who was aso an old friend of
Mr. Raston, and who is due in New York today on the Augudtus after three years in Northern Africa
Dr. Caranac is wdl-known in scientific cirdles for his ethnologica researches. Dr. Bennett said that Mr.
Raston had thought that some of his symptoms might be explained by Dr. Caranac because of the latter's
Sudy of certain obscure mental aberrations among primitive peoples.”

"Now for the kicker," said Bill, and pointed to the next paragraph:

"Dr. Bennett talked fredy with the reporters after his satement to the police, but could add no essentia
facts beyond those he had given them. He did say that Mr. Raston had withdrawn large sums in cash
from his accounts during the two weeks before his death, and that there was no evidence of what had
become of them. He seemed immediady to regret that he had given this information, saying that the
circumgance could have no bearing upon Mr. Raston's suicide. He rluctantly admitted, however, tha
the sum might be well over $100,000, and thet the police were investigeting.”

| sad: "That looks like blackmail--if it's true.”
Hesad: "I haven't the dightest proof that it is true. But it's what | told the police and the reporters.”
He read the paragraph over again and arose.

"The reporters will soon be here, Alan," he said. "And the paolice. I'm going. You havent seen me. You
haven' the dightest idea of what it's dl about. You haven't heard from Ralgton for a year. Tdl them that
when you get in touch with me, you may have something more to say. But now--you dont know
anything. And that's true--you don't. That's your story, and you gick to it."

He waked to the door. | sad:

"Wait aminute, Bill. What's the idea behind that bunch of words I've just read?’



Hesad: "Itsanicdy baited hook."

| sad: "What do you expect to hook?"

He sad: "Dick's murderer.”

He turned at the door: "And something ese that's right down your dley. A witch."
He shut the door behind him.

CHAPTER II. THE DEMOISELLE DAHUT

Not long after Bill had gone, a man from the Detective Bureau visted me. It was evident that he regarded
the cdl as waste mation; just a part of the routine. His questions were perfunctory, nor did he ask meif |
hed seen Bennett. | produced the Scotch and he mellowed. He sad:

"Hdl, if it an't one thing it's another. If you ain't got money you wear yoursdlf out tryin' to get it. If you got
it, then somebody's tryin' dl the time to rob you. Or dse you go nuts like this poor guy and then what
good is your money? This Raston wasn't a bad guy at thet, | hear.”

| agreed. He took another drink and |eft.

Three reporters came; one from the City News and the others from afternoon papers. They asked few
questions about Dick, but showed flatering interest in my travels. | was so rdieved that | sent for a
second bottle of Scotch and told them a few Stories about the mirror-magic of the Riff women, who
believe that at certain times and under certain conditions they can catch the reflections of those they love
or hate in thelr mirrors, and so have power theregfter over their souls.

The City News men sad that if he could get the Riff women to teach him that trick, he could lift dl the
mirror-makers in America out of the depression and get rich doing it. The other two morosely agreed that
they knew some editors whose reflections they'd like to catch. | laughed and said it would be easier to
bring over a good old-fashioned Bulgarian mason or two. Then dl they need do was to get the mason a
job, decoy the editor to the place and have the mason measure his shadow with a sring. After that, the
mason would put the gtring in abox and build the box in the wdl. In forty days the editor would be dead
and his soul be gtting in the box beside the gtring.

One of the afternoon men gumly said that forty days would be too long to wait for the ones he had in
mind. But the other asked, with disarming naivete, whether | believed such a thing possible. | answered
that if a man were strongly enough convinced he would die on a certain day, he would die on that day.
Not because his shadow had been measured and the string buried, but because he believed that this was
going to kill him. It was purdy a matter of suggestion--of auto-hypnoss. Like the praying to death
practiced by the kahunas, the warlocks of the South Seas, of the results of which there was no doubt
whatever. Always providing, of course, that the victim knew the kahuna was praying his death--and the
exact time his death was to occur.

| ought to have known better. The morning papers carried only a few lines to the effect that | had talked
to the police and had been unable to throw any light on the Raston suicide. But the early editions of the
nave reporter's paper featured a goecid aticle.

WANT TO GET RID OF YOUR ENEMIES?
GET A RIFF GAL'S MAGIC MIRROR--OR BRING IN A BULGARIAN MASON.

Dr. Alan Caranac, Noted Explorer, Tels How to Separate Yoursdf Sefely from Those You Don't Want



Around--But the Catch Is That Firg You Have to Make 'Em Bdieve You Can Do It.

It was a good story, evenif it did make me swear in spots. | read it over again and laughed. After dl, I'd
brought it on mysdf. The 'phone rang, and Bill was on the line. He asked abruptly:

"What put it in your head to talk to that reporter about shadows?'

He sounded jumpy. | said, surprised:

"Nothing. Why shouldn't | have talked to him about shadows?

He didn't answer for a moment. Then he asked:

"Nothing happened to direct your mind to that subject? Nobody suggested it?!

"You're getting curiouser and curiouser, as Alice puts it. But no, Bill, 1 brought the matter up dl by
mysdf. And no shadow fdl upon me whispering inmy ear--"

He interrupted, harshly: "Dont tak like that!"
And now | was truly surprised, for there was panic in Bill's voice, and that wasn't likehim at dl.
"There redly wasn't any reason. It just happened,” | repeated. "What'sit dl about, Bill?"

"Never mind now.” | wondered even more at the rdief in his voice. He swiftly changed the subject:
"Dick's funerd is tomorrow. I'll see you there."

Now the onething | won't be coerced or persuaded into doing is to go to the funerd of a friend. Unless
there are interesting and unfamiliar rites connected with it, it's senseless. There lies a piece of cold mest
for the worms, grotesquely embelished by the undertaker's cosmetic arts. Sunken eyes that never more
will dwell upon the beauty of the clouds, the sea, the forest. Ears shut forever, and dl the memories of life
rotting away within the decaying brain. Painted and powdered symbol of lifésfutility. | want to remember
friends as they were dive, dert, capable, eager. The coffin picture superimposes itsdf, and | lose my
friends. The animas order things much better, to my way of thinking. They hide themsdlves and die. Bill
knew how | fdt, so | sad:

"Youll not see methere” To shut off any discussion, | asked:
"Had any nibble a your witch bait?"

"Yes and no. Not the red dtrike I'm hoping for, but atention from unexpected quarters. Dick's lavyers
cdled me up after I'd left you and asked what he had told me about those cash withdrawas. They said
they'd been trying to find out what he had done with the money, but couldn't. They wouldn't believe me,
of course, when | said | knew absolutely nothing; thet | had only vague suspicions and had tried a shot in
the dark. | don't blame them. Stanton's executor caled me up this morning to ask the same thing. Said
Stanton had drawn substantia amounts of cash just before he died, and they hadn't been able to trace it.”

| whistled:
"That's queer. How about Cahoun and Marston? If they did the same, itll begin to smdl damned fidhy."
"I'mtrying to find out," he said. "Good-by--"

"Wait aminute, Bill," | said. "I'm a good waiter, and dl of that. But I'm getting mighty curious. When do |
see you, and what do you want me to do in the meantime?'



When he answered hisvoice was as grave as I'd ever heard it.

"Alan, gt tight until 1 can lay the cards before you. | don't want to say more now, but trust me, theré's a
good reason. I'll tdl you one thing, though. That interview of yours is another hook--and I'm not sure it
it baited even better than mine”

That was on Tuesday. Obvioudy, | was puzzled and curious to a degree. So much so that if it had been
anybody but Bill who had sat me down in my little corner chair and told me to be quigt, | would have
been exceedingly angry. But Bill knew what he was about--1 was sure of that. So | stayed put.

On Wednesday, Dick was buried. | went over my notes and started the firgt chapter of my book on
Moroccan sorceries. Thursday night, Bill called up.

"Therés a andl dinner party a Dr. Lowel's tomorrow night" he said. "A Dr. de Keradd and his
daughter. | want you to come. I'll promise youll be interested.”

De Keradel? The name had afamiliar sound. "Who ishe?' | asked.
"Rene de Keradel, the French psychiatrist. You mus have read some of his-"

"Yes of course” | interrupted. "He took up some of Charcot's hypnotic experiments at the Salpetriere,
didn't he? Carried them on from the point where Charcot had stopped. Left the Sdpetriere under a cloud
some years ago. Subjects died, or he was too unorthodox in his conclusons, or something?'

"Thet's the chap.”
| sad: "I'll be there. I'd like to meet him."

"Good," said Bill. "Dinner's at 7:30. Wear your dinner jacket. And come an hour ahead of time. Thereés a
grl who wants to tak to you before the company comes, as we used to say."”

"A girl?" | asked, astonished.
"Hden," said Bill with a chuckle. "And don't you disgppoint her. Y ou're her hero.” He hung up.

Helen was Bill's sster. About ten years younger than I. | hadn't seen her for fifteen years. An impish sort
of kid, | recdled. Eyes sort of danting and yelow brown. Hair a red torch. Gawky when | saw her last
and indined to be fat. Used to follow me around when | was vigting Bill during college vacations, and gt
and stare at me without spesking until it made me so nervous | stuttered. Never could tdl whether it was
glent adoration or sheer deviltry. That was when she was about twelve. Nor could | forget how she had
led me, apparently innocently, to St on a subterranean nest of hornets; nor the time when, going to bed, |
hed found it shared by afamily of garter snakes. The firgd might have been an accident, dthough | had my
doubts, but the second wasn't. | had dumped the snakes out the window and never by word, look, or
gedure referred to it, having my reward in the child's bafflement a my reticence and her avid but
necessarily mute curiosty. | knew she had gone through Smith and had been sudying art in Florence. |
wondered what she had grown to be.

| read over some of de Keradel's papers at the Academy of Medicine Library next day. He was a queer
bird without doubt, with some extraordinarily arresting theories. | didnt wonder that the Salpetriere had
eased him out. Stripped of their sentific verbiage, the framework of hismain idea was gartlingly like that
expounded to me by the Many-Times-Born Abbot of the Lamasery at Gyang-tse, in Tibet. A holy men
and an accomplished wonder-worker, a seeker of knowledge dong strange paths, what would be
loosdly cdled by the superstitious—-a sorcerer. Also by a Greek priest near Delphi whose Chridtian cloak
covered a pure case of pagan aavism. He offered to demongtrate his hypothesis, and did. He nearly



convinced me. Indeed, visudizing again what he had made me see, | was not sure that he hadn't
convinced me.

| began to fed a dtrong interest in this Dr. de Keradel. The name was Breton, like my own, and as
unusud. Another recollection flitted through my mind. There was a reference to the de Keradels in the
chronicles of the de Carnacs, as we were once named. | looked it up. There had been no love logt
between the two families to put it mildy. Altogether, what | read blew my desire to meet Dr. de Keradel
up to fever point.

| was hdf an hour late getting to Dr. Lowel's. The butler showed meinto the library. A girl got up from a
big chair and came toward me with hand outstretched.

"Hdlo, Alan," she said.

| blinked a her. She wasn't so tdl, but her body had dl the lovely contours the sculptors of Athens
Golden Age gave ther dancing girls The provocative dress of filmy black she wore hid none of them.
Her hair was burnished copper and hdmeted her amdl head. The heavy chignon at the nape of her neck
showed she had resisted the bob. Her eyes were golden amber, and tilted delicately. Her nose was amdl
and sraight and her chin rounded. Her skin was not the creamy white that so often goes with red heads,
but a ddlicate golden. It was a head and face that might have served as the modd for one of Alexander's
finest golden coins. Faintly archaic, touched with the antique beauty. | blinked again. | blurted:

"You're never--Hden!"

Her eyes sparkled, the impishness that my experience with the hornets had set inddibly in my memory
danced over her face. She took my hands, and swayed close to me; she Sghed:

"The same, Alan! The same! And you--oh, let me look at you! Yes, dill the hero of my girlhood! The
same keen, dark face--like--like--I used to cdl you Lancelot of the Lake, Alan--to mysdf of course.
The same lithe, tdl, and dender body--1 used to cdl you the Black Panther, too, Alan. And do you
remember how like a panther you legped when the hornets sung you?' She bent her head, her rounded
shoulders shaking. | said: "You little devil! | dways knew you did that deliberately.”

She said, muffled:
"I'm not laughing, Alan. I'm sobbing.”

She looked up a me, and her eyes were indeed wet, but | was sure not with any tears of regret. She
sad:

"Alan, for long, long years I've waited to know something. Waited to hear you tdl me something. Not to
tdl methat you love me, darling--No, No! | dways knew that you were going to do that, sooner or later.
Thisis something elsa!”

| was laughing, but | had a queer mixed feding, too.

| sad:

"Il tell you anything. Even that | love you--and maybe mean it."

She sad:

"Did you find those snakes in your bed? Or did they crawl out before you got in?'



| said again: "You little devil!"
Shesad:
"But were they there?"

"Yes, they were."
She sghed contentedly:

"W, there's one complex gone forever. Now | know. You were so damned superior at times | just
couldnt hdp it."

She hed her face up to me
"Since you're going to love me, Alan, you might as wel kissme."

| kissed her, properly. She might have been fooling with me about having been her girlhood hero, but
there was no foaling about my kiss--nor the way she responded to it. She shivered and laid her head on
my shoulder. She said, dreamily: "And there's another complex gone. Where am | going to stop?”

Somebody coughed at the doorway. Somebody €se murmured, gpologeticaly: "Ah, but we intrude.”

Helen dropped her arms from around my neck, and we turned. In a way, | redized tha the butler and
another man were standing at the door. But dl | could focus my eyes upon was the girl--or woman.

You know how it iswhen you're riding in the subway, or & the theater, or a a race track and suddenly
one face, for some reason or no reason, thrugts itsdf out from the crowd, and it's as though your menta
spotlight were turned on it and every other face gets misty and recedes into the background. That often
happens to me. Something in the face that girs some old forgotten memory, no doubt. Or dirs the
memory of our ancestors whose ghodts are dways peering through our eyes. Seeing this girl was like
that, only far more so. | couldn't see anything else--not even Helen.

She had the bluest eyes I've ever seen, or rather eyes of a curious deep violet. They were big and
unusudly wide apart, with long curling black lashes and dimly penciled black eyebrows that dmost met
above her high-arched but ddicatdy modeled nose. You fdt, rather than saw, their color. Her forehead
was broad, but whether it was low | could not tell, for it was coifed with braids of paest gold, and there
were little ends of hair that curled up dl over her head, and they were so fine and slken that the light in
the hdl shining through them made a queer siver-gilt aureole around her head. Her mouth was a bit large,
but beautifully formed and daintily sensuous. Her skin was a miracle, white, but vital--as though moon
fires shone behind it.

Shewastdl dmogt as |, exquistdy curved, deep bosomed. Her breasts echoed the betrayd of her lips.
Her head and face and shoulders came like alily out of the calyx of a shimmering sea-green gown.

She was exquisite--but | had swift understanding that there was nothing heavenly about the blue of her
eyes. And nothing saintly about the aureole about her head.

She was perfection--and | fdt a swift hatred againgt her, understanding, as the pulse of it passed, how
one could dash a painting that was a masterpiece of beauty, or take a hammer and destroy a Satue that
was another such magterpieceif it evoked such hatred as that which |, for that flegting moment, felt.

Then | thought:



Do | hate you--or do | fear you?
It was dl, mind you, in a breath.

Helen was moving by me, hand outstretched. There was no confuson about Helen. Our embrace that
had been interrupted might have been a smple handshake. She said, amiling and gracious.

"I am Helen Bennett. Dr. Lowe| asked me to recaeive you. You are Dr. de Keradd, aren't you?'

| looked at the man who was bending over her hand, kissng it. He straightened, and | fdt a queer shock
of bewilderment. Bill had said | was to meet Dr. de Keradel and his daughter. But this man looked no |
older than the girl--if she was his daughter. True, the Siver in the gold of his hair was a little paler; true,
the blue of his eyes had not the violet-purple of hers...

| thought: But neither of them has any age! And on top of that | thought, rather savagey: What the hdl's
the matter with me anyway?

Theman sad:
"l am Dr. de Keradd. And thisismy daughter.”

The girl--or woman--seemed now to be regarding both Helen and me with fant amusement. Dr. de
Keradel said with, | thought, curious precision:

"The, Demoisdle Dahut d'Y's," he hesitated, then finished--"de Keradd."
Hden sad:
"And thisis Dr. Alan Caranac."

| was looking at the girl--or woman. The name of Dahut d'Y's fingered haf-forgotten chords of memory.
And as Hden named me, | saw the violet eyes dilate, become enormous, the straight brows contract until
they met above the nose in a dender bar. | fdt the glance of her eyes strike and encompass me. She
seemed to be seaing me for the firg time. And in her eyes was something threstening--possessve. Her
body tensed. She said, as though to hersdf: "Alan de Carnec...?

She glanced from me to Heen. There was cdculation in that glance, appraisa. Contemptuous
indifference, too--if | read it aright. A queen might so have looked upon some sarving wench who had
dared to lift eyes to her lover.

Whether | read the glance aright or not, Helen evidently got something of the same thought. She turned to
me and said swedtly:

"Darling, I'm ashamed of you. Wake up!"
With the side of her little high-heded dipper she gave me a surreptitious and vigorous kick on the shin.
Jugt then Bill camein, and with him a dignified, white-haired gentleman | knew must be Dr. Lowdl.
| don't know when | had ever been so glad to see Bill.
CHAPTER IIl. THEORIES OF DR. DE KERADEL

| gave Bill the old fraternity high-Sgn of distress, and after introductions he bore me away, leaving the
Demoisdle Dahut to Helen and Dr. de Keradd with Dr. Lowdl. | fdt an urgent need for a drink, and



sad so. Bill passed me the brandy and soda without comment. | drank a tiff brandy nest.

Helen had bowled me off my feet, but that had been a pleasant upset, nothing thet caled for any acohalic
lever to rignt me. The Demoisdle Dahut had been an entirdy different matter. She was damned
disconcerting. It occurred to me that if you compared yoursdf to a ship bowling dong under ful sail, with
your mind as a capable navigator and through charted seas, Helen was a squdl that fitted normdly into
the picture--but the Demoisdle was a blow from a new quarter entirdy, heading the ship into totaly
drange waters. What you knew of navigation wouldn't help you a bit.

| sad:

"Hden could blow you into Port o' Paradise but the other could blow you into Port o' Hell."

Bill didn't say anything, only watched me. | poured a second brandy. Bill said, mildy:

"Therell be cocktails and wine at dinner.”

| sad: "Fine" and drank the brandy.

| thought:

It's not her infernd beauty that's got me going. But why the hell did | hate her so when | firg saw her?

| didn't hate her now. All | felt was a burning curiosity. But why did | have that vague sense of having
long known her? And that not so vague idea that she knew me better than | did her? | muttered:

"She makes you think of the sea, at that."

Bill said: "Who?'

| sdid: "The Demoisdle d'Y's”

He stepped back; he said, as though something was strangling him:
"Who's the Demoisdle d'Y s?'

| looked a him, suspicioudy; | sad: "Dont you know the names of your guests? Tha girl down
there--the Demoisdlle Dahut d'Y s de Keradd "

Bill said, rather dumbly:

"No, | didn't know that. All Lowd| introduced her by was the de Kerade part of it."
After aminute, he said: "Probably another drink won't hurt you. I'll join you."

We drank; he said, casudly:

"Never met them till tonight. De Keradel cdled on Lowel yesterday morning--as one eminent psychiatrist
upon another. Lowd| was interested, and invited him and his daughter to dinner. The old boy is fond of
Helen, and ever since she came back to town she's been hogtess a his parties. She's very fond of him,
too."

He drank his brandy and set down the glass. He said, il casudly:

"I understand de Keradel has been here for a year or more. Apparently, though, he never got around to
vigting us until those interviews of mine and yours appeared.”



| jumped up as theimplication of that struck me. | said:

"You mean--"

"I don't mean anything. | Smply point out the coincidence.”

"Butif they had anything to do with Dick's death, why would they risk coming here?"

"Tofind out how much we know--if anything." He hesitated. "It may mean nothing. But--it's precisdly the
sort of thing | thought might happen when | baited my hook. And de Keradel and his daughter don't
exactly disqudify as the sort of fish | expected to catch--and especidly now | know about the d'Y's part.

Y es-especidly.”
He came round the table and put his hands on my shoulders:

"Alan, what I'm thinking wouldn't seem as insane to you, maybe, as it does to me. It's not Alice in
Wonderland, but Alice in Devil-land. | want you tonight to say anything that comes into your head. Just
that. Don't be held back by politeness, or courtesy, or conventions or anything ese. If what you want to
sy is inaulting--let it be so. Don't bother about what Helen may think. Forget Lowell. Say whatever
comes into your mind. If de Keradel makes any assartions with which you don't agree, dont ligen
politely--chdlenge him. If it makes him lose his temper, dl the better. Be just dcoholic enough to dip out
of any inhibitions of courtesy. You tak, | lisgen. Do you get it?"

| laughed and said:

"In vino veritas. But your idea is to make my vino bring out the veritas in the other party. Sound
psychology. All right, Bill, I'l take another smdl one.”

He said: "You know your limit. But watch your step.”

We went down to dinner. | was feding interested, amused, and devil-may-care. The image | had of the
Demoisdle was smplified to amigt of slver-gold hair over two splotches of purple-blue in a white face.
On the other hand, Helen's was dill the sharp-cut antique coin. We sat down & table. Dr. Lowd| was a
the head, at hisleft de Keradel, and at hisright the Demoisdle Dahut. Helen sat beside de Keradel and |
besde the Demoisdle. Bill sat between me and Helen. It was a nicdy arranged table, with tdl candles
indead of eectrics. The butler brought cocktails and they were excdlent. | lifted mine to Heen and sad:

"You are alovey antique coin, Helen. Alexander the Great minted you. Someday | will put you in my
pocket."

Dr. Lowd| looked a bit startled. But Helen dinked glasses and murmured:

"Youwill never lose me, will you, darling?'

| sad:

"No, sweetheart, nor will | give you away, nor let anybody sted you, my lovely antique coin.”

There was the pressure of a soft shoulder againgt me. | looked away from Heen and draight into the
gyes of the Demoisdle They werent just purple-blue splotches now. They were the damnedest
eyes--big, and clear as atropic shod and little orchid sparks darted through them like the play of the sun
through a tropic shoa when you turn over and look up through the clear water.

| sad:



"Demoisdle Dahut--why do you make me think of the sea? | have seen the Mediterranean the exact
color of your eyes. And the crests of the waves were as white as your skin. And there was sea-weed like
your hair. Your fragrance is the fragrance of the sea, and you wak like a wave--"

Helen drawled:
"How poetic you are, darling. Perhaps you'd better eat your soup before you take another cocktall.”
| sad:

"Sweetheart, you are my antique coin. But you are not yet in my pocket. Nor am | in yours. | will have
another cocktall before | eat my soup.”

Sheflushed &t that. | fdt bad about saying it. But | caught a glance from Bill that heartened me. And the
Demoisdl€es eyes would have repaid me for any remorse--if 1 hadn't just then fdt dtir that inexplicable hot
hatred, and knew quite definitdy now that fear did lurk within it. She laid her hand lightly on mine. It had
a curious tingling warmth. At the touch, the strange repulsion vanished. | redized her beauty with an
amog painful acuteness. She sad:

"You love the old things. It is because you are of the ancient blood--the blood of Armorica. Do you
remember--"

My cocktail went splashing to the floor. Bill said:

"Oh, | beg your pardon, Alan. That was awkward of me. Briggs, bring Dr. Caranac another.”
| sad:

"That'sdl right, Bill."

| hoped | sad it eesly, because deep in me was anger, wondering how long it had been between that
"remember” of the Demoisdlle's and the overturning of my glass. When she had said it, the tingling warmth
of her had seemed to concentrate itsdf into a point of fire, a spark that shot up my arm into my brain.
And ingtead of the pleasant candle-lighted room, | saw avast plain covered with huge stones arranged in
ordered aides dl marching to a centra circle of monaliths within which was a gigantic cairn. | knew it to
be Carnac, that place of mysery of the Druids and before them of a forgotten people, from which my
family had derived its name, changed only by the addition of a syllable during the centuries. But it was not
the Carnac | had known when in Brittany. This place was younger; its Sanding stones upright, in place;
not yet gnawed by the teeth of untold centuries. There were people, hundreds of them, marching dong
the avenues to the monalithed circle. And dthough | knew that it was daylight, a blackness seemed to
hover over the crypt that was the circleés heart. Nor could | see the ocean. Where it should have been,
and far away, were tdl towers of gray and red stone, misty outlines of wdls as of a great city. And as |
stood there, long and long it seemed to me, dowly the fear crept up my heart like a rigng tide. With it
crept, Sde by side, cold, implacable hatred and rage.

| had heard Bill speaking--and was back in the room. The fear was gone. The wrath had remained.

| looked into the face of the Demoisdle Dahut. | thought | read triumph there, and a subtle amusement. |
was quite sure of what had happened, and that there was no need of answering her interrupted
question--if it had been interrupted. She knew. It was hypnotism of sorts, suggestion raised to the nth
degree. | thought that if Bill were right in his suspicions, the Demoisdlle Dahut had not been very wise to
play a card like this so soon--either that, or damned sure of hersdf. | closed my mind quickly to that

thought.



Bill, Lowdl, and de Keradel were taking, Helen ligening and watching me out of the corner of her eye. |
whispered to the Demoisdle

"I knew a witch-doctor down in Zululand who could do that same thing, Demoisdle de Keradel. He
cdled the trick 'sending out the soul." He was not so beautiful as you are; perhaps that is why he had to
take so much moretime to do it."

| was about to add that she had been as swift as the griking of a deadly snake, but held that back.
She did not trouble to deny. She asked:

"Isthat dl you think--Alain de Carnac?'

| laughed:

"No, | think that your voice is dso of the sea.”

And 0 it was, the softest, sweetest contralto I'd ever heard--low and murmurous and lulling, like the
whisper of waves on along smooth beach.

She sad:

"But is that a compliment then? Many times you have compared me to the sea tonight. Is not the sea
treacherous?"

"Yes" | said, and let her make what she would of that answer. She did not seem offended.

The dinner went on with talk of this and that. It was a good dinner, and so was the wine. The butler kept
my glass filled so fathfully that | wondered whether Bill had given him orders. The Demoisdle was
cosmopolitan in her points of view, witty, undeniably charming--to use that much misused word. She had
the gift of being able to be what her conversation implied she was. There was nothing exotic, nothing
myserious about her now. She was only a modern, wel-informed, cultivated young woman of
extreordinary beauty. Helen was ddightful. There wasn't a sngle thing for me to grow unpleasantly
agumentative about, nor discourteous, nor inaulting. | thought Bill was looking a bit puzzled,
disconcerted--like a prophet who has foretold some hgppening which shows not the dightest sgn of
maeridizing. If de Keradel was interested in Dick's degath, there was nothing to show it. For some time
Lowdl and he had been absorbed in low-toned discussion to the excluson of the rest of us. Suddenly |
heard Lowd| say:

"But surely you do not believe in the objective redity of such beings?’

The question brought me sharply to atention. |1 remembered Dick's torn note--he had wanted Bill to
condder something as objective ingead of subjective; | saw that Bill was ligening intently. The
Demoisdl€es eyes were upon Lowel, faint amusement in them.

De Keradd answered:

"I know they are objective.”

Dr. Lowdl asked, increduloudy:

"You believe that these creatures, these demons--actudly existed?'

"And dill exis," sad de Keradel. "Reproduce the exact conditions under which those who had the
ancient wisdom evoked these beings--forces, presences, powers, cdl them what you will--and the doors



gl open and They come through. That Bright One the Egyptians named Isis will stand before us as of
old, chdlenging us to lift Her vell. And that Dark Power stronger than She, whom the Egyptians named
Set and Typhon, but who had another namein the shrines of an older and wiser race--It will make Itsdf
manifest. Yes, Dr. Lowel, and dill otherswill come through the opened doors to teach us, to counsd us,
to ad and obey us--"

"Or to commeand us, my father," said the Demoiselle, dmogt tenderly.

"Or to command us" echoed de Keradel, mechanicdly; some of the color had drained from hisface, and
| thought there was fear in the glance he gave his daughter.

| touched Bill's foot with mine, and fdt an encouraging pressure. | raised my wine and squinted through it
a de Keraddl. | sad, irritatingly explanatory:

"Dr. de Keradd is a true showman. If one provides the right theater, the right scenery, the right
supporting cast, the right music and script and cues--the right demons or whatnot bounce out from the
wings as the gtars of the show. Wel, | have seen some rather creditable illusons produced under such
conditions. Red enough to decelve most amateurs--"

De Keradd's eyes dilated; he hdf rose from his chair; he whispered:
"Amateur! Do you imply thet | am an amateur?"

| said, urbandly, dill looking at my glass:

"Not at dl. | said you were a showman."

He mastered his anger with difficulty; he said to Lowel:

"They are not illusons, Dr. Lowdl. Thereisa pattern, a formula, to be observed. |Is there anything more
rigid than that formula by which the Catholic Church establishes communion with its God? The chanting,
the prayers, the gedtures-even the intonaion of the prayers-dl ae fixed. Is not every
ritud--Mohammedan, Buddhigt, Shintoist, every act of worship throughout the world, in dl reigions-as
rigidly prescribed? The mind of man recognizes that only by exact formula can it touch the minds that are
not human. It is memory of an ancient wisdom, Dr. Caranac--but of that no more now. | tdl you agan
that what comes upon my stage is not illuson.”

| asked: "How do you know?"
He answered, quietly: "l do know."

Dr. Lowdl sad, placatingly: "Extremdy drange, extremdy redigic visons can be induced by
combinations of sounds, odors, movements, and colors. There even seem to be combinations which can
create in different subjects approximatdy the same visons-establish smilar emotiond rhythms. But |
have never had evidence that these visons were anything but subjective.”

He paused, and | saw his hands clench, the knuckles whiten; he said, dowly:
"Except--once."

De Keradel was watching him, the clenched hands could not have escaped his notice. He asked: "And
thet once?'

Lowd| answered, with a curious harshness: "'l have no evidence."



De Keradel went on: "But there is another eement in this evocation which is not of the stage--nor of the
showman, Dr. Caranac. It is, to use a chemicd term, a catdyst. The necessary dement to bring about a
required result--itsalf remaining untouched and unchanged. It is a human eement--a woman or man or
child--who is en rapport with the Beng evoked. Of such was the Pythoness at Dephi, who upon her
tripod threw hersdf open to the God and spoke with his voice. Of such were the Priestesses of 19s of the
Egyptians, and of Ishtar of the Babylonians-themsdlves the one and the same. Of such was the Priestess
of Hecate, Goddess of Hdl, whose secret rites were logt until | rediscovered them. Of such was the
warrior-king who was Priest of tentacled Khalk-ru, the Kraken God of the Uighurs, and of such was that
drange priest at whose summoning came the Black God of the Scyths, in the form of a monstrous frog--"

Bill broke in:

"But these worships are of the far-distant past. Surely, none has believed in them for many a century.
Therefore this peculiar line of priests and priestesses must long ago have died out. How today could one
be found?'

| thought the Demoaisdlle shot de Keradel a warning look, and was about to speak. He ignored her,
swept away by thisidea that ruled him, forced to expound, to judtify, it. He said:

"But you are wrong. They do live. They live in the brains of those who sprang from them. They deep in
the brains of their descendants. They deep until one comes who knows how to awaken them. And to
that awakener--what reward! Not the golden and glittering trash in the tomb of some Tut-ankh-Amen,
not the gterile loot of some Genghis Khan, or of Attila..shining pebbles and worthless metdl...playthings.
But storehouses of memories, hives of knowledge--knowledge that sets its possessor so high above Al
other men that heisas agod."

| said, politdy:

"I'd like to be agod for atime. Where can | find such storehouse? Or open such hive? It would be worth
afew gings to become agod.”

The veins throbbed in histemples; he sad:

"You mock! Nevertheless, | will give you ahint. Once Dr. Charcot hypnotized a girl who had long been
a subject of his experiments. He sent her deeper into the hypnotic deep than ever he had dared before
with any subject. Suddenly he heard another voice than hers coming from her throat. It was a man's
voice, the rough voice of a French peasant. He questioned that voice. It told hm many things--things the
gr could not possibly have known. The voice spoke of incidents of the Jacquerie. And the Jacquerie
was 39X hundred years before. Dr. Charcot took down whet that voice told him. Later, he investigated,
minutdy. He verified. He traced the girl's parentage. She had come draight down from a leader of that
peasant uprisng. He tried again. He pushed past that voice to another. And this voice, a woman's, told
him of things that had happened a thousand years ago. Told them in intimete detail, as one who had been
a spectator of these happenings. And again he investigated. And again he found that what the voice had
told him was true.”

| asked, even more politdy:
"And have we now arrived at trangmigration of souls?'
He answered, vidently:

"You dare to mock! What Charcot did was to pierce through vel upon vel of memory for a thousand
years. | have gone further than that. | have gone back through the veils of memory not one thousand



years. | have gone back ten thousand. |, de Keraddl, tdl you s0."
Lowdl sad:

"But Dr. de Keradel--memory is not carried by the germ plasm. Physicd characteristics, weaknesses,
predilections, coloration, shape, and so on--yes. The son of a vidinig can inherit his father's hands, his
tdent, his ear--but not the memory of the notes that his father played. Not his father's memories”™

De Keradd sad:

"You are wrong. Those memories can be carried. In the brain. Or rather, in that which uses the brain as
its insrument. | do not say that every one inherits these memories of their ancestors. Brans are not
standardized. Nature is not a uniform workman. In some, the cells that carry these memories seem to be
lacking. In others they are incomplete, blurred, having many hiatuses. But in others, a few, they are
complete, the records clear, to be read like a printed book if the needle of consciousness, the eye of
consciousness, can be turned upon them.”

He ignored me to Dr. Lowell he said with intense earnestness:

"I tdl you, Dr. Lowel, that this is so--in spite of dl tha has been written of the garm plasm, the
chromosomes, the genes--the little carriers of heredity. | tdl you that | have proved it to be so. And | tdl
you that there are mindsin which are memories that go back and back to a time when man was not yet
men. Back to the memories of his ape-like forefathers. Back further even than that--to the firg
amphibians who crawled out of the sea and began the long dimb up the ladder of evolution to become
what we are today."

| had no desire now to interrupt, no desire to anger--the man'sintengty of belief was too strong. He said:

"Dr. Caranac has spoken, contemptuoudy, of the tranamigration of souls. | say that man can imagine
nothing that cannot be, and that he who speaks contemptuoudy of any belief is therefore an ignorant man.
| say that it is this inheritance of memories which is at the bottom of the beief in reincarnation--perhaps
the bdief in immortdity. Let me take an illugration from one of your modern toys--the phonograph. What
we cdl consciousness is a needle that, running dong the dimenson of time, records upon certain cdls its
experiences. Quite as the recording needle of a phonograph does upon the magter disks. It can run this
needle back over these cdls after they have been stored away, tuming the graphs upon them
into-memories. Hearing again, seeing again, living again, the experiences recorded on them. Not dways
can the consciousness find one of these disks it seeks. Then we say that we have forgotten. Sometimes
the graphs are not deep cut enough, the disks blurred--and then we say memory is hazy, incomplete.

"The ancesiral memories, the ancient disks, are stored in another part of the brain, avay from those that
carry the memoaries of thislife. Obvioudy this mugt be o, ese there would be confusion, and the humen
animd would be hampered by intruson of memories having no rddion to his present environment. In the
ancient days, when life was smpler and the environment not so complex, the two sets of memories were
closer. That iswhy we say that ancient man relied more upon his‘intuitions and less upon reason. That is
why primitive men today do the same. But as time went on, and life grew more complex, those who
depended less upon the ancestra memories than those which dedt with the problems of ther own
time--those were the ones with the better chance to survive. Once the cleavage had begun, it must
perforce have continued rapidly--like dl such evolutionary processes.

"Nature does not like to lose entirdly anything it has once created. Thereforeitisthat at a certain stage of
its development the human embryo has the gills of the fish, and at a later stage the hair of the ape. And,
therefore, it is that in certain men and women today, these storehouses of ancient memories are fully
stocked--to be opened, Dr. Caranac, and having been opened, to be read.”



| smiled and drank another glass of wine.
Lowdl sad:

"That is dl srongly suggestive, Dr. de Keraddl. If your theory is correct, then these inherited memories
would without doubt appear as former lives to those who could recdl them. They could be a basis of the
doctrine of trangmigration of souls, of reincarnation. How ese could the primitive mind account for
them?'

De Keradd sad:

"They explan many things-the thought of the Chinese that unless a man has a son, he dies indeed. The
folk saying--'A man livesin his children-"

Lowd| sad:

"The new born bee knows precisdy the law and duties of the hive. It does not have to be taught to fan,
to clean, to mix the pollen and the nectar into the jdlies that produce the queen and the drone, the
different jely thet is placed in the cdl of the worker. None teaches it the complex duties of the hive. The
knowledge, the memory, isin the egg, the wriggler, the nymph. It is true, too, of the ants, and of many
insects. But it is not true of man, nor of any other mammd.”

De Keradd sad:

"It is true ds0 of man."
CHAPTER IV.THELOST CITY OFYS

There was adevil of alot of truth in what de Keradel had said. | had come across manifestations of that
same ancestral memory in odd corners of the earth. | had been burning to corroborate him, despite that
excusable dig of his a my ignorance. | would have liked to talk to him as one investigator to another.

Instead | drained my glass and said severdly: "Briggs—-l have not had a drink for five minutes” and then
to the table in generd: "Just a moment. Let us be logicd. Anything so important as the soul and its travels
deserves the fulles condgderation. Dr. de Keradel began this discusson by asserting the objective
exigence of what the showman produced. That is correct, Dr. de Keradd ?*

He answered, diffly: "Yes"

| sad: "Dr. de Keradd then adduced certain experiments of Dr. Charcot in hypnotism. Those cases are
not convincing to me. In the South Seas, in Africa, in Kamchatka, 1 have heard the mogt arrant fakirs
speak not in two or three but in half a dozen voices. It isawdl-known fact that a hypnotized subject will
sometimes speak in different voices. It is quite as wdl known that a schizoid, a case of multiple
persondity, will speak in voices ranging from high soprano to bass. And dl this without ancestrdl
memories being involved.

"Itisasymptom of ther condition. Nothing more. Am | right, Dr. Lowd|?"
Lowdl sad: "You are”

| said: "As for what Charcot's subjects told him--who knows what they had heard their grandmothers
say? Stories passed down by the family--heard when children, treasured by the sub-consciousness. Built
up, improvements suggested, by Charcot himsdf. Charcot finds two or three points true, naturdly. There
is none S0 credulous as he who seeks evidence to support his idie fixe, his pet theory. So these few



points become al. Well, | am not so credulous as Charcot, Dr. de Keradd."

Hesad: "l read your interviewsin the newspaper. | seemed to detect a certain amount of credulity there,
Dr. Caranac."

S0 he had read the interviews. | fdt Bill press my foot again. | sad:

"l tried to make plain to the reporters that bdief in the hokum was necessary to make the hokum
effective. | admit that to the victim of his belief it doesn't make much difference whether it was hokum or
redity. But that doesn't meen that the hokum isred or can affect anybody dse. And | tried to make plan
that the defense againg the hokum is very smple. It is-don't believe it."

The veins on his forehead began to twitch again. He said: "By hokum you mean, | assume, nonsense.”
"Morethan that,” | said, cheerfully. "Bunk!"

Dr. Lowdl looked pained. | drank my wine, and grinned at the Demoisdle.

Heden said: ™Y our manners aren't so good tonight, darling.”

| sad: "Manners-hdl! What're manners in a discusson of goblins, incarnation, ancestrd memories and
I9s, Set and the Black God of the Scyths who |ooked like a frog? Now I'm going to tdl you something,
Dr. de Keradd. I've beenin alot of out of the way corners of this globe. | went there hunting for goblins
and demons. And in dl my traves I've never seen one thing that couldn't be explained on the bass of
hypnotism, mass suggestion, or trickery. Get that. Not one thing. And I've seen alot.”

That was a lie-but | wanted to see the effect on him. | saw it. The vansin his temples were twitching
more than ever, hislips were white. | sad:

"Years ago | had a brilliant idea which puts the whole problem in its Smplest form. The brilliant idea was
based on the fact that the hearing is probably the last sense to dig; that after the heart stops the brain
continues to function as long as it has enough oxygen; and that while the brain does function, dthough
evary sense is dead--it can have experiences that seem to last for days and weeks, dthough the actud
dream lasts but a fraction of a second.

""Heaven and Hdll, Inc.' That was my idea. 'Insure yoursdf an immortdity of joy!" ‘Give your enemy an
immortdity of torment!" To be done by expert hypnotists, masters of suggestion, stting at the bedside of
the dying and whispering into his ear that which the brain was to dramétize, after hearing and every other
sense was dead--"

The Demoisdle drew a sharp breath. De Keradd was garing a me with a strange intentness.

"Wl, thereit was" | went on. "For a sufficdent sum you could promise, and actudly give, your dient the
immortdity he desired. Any kind he wanted--from the houri-haunted Paradise of Mahomet to the angd
chairs of Paradise. And if the sum were sufficient, and you could gain access, you could whisper into the
ear of your employer's enemy the Hell he was going into for aeon after aeon. And I'll bet héld go into it.
That was my 'Heaven and Hell, Inc.”

"A sweet ides, darling,” murmured Helen.

"A sweet idea, yes" | sad, bitterly. "Let me tdl you what it did for me. It happens that it's entirdy
feasble. Very well--consider me, the inventor. If there is a delectable life after desth, will | enjoy it? Not
a dl. I'l be thinking--thisis just avison in the dying cells of my brain. It has no objective redity. Nothing
that could happen to me in that future existence, assuming it to be red, could be red to me | would



think--Oh, yes, very ingenious of me to create such ideas, but after dl, they're only in the dying cdlls of
my brain. Of course” | sad, grimly, "there is a compensation. If 1 happened to land in one of the
traditiond hdls, | wouldn't take it any more serioudy. And dl the miracles of magic, or sorcery, I've ever
beheld were no more red than those dying visons would be.”

The Demoisdle whispered, so faintly that none but | could hear: "I could make them red to you, Alan de
Caranac--either Heaven or Hell."

| sad: "Inlife or in desth, your theories cannot be proven, Dr. de Keradd. At leadt, not to me”
He did not answer, saring a me, fingers tapping the table.

| went on: "Suppose, for example, you desired to know what it was that they worshiped among the
gones of Carnac. You might reproduce every rite. Might have your descendant of priestess with the
ancent ghost wide-awake in her brain. But how could you know that what came to the great cairn within
the circle of monaliths-the Gatherer within the Cairn, the Vigtor to the Alkar-Az--was red?'

De Keradd asked, increduloudy, in a curioudy dill voice, as though exercisng some srong restraint:
"What can you know of the Alkar-Az--or of the Gatherer within the Cairn?’

| was wondering about that, too. | couldn't remember ever having heard those names. Yet they had
sorung to my lips as though long known. | looked at the Demoisdle. She dropped her eyes, but not
before |1 had seen in them that same haf-amused triumph as when, under the touch of her hand, | had
beheld ancient Carnac. | answered de Keradd:

"Ask your daughter.”

His eyes were no longer blue, they had no color at dl. They were like little spheres of pde fire. He did
not speak--but his eyes demanded answer from her. The Demoisdle met them indifferently. She
dhrugged a white shoulder. She sad: "I did not tdl him." She added, with a distinct touch of malice
"Perhaps, my father--he remembered.”

| leaned to her, and touched her glass with mine | was feding pretty good again. | sad: "'l remember--I
remember--"

Hden sad, tartly: "If you drink much more of that wine, you're going to remember a swel headache,
daling."

The Demoisdlle Dahut murmured: "What do you remember, Alain de Carnac?'
| sang the old Breton song--to the English words:

Fisher! Fisher! Have you seen

White Dahut the Shadows Queen?

Riding on her gdlion black.

At her heds her shadow pack--

Have you seen Dahut ride by.

Swift as cloudy shadows fly

O'er the moon in stormy sky.



On her gdlion black as night--
Shadows Queen--Dahut the White?

There was a queer slence. Then | noticed that de Keraddl was stting up oddly rigid and looking a me
with that same expresson he had worn when | had spoken of the Alkar-Az--and the Gatherer in the
Carn. Also that Bill's face had bleached. | looked at the Demoisdle and there were little dancing orchid
sparksin her eyes. | hadn't the dightest idea why the old song should have had such an effect.

Hden sad: "Tha's aweird mdody, Alan. Who was Dahut the White?"

"A witch, angd,” | told her. "A wicked, beautiful witch. Not a torched-tressed witch like you, but a
blonde one. She lived twenty centuries or more ago in a city named Ys. Nobody knows quite where Y's
was, but probably its towers rose where now the sea flows between Quiberon and Belle Ide. Certanly,
it was once land there. Y's was awicked city, filled with witches and sorcerers, but wickedest of dl was
Dahut the White, the daughter of the King. She picked her lovers where she would. They pleased her for
anight, two nights--seldom three. Then she cast them from her...into the sea, some say. Or, say others,
she gave them to her shadows--"

Bill interrupted: "What do you mean by that?'
His face was whiter than before. De Keradel was looking sharply a him. | said:

"I mean--shadows. Didn't | 9ng to you that she was Queen of Shadows? She was a witch--and could
make shadows do her bidding. All sorts of shadows--shadows of the lovers shed killed, demon
shadows, Incubi and Succubi nightmares--a specidist in shadows was the White Dahut, according to the

legend.

"At lagt the Gods determined to take a hand. Don't ask me what Gods. Pagan, if dl this was before the
introduction of Chrigtianity--Chrigtian if after. Whichever they were, they mugt have believed that who
lives by the sword mugt die by the sword and dl of that, because they sent to Y's a youthful hero with
whom Dahut fdl ingantly, completely, and medly in love.

"He was the firg man she had ever loved, despite her former affairs. But he was coy--adloof. He could
forgive her previous philandering, but before he would accept her favors he must be convinced she truly
loved him. How could she convince him? Quite eeslly. Y's, it appears was beow sealeve and protected
by walls which kept out the tides. There was one gate which would let in the sea. Why was there such a
gate? | don't know. Probably for usein case of invason, revolution, or something of the sort. At any rate,
the legend says, there was such a gate. The key to it hung dways about the neck of the King of Ys,
Dahut's father.

"Bring me that key--and I'll know you love me,’ said the hero. Dahut stole down to her deeping father,
and sole the key from his neck. She gave it to her lover. He opened the sea-gates. The sea poured in.
Finish--for wicked Y's. Finish--for wicked Dahut the White"

"She was drowned?' asked Hden.

"That's the curious detail of the legend. The story is that Dahut had a rush of filid devotion to the heart,
rushed away, awakened the father she had betrayed, took her big black sdlion, mounted it, drew the
King up behind her and tried to beat the waves to higher ground. There must have been something good
in her after dl. But--another extraordinary detail--her shadows rebdled, got behind the waves and
pushed them on higher and faster. So the waves overtook the gdlion and Dahut and her papa--and that
was indeed their finish. But ill they ride dong the shores of Quiberon 'on her gdlion black, a her heds



her shadow pack-"' | stopped, abruptly.

My left am had been raised, the glass of wine within it. By a fresk of the light, the candles threw its
shadow sharply upon the white tablecloth, directly in front of the Demoisdlle.

And the Demoisdlle's white hands were busy with the shadow of my wrigt, as though measuring it, as
though passing something under and around it.

| dropped my hand and caught hers. Swiftly she dipped them under the edge of the table. As swiftly |
dropped my right hand and took from her fingers what they held. It was along hair, and as | raised it |
saw that it was one of her own.

| thrugt it into the candle flame and hdld it there while it writhed and shriveled.

The Demoisdle laughed--sweet, mocking laughter. | heard de Keradd's chuckle echo hers. The
disconcerting thing was that his amusement seemed not only frank but friendly. The Demoisdle sad:

"Hrd he compares me to the sea--the treacherous sea. Then darkly, by inference, to wicked Dahut, the
Shadow Queen. And then he thinks me a witch--and burns my har. And yet--he says he is not
credulous--that he does not bdievel"

Agan she laughed--and again De Keradel echoed her.

| felt foolish, damned foolish. It was touche for the Demoisdlle, beyond any doubt. | glared at Bill. Why
the devil had he led me into such a trap. But Bill was not laughing. He was looking at the Demoisdle with
a face peculialy stony. Nor was Hden amiling. She was looking a the Demoisdle too. With that
expression which women wear when they desire to cdl another by one of those beautifully descriptive
Old English words which the Oxford Dictionary says are "not now in decent use.”

| grinned, and said to her: "It appears that another lady has put me on a hornet's nest.”

Heen gave me along comforting look. It said: "I can do that, but God help any other woman who tries
it

There was a short and awkward slence. De Keradd broke it.

"I do not quite know why, but | am reminded of a question | wished to ask you, Dr. Bennett. | was much
interested in the account of the suicide of Mr. Rason, who, | gathered from your interview in the
newspapers, was not only a patient of yours but a close friend.”

| saw Bill blink in the old way when he had come to some unshakesble conviction. He answered,
smooathly, in his best professona manner.

"Yes, indeed, Dr. de Keradel, as friend and patient | probably knew him as wdl as anyone.”

De Keradd sad: "It is not so much his death that interests me. It is that in the account of it three other
men were mentioned. His deeth linked to theirs, in fact, as though the same cause were behind dl.”

Bill ssid: "Quite s0."

| hed the idea that the Demoisdle was wetching Bill intently from the corners of her lovely eyes. De
Keradd took up hisglass, twirled it dowly, and sad:

"I am redly much interested, Dr. Bennett. We are dl of us physcans here. Your sger..my
daughter...are of course in our confidence. They will not talk. Do you think that these four deaths had



anything in common?"

"Without doubt,” answered Bill.
"What?' asked de Keraddl.
"Shadowd" sad Bill.

CHAPTER V. THE WHISPERING SHADOW

| stared at Bill, increduloudy. | remembered his anxiety over my mention of shadows to the reporters,
and his tenseness when | had told of the Shadows of Dahut the White. And here we were, back to
shadows again. There must be some link, but what was it?

De Keradel exdamed: "Shadows! Do you mean dl suffered from identicd hdlucinations?'
"Shadows--yes," sad Bill. "Halucinations-I'm not sure.”

De Keradd repeated, thoughtfully: "You are not sure” Then asked: "Were these shadows--what your
friend and patient desired you to regard as objective rather than subjective? | read the newspaper reports
with great interest, Dr. Bennett.”

"I'm sure you did, Dr. de Keradd," said Bill, and there was an edge of irony to his voice. "Yes-—-it was
the shadow which he desired me to regard as red, not imaginary. The shadow--not shadows. There was
only one--" He paused, then added with a faint but planly deliberate emphasis-"only one shadow for
each...you know."

| thought | understood Bill's plan of beattle. He was playing a hunch; biuffing; pretending to have
knowledge of this shadowy decoy of death, whatever the thing might be, exactly as he had pretended to
have knowledge of a common cause for the four suicides. He had used that bait to lure his fish within
range of the hook. Now that he thought he had them there, he was using the same bait to make them take
it. | didn't believe he knew any more than when he had talked to me & the Club. And I thought he was
dangeroudy underestimating the de Keradels. That last thrust had been a bit obvious.

De Keradd was saying, placdly: "One shadow or many, what difference, Dr. Bennett? Halucinatory
shapes may appear dngly--as tradition says the shade of Julius Caesar appeared to the remorseful
Brutus. Or be multiplied by the thousands which the dying brain of Tiberius pictured thronging about his
death bed, menacing m who had dan them. There are organic disturbances which create such
hdlucnations. Ocular irregularities produce them. Drugs and dcohol spawn them. They are born of
abnormdities of brain and nerves. They are children of auto-intoxication. Progeny of fever, and of high
blood pressure. They are dso born of conscience. Am | to understand that you regject dl these rationd
explandions?’

Bill said, gdlidly: "No. Say, rather, that | do not yet accept any of them.”

Dr. Lowdl said, aoruptly: "There is dill another explanaion. Suggestion. Post-hypnotic suggestion. If
Radgon and the others had come under the influence of someone who knew how to control minds by
such methods...then | can wel understand how they might have been driven to kill themsdves. |,
mysdf--"

His fingers clenched around the stem of the wine glass. The sem snapped, cutting him. He wrapped a
napkin around the bleeding hand. He sad: "It is no matter. | wish the memory that caused it went no

deeper.”



The Demoisdll€'s eyes were on him, and there was atiny amile & the corners of her mouth. | was sure de
Keradel had missed nothing. He asked:

"Do you accept Dr. Lowdl's explanation?’
Bill answered, hestantly: "No--not entirdy--1 don't know."

The Breton paused, studying him with a curious intentness. He said, "Orthodox science tdls us that a
shadow is only a diminution of light within a certain area caused by the interposition of a materid body
between a source of light and some surface. It is insubgtantid, an ary nothing. So orthodox science tels
us What and where was the maerid body that cast this shadow upon the four--if it was no
hdlucination?"

Dr. Lowdl sad: "A thought placed cunningly in a man's mind might cast such shadow."
De Keradd replied, blandly: "But Dr. Bennett does not accept that theory."

Bill said nothing. De Keradel went on: "If Dr. Bennett believes that a shadow caused the deaths, and if he
will not admit it halucination, nor thet it was cast and directed by a materid body--then inevitably the
condusion mugt be that he admits a shadow may have the attributes of a materid body. This shadow
came necessarily from somewhere; it attaches itsdf to someone, follows and findly compes tha
someone to kill himsdf. All this implies volition, cognition, purpose and emotion. These shadows? They
are dtributes of materid things only--phenomena of the consciousness housed in the brain. The brain is
materid and livesin an indubitably materia skull. But a shadow is not materia, and therefore can have no
skull to house a brain; and therefore can have no brain, and therefore no consciousness. And, 4ill again,
therefore, can have no voalition, cognition, will, or emotion. And, lasly therefore, could not possbly urge,
lure, drive, frighten, or coerce a materid living being to sdf-destruction. And if you do not agree with
that, my dear Dr. Bennett, what you are admitting is-witchcraft.”

Bill answered, quidly: "If so, why do you laugh a me? What are those theories of ritud you have been
expounding to us but witchcraft? Perhaps you have converted me, Dr. de Keradd."

The Breton stopped laughing, bruptly, he said: "So?" and again, dowly: "So! But they are not theories,
Dr. Bennett. They are discoveries. Or, rather, rediscoveries of, let us say, unorthodox science.” The veins
in his forehead were twitching; he added, with an indefinable menace: "If it is truly | who have opened
your eyes--I hope to make your converson complete.”

| saw that Lowdl was looking at de Keradel with a strange intentness. The Demoisdlle was looking at
Bill, the little devilish lights flickering in her eyes; and | thought thet there were both mdice and caculation
in her fant smile. There was an odd tenson about the table--as of something unseen, crouching and
ready to dtrike.

Heen broke it, quoting dreamily:
Some there be that shadows kiss.
Such have but a shadow's bliss--

The Demoisdlle was laughing; laughter that was more like the laughter of little waves than anything ese.
But there were undertones to it that | liked even less than the subtle menace in her smile--something
inhuman, as though the little waves were laughing at the dead men who lay under them.

De Keradd spoke rapidly, in a tongue that | fdt | ought to recognize, but did not. The Demoisdle
became demure. She said, swestly: "Your pardon, Mademoiselle Helen. It was not at you that | laughed.



It was that suddenly | am reminded of something infinitdy amusing. Someday | shdl tdl you and you too
will laugh--"

De Keradd interrupted her, urbane as before "And | ask your pardon, Dr. Bennett. You mugs excuse
the rudeness of an enthusiast. And aso his persstency. Because | now ask if you could, without too great
violation of confidence between physician and patient, inform me as to the symptoms of Mr. Raston. The
behavior of this-this shadow, if youwill cal it so. | am greetly curious-—-professondly.”

Bill said: "Therés nothing I'd like better. Y ou, with your unique experience may recognize some point of
sgnificance that | have missed. To satisfy professond ethics, let uscdl it a consultation, even though it is
apostmortem one."

| had the fleting thought thet Bill was pleased; that he had scored some point toward which he had been
maneuvering. | pushed my char back alittle so that | could see both the Demoisdle and her father. Bill
sad:

"Il start from the beginning. If there is anything you want me to amplify, don't hestate to interrupt.
Raston called me up and said he wanted me to ook him over. | had neither seen nor heard from him for
a couple of months, had thought, indeed, that he was on one of his trips abroad. He began, dbruptly:
‘Something's wrong with me, Bill. | see a shadow.' | laughed, but he didn't. He repested: 'l see a shadow,
Bill. And I'm afrad!’ | said, dill laughing: 'If you couldn't see a shadow you certanly would have
something wrong with you.' He answered like a frightened child.

"But, Bill--there's nothing to make this shadow!"

"He leaned toward me, and now | redized that he was holding himsdf together by truly extraordinary
effort. He asked: 'Does that mean I'm going crazy? Is seeing a shadow a common symptom when you
are going insane? Tdl me, Bill--is it?

"I told him that the notion was nonsense; that in dl probability some little thing was wrong with his eyes or
hisliver. He said: 'But this shadow--whispers!'

"I sad: "You need adrink," and | gave him a diff one. | sad: Tel me exactly what it is you think you see,
and, if you can, precisdly when you firg thought you saw it." He answered: 'Four nights ago. | was in the
library, writing-" Let me explain, Dr. de Keradd, that he lived in the old Ralston house on 78th Strest;
aone except for Smpson, the butler, who was a heritage from his father, and hdf a dozen servants. He
went on: 'l thought | saw someone or something dip dong the wadl into the curtains that cover the
window. Thewindow was a my back and | was intert upon my letter, but the impresson was o vivid
that | jumped up and went over to the curtains. There was nothing there. | returned to my desk--but |
couldn't get rid of the feding that someone or something wasin the room.’

"Hesad: 'l was so disturbed that | made a note of the time™
"A mentd echo of the visud hdlucinatiion,”" said De Kerade. "An obvious concomitant.”

"Perhaps” sad Bill. "At any rate, alittle later he had the same experience, only this time the movement
was from right to left, the reverse of the fird. In the next hdf hour it was repeated Sx times, dways in the
opposite direction--1 mean, from |eft to right, then right to left and so on. He laid emphadis upon this, as
though he thought it in some way sgnificant. He said: ‘It was, as though it were weaving.' | asked what 'It'
was like. He sad: ‘It had no shape. It was just movement--No, it had no shape then.' The feding of not
being done in the room increased to such an uncomfortable pitch that shortly after midnight he left the
library, leaving the lights burning, and turned in. There was no recurrence of the symptoms, in his
bedroom. He dept soundly. Nor was he troubled the next night. By the day falowing he had dmost



forgotten the matter.

"That night he dined out and came home about deven o'clock. He went into the library to go over his
mal. He told me 'Suddenly | had the strongest feding that someone was watching me from the curtains. |
turned my head, dowly. | didinctly saw a shadow upon the curtains. Or, rather, as though it were
intermingled with them--like a shadow cast by something behind. It was about the sze and shape of a
man.' He jumped to the curtains and tore them away. Nothing was behind them nor was there anything
beyond the window to cast a shadow. He sat down again a the table, but Hill he fdt eyes upon him.
‘Unwinding eyes,' he said. 'Eyes tha never Ieft me. Eyes of someone or something that kept aways just
past the edge of my fidd of vison. If | turned quickly, it dipped behind me, was weatching me from my
other sde. If | moved dowly, just as dowly did it move!

"Sometimes he caught a flickering movement, a shadowy flitting, as he pursued the eyes. Sometimes he
thought he had caught the shadow. But dwaysit faded, was gone, before he could focus it. And ingantly
he fdt its gaze upon him from another quarter.

"From right to left it went,' he sad. 'From left to right..and back again..and back agan and
again..weaving...weaving...

"Weaving what? | asked, impatiently.
"He answered, quite Imply: 'My shroud.’

"He sat there, fighting until he could fight no more. Then he sought refuge in his bedroom. He did not
deep wdl, for he thought the shadow was lurking on the threshold; had pressed itsdf againg the other
gde of the door, ligening. If o, it did not enter.

"Dawn came, and after that he dept soundly. He arose late, spent the afternoon at galf, dined out, went
with a party to the theater and then to a night club. For hours he had given no thought to the experience
of the night before. He sad: 'If | thought of it at dl, it was to laugh at it as childish foolishness' He
reached home about three o'clock. He let himsdf in. As he closed the door he heard a whisper--"Y ou are
late!" 1t was quite plain, and as though the whisperer stood close beside him--"

De Keradd interrupted: "Progressive hdlucination. Firgt the idea of movement; then the sharpening into
shape; then sound. Halucination progressing from the visud field to the auditory.”

Bill went on, as though he had not heard: "He said the voice had some qudity which--1 quote him--'made
you fed the loathing you do when you put your hand on adimy dug in a garden at night, and at the same
time an unholy desire to have it go on whispering forever.' He sad: ‘It was unnameble horror and
perverted ecstasy in one.’

"Smpson had Ieft the lights burning. The hal was wdl lighted. He could see no one. But the voice had
been redity. He stood for a few moments fighting for control. Then he waked in, took off hat and
top-coat, and started for the stairs. He said: 'l happened to look down, and over the top of my eyes |
saw a shadow gliding dong about sx feet ahead of me. | raised my eyes--and it vanished. | went dowly
up the gtairs. If | looked down at the steps | could see the shadow flitting ahead of me. Always at the
same disiance. When | looked up--there was nothing. The shadow was sharper then it had been the night
before. | thought it was the shadow of a woman. A naked woman. And suddenly | redized that the
whigpering voice had been that of a woman.'

"He went draight to his room. He passed the door. He looked down and saw the shadow 4ill those two
paces before him. He stepped swiftly back and into the room, dosing the door and locking it. He
switched on the lights and stood with his ear againg the door. He sad: 'l heard someone, something,



laughing. The same voice that had whispered." And then he heard it whisper--'I will watch outsde your
door tonight...tonight...tonight..." He listened with that same dien mixture of horror and desire. He lusted
to throw open the door, but the loathing held back his hand. He said: 'l kept the lights on. But the thing
did what it had promised. It watched dl night a my door. It wasn't quiet though. It danced...I couldnt
see it...but | know it danced...out there in the hdl. It danced and weaved...right to left...left to right and
back again and again...danced and weaved till dawn outside my door...weaving...my shroud, Bill...

"I reasoned with him, much dong your lines, Dr. de Keradel. | went over him thoroughly. | could find,
supeficidly, nothing wrong. | took specimens for the various tests. He said: 'l hope to God you do find
something wrong, Bill. If you don't--it means the shadow isredl. | think I'd rather know | was going crazy
then that. After dl, craziness can be cured.'

"I sad: "You're not going back to your house. Youre going to stay a the Club until I've gotten my
reports. Then, no matter what they show, you're going to hop on a boat and take along trip.'

"He shook his head: 'I've got to go back to the house, Bill.
"I asked: 'Why, for God's sake?
"He hesitated, puzzled distress on hisface; he said: 'l don't know. But I've got to.’

"I said, firmly: Y ou stay here with me tonight, and tomorrow you hop on a boat. To anywhere. I'll let you
know about the tests and do my prescribing by radio.' He replied, dill with that same puzzled look: 'l
can't go away now. Thefact...' he hestated...the fact is, Bill...I've met a girl...awoman. | can't leave her.'

"l gaped a him. | said: "Y ou're going to marry her? Who is she?
"He looked a me, hepledy: 'l can't tdl you, Bill. | can't tdl you anything about her.’
"I asked: 'Why not?

"He answered with the same puzzled hesitation. 'l don't know why | can't. But | cant. It seemsto be a
part of--of the other in some way. But | can't tdl you." And to every question that touched upon this girl
he had the same answer.”

Dr. Lowd| sad, sharply: "You told me nothing of that, Dr. Bennett. He said nothing more to you than
that? That he could not tdl you anything more about this woman? That he did not know why--but he
could not?'

Bill said: "That--and no more.”

Heen said, coldly: "What amuses you so, Demoisdlle? | do not find anything in dl this that is humorous.”
| looked at the Demoiselle. Thelittle orchid sparks were divein her eyes, her red lips smiling-—-and crud.
CHAPTER VI.KISSOF THE SHADOW

| sad: "The Demoisdleis atrue artist.”
There was asmdl, tense slence around the table. De Keraddl broke it, hardhly:
"Exactly what do you mean by that, Dr. Caranac?

| amiled: "All true artigts are pleased when art atains excdlence. Story tdling is an art. Dr. Bennett was
tdling his perfectly. Therefore, your daughter, a true artist, was pleased. A perfect syllogiam. Is it not



true, Demoisdle?!
She answered, quietly:

"You have said it." But she was no longer amiling, and her eyes said something dse. So did de Keraddl's.
Before he could speak, | sad:

"Only tribute from one artist to another, Helen. Go on, Bill."
Bill went on, quickly:

" sat and reasoned with him. Betimes, | gave him severa giff drinks. | related some famous cases of
hallucination--Paganini, the great vidlinig, who at times thought he saw a shadowy woman in white stand
beside him playing her vidin while he played his. Leonardo da Vind who thought he saw and spoke with
the shade of Chiron, wisest of dl the Centaurs, who tutored the youthful Aesculapius--dozens of smilar
ingtances. | told him he had become a companion of men of genius and that it was probably a sgn of
omething like that bresking out on him. After awhile he was laughing. He said: ‘All right, Bill. I'm
convinced. But the thing for me to do is not to run away from it. The thing for me to do is meet it and
knock out.' | said:

"If you fed you can, that's the one thing to do. It's only an obsession, sheer imagination. Try it tonight,
anyway. If it gets a bit too thick, cal me up on the ‘phone. I'll be right here. And take plenty of good
liquor." When he left me he was quite his old .

"He didn't cal me up until next afternoon, and then asked what | had heard about the specimens. |
replied that what reports | had received showed him perfectly hedthy. He said, quietly: ‘I thought they
would.' | asked what kind of anight he had had. He laughed, and sad: 'A very interegting one, Bill. Oh,
very. | followed your advice and drank plenty of liquor.' His voice was quite normd, even chearful. | was
relieved, yet fdt a vague uneasiness. | asked: 'How about your shadow? 'And plenty of shadow, he
sad. 'l told you, didnt I, that | thought it a woman's shadow? Wdll, it is' | sad: 'You are better. Was
your woman shadow nice to you? He sad: 'Scandaloudy so, and promises to be even scandalouser.
That's what made the night so interesting.’ He laughed again. And abruptly hung up.

"I thought: "W, if Dick can joke like that about something that had him terrorized to the liver a day ago,
he's getting over it.' That, | said to mysdf, was good advice | gave him.

"Sill, | fdt that vague uneasiness. It grew. A little later | rang him up, but Smpson said he had gone out
to play golf. That seemed normd enough. Y es--the whaole trouble had been only a queer evanescent
quirk that was righting itsdf. Yes-my advice had been good. What--" Bill broke out suddenly--"What
Goddamned fools we doctors can be.”

| stole a look at the Demoisdle. Her great eyes were wide and tender, but deep within them something
mocked. Bill said:

"The next day | had more reports, dl equaly good. | cdled Dick up and told him so. | forgot to say | had
aso ingructed him to go to Buchanan. Buchanan,” Bill turned to de Keraddl, "isthe best eye man in New
York. He had found nothing wrong, and that diminated many posshilities of cause for the
hdlucination-if it was that. | told Dick. He said, cheafully: 'Medicine is a grand science of dimination,
it it, Bill? But if after dl the dimingion you get down to something you dont know anything
about--then what do you do about it, Bill?

"That was a queer remark. | sad: 'What do you mean? He sad: 'I am only a thirdy seeker of
knowledge.' | asked, suspicioudy: 'Did you drink much last night? He sad: 'Not too much.' | asked:



'How about the shadow? He said: 'Even more interesting.’ | said: 'Dick, | want you to come right down
and let me see you.' He promised, but he didnt come. | had a case you see that kept me late at the
hospitd. | got in about midnight and called him up. Simpson answered, saying he had gone to bed early
and had given orders not to be disturbed. | asked Smpson how he seemed. He answered that Mr. Dick
had seemed quite dl right, unusudly cheerful, in fact. Nevertheless, | could not rid mysdf of the
inexplicable uneasiness. | told Smpson to tdl Mr. Ragon that if he didn't come in to see me by five
o'clock next day | would come after him.

"At exactly five o'clock he arrived. | fdt a sharp increase of my doubt. His face had thinned, his eyes
were curioudy bright. Not feverish--more as though he had been taking some drug. There was a lurking
amusement in them, and a subtle terror. | did not betray the shock his appearance gave me. | told him
that | had gotten the last of the reports, and that they were negative. He said: 'So | have a clean bill of
hedlth? Nothing wrong with me anywhere? | answered: 'So far as these tests show. But | want you to go
to the hospitd for afew days observation.' He laughed, and said: 'No. I'm perfectly hedthy, Bill.'

"He sat looking a me for a few moments slently, the subtle amusement competing with the terror in his
over-bright eyes--as though he fdt himsdf ages beyond me in knowledge of some sort and at the same
time bitterly in fear of it. He said: '"My shadow's name is Brittis. She told me so last night.'

"That made me jump. | said: 'What the hdl are you talking about?

"He answered with mdicious patience 'My shadow. Her name is Brittis. She told me o last night while
shelay inmy bed beside me, whispering. A woman shadow. Naked.'

"| stared a him, and he laughed: "What do you know about the Succubi, Bill? Nothing, | a once
perceive. | wish Alan were back--he'd know. Bazac had a great story about one, | remember--but
Brittis says she redly wasn't one. | went up to the library this moming and looked them up. Plowed
through the Mdleus Mdeficarum-'

"l asked: 'What the hell is that?

"The Hammer Againg Witches. The old book of the Inquistion that tels what Succubi and Incubi are,
and what they can do, and how to tdl witches and what to do againg them and dl of that. Very
interesting. It says that a demon can become a shadow, and becoming one may fasten itsdf upon a living
person and become corporeal--or corporea enough to beget, as the Bible quaintly puts it. The lady
demons are the Succubi. When one of them lugts for a man she beguiles him in this fashion or another
until--well, until she succeeds. Whereupon he gives her his vitd spark and, quite naturdly, dies. But
Brittis says that wouldn't be the end of me, and that she never was a demon. She says she was--'

"Dick," | interrupted him, 'what's dl this nonsense? He repeated, irritably: 'l wish to God you wouldn't
keep on thinking this thing is hdlucination. If I'm as hedthy as you say, it can't be-' He hestated. -But
evenif you did beieveit red, wha could you do? You don't know what those who sent the shadow to
me know. That's why | wish Alan were here. HEd know what to do." He hestated again, then said
dowly: '‘But whether 1'd take his advice...I'm not sure...now!’

"I asked: 'What do you mean?

"He sad: 'T'll begin from the time we agreed I'd better go home and fight. | went to the theater. |
purposaly stayed out late. There was no unseen whisperer a the door when | let mysdf in. | saw nathing
as | went updtairs to the library. | mixed a giff highbal, sat down and began to read. | had turned on
every light in the room. It was two o'clock.

"The clock struck the hdf hour. It roused me from the book. | amelled a curious fragrance, unfamiliar,



evocative of strange images--it made me think of an unknown lily, opening in the night, under moon rays,
ina secret pool, anong age-old ruins encircled by a desert. | looked up and around seeking its source.

"l saw the shadow.

"It was no longer as though cast againgt curtains or wals. It stood plain, a dozen feet from me. Sharp
cut, inthe room. It wasin prafile. It stood mationless. Its face was a girl's, ddlicate, exquisite. | could see
its hair, coiled around the little head and two braids of deeper shadow faling between the round, tip-tilted
breasts. It was the shadow of atdl girl, alithe girl, smal-hipped, dender-footed. It moved. It began to
dance. It was neither black nor gray as | had thought when firg | saw it. It was fantly rosy--a rose-pearl
shadow. Beautiful, seductive--in a sense no living woman could be. It danced, and trembled--and
vanished. | heard awhisper: 'I am here." It was behind me dancing--dancing...dimly | could see the room
through it.

"'Dancing,’ he said, ‘weaving--weaving my shroud-' he laughed. ‘But a highly embroidered one, Bill.

"He said he fdt adirring of desire such as he had never fdt for any woman. And with it a fear, a horror
such as he had never known. He said it was as though a door had opened over whose threshold he might
pass into some undreamed of Hel. The desire won. He legped for that dancing, rosy shadow. And
shadow and fragrance were gone snuffed out. He sat again with his book, waiting. Nothing happened.
The clock struck three--the half-hour--four. He went to his room. He undressed, and lay upon the bed.

"He sad: 'Sowly, like arhythm, the fragrance began. It pulsed--quicker and quicker. | sat up. The rosy
shadow was stting at the foot of my bed. | strained toward it. | could not move. | thought | heard it
whisper--'Not yet...not yet...""

"Progressve hdludination,” de Keradel said. "From Sght to hearing, from hearing to amdl. And then the
color centers of the brain become involved. All thisis obvious. Yes?'

Bill paid no attention; continued: "He went to deep, abruptly. He awakened next morning with a curious
exdtation of spirit and an equaly curious determination to evade me. He had but one desire--that the day
should end o that he could meet the shadow. | asked, somewhat sarcadticdly: '‘But how about the other
girl, Dick?

"He answered, planly puzzied: "What other girl, Bill? | said: 'That other girl you were so much in love
with. The one whose name you couldn't tdl me.

"He said, wonderingly: 'lI don't remember any other girl."
| stole a swift glance at the Demoisdle. She was looking demurdly down at her plate. Dr. Lowdl asked:

"Hrg, he could not tel you her name because of some compulson? Second, he told you he remembered
nothing of her?"

Bill said: "That's what he told me, ar."

| saw the color drain from Lowell's face once more, and saw again a lightning swift glance pass between
the Demoisdlle and her father.

De Kerade sad:
"A previous hdludnation negatived by a stronger one”

Bill said:



"Maybe. At any rate, he passed the day in a mood of mingled expectancy and dread. 'As though,” he told
me, '| waited for the prelude of some exquidte event, and at the same time as though for the opening of a
door to a cdl of the condemned." And he was even more resolved not to see me, yet he could not be
easy until he knew whether 1 had or had not found something that might account for his experiences.
After he had talked to me he had gone out, not for galf as he had told Smpson, but to a place where |
could not reach him.

"He went home to dinner. He thought that during dinner he detected fugitive flittings from side to side,
furtive gtirrings of the shadow. He fdt that his every movement was being watched. He had amost panic
impulse to run out of the house ‘while there was 4ill time' as he put it. Agang that impulse was a
sronger urge to stay, something that kept whispering of strange ddights, unknown joys. He said--'As
though | had two souls, one filled with loathing and hatred for the shadow and crying out againgt davery
to it. And the other not caring--if only first it might taste of those joysit promised.’

"He went to the library--and the shadow came as it had come the night before. It came close to him, but
not so close that he could touch it. The shadow began to sing, and he had no desire to touch it; no desire
except to gt ligening forever to that Inging. He told me, 'It was the shadow of song, as the Snger was
the shadow of woman. It was as though it came through some unseen curtain...out of some other space.
It was sweet as the fragrance. It was one with the fragrance, honey sweet...and each shadowy note
dripped evil.' He sad: 'If there were words to the song, | did not know them, did not hear them. | heard
only the melody...promising...promising..."

"I asked: 'Promising what?
"Hesad: 'l don't know...ddights that no living men had ever known...that would be mine--if..."
"I asked: 'If what?

"He answered: 'l did not know...not then. But there was something | must do to atain them...but what it
was | did not know...not then.'

"Snging died and shadow and fragrance were gone. He waited awhile, and then went to his bedroom.
The shadow did not reappear, dthough he thought it there, watching him. He sank again into that quick,
deep and dreamless deep. He awakened with a numbness of mind, an unaccustomed lethargy.
Fragments of the shadow's song kept whispering through his mind. He said: 'They seemed to make a
web between redity and unredity. | had only one clear normd thought, and that was keen impatience to
et the lagt of your reports. When you gave me them, that which hated and feared the shadow wept, but
that which desired its embrace rejoiced.’

"Night came the third night. At dinner, he had no perception of lurking watcher. Nor in the library. He fdt
avad disgppointment and as vast ardief. He went to his bedroom. Nothing there. An hour or so later he
turned in. It was awarm night, so he covered himsdf only with the shest.

"He told me 'l do not think | had been adeep. | an sure | was not adeep. But suddenly | fdt the
fragrance creep over me and | heard awhisper, close to my ear. | sat up--

"The shadow lay besde me.

"It was sharply outlined, pae rose upon the shest. It was leening toward me, one am upon the pillow,
cupped hand supporting its head. | could see the pointed nalls of that hand, thought | could see the gleam
of shadowy eyes. | summoned dl my strength and laid my hand on it. | felt only the cool shest.

"The shadow leaned closer...whispering...whispering...and now | understood it...and then it was she told



me her name...and other things...and what | must do to win those ddights she had been promisng me.
But | mugt not do this thing until she had done thus and so, and | must do it at the moment she kissed me
and | could fed her lips on mine--'

"I asked, sharply: 'What were you to do?
"He answered: ‘Kill mysdf."

Dr. Lowdl pushed back his chair, stood trembling: "Good God! And he did kill himsdf! Dr. Bennett, |
do not see why you did not consult mein this case. Knowing what | told you of --"

Bill interrupted: "Precisely because of that, Sr. | had my reasons for wishing to handle it done. Reasons
which | am prepared to defend before you."

Before Lowdl could answer, he went on swiftly: "I told him: ‘It's nothing but hdlucination, Dick; a
phantom of the imagination. Nevertheless, it has reached a stage | don't like. You mug take dinner with
me, and stay here for the night &t leadt. If you won't consent, frankly 1'm going to use force to make you.'

"He looked a me for a moment with the subtle amusement in his eyes intensfied. He said, quiglly: ‘But if
it's only hdlucination, Bill, what good will that do? I'll dill have my imagination with me, won't I? What's
to keep it from conjuring up Brittis here just as wel as a home?

"l sad: "All that be damned. Here you stay.'
"He sad: 'It goes. I'd like to try the experiment.’

"We had dinner. | wouldn't let im speak again of the shadow. | dipped a strong deepmaker into a drink.
In fact, | doped him. In a little while he began to get heavy-eyed. | put him to bed. | said to mysdf:
'Fellow, if you come out of that in less than ten hours then I'm a horse doctor.'

"l had to go out. It was alittle after midnight when | returned. | listened at Dick's door, debating whether
to run the risk of disurbing him by going in. | decided | wouldn't. At nine o'clock the next morning, |
went up to look a him. The room was empty. | asked the servants when Mr. Raston had gone. None
knew. When | cdled up his house, the body had dready been taken away. There was nothing | could
do, and | wanted time to think. Time, unhampered by the police, to make some investigations of my own,
inthe light of certain other things which Ralston had told me and which | have not related since they are
not directly related to the symptoms exhibited. The symptoms™ Bill turned to de Keradel, "were the only
matters in which you were interested--professionaly ?*

De Keradel sad: "Yes But | dill see nothing in your recital to warrant any diagnoss than halucinetion.
Perhaps in these details you have withhed | might--"

| had been thinking, and interrupted him rudely enough: "Just a moment. A little while back, Bill, you said
this Brittis, shadow or illuson, or what not, told him that she was no demon--no Succubus. You started
to quote him--"She said she was-' then stopped. What did she say she was?"

Bill seemed to hesitate, then said, dowly: "She said she had been a girl, a Bretonne until she had been
changed into--a shadow of Ys"

The Demoisdle threw back her head, laughing unrestrainedly. She put a hand on my am: "A shadow of
that wicked Dahut the White! Alain de Carnac--one of my shadows!”

De Keradd's face was imperturbable. He said: "So. Now do | see. Wdll, Dr. Bennett, if | accept your
theory of witchcraft, what was the purpose behind it?"



Bill answered: "Money, | think. I'm hoping to be sure soon.”

De Keradd leaned back, regarding Lowel dmosgt benevolently. He said: "Not necessarily money. To
quote Dr. Caranac, it could perhaps be only art for art's sake. Sdlf-expresson of a true artist. Pride. |
once knew well--what without doubt the superdtitious would have caled her a witch--who had that pride
of workmanship. Thiswill interest you, Dr. Lowell. It wasin Prague--"

| saw Lowdl sart, violently; de Keraddl went blandly on: "A true artist, who practiced her art, or used
her wisdom--or, if you prefer, Dr. Bennett, practiced her witchcraft--solely for the satisfaction it gave her
as an atist. Among other things, so it was whispered, she could imprison something of one she had killed
within little dolls made in that one's image, animating them; and then make them do her will--" He leaned
toward Lowd|, solicitoudy--"Are youill, Dr. Lowdl?'

Lowdl was paper white his eyes fixed on de Keradd and filled with incredulous recognition. He
recovered himsdf; said in afirm voice "A pang | sometimes suffer. It is nothing. Go on.”

De Keradd sad: "A truly great--ah, witch, Dr. Bennett. Although | would not cdl her witch but mistress
of ancient secrets, lost wisdom. She went from Prague to this city. Arriving, | tried to find her. | learned
where she had lived, but, dasl She and her niece had been burned to desath--with her dolls, their home
destroyed. A most mysterious fire. | was rather rdieved. Frankly, | was glad, for | had been a little afraid
of the doll-maker. 1 hold no grudge agang those who encompassed her destruction--if it were
deliberate. In fact--this may sound cdlous but you, my dear Dr. Lowel, will understand | am sure-—-in
fact, | fed acertain gratitude to them--if they are.”

He glanced a his watch, then spoke to the Demoisdle "My daughter, we must be going. We are dready
late. Thetime has passed so pleasantly, so quickly--" He paused, then said with emphasis, dowly: "Had |
the powers she had a her command--for powers she did have dse I, de Keradel, would have fdt no
fear of her--1 say, had | those powers, none who threatened me, none even who hampered me in what |
had determined to do, would live long enough to become a serious menace. | an sure--" he looked
sharply a Lowdl, & Hden and Bill, let his pae eyes dwdl for a moment on mine--"l am sure that even
gratitude could not save them--nor those dear to them.”

There was an odd sllence. Bill broke it. He said, somberly: "Fair enough, de Keradd."

The Demoisdlle arose, amiling. Helen led her to the hdl. No one would have thought they hated each
other. While de Keradd bade courteous farewdl to Lowdl, the Demoisdle drew close to me. She
whispered:

"I will be awaiting you tomorrow, Alain de Carnac. At eight. We have much to say to each other. Do not
fal me"

She dipped something in my hand. De Keradd said: "Soon | shdl be ready for my grestest experiment. |
look for you to witness it, Dr. Lowdl. You too, Dr. Caranac...you...it will especidly interest. Till
then--adieu.”

He kissed Helen's hand; bowed to Bill. | wondered with vague misgivings why he had not included them
inthe invitation.
At the door the Demoisdlle turned, touched Heen lightly on the cheek. She sad: "Some there be that
shadows kiss..."

Her laughter rippled like little waves as she swept down the steps after her father and into the waiting
automobile.



CHAPTER VII. THE DOLL-MAKER'SLOVER

Briggs closed the door and waked away. We four stood in the hdl, slent. Suddenly Helen sslamped a
foot. She said, furioudy:

"Damn her! Shetried to make me fed like adave girl. Asif | were one of your lesser concubines, Alan,
whom it amused your Queen to notice.”

| grinned, for it was dmogt exactly what | had thought. She said, vidoudy:

"I saw her whispering to you. | suppose she was asking you to come up'n see her sometime” She gave a
Mae West wriggle.

| opened my hand and looked at what the Demoisdle had dipped into it. It was an extremdy thin Slver
bracelet's hdf-inch band dmog as flexible as heavy dlk. Set in it was a polished, roughly ovd black
pebble. Incised upon its smoothed outer face, then filled in with some red materid, was the symbol of the
power of the ancient god of Ocean, who had many names long centuries before the Greeks named him
Posaidon; the threetined fork; his trident with which he governed his hillows. It was one of those
mygerious tadismans of the swarthy little Azilian-Tardenois people who some seventeen thousand years
ago wiped out the tdl, big-brained, fair-haired and blue-eyed Cro-Magnons, who, like them, came from
none knows where into Western Europe. Along the siver band, its jaws holding the pebble, was cruddy
cut awinged serpent. Yes, | knew what that pebble was, right enough. But what puzzled me was the
conviction that | dso knew this paticular stone and bracelet. That | had seen them many times
before...could even read the symbal...if only | could force remembrance...

Perhapsif | put it around my wrist | would remember--

Helen struck the bracelet from my hand. She put her hed on it and ground it into the rug. She sad:
"That's the second time tonight that she-devil has tried to snap her manacles on you.”

| bent down to pick up the bracelet, and she kicked it away.

Bill stooped and retrieved it. He handed it to me and | dropped it in my pocket. Bill said, sharply:
"Pipe down, Helen! He has to go through with it. He's probably safer than you and | are, at that.”
Helen said, passonady:

"Let her try to get him!"

She looked a me, grimly: "But | don't exactly trust you with the Demoisdle, Alan. Something rotten in
Denmark there...something queer between you. | wouldn't hunger after that white fleshpot of Egypt if |
were you. Theréve been alot of misguided moths Spping at that flower.”

| flushed: "Your frankness, darling, is of your generation, and your metaphors as mixed as its morals.
Nevertheless, you need not be jedous of the Demoisdle”

That was alie, of course. | fdt the vague, inexplacable fear of her, suspicion, and a lurking, inexorgble
hatred--yet there was something else. She was very beautiful. Never could | love her in the way | could
Helen. Still, she had something that Helen had not; something which without doubt was evil...but an evil |
had drunk of long and long and long ago...and must drink of...again--and | knew a deep thirg that could
be quenched only by thet evil...



Heden said, quidly:
"I could not be jelous of her. | am afraid of her--not for mysdf but for you."

Dr. Lowd| seemed to awaken. It was plain that he was sunk in his thoughts, he had heard none of our
tak. He sad:

"Let us go back to the table. | have something to say."

He waked to the gairs, and he walked like a man grown suddenly old. As we followed, Bill said to me:
"Wdl, de Keradd was far enough. He gave uswarning.”

| asked: "Warning of what?"

Bill answered: "Didnt you get it? Warning not to pursue the matter of Dick's death any further. They
didn't find out dl they hoped to. But they found out enough. | wanted them to. And | did find out whet |
wanted.”

| asked: "What was that?"'
"That they're Dick's murderers,” he answered.

Before | could ask any more questions we were seated at the table. Dr. Lowdl rang for coffee, then
dismissed the butler. He tipped afull glass of brandy into his coffee, and drank it. He said:

"I am shaken. Undenigbly | am shaken. An experience, a dreadful experience, which | had thought ended
forever, has been reopened. | have told Helen of that experience. She has a strong soul, a clear brain;
gheis a bright spirit. Am | to understand--" he addressed Bill--"that Hlen was dso in your confidence
this evening; that she knew in advance the facts that so srongly surprised me?'

Bill answered: "Patly, dr. She knew about the shadow, but she didn't know that the Demoisdle de
Keradd had an Y's pinned in her name. No more did I. Nor had | any cogent reason to suspect the de
Keraddls when they accepted your invitation. Before thet, | did not go into the details of the Ralston case
with you because, from the very firg, | had the feding tha they would revive painful memories. And
obvioudy, until de Keradel himsdf reveded it, | could have had no suspicion tha he was so dosdy
connected with the dark center of those memories.”

Lowd| asked: "Did Dr. Caranac know?'

"No. | had determined, whether or not my suspicions seemed to be warranted, to spread Dick's story
before de Keradd. | had persuaded Dr. Caranac to anger him. | wanted to watch the reactions of
himsdf and his daughter. | wanted to watch the reactions of Dr. Caranac and yoursdf. | hold mysdf
entirdy judtified. | wanted de Keradd to show his hand. If | had lad my own hand before you, never
would he have done 0. Y ou would have been on your guard, and de Keraddl would have known it. He,
aso, would have been on guard. It was your papable ignorance of my investigation, your involuntary
betrayd of the horror you fdt over some amilar experience, that prompted him, contemptuous now of
you, to reved his association with the doll-maker and to ddliver his threst and chdlenge. Of course, there
is no doubt that some way, somehow, he had discovered the part you took in the mater of the
doll-maker. He bdieves you are terrified to the core...that through fear of what may happen to Hden and
me, you will force me to drop the Raston matter. Unless he believed that, never would he have risked
forearming us by forewarning."

Lowdl nodded: "Heisright. | am frightened. We are, the three of us, in unique peril. But, dso, he is



wrong. We mugt go on--"

Hden said, sharply: "The three of us? 1 think Alanisin worse danger than any of us. The Demoisdle has
her brand dl ready to add hm to her herd.”

| sad:

"Try not to be so vulgar, darling.” | spoke to Lowdl: "I am 4ill in the dark, gr. Bill's expostion of the
Raston case was luminoudy clear. But | know nathing of this doll-maker, and therefore cannot grasp the
ggnificance of de Keradd's references to her. If | am to enlig in this cause, manifesly | should be in
possession of dl the facts to be truly effective, also, for my own protection.”

Bill said, grimly:
"Y ou're not only enlisted, you're conscripted.”
Dr. Lowdl sad:

"I will sketch them for you, briefly. Later, William, you will put Dr. Caranac in possession of every detall,
and answer dl hisquestions. | encountered the dolimaker, a Mme. Mandilip, through a puzzling hospital
case; the srange illness and subsequent stranger death of a lieutenant of a then notorious underworld
leader, named Ricori. Whether this woman was what is popularly known as a witch, or whether she had
knowledge of naturd laws which to us, solely because of ignorance, seem supernaturd, or whether she
was dmply a mogt extraordinary hypnotist--1 am 4ill not certain. She was, however, a murderess.
Among the many deaths for which she was responsible were those of Dr. Brale, my associate, and a
nurse with whom he was in love. This Mme. Mandilip was an extraordinary artist--whatever ese she
might be. She made dalls of astonishing beauty and naturaness. She kept a doll-shop where she sdlected
her vicims from those who came to buy. She killed by means of a poisonous sdve which she found
means to use after winning the confidence of her vicims. She made effigies-dolls--of these, in ther
fathful imege, in fathful likeness to them. These dolls-she then sent out on her erands of
murder--animated, or at least so she implied, by something of the vitd or, if you will, spiritual essence of
those whose bodies they counterfeited; something that was whally evil..little demons with dender
dilettos...who went forth under care of a white-faced, terror-stricken gil whom she cdled her niece,
subject so long to her hypnotic contral that she had become, literdly, another sdf of the doll-maker. But
whether illuson or redity, of one thing there was no doubt--the dolls killed.

"Ricori was one of her victims, but recovered under my care in this house. He was superdtitious, believed
Mme. Mandilip a witch, and vowed her execution. He kidnapped the niece, and in this house | placed
her under my own hypnotic control to draw from her the secrets of the doll-maker. She died in this
hypnoss, crying out that the doll-maker's hands were round her heart--srangling it..."

He paused, eyes haunted as though seeing again some dreadful picture, then went steedily on:

"But before she died, she told us that Mme. Mandilip had possessed a lover in Prague to whom she had
taught the secret of the living dolls. And that same night Ricori and some of his men went forth
to--execute--the dollmaker. She was executed--by fire. 1, though against my will, was a witness of that
incredible scene--incredible gill to me dthough | saw it..."

He paused, then lifted his glass with steady hand:

"Wdl, it ssems that de Keradd was that lover. It seems that beside the secret of the dolls, he knows the
secret of the shadows--or is it the Demoisdle who knows that, | wonder? And what dse of the dark
wisdom--who knows? Well, that is that--and now dl isto be done again. But thiswill be more difficult--"



He said, musingly: "1 wish Ricori were here to help us. But heisin Itay. Nor could | reach himin time.
But his ablest man, one who passed through the whole experience with us, who was there a the
execution, heis here. McCann! I'll get McCann!”

He arose:

"Dr. Caranac, you will excuse me? William-I leave thingsin your hands. I'm going to my study and then
to bed--1 am-shaken. Helen, my dear, take care of Dr. Caranac.”

He bowed and withdrew. Bill began: "Now, about the doll-maker--"

It was close to midnight when he had finished that story, and | had found no more questions to ask. As |
was going out, he said:

"You bowled de Keraddl dmog clean out when you spoke of--what was it--the Alkar-Az and the
Gatherer within the Cairn, Alan. What the hdl were they?'

| answered:

"Bill, I don't know. The words seemed to come to my lips without volition. Maybe they did come from
the Demoisdlle--as | told her father.”

But deep within me | knew that wasn't true--that | did know, had known, the Alkar-Az and its dread
Gatherer--and that some day | would...remember.

Hden said: "Bill, turn your head.”

She threw her ams around my neck, and pressed her lips to mine, savagdy; she whispered: "It makes
my heart ang that you are here--and it breaks my heart that you are here. I'm afraid--I'm so afraid for
you, Alan."

She leaned back, laughing alittle "I suppose you're thinking this is the precipitancy of my generation, and
its moras—-and maybe vulgar, too. But it redly isn't as sudden as it seems, darling. Remember--I've
loved you snce the hornets and snakes."

| gave her back her kiss. The revelation that had begun when | had met her, had come to complete and
dfirmative conclusion.

As | made my way to the club, dl that was in my mind was the face of Helen, the burnished copper
hedmet of her hair and her eyes of golden amber. The face of the Demoisdle, if | saw it a dl, was nothing
but amist of dlver-gilt over two purple splotches in a featureless white mask. | was happy.

| started to undress, whisling, Helen's face dill clear cut before me. | put my hand in my pocket and
drew out the siver bracelet with the black stone. The face of Hden faded abruptly. In its place, as dearly
cut, even more dive, was the face of the Demoisdlle with her great eyes tender, her lips amiling—-

| threw the bracelet from me, as though it had been a snake.

But when | went to deep it was dill the face of the Demoisdle and not the face of Helen that was back of
my eyes.

CHAPTER VIII. IN DAHUT'STOWER--NEW YORK

| woke up next morning with a headache. Also, out of a dream which began with dolls holding foot-long



needles in one hand dancing with pink shadows around circles of enormous sanding stones, and with
Heden and the Demoisdle dternately and rapidly embracing and kissng me. | mean that Hden would
embrace and kiss me, and then she would fade into the Demoisdlle; and then the Demoisdlle would do
the same and as quickly fade into Helen, and so on and so on.

| remember thinking in that dream that this was quite like what occurred a a very unusud place of
entertainment in Algiers named the "House of the Heart's Desire It's run by a Frenchman, a hashish
eater and dso atruly astonishing philosopher. He and | were greet friends. | won his regard, | think, by
unfolding to him that same scheme for "Heaven and Hdl, Inc." which had so interested the Demoisdle
and de Keraddl. He had quoted Omar:

| sent my Soul out through the Invisble

Some |etter of thet after-life to spdl:

And after many days my Soul returned.

And said, "Behold, Mysdf am Heav'n and Hell."

Then he had said my idea wasn't so origind; it was redly a combination of that quatrain and what made
his place so profitable. He had a couple of renegade Senuss in his house. The Senuss are truly
agonishing magicians, masters of illuson. He had a dozen girls phydcaly the mogt beautiful 1've ever
seen, and they were white and ydlow and black and brown and intermediate shades. When one wanted
to embrace "the Heart's Dedre” and that was a most expensve undertaking, these twelve girls would
gand in acircle, naked; abig, wide cirdein a big room, hands clasped in each other's with their arms out
a ful length. The Senuss sguatted in the center of the circle with therr drums, while the aspirant for the
"Heart's Desré' stood beside them. The Senuss drummed and chanted and did this and that. The girls
danced, intertwining. Ever fagter and faster. Until at last white, brown, black and ydlow and intermediate
seemed to codesce into one supernd damsa--the girl of his dreams, as the old sentimental songs so
quaintly put it, with trimmings of Aphrodite, Cleopatra, Phryne, and what not--at any rate, the girl he had
adways wanted whether he had redlized it or not. So he took her.

"Was she what he thought her? How do | know?" shrugged this Frenchman. "To me--looking on--there
were dways eleven girlsleft. But if he thought so. Then, yes."

Helen and the Demoisdlle mdting so rapidly into each other made me wish tha they would coaesce.
Then I'd have no bother. The Demoisdle seemed to stay a moment or two longer. She kept her lips on
mine...and suddenly | fdt as though | had both water and fire in my brain, and the fire was a stake upon
which aman was bound, and the flames rushed up and covered him like a garment before | could see his
face.

And the water was a surging sea...and out upon it, pae gold harr adrift, wave washed, was Dahut...eyes
daing up to a sky less blue than they...and dead.

It was then | woke up.

After a cold shower | fdt alot better. While | ate breakfast, | marshaed the events of the night before
into coherent order. First, Lowd|'s experience with the doll-maker. | knew much about the magic of the
animate doll, which isfar ahead of the smple idea of the figy into which one gticks pins, or roasts a a
fire or what not. Nor was | so sure that the hypothesis of hypnotism could account for a bdief of such
ancient and wide-spread popularity. But more ancient ill, and much more snidter, was the shadow
meagic that had dain Dick. The Germans might give it the more or less humorous twist of Peter Schliemd
who sold his shadow to the Devil, and Barrie give it his own labored whimscdity of Peter Pan whose



shadow was caught in a drawer and got torn--yet the fact remained that of dl beliefs this of the sharing of
his shadow with a man's life, persondity, soul--whatever one may term it--was, perhaps, the most
ancent of dl. And the sacrifices and rites connected with propitition or safety from shadows could
pardld any for downright devilishness. | determined to go up to the library and look up shadow lore. |
went to my room and caled up Helen.

| sad: "Darling, do you know that | love you desperately?'

Shesad: "I know that if you don't you're going to."

| sad: "I'm going to be tied up this afternoon--but there is tonight.”

Heden sad: "I'll be waiting for you, darling. But you're not going to see that white devil today are you?'
| answered: "l am not. I've even forgotten what she looks like."

Helen laughed. My foot touched something and | looked down. It was the bracelet | had thrown away.
Helen said: "Tonight then.”

| picked up the bracelet and dropped it in my pocket. | answered, mechanicadly: "Tonight."

Instead of looking up shadow lore, | spent the afternoon at two unusud private libraries to which | have
access, ddving into old books and manuscripts upon ancient Brittany--or Armorica as it was cdled
before the coming of the Romans and for five centuries theresfter. What | was looking for were
references to Y's, and what | hoped for was to find some mention of the Alkar-Az and the Gatherer in the
Can. Obvioudy, | mugt have read or heard those names somewhere, sometime. The only other
reasonable explanation was that the Demoisdlle had suggested them to me, and recdling the vividness of
that vison of Carnac under the touch of her hand, | was not indined to rgect that. On the other hand she
had denied it and | was as strongly disndined to rgect her denid. It had sounded like truth to me. Of the
Alkar-Az | found no mention whatsoever. In a pdimpsest of the 7th Century, one torn leef, there were a
few sentences that might or might not refer to the Gatherer. It read, trandating fredy the monkish Latin:

"..issad that it was not because this people of Armorica took part in the Gaulish insurrection that the
Romans treated them with such saverity but because of certain crud and wicked rites unpardlded in their
evil by any tribe or people with whom the Romans had come in contact. There was one [several words
illegible] the place of the sanding stones called [two whole lines illegiblg] beating in ther breasts firg
dowly [another lgpse] until breast and even the heart were crushed and then when within the crypt of the
center temple the Blackness began--"

Here the fragment ended. Could this "place of the sanding stones' have been Carnac, and the
"Blackness' that began "within the crypt of the center temple" have been the Gatherer within the Cairn? It
wel might be. | knew, of course, that the Romans had practicaly exterminated the primitive population of
Armorica after that insurrection of 52 A.D., and that the survivors had fled from ther wrath, leaving the
country unpopulated until the 5th Century, when numbers of Cdtic inhabitants of Britain, driven out by
the Anglos and Saxons, emigrated to Armorica and repopulated a great part of the peninsula The
Romans, taken dl in dl, were a broad-minded lot with the widest tolerance for the gods of those they
conquered. Nor was it ther custom to ded thus savagely with the conquered. What could have been
these "crud and wicked rites unpardleled in ther evil* which had so shocked them that they had so
ruthledy stamped out those who practiced them?

Of references to a great city which had sunk benesth the sea, | found many. In someit was named Y, in
others nameess. The accounts which placed its destruction within Chrigian times were dealy
gpocryphal. The city, whatever it was, belonged to prehigtoric times. In dmogt dl the references accent



was put upon its wickedness; its progtitution to evil spirits; to sorcery. Largdly, the legend dung dosdly to
the resume | had given the night before. But there was one variant which interested me mightily. This said
it was a Lord of Carnac who had brought about the fdl of Ys. That he had "beguiled Dahut the White,
Daughter of the King, even as she had beguiled many men to their destruction.” It went on to say that "so
great was the beauty of this sorceress tha not for long could the Lord of Carnac summon resolution to
destroy her and evil Y's; and she had borne a child, a daughter; and when he had opened the sea gates he
hed fled with this child, while the shadows of Y's thrust him on to safety even as they thrust on the waves
to overwhdm Dahut and her father who pursued him.”

That, inthe light of de Keraddl's theory of ancestral memories, rather startled me. For one thing, it gave
me a clearer angle upon the Demoisdles remarks about my "remembering.” And it gave another
explanation, though ssemingly a preposterous one, why | had spoken those two names. If this Dahut
came draight down from that Dahut, maybe | came sraight down from the Lord of Carnac who had so
"beguiled” her. In that event, contact might have started one of the de Keradd disksinmy brain to action.
| thought that the Alkar-Az and the Gatherer must have made a very strong impression upon the ancient
Lord of Carnac, my ancestor, to cause the particular disk which registered them to be the firg to become
aticulate. | grinned at the idea, and thought of Helen. Whatever the other memories, | remembered | had
adate with Helen that night, and | was damned glad. | had a date with Dahut, too, but what of it?

| looked at my watch. It wasfive o'clock. | pulled out my handkerchief and something fdl tinkling to the
floor. It was the bracelet, and it lay with the black taisman garing up at me like an eye. | stared back & it
with that uncanny feding of recognition of its symbol growing stronger and stronger.

| went to the Club to dress. | had ascertained where the de Keradels were stopping. | sent Helen a
telegram:

Sorry. Unexpectedly caled out of town. No time to telephone. Cal you up tomorrow. Love and kisses.
Alan.
At eght | was sending my card in to the Demoisdlle.

It was one of those towering apartment houses overlooking the East River; sybaritic; their eastward and
most desirable windows looking down upon Blackwdl's Idand where the outcadts, the lesser fry of
criminds, those not worthy of Sng Sing's socid life, Dannemoras austerity, or the honor of occupancy in
amilar fortresses of dvilization, are penned; a catch basin for the dregs.

The gpartment houses were the Zenith complacently contemplating the Nadir.

The devator went up and up. When it stopped, its operator Sgnded, and after a second or two a
massve door in the shaft did aside. | stepped out into a hdl that was like the ante-room of a medievd
chamber. | heard the door whisper its closing, and turned. Tapestries which had been held asde by the
women were dropping into place, hiding it. | took swift note of the tapestry's design, soldy through force
of habit--an adventurer's habit of sudying landmarks dong the path in event of forced retreat. It
portrayed the sea—-woman, the fay Mdusine, being surprised by Raymond of Poitiers, her husband,
during her weekly bath of purification. It was very ancien.

The men were Bretons, swarthy, stocky, but clothed as | had never seen men in Brittany. They wore
loose tunics of green, tight belted and on their right breasts, in black, the red symbol of the bracelet's
pebble. Ther leg coverings were fawn-color, baggy, tapering below the knee and tied tightly at the ankle;
like those of the Scythians and the old Cdts. Ther feet were sandded. As they took my coat and hat |
gave them pleasant gredting in the Breton--a nobl€'s customary greeting to a peasant. They responded
humbly, and in kind, and | saw a furtive, puzzled glance pass between them.



They drew aside another tapestry, one pressing his hand againg the wall as he did so. A door did open. |
passed through into a surprisingly large, high-ceilinged room paneled with ancient dark oak. It was dimly
lit, but 1 glimpsed carven chests here and there, an astrolabe, and a great table strewn with lesthern and
vdlum covered books. | turned just in time to see the door dip back in place, leaving the panding
goparently unbroken. Neverthdess, | thought | could find it again in case of need.

The two men led me across the room, toward its right hand corner. Again they drew a tapestry aside,
and amdlow golden glow bathed me. They bowed, and | passed into the glow.

| stood in an octagona room not more than twenty feet across. Its eght sdes were covered with slken
hangings of exquidte texture. They were sea-green and woven in each was an undersea picture--fishes
grangdy shaped and colored svimming through a forest of feathery kelp...anemones waving deadly
tentacles over mouths that were like fantagtic flowers...a gold and slver school of winged snakes
guarding their castles of royd cord. In the center of the room a table was set with antique crysd,
tranducent porcelain and archaic siver gleaming under the light of tal candles.

| thrust my hand into the hanging by which | had entered, drew it asde. There was no sSgn of a door...|
heard laughter, like the laughter of little ruthless waves, the laughter of Dahuit...

She was a the far Sde of the octagona chamber, holding one of the hangings hdf asde. There was
another room there, for light streamed through and formed afaint rosy aureole around her head. And the
beauty of her made me for a dozen heart-beats forget everything e se in the world--even forget that there
was a world. From white shoulders to white feet she was draped in a web-like gown of filmy green in
flowing folds like the stola of the women of ancient Rome. Her feet were sandaled. Two thick braids of
her pde gold har dropped between her breasts, and through her drapings every lovey line and contour
were plain. She wore no jewels-—-nor needed any. Her eyes both caressed and menaced me--and there
was both tenderness and menace in her laughter.

She came toward me and put her hands on my shoulders. Her fragrance was like that of some strange
flower of the sea, and touch and fragrance rocked me.

She said, and in the Breton tongue:

"So, Alain--you dill are cautious. But tonight you go only when it is my will that you go. You taught me
my lesson wdl, Alain de Carnac.”

| asked, stupidly, il under that numbing spel of her beauty:
"When did | teach you anything, Demoisdle?’
She answered:

"Long...and long...and long ago." And now | thought that the menace nigh banished the tenderness in her
eyes. The draight brows drew together in unbroken line. She said, absently:

"I had thought thet it would be easy to say that which | have to say when | met you tonight, Alain. |
thought the words would pour from me...as the waters poured over Ys But | am confused...| find it
difficult...the memories struggle againgt each other...hate and love battle..."

By now | had gotten mysdf alittle in hand. | said: "I, too, am confused, Demoaisdle. | do not speak the
Breton as you and that, perhaps, is why | am dull to your meaning. Could we not speak French or

English?'
The truth was that the Breton was a little too intimate; brought me too close to her mind. The other



languages would be a barrier. And then | thought: a barrier againgt what?
She sad, fiercdy:

"No. And no longer cdl me Demoisdlle, nor de Keraddl. Y ou know me™
| laughed and answered:

"If you ae not the Demoisdle de Keradd, then you are the sea-fay Meusne..or Gulnar the
Sea-born...and | am safein your--" | looked at the hangings "-aquarium.”

She said, somberly: "I am Dahut...Dahut the White, Dahut of the Shadows...Dahut of ancient Ys.
Reborn. Reborn here--" she tapped her forehead. "And you are Alan de Carnac, my ancient love...my
great love...my treacherous love. So--beware.”

Suddenly she leaned toward me; she pressed her lips to mine, savagely; so savagdy that her amdl teeth
bruised them. It was not a kiss one could be indifferent to. My arms held her, and it was as though | held
flame sheathed infarr flesh. She thrust me from her with what was dmost a blow, and so strongly that |
sumbled back a step.

She walked to the table and filled from an ewer two dender glasses with pae ydlow wine. She said, with
mockery:

"To our lagt parting, Alain. And to our reunion.”
And as | hestated at the toast: "Don't be afraid--it is no witch's potion.”

| touched her glass and drank. We sat, and at some Sgnd | nather saw nor heard, two other of the
oddly dressed servants came in and served. They did it in the olden way, kneding. The wines were
excdlent, the dinner was superb. The Demoisdle ate and drank daintily. She spoke little, at times deep in
thought, at times regarding me with that blend of tenderness and mdice. | have never dined tete-a-tete
with a pretty gifl and had <o little to say--nor with one who was so slent. We were, in fact, like two
opponents in some game upon which vitd issues hung, studying our moves, sudying each other, before
beginning it. Whatever the game, | had the uncomfortable feding that the Demoisdle knew much more
about it than 1--had, indl probability, made the rules.

From the great room beyond the hidden door came muted music and Snging. They were queer meodies,
vagudy familiar. 1t was as though the sngers were in that room, and yet far, fa away. They were
shadows of song and music. Shadows of song? Suddenly | thought of Dick's description of the Snging of
the shadow. A creep went down my spine. | looked up from my plate to find Dahut's gaze upon me,
amused, mockery in it. | fdt wholesome anger begin to dir in me. The lurking fear of her vanished. She
was a beautiful woman, and dangerous. That was dl. But how dangerous rested with me. | had no doubt
she knew what | was thinking. She summoned the servants and they cleared the table, leaving the wine.
She said, matter-of-factly: "Well go out on the terrace. Bring the wine with you, Alain. You may need it.
| laughed at that, but picked up a bottle and glasses and followed her through the hangings into the room

of rosy light.

It was her bedroom.

Like the other it was octagond, but, unlike it, the top was that of a true turret--that is, the caling did not
run graight across. It lifted in a graceful cone. In fact, the two rooms made a double tower, and |

surmised that the walls were fase, having been built into what had been one large chamber. In this, they
were hung with the same sea-green tapestries but with no figures upon them. As | walked dowly on, ther



hues seemed to change and shift, darkening here into ocean depths, lightening there into the pale emerad
of shdlows, while congtantly within them moved shadows; shadowy shapes that floated up from the
depths, then loitered, then languidy sank benesth the range of Sght.

There was alow, wide bed, an ancient armoire, a table, two or three low stools, a curioudy carven and
painted chest, a couch. The rosy light streamed down from some cunningly hidden fixture in the turret's
roof. | fet again the uncomfortable sense of familiarity that had come to me when | had looked upon the
black pebble of the bracelet.

A casement opened upon the terrace. | set the wine upon the table and walked out upon the terrace,
Dahut beside me. The tower was a the top of the building as | had thought, and at its southeast corner.
At my right was the magicd night panorama of New York. Far below, the East River was a bet of
tarnished siver studded with the diamonded bands of bridges. About twenty feet beneath was another
terrace, plain to the view since the building was of the step-back kind.

| said to the Demoisdlle, jegtingly:

"Isthis like your tower in ancient Y's, Dahut? And was it from a bacony such as this that your servants
hurled the lovers of whom you hed tired?"

This was in questionable taste, but she had invited it; and, beside, the inexplicable anger was growing
within me. She answered:

"It was not so high. Nor were the nights in Y's like these. You looked up into the skies to see the dtars,
ingead of down upon the city. And my tower looked down upon the sea. Nor did | cast my lovers from
it, ance in--death--they served me better than in life And not by cagting them from any tower could |
have brought that to be."

She had spoken tranquilly; with evident sincerity. Whether she had spoken truth or not, | had then no
dightest doubt that what she had spoken she believed to be truth. | caught her by the wridts. | sad:

"Did you kill Rdston?"
She answered with that same tranquillity:
"Why, yes”

She pressed a sandaled foot on mine and leaned close to me, looking up into My eyes. Hot jedousy
mingled with my wrath. | asked:

"Had he been your lover?'

Shesad:

"He would not have been had | met you before | met him."

"And those others? You killed them?'

"Why, yes"

"And were they too--"

"Not if I had met you--"

My hands ached to go round her throat. | tried to drop her wrists, and could not. It was as though she



held them, clamped. | could not move afinger. | sad:

"You are aflower of evil, Dahut, and your roots feed on hdl.” | sad: "It was his money then that bought
you, like any harlot?'

She leaned back and laughed; and her eyes laughed and in the laughter of eyes and mouth was triumph.
Shesad:

"Inthe old days you cared nothing about lovers who had gone before. Why do you care now, Alan? But
no--it was not his money. Nor did he die because he had given it to me. | was tired of him, Alain...yet |
liked him...and Birittis had had no amusement for along, long time, poor child...if | had not liked him |
would not have given im to Brittis..."

| came back to sanity. Undoubtedly, the Demoisdle was scoring me off for those suggestions of mine
about her the night before. Her method might be a bit elaborate, but certainly it had been effective. | was
more than a little ashamed of mysdf. | dropped her hands and laughed with her...out why and whence
that anger and the devadtating jedousy?

| thrust that doubt aside. | said, ruefully:

"Dahut, that wine of yours must have been more potent than | knew. I've been acting like a damned fooal,
and | ask forgiveness”

She looked a me, enigmaticaly:
"Forgiveness? Now--I wonder! | am cold. Let usgoin”

| followed her into the turreted room. Suddenly [, too, fdt cold, and a strange weakness. | poured some
wine and drank it down. | sat upon the couch. There was a haziness about my thoughts, as though a cold
fog had gathered round my brain. | poured another glass of wine. | saw that Dahut had brought one of
the stools and was Stting at my feet. In her hands was an old and many-dringed Iute. She laughed again,
and whispered:

"You ask forgiveness-—-and you do not know what it isthat you ask.”

She touched the srings and began to sng. There was something archaic about that song--al waeird,
dghing minors. | thought that | ought to know that song; that | did know it; had heard it often and
often—-in jugt such a turret as this. | looked at the wals. The hues in the hangings were shifting more
rapidly...changing from madachite depths to pdlid shoas. And the shadows were risng more and more
rapidly; were coming closer and closer to the surface before they sank again...

Dahut sad:
"You brought the bracelet | gave you?'

Passvey, | thrust my hand into my pocket, drew out the bracelet and gave it to her. She fastened it
around my wrist. The red symbal on the pebble gleamed as though traced in lines of fire. She sad:

"You have forgotten | gave you that...long and long and long ago...lover | loved above dl men...lover |
have hated above dl men. And you have forgotten the name it bears. Wdl, hear that name once more,
Alan de Carnac...and remember what you ask me to forgive"

She spoke a name. Hearing it, a million sparks seemed to burst in my brain--fireflies disspating the cold
fog that gripped it.



She spoke it again, and the shadows within the green tapestries rushed to the surface of the waves,
twined arms, locked hands...

Round and round and round the wdls they danced...faster and ever faster...shadows of women and of
men. Hazly, | thought of the dancing girlsin the "House of the Heart's Dedire," dancing in a cirde to the
drums of the Senuss sorcerers...as these shadows were dancing to the luting of Dahut.

Faster and fagter the shadows spun, and then they, too, began to sng; in fant whispering voices,
shadows of voices...and in the green tapestries the shifting colors became the surge and withdrawd of
great waves, and the shadow snging became the murmuring of waves, and then their song, and then a
clamorous shouting.

Agan Dahut spoke the name. The shadows sprang out of the tapestries and ringed me...closer and
closer. The shouting of the waves became the roaring of a tempest, beating me down and down--out and
out.

CHAPTER IX. IN DAHUT'STOWER--YS

Hurricane roaring and clamor of the sea dwindled into the ordered beat of greast waves bresking against
some barrier. | was sanding at a window in some high place looking out over a white-capped, stormy
sea. The sunsat was red and sullen. 1t made a wide path of blood across the waters. | leaned out the
window, eyes draining to the right to find something that ought ill to be visble in the gathering dusk. |
found it. A vast plain covered with immense upright stones, hundreds of them, marching from every sde
to a squat, rock-built temple like the hub of a gigantic whed of which the monaliths were the spokes.
They were so far away that they looked like boulders, then suddenly by some trick of mirage they
quivered and swam close. The rays of the dying sun painted them and they seemed splashed with blood
and the squat temple to drip blood.

| knew that this was Carnac, of which | was the Lord. And tha the squat temple was the Alkar-Az
where the Gatherer in the Cairn came a the evocation of Dahut the White and the evil priests.

And that | wasinancient Ys.

Then the mirage quivered again and was gone. The dusk blotted out Carnac. | looked down upon
Cyclopean wals againg which long combers broke, shouting. They were enormoudy thick and high here,
these walls, jutting into the ocean like the prow of some ship of stone; they lessened as they fdl back
toward the mainland through shalows which were bare sands when the tides ebbed.

| knew the city well. A fair city. Temples and palaces of sculptured stone with tiled and painted roofs red
and orange and blue and green adorned it, and dwellings of lacquered wood utterly unlike the rude
homes of my dan. It was filled with hidden gardens where fountains whispered and strange flowers
bloomed. It was clustered, this city, between the wave-beaten walls as though the land upon which it
stood was a deck of a ship and the wdls the bulwarks. They had built it on a peninsula that stretched far
out into the sea. The sea menaced it dways, and aways was hed at bay by the wals, and by the sorcery
of Ys. Out of the dity ran a wide road, sraight over the sands to the mainland, and sraight to the evil
heart of the drding monoliths--where my people were sacrificed.

They who had built Y's were not my people. But it was not they who had raised the stones of Carnac.
Our grandmothers had said their grandmothers had told that long and long ago the people who built Y's
had come salling in srangely shaped ships, fortified the neck of the peninsula and settled there; and now
we were in thrdl to them; and they had taken Carnac and on the trunk of its dark ritud had grafted
branches that bore the fruit of unnamegble evil. | had come to Y's to lop those branches. And if | lived



theresfter to put ax to trunk.

Bitterly did | hate these people of Y's, sorcerers and sorceresses dl, and | had a plan to destroy them,
one and dI; to end the dreadful rites of the Alkar-Az and rid the temple forever of Tha which camein the
wake of torment and death to my own people a the summoning of Dahut and the priests of Ys. | thought
dl that while knowing at one and the same time | was the Lord of Carnac and aso Alan Caranac who
hed dlowed himsdf to be caught by the wiles of the Demoisdlle de Keradel, and was seeing only what
she waswillinghim to see. At least, Alan Caranac knew that, but the Lord of Carnac did not.

| heard the sweetness of a lute touched lightly; heard laughter like little heartless waves, and a voice-the
voice of Dahut!

"Lord of Carnac, the dusk hides your lands. And have you not looked long enough on the sea, beloved?
Her arms are cold--mine are warm.”

| turned from the window, and for a moment ancient Carnac and ancient Y's seemed fantastic dream. For
| was dill in that tower from which | had thought the dancing shadows had thrust me. It was the same
room; rose-lighted, octagonal, hung with the same tapestries in which green shadows waxed and waned;
and upon a low stool sat Dahut, Iute in hand, draped in the same sea-green web, her braids fdling
between her breasts.

| sad:

"You are true a witch, Dahut--to trap me like that again." And turned to the window to look upon the
familiar lights of New Y ork.

But that was not whet | said, nor did | turn. | found mysdf waking straight toward her, and instead of the
words | had thought to speak, | heard mysdf saying:

"You are of the sea, Dahut...and if your arms are warmer, your heart is as merciless.”

And suddenly | knew thet whether dream or illuson, thiswas Y's, and while the part of me that was Alan
Caranac could see through the eyes, hear with the ears, and read the thought of this other part of me
which was Lord of Carnac, | was powerless to control him and he was unaware of me. Yet | mugt abide
by what he did. Something like an actor watching himsdf go through a play--but with the quite important
difference that | knew nether the lines nor the Stuations. A most disturbing condition. | had a swift
thought that Dahut ought either to have laced me under better hypnotic control or passed me up entirely.
| fdt afant disgppointment in her. That idea shot out of my mind like a rocket.

She looked up a me, and her eyes were wet. She loosed her braids and covered her face with her hair
and she wept behind its curtain. | said, coldly:

"Many women have wept as you do...for men you have dain, Dahut."
She sad:

"Since you rode into Y's from Carnac a month ago, | have had no peace. Thereisaflamein my heart tha
eats it. What to me or to you are the lovers who have gone before, snce until you came never did | know
love? | kill no more--1 have banished my shadows.”

| asked, grimly:
"What if they do not accept their banishment?”



She threw back her hair; looked at me, sharply:
"What do you mean by that?"
| answered:

"I make sarfs. | train them to serve mewdl and to acknowledge no other master. | feed and house them.
Suppose, then, | feed them no longer, deny them shdlter. Banish them. What will my hungry, homeless
safs do, Dahut?'

She sad, increduloudy:

"You mean my shadows may rebel againg me?* She laughed, then her eyes narrowed, caculaingly: "Stll
there is something in what you say. And what | have made, | can unmake."

| thought that a Sghing went round the room, and that for an ingtant the hues in the tapestries shifted more
rapidly. If so, Dahut paid no heed, sat pensive. She said, musingly:

"After dl, they do not love me--my shadows. They do my bidding--but they do not love me...who made
them. No!"

| who was Alan Caranac amiled at this, but then | reflected that the | who was Lord of Carnac, quite
evidently took these shadows serioudy, disconcertingly, as matter-of-fact...as Dick had!

She stood up, threw white arms around my neck, and the fragrance of her that was like some secret
flower of the sea rocked me, and at her touch desire flamed through me. She said, languoroudy:

"Beloved who have swept my heart clean of dl other loves..who have awakened me to love...why will
you hot love me?

| said, thickly:

"I do love you, Dahut--but | do not trust you. How can | know your love will last...or that the time may
not come when 1, too, become a shadow...as did those others who loved you?'

She answered, lips close to mine

"I have told you. | loved none of them.”

| sad: "There was one you loved.”

She swayed back, looked deep into my eyes, her own sparkling:

"You mean the child; you are jedlous, Alain--and therefore | know you love me! | will send away the
child. Nay--if you desire, she Sl be dan."

And now | fdt cold fury difle dl desire for this woman who hdld life so lightly againg passion that she
would turn her hand even againg the daughter she had borne. Ah, but that was no secret, even in
Carnac. | had seen the little Dahut, violet-eyed, milk-white with the moonfire in her veins--no misaking
who had given her birth, even had her mother denied her. But | mastered the fury--after dl, it was but
what | had expected, and it steeled mein my determination.

"No," | shook my head. "What would that mean but that you had tired of her--as you tired of her
father--as you tired of dl your lovers?'



She whispered, desperately, and if | ever saw true madness of love in a woman's face it was there in
hers "What can | do! Alain—-what can | do to gain your trugt!"

| sad: "When the moon wanes, then is the feast of the Alkar-Az. Then you will summon the Gatherer in
the Cairn--and then will many of my people die under the mauls of the priests and many more be
swalowed by the Blackness. Promise me you will not summon It. Then | will trust you.”

She shrank away, lips white; she whispered: "I cannot do that. It would mean the end of Ys. It would
meen the end of me. The Gatherer would summon me...Ask anything ese, beloved...but that | cannot
do."

Wel, | had expected her refusd; had hoped for it. | sad:
"Then give me the keys to the sea-gates.”

She diffened; | read doubt, suspicion, in her eyes, and when she spoke, softness had gone from her
voice. She sad, dowly:

"Now why do you ask for them, Lord of Carnac? They are the very sgn and symbal of Ys. They are Ys.
They were forged by the sea-god who led my forefathers here long and long and long ago. Never have
they been in any hands except those of the Kings of Y's. Never may they be in any hands except those of
aKing of Ys. Why do you ask for them?'

Ah--but this was the crigs. This was the moment toward which for long | had been working. | caught her
up inmy arms, tal womean that she was, and held her cupped inthem. | pressed my lipsto hers, and | fet
her quiver and her arms lock round my neck and her teeth bruise my mouth. | threw back my head. |
roared laughter. | said:

"You yoursdf have sad it, Dahut. | ask because they are the symbol of Ys. Because they are--you.
Perhaps because | would hold them againgt any change of heart of yours, White Witch. Perhaps as a
shidd againg your shadows. Double your guards at the sea-gates, if you will, Dahut. But--" again | hed
her close and set my mouth againgt hers -1 kiss you never again until those keys are in my hands."

She sad, fdteingly:

"Hold me so another moment, Alain...and you shdl have the keys...Hold me..it is as though my soul
were loosed from bondage...Y ou shdl have the keys..."

She bent her head and | fdt her lips upon my breast, over my heart. And black hate of her and red lugt
for her fought within me,

She sad: "Put me down.”
And when | had done this she looked at me long with soft and midy eyes; and she said again:

"You shdl have the keys, beloved. But | must wait until my father is adeep. | shdl see to it that he goes
early to deep. And the keys of Ys sl bein the hands of aKing of Ys--for King of Ys you shdl be, my
own dear Lord. Now wait here for me--"

She was gone.

| walked to the window and looked out upon the sea. The ssorm had broken, was risng to tempest
drength and the long combers were battering, battering at the stone prow of Ys, and | could fed the
tower tremblein the blast. Blast and sea matched the exultation in my heart.



| knew that hours had passed, and thet | had esten and had drunk. There was confused memory of a
great hdl where | had sat anong gay people close to a dais where was the old King of Ys, and a his
right Dahut, and at hisleft a white-robed, yellow-eyed priest around whose forehead was a narrow band
of gold and a whose girdle the sacred maul with which the breasts of my own people were beaten in
before the Alkar-Az. He had watched me, mdevolently. And the King had grown deepy,
nodding...nodding...

But now | wasin Dahut's tower. The sorm was stronger and so were the surge and besat of waves on the
gone prow of Ys. The rosy light was dim, and the shadows in the green hangings were mationless. Yet |
thought that they were closer to the surface; were watching me.

Inmy hands were three dender bars of sea-green metd, strangely notched and serrated; upon each the
symbol of the trident. The longest was three times the space between my index finger and wrig, the
shortest the length of my hand.

They hung from a bracelet, a thin band of slver in which was set a black stone bearing in crimson the
trident symbol that was the summoning name of the seagod. They were the keys of Y's, given by the
sea-god to those who had built Y's.

The keys to the sea-gates!

And Dahut stood before me. She was like agirl in her robe of white, her dender feet bare, harr of slvery
gold flowing over exquisite shoulders and the rosy light weaving a little aureole around her head. | who
was Alan Caranac thought: She looks like a saint. But | who was Lord of Carnac knew nothing of saints,
and only thought: How can | kill this woman, evil as | know her to be!

She said, smply: "Now can you trugt, Lord of me?'
| dropped the keys and set my hands on her shoulders "Yes™

She raised her lips to me, like a child. | fdt pity, againg dl my knowledge of what she truly was and |
agang my will | fdt pity for her. So | lied. | sad: "Let the keys stay where they are, white flower. In the
morning, before your father awakens, you shdl take them back to him. It was but a test, sweet white
flame”

She looked a me, gravey:
"If you wish it, so ddl it be done. But there is no need. Tomorrow you shdl be King of Ys."

| fdt alittle shock go through me, and pity fled. If that promise meant anything it meant that she was going
to kill her father as remorselessy as she had offered to kill her child. She said, dreamily:

"He grows old. And he is weary. He will be glad to go. And with these keys--I give you dl of mysdf.
With them--1 lock behind me dl life that | have lived. | come to you--virgin. Those | have dain | forget,
as you will forget. And their shadows shall--cease to be."

Agan | heard that Sghing whisper go round the room, but she did not--or if she did, she gaveit no heed.

And suddenly she clasped mein her arms, and her lips dung to mine...nor were they virgind...and the
desire of her swept like wild-fire through me...

| had not been adegp. Knowing what | must do, | had not dared to deep though deep pressed heavy on
my eyes. | had lan, ligening to the breething of Dahut, waiting for her to Snk into deepest dumber. Yet |
mus have dozed, for suddenly | became conscious of a whispering close to my ear, and | knew thet the



whigper had not just begun.

| lifted my head. The rosy light was dim. Beside me was Dahut, one white am and breast uncovered,
hair a slken net upon her pillow.

The whispering continued; grew more urgent. | looked about the room. It was thronged with shadowy
shapes that swayed and shifted like shadows in the waves. Upon the floor where | had thrown them lay
the keys of Y's, the black pebble glimmering.

| looked again a Dahut--and looked and looked again. For over her eyes was a shadow as though of a
hand, and over her lips another such shadow, and upon her breast was a shadow like a hand upon her
heart, and around knees and ankles were other shadowy hands, dasping them like fetters.

| dipped from the bed; dressed swiftly and threw my cloak over my shoulders. | picked up the keys.
Onelast look | took a Dahut--and amost my resolution broke. Witch or not--she was too fair to kill...

The whispering grew fiercer; it threatened; it urged me on, implacably. | looked a Dahut no more--I
could not. | passed out of her chamber--and | fdt the shadows go with me, wavering before and around
and dfter me.

| knew the way to the sea-gates. It led through the palace, thence underground to the vault a the end of
the prow of stone againg which the waves were thundering.

| could not think clearly--my thoughts were shadows--1 was a shadow walking with shadows...

The shadows were hurrying me, whispering..what were they whispering? That nothing could harm
me...nothing stop me...but | must hurry...hurry.

The shadows were like a cloak, covering me.

| came upon a guard. He stood beside the passage | mug take from the paace into the underground
way. He stood there, as in dream, garing vacantly, saring through me, as though |, too, were but a
shadow. The shadows whispered--"Kill." | thrust dagger through him, and went on.

| came out of that passage into the ante-room of the vault of the gates. There was a man there, coming
out of the vault. It was the white-robed priest with the ydlow eyes. To him, at least, | was no shadow.

He stared a me and at the keys | held as though | were a demon. Then he rushed toward me, maul
upraised, lifting a golden whidtle to hislips to summon aid. The shadows swept me forward, and before it
could touch hislips | had thrust my dagger through his heart.

And now the gate of the vault was before me. | took the smalest key, and at its touch in the dot that gate
drew open. And again the shadows crowded before and around, and pushed me on.

There were two guards there. One | killed before he could draw weapon. | threw mysdf on the other,
throttling him before he could cry darm.

| thought that as we writhed the shadows wound themsalves around him, smotheringly. At any rate, he
soon lay dead.

| went on to the sea-gates. They were of the same metd as the keys, immense ten times my height at the
leadt, twice again as wide, so massve that it did not seem they could have been forged by the hands of
men--that they were indeed the gift of the sea-god as the people of Y's had told us.



| found the dits. The shadows were whispering..firs | mug thrugt in the larger key and turn...now the
smdler and turn...and now | mugt cry out the name upon the pebble...once and twice and thrice...I cried
thet name...

The massve vaves shuddered. They began to open inward. A thin sheet of water hissed through the
opening griking the opposite sde of the vault like a sword.

And now the shadows were whispering to me to flee...quickly...quickly...

Before | could reach the doorway of the vault the solit between the opening vaves was a roaring
cataract. Before | could reach the passage a wave struck me. On its crest was the body of the priest,
ams stretched out to me as though in death he was trying to drag me down...down under the smother...

And now | was on a horse, racing over the wide road to Carnac through the howling tempest. In my
ams was a child, agirl whose violet eyes were open wide, and blank with terror. And on and on | raced,
with the waves reaching out for me, damoring behind me,

Above the tumuit of wind and waves, another tumult from Y s--the crashing of its temples and palaces,
the rape of its searwalls and the death-cry of its people blended into one sustained note of despair...

CHAPTER X. AND OUT OF DAHUT'STOWER

| lay, eyes shut, but wide awake. | had battled back into this awakening, wresling for mastery over
another Hf that had stubbornly asserted its right to be. | had won, and the other sdf had retreated into
my memories of Ys. But the memories were vivid and he was as drong as they; he was entrenched
among them and he would live as long as they lived; waiting his chance. | was as spent as though that
fight had been physical; and in my mind the Lord of Carnac and Alan Caranac and Dahut of ancient Y's
and the Demoisdle de Keradel danced a witches dance, passing in and out of each other, shifting from
one to another--like the girlsin the "House of the Heart's Degre.”

Time had passed between the moment of awakening and the moment when the death cry of Ys had
gmitten mein my flight over the sands. | knew that. But whether it had been minutes or millenniums | did
not know. And other things had happened which | did not like remembering.

| opened my eyes. | had thought that | had been lying on a soft bed. | was not. | was ganding fuly
dressed beside awindow in aroom of dim rosy light; a room like a turret...with octagona walls covered
by sea-green tapestriesin which furtive shadows moved. And suddenly that other sdf became dert, and |
heard a far off clamor of waves racing toward me...

| turned my head quickly and looked out of the window. There was no sormy sea, no spurning combers
beating upon great wdls. | looked down upon bridge-bound East River and the lights of New Y ork;
looked and fed upon them, drawing strength and sanity from them.

Sowly | turned from the window. Upon the bed was Dahut. She was adeep, one white am and breast
uncovered and her hair a dlken net upon her pillow. She lay there, sraight as a sword, and in her deep
she amiled.

No shadowy hands hdd her. Around her wrig was the bracelet, and the black stone was like an
unwinking eye, waiching me. | wondered whether her eyes under the long curling lashes were dso
watching me. Her breasts rose and fell, like the dow lift and fdl of wavesin a dumbering sea. Her mouith,
with the kiss of the archaic upon her lips, was peaceful. She was like a soul of the sea over which
tempest had passed, leaving it degping. She was very lovey...and there was desire for her in my heart,
and there was fear of her. | took a step toward her...to kill her now while she lay adeep and helpless...to



set my hands around her throat and choke the black life out of the white witch...to kill her, ruthledy, as
she had killed...

| could not do that. Nor could | awaken her. The fear of her stood like a barrier agang avakening. The
desire for her stood like another barrier againg the urge to day her. | drew back, through the window
and out upon the terrace.

| waited there for a moment, considering, watching Dahut's chamber for any movement. Witcheraft might
be superdtition--but what Dahut had twice done to me measured up fully to any definition of it. And |
thought of what had happened to Dick--and of her cdm confesson about that. She had told the truth
there, whether she had brought his death about by suggestion or by actud shadow. My own experiences
hed been too amilar to doubt that. She had killed Dick Ralston, and those other three. And how many
more only she knew.

| gave up any idea of dinking through her turret and trying to find the hidden door to the great room from
whence had come the shadowy snging. Maybe the shadows wouldnt be as hdpful as they had been
back in ancient Y's. Also, there was the ante-chamber of the elevators.

Thetruth was thet the cold fear | fdt of the Demoisdle seemed to pardyze dl trust in mysdf. | was too
vulnerable to her on her own picked fidd. And if | killed her, what possible reason could | offer?
Ralston's desth, shadows, witchcraft? The best | could expect was the madhouse. How could | prove
such absurdities? And if | awakened her and demanded release--well, | couldn't see that working either.
New York and ancient Y's were 4ill too close together in my mind--and something whispered that the
way | had takenin Yswas dill the best way. And that was to go while she dept. | walked to the edge of
the terrace and looked over its coping. The next terrace was twenty feet below. | didn't dare risk the
drop. | examined the wdll. It had bricks jutting out here and there that | thought | could manage. | took
off my shoes and hung them around my neck by the laces. | did over the coping and with an occasond
dip or two | landed on the lower terrace. Its windows were open and there was the sound of heavy
degping from within. A clock rang two and the breathing stopped. A sngulaly formidable woman came
to the casements, looked out, and dammed them shut. It occurred to me that this was no place for a
hetless, coatless, shodess fugitive to ask sanctuary. So | did the same crawl down to the next terrace,
and that was dl boarded up.

| dimbed to the next, and that too was boarded. By this time my shirt was a wreck, my trousers ripped
here and there, and my feet bare. | redized that | was rapidly getting in such shape that it would take dll
my eloquence to get avay no matter what lucky break might come. | hedtily dipped over the coping and
hdf-did, haf-fdl upon the next terrace.

There was a brilliantly lighted room. Four men were playing poker at atable liberdly loaded with bottles.
| had overturned a big potted bush. | saw the men stare, a the window. There was nothing to do but
wak in and take a chance. | did so.

Theman at the head of the table was fat, with twinkling little blue eyes and a cigar gicking up out of the
corner of his mouth; next to him was one who might have been an old-time banker; a lank and sprawling
chap with a humorous mouth, and a meanchaly little man with an aspect of indestructible indigestion.

Thefa man sad: "Do you dl see what | do? All vating yeswill take adrink.”
They dl took adrink and the fat man said: "The ayes have it."
The banker said: "If he didn't drop out of an arplane, then hel's a humen fly."

The fa man asked: "Which was it, sranger?'



| sad: "'l dimbed.”

The meancholy man said: "I knew it. | dways said this house had no moras.”

The lanky man stood up and pointed awarning finger a me: "Which way did you dimb? Up or down?'
"Down," | said.

"Wdl," he said, "if you came down it'sdl right so far with us™

| asked, puzzled: "What difference does it make?'

He sad: "A hdl of alot of difference. We dl live undernesth here except the fat man, and we're dl
married.”

The mdancholy man said: "Let this be a lesson to you, stranger. Put not your trust in the presence of
woman nor in the absence of man.”

The lanky man said: "A sentiment, James, that deserves another round. Pass the rye, Bill."

Thefa man passed it. | suddenly redlized what aridiculousfigure | must make. | sad: "Gentlemen, | can
give you my name and credentids, which you can verify by ‘phone if necessary. | admit, | prefer not to.
But if you will let me get out of this place you will be compounding neither misdemeanor nor felony nor
any other crime. And it would be usdess to tdl you the truth, for you wouldn't believe me.”

The lanky man mused: "How often have | heard that plea of not guilty before, and in precisdy those
phrases. Stand right where you are, stranger, till the jury decides. Let us view the scene of the crime,

gentlemen.”

They waked out to the terrace, poked a the overturned plant, scanned the front of the building, and
returned. They looked a me curioudy.

The lanky men sad: "Either he has a hdl of a nerve to take a dimb like that to save the lady's
reputation--or Daddy just naturaly scared him worse than death.”

The mdancholy man, James, said hitterly: "Thereés away to tdl if it's nerve. Let him stack a couple of
hands againg that God-damned fat pirate.”

Thefat man, Bill, said, indignently: "I'l play with no man who wears his shoes around his neck.”
The lanky man sad: "A worthy sentiment, Bill. Another round on it." They drank.

| dipped on my shoes. This was doing me good. It was about as far as possble from ancient Y's and the
Demoisle | sad:

"Even under atorn shirt, ripped pants and footless socks a fearless heart may beat. Count mein.”

The lanky man said: "A peerless sentiment. Gentlemen, a round in which the stranger joins” We drank,
and | needed it.

| sad: "What I'm playing for isa pair of socks, aclean shirt, apair of pants, an overcoat, a hat and a free
and unquestioned exit.”

The mdancholy man said: "What were playing for is your money. And if you lose you get out of here
how you can in the clothes you've got on.”



| sad: "Far enough.”

| opened, and the lanky man wrote something on a blue chip and showed it to me before he tossed it into
the pot. | read: "Hdf a sock." The others solemnly marked ther chips and the game was on. | won and
log. There were many worthy sentiments and many rounds. At four o'clock | had won my outfit and
release. Bill's clothes were too big for me, but the others went out and came back with what was needful.

They took me down gairs. They put me in a taxi and held ther hands over their ears as | told the taxi
men where to go. That was a quartette of good scouts if ever there was one. When | was undeadily
undressing at the Club alot of chips fdl out of my pockets. They were marked: "Hdf a shirt": "One seat
of pants': "A pant leg'": "One hat brim": and so on and so on.

| steered a wavering nor'-nor'-east course to the bed. 1'd forgotten dl about Ys and Dahut. Nor did |
dream of them.

CHAPTER XI. DAHUT SENDS A SOUVENIR

It was different when | woke up about noon. | was diff and sore and it took about three pick-me-ups to
steady the floor. The memories of the Demoisdle Dahut and of Y's were dl too acute, and they had a
nightmarish edge to them. That flight from her tower for example. Why hadn't | stayed and fought it out? |
hadn't even the excuse of Joseph flesing from Potiphar's wife. | knew | had been no Joseph. Not that this
troubled my conscience particularly, but the facts remained that | had made a most undignified exit and
that each time | had met Dahut--with the problematica exception of Y s--she had worsted me. Both facts
outraged my pride.

Hdl, the plain truth was that | had run away in terror and had let down Bill and let down Helen. At that
moment | hated Dahut as much as ever had the Lord of Carnac.

| managed a breskfast and cdled up Bill. Hden answered. She sad with poisonous solicitude: "Why,
darling, you must have traveled dl night to get back so early. Where did you go?'

| was dill pretty edgy and | answered, curtly: "Three thousand miles and five thousand years away."
She said: "How interesting. Not dl by yoursdf, surdy.”

| thought: Damn dl women! and asked: "Wher€'s Bill?*

She said: "Darling, you have aguilty sound. Y ou weren't done, were you?'

| sad: "No. And | didn't like the trip. And if you're thinking what I'm thinking--yes, I'm guilty. And | don't
like thet either.”

When she spoke again, her voice had changed, filled with redl concern and a little frightened: ™Y ou mean
that--about three thousand miles and centuries avay?"

| said: "Yes"

Agan she was slent; then: "With the Demoisdle?"

"es"

She said, furioudy: "The damned witch! Oh, if you'd only been with me...I could have saved you that."

| said: "Maybe. But not on some other night. Sooner or later it had to come, Helen. Why that is true |



don't know--yet. But it istrue.” For suddenly | had remembered that strange thought which had come to
me--that | had drunk of the Demoisdll€'s evil long and long ago--and mugt drink again, and | knew that it
hed been a true thought.

| repeated: "It had to be. And it is done."
That | knew was alie, and so did Helen. She said, a bit piteoudy:
"It's just begun, Alan."

| had no answer to that. She said: "1'd give my life to hep you, Alan--" Her voice broke; then, hurriedly:
"Bill said to wait a the Club for him. Hell be there about four." She rang off.

Hardly had she done so than a boy brought me a letter. On the envelope was atiny imprint of the trident.
| opened it. It was in the Breton:

My dusve friend! Whatever | may be--1 am ill awomean and therefore curious. Are you as insubgantid
as shadows? That doors and wadls are nothing to you? You did not seem so--last night. | await you with
dl eagerness tonight--to learn.

Dahut

There was subtle threat in every line of that. Especidly the part about the shadows. My anger rose. |
wrote:

Ask your shadows. Perhaps they are no more fathful to you now than they were in Ys. As for tonight--I
am otherwise engaged.

| Sgned it Alan Caranac and sent it off by messenger. Then | waited for Bill. | drew some comfort from
the thought that the Demoiselle evidently knew nothing of how | had escaped from her turret. That, at
least, meant that her powers, whatever they might be, were limited. Also, if those damned shadows had
any redity except in the minds of those who strayed into her web of suggestion, the idea | had planted
might bring about some hdpful confusion in her menage.

Promptly at four, Bill came in. He looked worried. | lad the whole thing before him from gart to finish,
not even passing up the poker party. He read the Demoisdlles letter and my reply. He looked up:

"I don't blame you for last night, Alan. But | rather wish you had answered this differently.”
"You mean accepted it?!

He nodded: "Yes, you're pretty wel forewarned now. You might temporize. Play her dong a bit...make
her believe you love her...pretend you would like to join her and de Keradd!..."

"Stin on their game?'
He hesitated, then said: "For alitle while"

| laughed: "Bill, as for being forewarned, if that dream of Y's she conjured up means anything, it means
Dahut is a damned dght better forewarned than | am. Also, much better forearmed. As for temporizing
with or playing her--she'd see through mein no time, or her father would. Theré€'s nothing to do but fight.”

He asked: "How can you fight shadows?'



| sad: "It would take me days to tdl you dl the charms, countercharms, exorcisms and what not that man
has devised for that sole purpose Cro-Magnons and without doubt the men before them and perhaps
even the haf-men before them. Sumerians, Egyptians, Phoenicians, the Greeks and the Romans, the
Cdts, the Gauls and every race under the sun, known and forgotten, put their minds to it. But there is
only one way to defeat the shadow sorcery--and that is not to believeinit.”

He sad: "Once | would have agreed with you--and not so long ago. Now the idea seems to me to
resemble that of getting rid of a cancer by denying you have it

| said impatiently: "If you had tried a good dose of hypnotism on Dick, counter-suggestion, held probably
be dive today."

Hereplied, quietly: "I did. There were reasons | didn't want de Keradel to know it. Nor you. | tried it to
thelimit, and it did no good.”

And as | digested this, he asked, dyly: "You don't believe in them, do you, Alan--in the shadows? | mean
inthelr redity?"

"No," | answered--and wished it were the truth.
"Wdl," he said, "your incredulity doesn't seem to have helped you much last night!”

| went to the window and looked out. | wanted to tdl him that there was another way to stop the shadow
sorcery. The only sure way. Kill the witch who did it. But what was the use? I'd had my chance to do
that and logt it. And | knew that if | could relive the night, | would not kill her. | said:

"That's true, Bill. But it was because my disbdief was not strong enough. Dahut weakens it. It's why |
want to keep away from her."

He laughed: "I'm 4ill reminded of the cancer patient--if he could only have believed strongly enough that
he had none, it couldn't have killed him. Wdll, if you won't go you won't. Now |'ve some news for you.
De Keraddl has a big place on Rhode Idand. | found out about it yesterday. It's an isolated spot, hdl
gone from nowhere and right on the ocean. He keeps a yacht--seagoing. He mugt be dmighty rich. De
Kerade is up there now, which is why you had it dl to yoursdf with the Demoisdle. Lowel sent
yesterday for McCann and McCann is coming in tonight to talk things over. It's Lowell's idea, and mine,
too, to have hm go up and scout around de Keradel's place. Find out what he can from the people
about. Lowell, by the way, has gotten over his panic. He's rather deadly in his hatred for de Keraddl and
that includes the Demoisdle. | told you he isdl wrapped up in Helen. Thinks of her as a daughter. Well,
he seems to think that she'sin danger.”

| said: "But that's a damned good idega, Bill. De Keradel spoke of some experiment he is carrying out.
That's undoubtedly where he's working. His laboratory. McCann might find out alot.”

Bill nodded: "Why not come up and St in?'

| was about to accept when suddenly | had the strongest feding that | mugt not. A tingling warning of
danger, like some deep hidden darm going off. | shook my head: "Can't do it, Bill. I've got work to do.
You can tdl me about it tomorrow."

He got up. "Thinking you might change your mind about that rendezvous with the Demoisdle?!

"No chance" | answered. "Give my love to Helen. And tdl her | don't mean maybe. Tdl her I'm taking
no more journeys. Shell understand.”



| did spend that afternoon working; and that night. Now and then | had an uncomfortable feding that
someone was watching me. Bill called up next day to say that McCann had gone to Rhode Idand. Helen
got on the 'phone and said she had received my message and would | come up that night. Her voice was
wam and sweet and somehow--cleansing. | wanted to go, but that deep hidden darm was dhilling,
peremptorily. | apologized--rather avkwardly. She asked:

"You haven't it in your stubborn head that you'd carry some witch taint with you, have you?'
| sad: "No. But | might carry danger to you."

She sad: "I'm not afraid of the Demoisdlle. | know how to fight her, Alan.”

| asked: "What do you mean by that?"

She said, furioudy: "Damn your stupidity!” And hung up before | could speak.

| was puzzled, and | was troubled. The inexplicable warning to keep away from Dr. Lowdl's and from
Heen was inggent, not to be disregarded. At lagt | threw my notes into a bag with some clothes and
sought shelter in alittle hide-away hotdl | knew, after having sent Bill a note tdling hm where he could
find me but wamning him not to tdl Helen. | sad | had the strongest reasons for this temporary
obscuration. So | had, even though | didn't know what they were. That was Tuesday. On Friday | went
back to the Club.

| found two notes from the Demoiselle. One must have come just after | had left for the hide-out. It read:

There was a debt from you to me. In part, you have paid it. Thereis not nor ever was a debt from me to
you. Beloved--come to me tonight.

The other had been ddlivered the day after. It read:

| go to join my father in his work. When next | cdl you, see to it that you come. | have sent a souvenir
that you may not forget this.

| read and re-read those notes, wondering. In the firg there was appeal, longing; the kind of letter any
woman might write to some reluctant lover. In the other was menace. Uneasily, | paced the floor; then
cdled up Bill. He sad:

"So you're back. I'll be right down."

He was there in hdf an hour. He seemed allittle on edge. | asked:

“Anything new?"

He sat down and said casudly, a bit too casudly: "Well, yes. She's pinned one on me”
| said, dumbly: "Who's done what?'

He answered: "Dahut. She's pinned one of her shadows on me”

My feet and hands were suddenly cold and | fdt a thin cord draw tight around my throat. The letter in
which Dahut had spoken of the souvenir she was sending lay open before me, and | folded it. | said:

"“Tdl me about it, Bill."

He sad: "Dont look so panicky, Alan. I'm not like Dick and the others. It won't handle me so eadly. But



I'm not saying it's exactly--companionable. By the way, do you see something at my right? Something
like a bit of dark curtain--fluttering?'

He was keegping his eyes upon mine, but the effort of will he was making to do it was plain. They were a
bit bloodshot. | looked, intently, and said: "No, Bill. | don't see athing.”

Hesad: "I'l just shut my eyes, if you don't mind. Last night | came out of the hospital about eleven. There
was ataxi at the curb. The driver was hdf adeep, hunched over the whed. | opened the door and was
about to get inwhen | saw someone--something--move in the far corner of the seat. The cab was farly
dark and | could not determine whether it was a man or a woman.

"l sad: 'Oh! | beg your pardon. | thought the taxi idle’ And | stepped back.

"Thetaxi man had awakened. He touched my shoulder. He sad: 'O.K. boss, get in. | an't got anybody.'
| sad: 'Sure you have.' He flashed on the ingde light. The cab was empty. He said: 'l been waitin' here an
hour, boss, on a chance. Just dozin'. Nobody got in. Y ou seen a shadow.’

"I stepped into the cab and told him where to take me. We had gone a couple of blocks when | thought
someone was dtting beside me. Close to me. | had been looking straight ahead and turned quickly. |
caught a glimpse of something dark between me and the window. Then there was nothing, but | disinctly
heard afant rugling. Like adry lesf being blown dong awindow in the night. Deliberately, | moved over
to that sde. We had gone another few blocks when | once more saw the movement a my |eft, and again
there was athin val of deeper darkness between me and that window.

"The outline was that of a human body. And again asiit flicked out | heard the rugtling. And in that ingtant,
Alan, | knew.

"I confessthat | had amoment of pure panic. | cdled to the driver, about to tdl him to take me back to
the hospital. Then my nerve came back, and | told him to go ahead. | went into the house. | fdt the
shadow flitting with me as | entered. There was no one up. It companioned me, impapable, incorpored,
glimpsed only by its movement, urtil 1 went to bed. It was with me through the night. | didn't steep
much--"

He opened his eyes, and quickly shut them again.

"I thought that like Dick's shadow it would go with the dawn. This one didn't. It was 4ill there when |
woke up. | waited until they'd dl had breakfast--after dl, Alan, a little playméte like that was nothing to
introduce to the family, you know." He squinted a me sardonicaly. "Also--it has other points of
difference with Dick's. | gather that Dahut rather favored himin that matter. | wouldn't cal my pal--cozy."

| asked: "It's pretty bad then, Bill?"
Hesad: "l can get dong with it--unless it gets worse.”
| looked at my watch. It wasfive o'clock. | sad: "Bill, have you got de Keraddl's address?!

Bill said: "Yes" and gave it to me. | sad: "Bill, don't worry any more. | have an idea. Forget about the
shadow as much as you can. If you haven't anything important, go home and go to deep. Or would you
rather deep here a bit?’

He sad: "I'd rather lie down here for a bit. The damned thing doesn't seem to bother me so much here.”

Bill lay down on the bed. | unfolded the Demoisealles last |etter and read it again. | cdled up the telegraph
company and found the nearest village to the de Keradd place. | got the telegraph office there on the



‘phone and asked them if there was telephone communication with Dr. de Keradel. They said there was,
but that it was a private wire. | sad that was dl right, | only wanted to dictate a telegram to the
Demoisdle de Keraddl. They asked--"the what?' | answered "Miss de Keradd." | fdt ironic amusement
a that innocent "Miss" They said they could take it.

| dictated:

Your souvenir most convinaing, but embarrassing. Take it back and | surrender unconditiondly. I'm a
your command at any moment when assured thisis done.

| sat down and looked a Bill. He was adeep, but not very happily. | was wide awake but not very
happy ether. | loved Helen, and | wanted Helen. And | fdt that what | had just done had logt Helen to
me forever.

The clock struck six. There was aring on the telephone. It was long distance. The man to whom | had
dictated the tdegram spoke: "Miss de Keradd got the message O.K. Her€'s one from her. It reads.
‘Souvenir withdrawn but returnable.’ Y ou know what it means?'

| answered: "Sure” If he had expected me to go into details, he was disappointed. | hung up the 'phone.

| went over to Bill. He was degping more quietly. | sat wetching him. In hdf an hour he was breathing
peacefully, his face untroubled. | gave him another hour and then awakened him.

"Timeto get up, Bill."

He sat up and looked at me blankly. He looked around the room, and went over to the window. He
stood there aminute or two, then turned to me.

"God, Alan! The shadow's gonel™

He said it like aman reprieved from desth by torment.
CHAPTER XII. THE VANISHING PAUPERS

W, I'd expected results, but not quite so soon nor so complete. It gave me a fresh and disconcerting
redization of Dahut's powers--whether of remote control by suggestion, as the Christian Scientists term
it, or witchcraft. Such control would initsdf savor of witcheraft. But certainly something had happened as
the result of my message; and by the rdief Bill was showing | knew how much he had understated the
burden of the shadow upon him.

He looked a me, suspicioudy. He asked: "What did you do to mewhile | was adegp?’
"Not athing," | said.

"What did you want with de Keradd's address?"

"Oh, judt curiosity.”

Hesad: "Youre aliar, Alan. If I'd been mysdf, I'd have asked that before | gave it to you. You've been
up to something. Now what was it?"

"Bill," | said, "you're goofy. Weve both been goofy over this shadow guff. You don't even know you
hed one."

He said, grimly: "Oh, | don't?' And | saw his hands clench.



| said, glibly: "No, you don't. You've been thinking too much about Dick and de Keradd's ravings, and
of what | told you of the Demoisdl€es pretty little hypnotic experiment on me. Your imagingtion has
gotten infected. Me--I've gone back to hard-headed, safe-and-sane, scientific incredulity. There an't no
shadow. The Demoisdle is one top-notch expert hypnotist and weve been letting her play us--that's dl.”

He studied me for amoment: "Y ou never were good at lying, Alan.”

| laughed. | sad: "Bill, I'l tdl you the truth. While you were adeep | tried counter-suggestion. Sent you
deeper and deeper down until 1 got to the shadow--and wiped it out. Convinced your subconsciousness
you'd never seeit again. And you wont."

He said, dowly: "You forget | tried that on Dick, and it didn't work."
"I don't give a damn about that," | said. "It worked on you."

| hoped held bdieve me. It would hdp build up his resstance if the Demoisdle tried any more of her
tricks on him. Not that | was any too sanguine. Bill was a psychiatrist of sorts, knew far more about the
quirks and aberrations of the human mind than | did, and if he hadn't been able to convince himsdf of the
hdlucinatory aspect of the shadows how could | expect to?

Bill sat quietly for a minute or two, then sghed and shook his head: "That's dl you're going to tdl me,
Alan?'

"That'sdl | can tdl you, Bill. It's dl there is to tdl.” He sghed again, then looked a his watch: "Good
God, it's seven o'clock!”

| sad: "How about staying here for dinner? Or are you busy tonight?*

Bill brightened. "I'm not. But I'll have to call up Lowdl." He took up the telephone. | sad: "Wait a minute.
Did you tdl Lowdl about my little party with the Demoisdle?

Hesdd: "Yes. You don't mind, do you? | thought it might hep.”

| sad: "I'm glad you did. But did you tdl Hden?'

He hestated: "Well--not everything."

| said, chearfully: "Fine. She knows what you left out. And it saves me the time. Go ahead and "phone.”

| went downdtairs to order dinner. | thought both of us were entitled to something extra. When | came
back to the room Bill was quite excited. He sad:

"McCann is coming tonight to report. He's found out something. Hell be a Lowdl's about nine o'clock.”
| sad: "WEell get dinner and go up. | want to meet McCann."

We had dinner. At nine o'clock we were a Lowdl's. Hden wasn't there. She hadn't known | was
coming, nor had Lowel told her about McCann. She had gone to the theater. | was glad of that, and
sorry. A little after nine McCann cameiin.

| liked McCann from the start. He was a lanky, drawling Texan. He had been the underworld |leader
Ricori's trusted bodyguard and handy man; a former cow-puncher; loyd, resourceful and utterly without
fear. | had heard much of him when Bill had recounted the story of that incredible adventure of Lowdll
and Ricori with Mme. Mandilip, the doll-maker, whose lover this de Keraddl had been. | had the feding
that McCann took the same ingant liking to me. Briggs brought in decanters and glasses. Lowd| went



over and locked the door. We st at the table, the four of us. McCann said to Lowel:

"Wdl, Doc--1 reckon we're headed for about the same kind of round-up we was lagt time. Only mebbe
amite worse. | wish the boss was around..."

Lowdl explained to me "McCann means Ricori--he'sin Itdy. | think | told you."

| asked McCann: "How much do you know?' Lowel answered: "Everything that | know. | have the
utmog fath in him, Dr. Caranac.”

| sad: "Fne" McCann grinned at me. He said:

"But the boss aint around, so | guess you'd better cable him you need some help, Doc. Ask him to cable
these fellers-" he thrugt alig of hdf a dozen namesto Lowel "-an' tdl 'em he wants 'em to report to me
an' dowhat | say. An' ask him to take the next ship over."

Lowdl asked, uncertainly: "You think thet is justified, McCann?"

McCann said: "Yeah. I'd even go as far as to put in that cable that it's a matter of life an' death, an' that
the hag who made dolls was just a nursery figure compared to the people were up againg. I'd send that
cable right off, Doc. I'll put my nameto it, too."

Lowdl asked again: "Y ou're sure, McCann?"
McCann sad: "We're going to need the boss. I'm tdling you, Doc."

Bill had been writing. He said: "How's this?' He passed the paper to McCann. "You can put in the names
of the people you want Ricori to cable”

McCann read:

Ricori. Dall-maker menace renewed worse than before. Have urgent immediate need of you. Ask you
return a once. In meantime cable (so-and-so) to report to McCann and follow impliatly his orders.
Cable when can expect you.

"That's O.K.,” McCann said. "l guess the bossl| read between the lines without the life and death part.”
Hefilled in the missng names and handed it to Dr. Lowell. "I'd get it right off, Doc."

Lowdl nodded and wrote an address on it. Bill ran the message off on the typewriter. Lowel unlocked
the door and rang for Briggs, he came, and the message to Ricori was on its way.

"I hope to God he getsit quick an' comes" said McCann, and poured himsdf agiff drink. "An' now," he
sad, "I'll begin at the beginning. Let me tdl the whole thing my own way an' if you got questions, ask
them when I'm through.”

He sad to Bill: "After you give me the layout, | head for Rhode Idand. | got a sort of hunch, so | take
dong abig ral of hills Most of ‘em is phoney but imposing in the herd. An' | don't am to dispose of the
mavericks-just display ‘em. | see by the road map ther€'s a place cdled Beverly down that locdity. It's
the nearest place on the map to this de Keradel ranch. On beyond, it's empty country or big estates. So |
head the car that way an' give her the spur. | get there about dark. It's a nice little village, old-fashioned,
one street running down to the water, some stores, amovie. | see a shack with a 9gn Beverly House an'
figure to bed down there for the night. Far as | can see de Keradel an' his gd have gat to ride through
here to get to the ranch, an' mebbe they do some buying of ther truck here. Anyway, I'm betting that



theré's talk going 'round, an' if so then the gent that runs this Beverly House knows dl of it.

"So | goinan' there's an old gdoot who looks like a cross between a goat an' a human question mark a
the desk an' | tdl him I'm looking for shelter for the night an' maybe a day or so longer. He asksif I'm a
tourigt, an' | say no, an' hegitate, an' then say | got a piece of business on my mind. He pricks up his ears
a that, an' | say where | come from we put our stake on the table before we play, an' pull out the roll. He
waggles his ears at that, an' after I've talked him down about two bits on the taiff he's not only plumb
curious but got quite a respect for me. Which isthe impresson | warnt.

"I go in an' have a darn good medl, and when I'm near through the old goat comes an' asks me how
thingsisan' so on, an' | tdl hmfine an' to 9t down. He does. We tak of this an' that, an' after awhile he
gets probing what my businessis, an' we have some dam good applejack. | get confidentid an' tel him |
been nurang cows for years down Texas way, an' they've left me dtting mighty pretty. Tdl him my
grand-pap came from round these parts an' I've got a yearning to get back.

"He asks me grand-pap's name an' | tdl him Partington, an’ what 1'd hoped to do was buy back the old
house, but | was too late learning it was on the market an' 1'd found some Frenchman cdled de Keraddl
had bought it from the estate an' so | supposed that was out. But mebbe, | say, | could pick up a place
near, or mebbe the Frenchman would sdl me some of the land. Then I'd wait till meebbe this Frenchman
got tired of it an' | could pick the old house up cheep.”

Bill explained to me "This place de Keradd bought had belonged to the Partington family for
generdions. The last one died about four years ago. | told McCann dl that. Go on, McCann.”

"He ligened to this with a queer look on his face, haf-scared,” sad McCann. "Then he opined my
grand-pap mug have been Eben Partington who went West after the Civil War, an' | said | guessed s0
because pap's name was Eben, an' he seemed to hold quite a grudge againg the family an' never talked
much about 'em, which was mainly what made me want to get hold of the old place. | sad | thought
buying it back an' livingin it might rile the ghosts of them who kicked grand-pap ot.

"Wl that was a shot in the dark, but it hit the mark. The old goat gets more takative. He sad | was a
grandson of Eben dl right, for the Partingtons never forgot a grudge. Then he said he didn't think there
was a chance of me getting the old place back because the Frenchman had spent a lot of money on it,
but there was a place right close he knew of that | could get an' if I'd put it in his hands held get me the
lowest price for it. Also, he was sure | couldn't buy in on the Partington ranch, an' with that same queer
look said he didnt think I'd like it there if | could. An" he kept staring & me as though he was trying to
make up hismind about something.

"l said I'd set my mind on the old homestead, which | dways understood was a pretty farish sze for the
East though mebbe not so szeable out West. An' | asked what was the improvements the Frenchman
hed put in, anyway. Wel, the old goat got a mgp an' showed me the layout. It's a big chunk of land
gicking out into the sea. Theré's a narrow neck about a thousand feet across before the land spreads ouit.
Outside that it spreads a fantal which | figures got two or three thousand acresiniit.

"He tdls me the Frenchman's built a twenty foot high wal across that thousand foot neck. Theré€'s a gate
inthe middle. But nobody gets through it. Anything that goes from the village, induding the mall, is took in
by the guards. Foreigners, he says, funny little dark men who aways have the money ready an' say
nothing no way. He says they take in a lot of supplies in ther boat. Also, they got a truck, farm, an'
livestock--cattle an' sheegp an' such, an' bosses an' a pack of big dogs. He says 'Nobody ant seen the
dogs, except one man, an' he--'

"Then he shuts up dl of a sudden as though he's saying too much an' that funny, scared look comes on his



face. So | file that for reference but don't press him none.

"I ask himif nobody ain't been insgde an' knows whet it looks like, an' he says ‘'Nobody round here has
been except the man who-' Then he shuts up again, o | figure he's referring to the man who seen the
dogs, an' | get more curious about him.

"I say that with dl that coast line | don't see why people can't dip in an' look around a bit without
anybody knowing. But hetdlsme it's dl rock, an' only three places where you can land a boat, an' that
these three places are guarded like the gate. He looks a me suspicious an' | say: 'Oh, yes, now |
remember, pap told me about that." An' I'm afraid to ask much more on thet line

"| ask casud what other improvements there are, and he says they made a big rockery. | ask wha
anybody wants making a rockery in a place where nature has been so prodigd with rocks. He takes
another drink an' says, this is a different kind of rockery, an', he says, mebbe it an't a rockery but a
cemetery, an' that funny scared look comes on his face plainer than ever.

"We have some more gpplgjack an' he tells me that his name is Ephram Hopkins, an' he goes on to say
about a month after the Frenchman moves in there's a couple of fishermen coming home when ther
kicker goes bad right off the point where the house stands. The Frenchman's yacht has just dropped her
anchor an' she's lightering a lot of men to the house landing. The fishermen drift avhile an' while they're
doing it, they figure moren a hundred men must been landed.

"Wdl, he says, about a month after that a Beverly man named dm Taylor is driving dong at night when
his heedlights pick up afdler saggering dong the road. This man gives a ydp when he sees the lights, an'
tries to run but he fdls down. Taylor gets out an' sees he ain't got nothing on but his underclothes an' a
pouch tied round his neck. He's fainted. Taylor picks him up an' totes him to this Beverly House. They
pour liguor inhim an' he comes to, but he's an Eyetdian who don't speak much English, an' he acts like
he's scared hdf to death. All he wants is to get some clothes an' get away. An' he opens the pouch an'
shows money. They get out of him that he's run off from this de Keradd place. Got to the water and
svumtill he figured he was past the wall, then come to land. He says he's a stone-cutter an’ one of a big
gang brought in on the boat. He says they're putting up a big rockery there, cutting out stones an' sanding
'em up like giants tombstones dl in circles around a house they're building in the middle. Says these
gones are twenty, thirty, feet high"

| felt something like a cold hand pass through my hair. | said:

"Say that again, McCann!"

He said, patiently: "Better let me go on an' tdl thisin my own way, Doc.”
Bill said: "I know what you're thinking, Alan. But le¢ McCann go on."

McCann sad: "The Eyetdian won't tdl what scared him. Just jabbers, and shivers, an' keeps crossing
himsdf. They get he'stdling 'em the house in the middle of the stones is cursed. Tdls 'em it's the Devil's
house. They pour more liquor in him an' he says the Devil istaking his tall. Says out of moren a hundred
men that come with him, hdf have died by stones fdling on 'em. Says nobody knows where their bodies
went afterwards. Says the gang was recruited from distant cities an' nobody knew each other. Says
about fifty more have since been brought in. Says only men without any families were hired.

"Then dl of a sudden he gives a screech an' ducks an' covers his head with hands an' runs out the door
an' disappears before anybody can foller. And two days &fter, says the old goat, they find him washed up
on the shore about amile avay.



"Hetdls methey dl figure the Eyetdian's drunk or crazy. But | don't believe him. He looks too agitated.
It don't take any eagle eye to see there's something queer here. He says, though, that some of the lads
cruise around in boats trying to get a look at this rockery. But they can't see nothing. That don't mean it
ant there, because the rocks are steep around the point an' where they ain't there's big trees growing.

"Anyway, they bury the Eyetdian an' pay ther taxes to the poor farm with his money. I'm tdling you
about that poor farm later,” said McCann.

"W, it seems to me that by then the old goat gets the sudden idea what he's been tdling me ain't sdling
tak, for that place he's picked out for me. Anyway, be shuts up and waggles his beard and considers me.
So | say that every word he's said only makes me more interested. Tdl him there's nathing | like better
then a good mygtery, an' the more | hear him the more | yearn to settle right down close to ared-life one.
We take another drink, an' | say if he can only dig up some more Suff like he's been tdling me, I'm as
good as sold. Also, I'm paying cash. Also, that tomorrow well go an' take alook at this ranch he's got in
mind. | fed it's better to let dl thissnk in, SO we have another drink and | go to bed. | notice he's looking
a me darned peculiar as | go.

"The next day--that's Wednesday--he's up bright an' early, pert an’' panting. We pile into his bus an' start
out. After a bit he starts tdling me abouit thisfdler that seen the dogs. 'Lias Barton, he cdls him. He says
‘Lias is more curious than ten old maids peeking out behind the curtains a a house with a bride just
moved in. Says curiogty islike a disease with 'Lias. Says held pull out aplug in Hdl for a look in, even if
he knew it'd squirt in hisface. Well, "Lias gets brooding and brooding over this wal an' what's behind it.
He's been dl over the old Partington place dozens of times an' he knows darned wel what it's like, but
thiswall's like hiswife putting avel over her face sudden. He'd know held see the same old face but held
have to lift the vell just the same. An' for the same reason 'Lias just has to look over that wall.

"He knows there ain't a chance by day, but he reconnoiters an' crawls around, an' a lagt he picks a place
down near the water. Eph says there's breasts of rock each end of the wal into which the wdl is built an'
you can't get over ‘em from the water. 'Lias figures he can row down, dip to land and dimb the wall. So
he picks a night when it's full moon but clouds obscuring the moon frequent. He packs a light ladder an'
sculls down cautious. He lands an' puts up his ladder an' when the moon's under a cloud he svarms up.
An' there heis on top the wal. He draws up the ladder an' flattens out an' peers round. It's ‘Liass idea to
drop the ladder on the other Sde an' prospect. He waits till the moon comes, he sees it's an open
meadow below him out again an' dotted with big bushes. He waits till another cloud comes an' he
undingsthe ladder an' sarts down--

"An when he gets to this point in his story, Eph shuts up an' heads the bus to the side of the road where
we hdt. | say: 'Yeah, an' what then? Eph says Then we pick him up next morning rowing round and
'round the harbor an' arying "keep ‘em off me--keep 'em off me" 'We take him in, he says, an' get im
cadmed down some an' he tdls us what I've told you.'

"An' then," said McCann, "an' then--" He poured himsdf a drink and gulped it--"An' then the old goat
shows he's the best liar or the best actor | ever rode range with. For he says after thet 'Lias goes like this
an' Eph's eyes rall an' his face twitches an' he sort of screeches-'Hear the piping! Oh, hear the piping
like birdsl Oh, God--look at ‘em running and hiding in the bushes! Hiding and piping! God--they ook
like men--but they ain't men. Look at 'em run an' hide!...

""What's that? It sounds like a hoss...a big hoss...gdloping...gdloping! Christ! Look at her...with her hair
sreaming...look at the blue eyes an' white face of her...on the hoss...the big black hoss!

"Look at 'em run..an' hear 'em pipel Hear 'em pipe like birdd In the bushes...running from bush to
bush...



"Look a the dogs...they aint dogs...Christ | keep 'em off me Christ! keep 'em off mel The hounds of
Hell...dear Jesus...keep 'em off mg™

McCann sad: "He made me crawl. I'm tdling you I'm crawling now.

"Then he started the bus an' went on. | managed to ask: Then what? He says 'That's dl. That's dl we
can get out of him. Aint never been the same since. Mebbe he jud fdl off the wal an' hit his head.
Mebbe so--mebbe not. Anyway ‘Lias an't curious no more. Goes round the village sort of wide-eyed an'
lonesome. Get him started an' helll do for you what | just did." He cackled--'But better.™

"I said, dill cramling: 'If what 1ooked like men wasn't, an' the dogs that 1ooked like dogs wasn't, then what
the hdl were they?

"He says. "You know asmuch as| do.’
"I say: 'Oh, yesh. Anyway, an't you got any idea on who was the gd on the big black hoss?
"He says 'Oh, her, sure. That was the Frenchman's gd.’

Agan the icy hand ruffled my har, and my thoughts ran swiftly..Dahut on the black salion...and
hunting--what...and with what? And the upright stones and the men who had died raisng them as they
did of old...as of old in Carnac...

McCann's narrative was going smoothly on. He said: "We ride dong quiet after that. | see the old goat is
pretty agitated, an' chewing hiswhiskers. We come to the place he's been tdling about. We look around.
It's anice place dl right. If | was what | say | was, I'd buy it. Old stone house, lots of room--for East.
Furniturein it. We amble around an' after awhile we come in 9ght of thiswal. It's dl the old goat sad it
was. It'd take atillery or TNT to knock it down. Eph mutters not to pay atention to it, except casud.
Therés big gates across the road that look like sted to me. An' while | don't see nobody | get the idea
we're being watched dl the time. We drall here an’ groll there, an' then back to the other place. An' then
the old goat asks me anxious what | think of it, an' | say it'sdl right if the price is, an’ what is the price.
An' he gives me one that makes me blink. Not because it's high but because it's so low. It gives me the
dimmer of another idea. Nurang thet idea, | say I'd like to look at some other places. He shows me
some, but hafhearted like an' the idea grows.

"It's late when we get back to the village. On the way we run across a man who draws up to tak. He
says to the old goat: 'Eph, therée's four more gone from the poor farm.'

"The old goat sort of jitters an' asks when. The other man says last night. He says the superintendent's
about ready to cdl in the police. Eph sort of caculates an' says that makes about fifty gone. The other
men says, yeah, dl of that. They shake their heads an’ we go on. | ask what's this about the poor farm,
an' Eph tdls me that it's about ten miles off an' that in the lagt three months the paupers have been
vanishing an' vanishing. He's got that same scared ook back, an' starts talking about something ese.

"W, we get back to the Beverly House. Thar's quite a bunch of villagers in the front room, an' they
treat me mighty respectful. | gather that Eph has told ‘'em who I'm supposed to be, an' that thisis a sort of
committee of welcome. One man comes up an' says he's glad to see me but I've been too dow coming
home. Also, they've dl got the news about these vanishing paupers, an' it's plain they don't liket.

"I get my supper, an' come out an' there's more people there. They've got a sort of look of herding for
comfort. An' that idea of mine gets stronger. It's that 1've been wronging Eph in thinking dl he wants is a
prafit from me. | get the flatering idea that they're dl pretty plumb scared, an' what they think is that
mebbe I'm the man who can hdp 'em out in whatever's scaring them. After dl, | suppose the Partingtons



intheir time was big guns 'round here, an’ here | am, one of ‘em, an' coming back providentidly, as you
might say, judt a the right time. | gt an' ligen, an' dl the tak goes 'round the poor fam an' the
Frenchman.

"It gets around nine o'clock an' afeler comesin. He says. They picked up two of them missng paupers.”
Everybody sort of comes close, an' Eph says 'Where? An' this fdler says 'Bill Johnson's late getting in,
an' he sees these two floaters off his bow. He hooks an' tows 'em. Old S Jameson's a the wharf an' he
takes a look. He says he knows 'em. They're Sam an' Mattie Whelan who's been at the poor farm for
three years. They lay 'em out on the wharf. They must have drowned themselves an' been hitting up
agang arock for God knows when, saysthisfdler.

"What d'you mean hitting up againg a rock? asks Eph. An' the fdler says they mugt have been because,
there ain't a whole bone in ther chests. Says the ribs are dl smashed, an' the way it looks to him they
mus have been pounding on a rock steady for days. Like asif they'd been tied to it. Even ther hearts are
dl mashed up--"

| fdt sick--and abreast of the sickness a hitter rage; and within me | heard a voice aying: "So it was
doneinthe old days...so they dew your people...long ago--" Then | redized | was on my fest, and that
Bill was halding my arms.

| sad: "All right, Bill. Sorry, McCann,” and poured mysdf a drink.

McCann said, oddly: "Okay, Doc, youve got your reasons. Well, just then into the room comes a
gangling sort of fdler with empty eyes an' a loose mouth. Nobody says a word, just watches him. He
comes over to me an' stares at me. He starts to shake, an' he whigpers to me: 'She's riding again. She
riding on the black horse. She rode lagt night with her hair streaming behind her an' her dogs around
her--'

"Then he lets out the most God-awful screech an' tarts bowing up an' down like a jumpin jack, an' he
ydls-But they ain't dogd They aint dogs Keep em off me Dear Jesus...keep 'em off mel' At that
there's a bunch around him saying '‘Come dong 'Lias, now come dong an' they take him out, dill
screeching. Them that's left don't say much.

"They look a me solemn, an' pour down a drink or two an' go. Me--" McCann hesitated "-me, I'm
feding amite shaky. If | was the old goat | could give you an' idea how 'Lias yelped. It was like a couple
of devils had pincers on his soul an' was yanking it loose like a tooth. | drunk a big one an' started for
bed. Old Eph stops me. He's putty-white an' his beard is quivering. He trots out another jug an' says
'Stay up awhile, Mr. Partington. Weve an idea wed like you to settle here with us. If that price don't it
you, name your own. Well meet it

"By that timeit don't take a master-mind to tdl thisis a pretty well-scared village An' from what | know
before an' what I've heard since | don't blame 'em. | say to Eph: "Them paupers? You got an idea where
they're going to? Who's taking them?

"He looks around before he answers, then he whispers--'De Keraddl !
"l says 'What for? An' he whispers: 'For his rockery.'

"Ealier | might have laughed at that. But somehow now | don't fed likeit. So | tdl him I'm interested, but
| got to go back to New York tomorrow an' think it over an' why don't they get the police to look into
things He says the village constable's as scared as any, an' there an't no evidence to get out a search
warrant, an' he's talked to a couple of country officers but they think he's crazy. So the next morning |
check out saying I'll be back in a day or two. There's quite a little delegation sees me off an' urges me to



come back.

"I'm mighty curious to see that place behind the wall, an' especidly what Eph cdls the rockery. So | run
down to Providence where I've got a friend with a hydroplane an' we fix it to ride over the de Kerade
place that night. We go aong the coast. It's amoonlight night, an' we raise it about ten o'clock. | get out
the glasses as we come close. We're flying about 500 feet up. It's clear, but there's a fog risng about this
point as we get closer. A quick fog, too, that looks asif it'strying to beat usto it.

"Theré's a big boat lying off the point, too, in a sort of deep cove. They flash search lights up at us,
whether trying to blind us or to find out who we are | don't know. | give my friend the office and we duck
the lights. I've got my glasses up an' | see a long rambling stone house hdf hid by a hill. Then | see
something that sort of makes mefed creepy--like old Eph's wailing. | don't just know why. But it's a lot
of big stones dl doing ring-around-a-rosy around a bigger gray hegp of stones in the middle. The fog's
awirling dl around like snakes, an' there's lights flickering here an' there...gray sort of lights...rotten..."

McCann stopped and lifted a drink with a none too steady hand: "Rotten sort of lights is right. Like
they're...decaying. An' there appears to be something big an' black squetting on that big gray
hegp...without no shape to it...shadowy. An' it quivers an’ wavers...an' the ganding stones are like they're
reaching up to pull us down to this squaiting thing..."

He st the glass down with a hand even less steadly:
"Then we're over an' zooming away. | look back an' the fog's covered everything.”

He said to Lowdl: "I'm tdling you, Doc, that never a no time with the Mandilip hag did | fed as dimy as
when we flew over that place. The Mandilip hag had alineinto Hel dl right. But this is Hel itsdf--I'm
tdling you!"

CHAPTER XI1I. SUMMONS FROM DAHUT

"Wil, that's dl." McCann lighted a cigarette and looked a me. "But | got the idea what 1've been tdling
makes a lot more sense to Dr. Caranac than it does to me. Me--1 know it's black poison. Mebbe he
knows just how black. For ingance, Doc, why'd you sy so when | made mention of them two

paupers?"

| sad: "Dr. Lowdl, you won't mind if | have alittle talk with Bill. McCann, | gpologize to you in advance.
Bill, come over herein the corner. | want to whisper to you."

| took Bill out of earshot, and asked: "Just how much does McCann know?'

Bill answered: "All that we know about Dick. He knows de Keraddl's connection with the doll-maker.
And that would be enough for him, if he knew nothing e

"Anything about my experiences with the Demoisdlle?!

"Cetanly not," sad Bill diffly. "Both Lowel and mysdf thought too much of the confidentid dement
entered into them.”

"That," | said, kegping solemn with an effort, "was true delicacy. But have you spoken to anyone except
me about the shadowy vigtation your imagingtion drew upon you?'

Bill exdamed: "Imagination hdl! But no--I havent.”

"Not even to Hden?'



"NO_"

"Hne" | said. "Now | know where | stand.” | went back to the table and gpologized again to McCann. |
sad to Lowdl:

"You remember de Keradel spoke to us of a certan experiment he contemplated? Its purpose the
evocation of some god or demon worshiped long ago? Wdl, from McCann's story | would say that his
experiment mugt be rather far advanced. He has set up the sanding stonesin the order prescribed by the
ancdent ritua, and he has built in their center the Great Cairn. The House of the Blackness. The Shrine of
the Gatherer. The Alkar-Az--"

Lowdl interrupted, eagerly: "You have identified that name? | recal that when firs you spoke it de
Keradel showed congternation. Y ou evaded his questions. Did you do that to mystify him?'

| sad: "I did not. | dill do not know how that name came into my mind. Perhaps from that of the
Demoisdle as other things may have come later. Or perhaps not; the Demoisdlle, you will aso recal,
suggested to himthat | had--remembered. Nevertheless, | know that what he has built in the heart of the
monalithsis the Alkar-Az. And that, as McCann truly says, it is black poison.”

McCann asked: "But the two paupers, Doc?'

| sad: "It may be that they were beaten by the waves againg the rocks. Bt it is dso true that & Carnac
and a Stonehenge the Druid priests beat the breasts of the sacrifices with their mauls of oak and stone
and bronze until ther ribs were crushed and ther hearts were pulp.”

McCann said, softly: "Jesug”

| said: "The stone cutter who tried to escape told of men being crushed under the great stones, and of
their bodies vanishing. Recently, when they were restoring Stonehenge, they found fragments of human
skeletons buried at the base of many of the monaliths. They had been living men when the monaliths were
raised. Under the standing stones of Carnac are smilar fragments. In ancient times men and women and
children were buried under and within the walls of the cities as those wals were built--sometimes dain
before they were encased in the mortar and stone, and sometimes encased while dive. The foundations
of the temples rested upon such sacrifices. Men and women and children...their souls were fettered there
forever...to guard. Such was the ancient belief. Even today there is the superdtition that no bridge can
gand unless at least one lifeis logt in its building. Dig around the monaliths of de Keradel's rockery. Il
sake dl | have that youll discover where those vanished workmen went."

McCann said: "That poor farm's on the water. 1t wouldn't be hard to take them away by boat.”

Lowdl objected, sharply: "Nonsense, McCann! How could they be taken secretly? You're surdy not
suggedting that de Keraddl could steam in, gather the paupers on his boat and sall awvay without anyone
being aware of it?"

McCann sad, placatingly: "Well, now, Doc, there wouldn't be much of a trick in that. I've seen 'em
snaked out of penitentiaries. Guards can dways be fixed, you know."

| sad: "There are other ways. They might dip away of ther own volition. Who knows what de Keradel
might promise them--if they dipped away to him?"

Lowdl sad: "But how could he get to them? How establish contact?"

Bill answered, quietly: "By the shadows of Dahut!"



Lowdl thrugt his char back, vidently. He said: "Preposterous! | acknowledge that such abnormd
uggestion as we have been considering might have been effective in Ralston's case. But to assart that a
collective hdlucingtion could be induced which would draw away hdf a hundred inmaes of--it
is-preposterous!”

"Wdl, anyway," drawled McCann, "they went."

| said: "De Keradd is an enthusiast, and thorough. Like Napoleon, he knows that you cannot make an
omelette without bresking eggs, nor can you have meat without cattle; nor humen sacrifices without
humans. How did he get his workmen? He engaged an agent who collected men without family--and
therefore with nobody to care whether they turned up again or did not. Also, they came from widdy
separated parts and they did not know each other. Why? Because that reduced to a minmum any
chance of inquiry concerning them. What became of those who were left after they had finished his
rockery! Who knows--and who cares? Were any of them dlowed to go after they had finished their
work? | doubt it. Otherwise, why dl these peculiar precautions? Again--who knows and cares?"

Bill said: "Y ou mean he used them for--"

| interjected: "For his experiment, of course. Or as McCann's old goat put it--for his rockery. They were
laboratory subjects. Well, the supply runs short. He hasn't enough. For one reason or another he doesn't
want to bring in any more that way. Still, he must have more subjects. For a show such as he proposes
putting on, he may need quite a crowd. Where could he get them with the least risk? Not by geding
them from around the countryside. That would raise hdl. Not from a prison--because even ten men
vanishing from a prison would raise even more hell. Also, he needs women as wel as men. What is the
least missed person in the world? A pauper. And here close a hand is a reservoir of them. And so--the

paupers vanish."
McCann sad: "It ligens. But what about them dogs that aint dogs that sent 'Lias loco?”

| thought: "Riding on her gdlion black, a her feet her shadow pack-" | answered: "Y our guess about that
isas good as mine, McCann. What are you going to do with these men, if Ricori puts them under your
command? What plan have you in mind?'

He settled himsdf in his chair.

"W, it's this way. If the boss turns ‘em over to me, it means he's going to come back. An" when the
boss makes up his mind, he moves quick. Now these lads | named are handpicked an' none afraid of hell
or its angels. Handy with the Tommy-guns an' what not, but they ain't a bad-looking or a bad-behaved
lot--ordinarily. Now what I'm figuring is thet if this de Keradd's up to the tricks welve been taking of,
something's likely to happen thatll give us the breaks on him. | got a hunch the floating off of them two
paupers was a misake. He don't want nothing thetll point a finger at him. All right, maybe hell make
another mistake. An' well be there.

"The Beverly peopl€ll be damned glad to see me. | been a mite modest about how much they took to
me. | go back with a couple of the lads an' tdl Eph I'll try out for a bit that house he offered me. Thenina
day or two the rest filter in, just coming up to stay with McCann for the fishing an' the rest. Well fish
around dl right, an’ sort of ride an' tramp an' scout. By the time the boss gets here well have the lay of
the land. Then, after you've shown him, hell tdl us what to do further.”

Dr. Lowd| sad: "McCann, dl of this will cost money. | cannot consent to it unless you permit me to
defray the expenses.”

McCann grinned: "Don't worry about that, Doc. The house won't cost us nothing. Eph an' his friendsl|



see to that. Asfor the lads-—-well, | look after some things for the boss an' he's Ieft me plenty funds. The
bossll pay for the party. An' should the party get rough, well--" there was a lawless dlint in McCann's
eyes "-from what you and Doc Bennett tel me there ought to be good pickings a the de Keradd joint."

Lowd| exclamed, shocked: "McCann!™

| laughed; nevertheless | studied McCann. Suddenly | had an uneasy feding that he might not be so
disnterested after dl. Straightforward enough he seemed, and his story supported our every
suspicion--but wasn't it just alittle too pat? He and Ricori had been gangsters and racketeers, operating
ruthledy outside the law. | had no doubt that in the main his story was true; that he had found a village
filled with fear and rumor. But this might be nothing more than the gossp of a andl community whose
curiogty and resentment had been aroused by being barred from a place to which they had enjoyed free
ingress for generations. In many parts of rurd New England it is a neighborhood affront to pull down the
window shades at night. Families have been ostracized and preached againg in the churches for doing it.
Unless you are doing something wrong, why cover the windows so the neighbors can't look in? The same
argument might be a the bottom of the Beverly unrest. Their imaginations painted what might be going on
behind the de Keraddl wal. And tde after tale would grow stironger in the tdling.

How easy for a quick-witted crook to take advantage of such a Stuation; bring in a gang and set up
headquarters in this house between the village and the isolated de Keradd place. Then, on some
manufactured evidence or without it, under pretense of ridding the villagers of their terror, with their rear
protected by these superditious dlies, to sorm the wal, raid the house and loot it. Its guards once
overcome, there would be none to interfere. Perhaps McCann had information as to the extent of the
"pickings' beyond Bill's surmises as to what had been secured from Raston and the others. Perhaps he
hed aready apprised Ricori of the opportunity, and the cable he had induced Lowel to send was only a
blind.

These thoughts ran through my mind in a fraction of the time it has taken to tdl them. | sad:

"It sounds firg rate. But what you need is somebody ingde the place who will keep in touch with you."
McCann said, emphaticaly: "That's one thing can't be done.”

| said: "Wrong. | know somebody who will do it."

He grinned: "Y eah? Who?"

| sad: "Me"

Lowdl leaned forward, staring a me increduloudy. Bill whitened, and little beads of sweat came out on
his forehead. McCann's grin faded. He asked:

"How you going to get in?'

| said: "By the front door, McCann. | have, in fact, an invitation from Mademoisdle de Keradd. I've
accepted it. I'm afraid | forgot to tdl you that, Bill."

Bill said, grimly: "I'm afraid you did. So...that...was why you wanted de Keradel's address? And that was
whet you did while | was adeep...and that was why--"

| said, arily: "I haven't the dightest idea what you're talking about, Bill. The Demoisdle, no matter what
ese she may be, is a damned interesting lady. 1'd been thinking over what you suggested a few days
ago--about gtting in and so on. It just happened tha the invitation came while you were adeep, and |
immediatdy accepted. And that's dl.”



He said, dowly: "And immediately the--"
| said, hadily: "Nothing to that, Bill. Forget it. Now as | see the Stuation--"

McCann interrupted, his eyes narrowed and face hardened: " Seems to me you know this de Keradd gd
better'n anybody told me, Dr. Caranac. Seems to me you know a hdl of a ot you've not come clean
with."

| said, chearfully: "A hdl of alot is right, McCann. And that's the way it stays. Take me or leave me.
Youll have your gang outside the wdl. I'll be ingde. If you want me to cooperate, fine If you dont, I'd
just as soon play alone hand. What are you afraid of ?*

He flushed, and his hands went down to his hipsin a swift giff motion. He drawled: "I ain't afraid--but |
like to know the brand of who | work for."

| laughed: "Take it from me, McCann, whatever it is, it's not the Double-Cross. But youll have to leave it
a that."

Bill said, Hill sweeting: "I can't let you do that, Alan.”

| sad: "Ligen. Either de Keradd and the Demoisdle brought about the suicide of Dick and the
others--or they did not. If they did--they accomplished it by some dark knowledge they possess, or by
hypnotic suggestion. In either case, no evidence could be brought againgt them that any court would
consider. So that's out. But if de Keradd is actudly carrying on that devilish experiment he hinted, and if
heisluring, seding or otherwise securing human sacrifices to complete that experiment, then he's leaving
himsdf open to perfectly tangible evidence and a charge of murder. He's bending his neck to the noose.
And so--" | winced a the thought "-is the Demoisdle. The only place to get that evidence is up there in
Rhode Idand. McCann's plan is good, but he's outside the wadl, and he could not have the advantages
that someone insde would have for observation. It happens that | am not only invited to go ingde, but
uniqudly fitted for doing so--" | couldn't help giving Bill a sardonic grin at that. "Also, Bill, if there is
danger, | have ared conviction that | run less risk by accepting the Demoisdl€'s invitation then | do by
refuang it

And that was true enough, | thought. If | obeyed Dahut's summons, I'd probably lose Helen forever. But
if I didn't--well, | would just as probably lose her anyway. And | didnt like to think of what might happen
to her and to Bill in the process. At that time incredulity and absolute conviction of the Demoisdles
unholy powers revolved in my mind like a two-sailed windmill. And sometimes so fast that | found mysdf
both bdieving and disbdieving at the same time.

Bill said: "You were dways a rotten bad liar, Alan."

McCann stuck out his hand: "Okay, Doc, I'm sorry | said it. You don't need tdl me nothing more. What
you want me to do?"

| was redlly moved by that. | took his hand and sad: "I'm sorry, too, McCann."

McCann asked: "What for?' | sad: "For something 1'd been thinking. Come down to the Club with me
and well map out some line. We wont talk here because from now on | want Dr. Bennett to keep out of
this"

Bill said, hatly: "The hdll I will. When McCann goes up there | go with him."

| sad: "I know what I'm talking about. I'l play this game with McCann. And with Ricori--if he comes
over. But youre out of it, Bill. I dont want you even to tak to Ricori. Let Dr. Lowdl do dl the



explaning.”
Bill said, stubbornly: "I go with McCann.”
| sad: "You poor boob, do you think it's you I'm conddering? It's Helen.”

He dropped at that, and again | saw his face whiten and the little beads of sweat come out on his
forehead. He said, dowly: " So--that's it."

| said: "That's exactly it. Think it over and see how right | am. Nothing doing, Bill. Y ou're out.”

| turned to Dr. Lowel: "'l have the best of reasons for what | am saying. | am hoping you will support me.
| don't think there's much danger for you. But for Helen and Bill--alot.”

Lowdl sad, very gravdy: "I understand you, Alan. | will not fal you."

| got up; | looked a Bill and laughed. | said: "Youve the look of somebody who sees his best friend
pacing from the condemned cell toward thet Little Green Door from which none returneth. It's nothing of
the sort, Bill. I'm going to vidt a charming lady and her perhaps insane but neverthdess brilliant father. |
expect to have a mogt interesting time. And if papa gets too crazy | have McCann to fdl back on. If |
want you, I'll cal on you. There are mails and telephone. Come on, McCann.”

We went down, the four of us, to the hdl. | said: "Also, Bill, don't tdl Helen anything about this until |
gve you the word."

And just then the door opened and Helen cameiin.

Her eyes widened, and she looked distressed and she said: "Hello, darling. Why didn't somebody tdl me
you were coming tonight? 1'd not have gone out.”

She put her ams around my neck and kissed me. Her lips were soft and warm, and there was a
fragrance about her--not like some unknown sea-bloom but flowers blossoming on a breast of earth.

| sad: "l didn't know it mysalf until after you'd gone, angd.”
She said: "Wadl, you're coming right back. I've alat to tak to you about.”

| wanted to be with Helen, right enough--but some way, tonight, | didn't want to talk to her. | cast an
involuntary glance of gpped a McCann.

McCann caught it. He sad: "Sorry, Miss Helen, but we got to get right out.”

Helen looked at him: "Hello, McCann. | didn't notice you. What are you going to do with this men of

"Anything you say, Miss Helen." McCann was grinning, but | had the idea he was spesking absolute
truth, and that whatever Helen ordered he would certainly do his best to accomplish.

Bill said: "Alan hasto go, Hden."

She took off her hat and smoothed the copper hdmet of her hair. She asked, quietly: "The de Kerade
dfair, Alan?'

| nodded and she went a little white. | said: "It's nothing very important, but, honestly, | can't stay. Let's
make a day of it tomorrow, Helen. Meet me a Marguens and take lunch. Then well ride around a bit



and get supper and go to some show or other. | haven't been to a theater for three years.”

She looked a me for along minute or two, then rested her hands on my shoulders: "All right, Alan. T'll
meet you there--at two. But--be there"

As | went out | swore to mysdf that come hdl or highwater, I'd be there. Summons from Dahut
notwithstanding. If Bill had to entertain one of her shadows for a few hours—-well, hed have to stand it.
Down at the Club, McCann and | had a few drinks and | told him a few more things. | said | thought
both de Keradel and his daughter were a bit crazy, and the reason 1'd been invited down was because
she had a wild idea we'd been in love with each other a few thousand years ago. He listened, slently.
When | was done, he said: "The shadders, Doc. You think they're red?"

| sad: "I don't see how they can be. But certainly the people who see them think they are”

He nodded, absently: "W, they got to be treated asif they're redl. But how can you put the heat on a
shadder? The people respongble for 'em are red, though. An' you can aways put the heat on them.”

He said, shrewdly:

"Thisde Keraddl gd, now. How do you fed about her? | hear she's mighty ornamental. Fed safe--going
down there?’

| flushed at that; | said, coldly: "When | need a guardian, McCann, I'll let you know."

He answered as coldly: "I didn't meaen it that way. Only--1 ain't aming to see Miss Helen get any crooked

Tha gung me; | began, unthinkingly: "If it wasn't for Miss Helen--" then shut up. He leaned over toward
me, his eyes less hard:

"I thought so. You're scared for Miss Helen. That's why you're going. But mebbe that ain't just the way
to protect her."

| sad: "All right, McCann, tdl me a better."
He sad: "Why not leave it to me an' the hands?’
"l know what I'm about, McCann," | told him.

He sghed and got up: "W, soon's we hear from the boss you an' me's got to get together on sgnds an'
how to meet down there. Ther€ll be boats fishing at the end of the walls, for one thing. When do you
figure on vigting?'

"When I'm sent for."

He sghed again, shook my hand solemnly, and left. | went to bed, and dept soundly. The next morming at
nineBill caled me up to say that Ricori had cabled the necessary indructions and that he was flying from
Genoa to Paris that day to catch the Mauretania and would be in New York in a week. McCann
‘phoned the same news, and we made an engagement for that midnight to go over details of our team
work.

| spent a gorgeous day with Helen. | met her & Marguens and sad: "This day is yours and mine, darling.
We're not going to think about anything else. To hdl with the de Keraddls. This is the last mention of
them.”



She said, swestly: "To hdl with them suits me perfectly, darling.”

It was, as | have said, a gorgeous day, and long before it was over | knew just how much | was in love
with her; how utterly lovely and desirable she was. Every time the thought of the Demoisdle crept out of
the far corner of my mind into which | had thrust her, | pushed her back with a pang of hatred. At
haf-past deven | bade good-by to Helen at Lowell's door. | asked: "How about tomorrow?"

She sad: "All right--if you can.”
| asked: "Why the devil couldn't 17"

Shesad: "This day's over, Alan. Youll not be rid of Dahut so eedly.” | started to answer; she stopped
me "You don't know how much | love you. Promise me--if you need me...come to me...at any time...in

any shapel™
| caught her inmy arms. "In any shape--what the devil do you mean by that?'

She drew my head down, pressed her lips to mine-savagely, tenderly, passonately dl in one for long.
She thrugt me from her and | saw that she was crying. She threw open the door, then turned for a
moment:

"You don't know how much | love you!"

She closed the door. | went down to the waiting cab and rode to the Club, curang the Demoiselle more
comprehensvely than | had snce ancient Y s-if and when that had been. McCann hadn't arrived, but a
telegram had. It was from Dahut, and read:

The yacht will be waiting for you at the Larchmont Club a noon tomorrow. Her name is Brittis. | will
meet you. Sincerdy hope you will come prepared for indefinite stay.

Well--that was that. | did not miss the nuance of the name, nor the mockery in that "inddfinite stay.”
Helen was redlity, and Dahut was shadow. But | knew that now shadow had become the true redity.
With aanking of the heart; with forebodings againgt which | raged, impotently; with sorrow for Helen as
though | were bidding her farewel forever; with cold hatred againg this woman who was contemptuoudy
summoning me--I knew | could do nothing but obey her.

CHAPTER XIV. BEHIND DE KERADEL'SWALL

| had one of my vaises packed when McCann was announced. He squinted at it with surprise: "You aint
going away tonight, Doc?"

With sudden impulse toward frankness, | pushed over to him the Demoisdl€s teegram. He read it
galidly; looked up: "This just come? Thought you told Doc Bennett you'd dready had an invitation.”

"This" | explaned patiently, "is merdy a confirmation of an engagement previoudy made, sdting a
definite time for one left indefinite before as you will see if you read it over agan carefully.” | began to
pack the other valise. McCann reread the telegram, watched me dlently for awhile, then said mildy:
"Doc Bennett had one of them shadders traling him, didn't he?"

| turned to him sharply: "What makes you think that?"

He went on, as though he had not heard me "An' he logt it down here with you, didn't he?"



"McCann," | said, "youre crazy. What gave you that idea?"

He sghed, and said: "When you an' him was arguing tonight about you going down an' setting in with this
de Keradd, | got amite puzzled. But when | see thistelegram, | ain't puzzled no more. | get the answer.”

"Hne" | said, and resumed packing. "What isit?'
He sad: "Y ou traded something for Doc Bennett's shadder.”

| looked at him and laughed: "Y ouve grand ideas, McCann. What have | to trade, and with whom and
for what?"

McCann sghed again, and put a finger on the Demoisdles name "With her--" He pointed to the
"indefinite ay" and said: "An' you traded thisfor his shadder.”

"McCann,” | went over to him. "He did think a shadow was falowing him. But that may have been only
because he has been thinking too much about this whole queer matter. And he has much the same idea as
you about how be was rdieved of the obsession. | want you to promise me that you will say nothing of
your own suspicions to him--and especialy nothing to Miss Helen. If one or the other should speak to
you about it, do your best to discourage the notion. | have good reasons for asking this-believe me |
have. Will you promise?’

He asked: "Miss Helen don't know nathing about it yet?'

"Not unless Dr. Bennett has told her since we left," | answered. Uneesly | wondered whether he had,
and cursed my stupidity for not getting his promise that he wouldnt.

He consgdered mefor atime, then said: "Okay, Doc. But I've got to tdl the boss when he comes.”

| laughed, and sad: "Okay, McCann. By tha time the game may be dl over--except for the
post-mortems.”

He asked, sharply: "What do you meen by that?'

| answered: "Nothing." And went on with my packing. The truth was | didnt know mysdf what | had
meant.

He sad: "Y ou figure on getting there some time tomorrow evening. I'll be up at the old goat's with some
of the lads long before dusk. Probably won't get to this house | been tdling you of until next day. But
nothing's likely to happen right off. Y ou got any plans how we're going to get together?”

"I've been thinking about that." | stopped the packing, and sat on the bed. "I'm not so sure how much I'm
going to be under surveillance, or what liberty I'll have. The Stuation is-well, unusud and complicated.
Ohbvioudy, | can't trugt to letters or telegrams. Telegrams have to be telephoned and telephones can be
tapped. Also, letters can be opened. | might ride to the village, but that doesn't mean | could get in touch
with you when | got there, because | don't think 1'd be riding adone. Even if you happened to be there, it
would be highly impalitic to recognize and tak to you. The de Keradels are no fools, McCann, and they
would redize the Stuation perfectly. Until I've been on the other Sde of de Keradd'swall and studied the
ground, | can suggest only one thing.”

"You tak like you been sentenced an' bound for the Big House," he grinned.

"I believe in looking for the wordt,” | said. "Then you're never disgppointed. That being so--put this
down, McCann--a tdlegram to Dr. Bennett which reads-'Fedling fine. Don't forget to forward dl mal'



means that you're to get over that wal despite hel or high water as quick as you can and up to the house
as quick as you can and damn the torpedoes. Get that McCann?'

"Okay," he said. "But | got an idea or two likewise. First--nobody's going to keep you from writing after
you get there. Okay again. You write an' you find some excuse to get to the village. You get out to this
Beverly House | been tdling you about an' go in. Don't matter who's with you, youll find some way to
drop that letter on the floor or somewhere. You don't have to give it to nobody. After you go they!ll
comb the place through to find it. An' I'll get it. That's one line. Next--they'll be a couple of lads fihing
around the north side of that wadl dl the time--that's the left end of it coming from the house. There's a
breast of rock there, an' | don't see why you can't dimb up that to look at the surroundings, dl by
yoursdf. Hdl, youre ingde the wal an' why should they stop you? Then if you've writ another note an’
put it in a little bottle an' casudly throw some stones an' anong 'em the bottle, the lads being on the
look-out for just such quff will just as casudly ropeitin.”

"Hne" | said, and poured him a drink. "Now dl you have to do is to tdl Dr. Bennett to look out for that
message and bring up your myrmidons”

"My what?' asked McCann.

"Your gifted lads with their Tommies and pinegpples.”

"That's agrand name" said McCann. "The boysl! likeit. Say it again."

| sad it again, and added: "And for God's sake, don't forget to give that message straight to Dr. Bennett.”
He sad: "Then you ain't going to tak to him before you go?"

| sad: "No. Nor to Miss Helen ether.”

He thought over that for a bit, then asked: "How well you hedled, Doc?"

| showed him my 32-automatic. He shook his head: "This is better, Doc." He reached under his left
ampit and unstrapped a holgter. In it was an extraordinarily compact little gun, short-barreled, squat.

"It shoots a .38," he said. "Aint nothing under armor plate stands up againg that, Doc. Tote your other
but gtick this under your arm. Keep it there, adeep or awake. Keep it hid. There's afew extra dips in
that pocket of the holger.”

| sad: "Thanks, Mac." And threw it on the bed.
He sad: "No. Put it on an' get used to the fed of it."
"All right," | said. And did so.

He took another drink, leisurdly; he said, gently: "Of course, there's one draight easy way out of dl this,
Doc. All you need do when you gt a the table with de Keradel an' his gd is to dip that little cannon
loose an' let 'em have it. Me an' the ladsd cover you."

| sad: "I'm not sure enough for that, Mac. Honestly--I'm not.”

He sghed again, and arose: "Y ou got too much curiosity, Doc. Well, play your hand your own way." At
the door he turned: "Anyway, the bossl| like you. You got guts™

He went out. | fdt as though 1'd been given the accolade.



| dropped a brief note to Bill, smply saying that when one had made up one's mind to do something,
there was no time like the present and that therefore | was making mysdf one of the de Keradel menage
on the morrow. | didn't say anything about the Demoisdlle€'s telegram, leaving him to think | was on my
way 0lely of my own valition. | told him McCann had a message that was damned important, and that if
and when he received it from me to forward it quick, according to directions.

| wrote a little letter to Helen...

The next morming | left the Club early--before the letters could be ddivered. | taxied lesurdy to
Larchmont; arrived a the Club shortly before noon and was told that a boat from the Brittis was awaiting
me at the landing stage. | went down to the boat. There were three men on it--Bretons or Basques, |
couldn't tdl which, oddly enough. Rether queer looking--stolid faces, the pupils of their eyes unusudly
dilated, skins sdlow. One turned his eyes up to me and asked, tondesdy, in French:

"The Sieur de Carnac?"'
| answered, impatiently: "Dr. Caranac." And took my place in the stern.
He turned to the two: "The Seur de Carnac. Go."

We shot through a school of amdl fry and headed for a dim gray yacht. | asked: "The Brittis?' The
hedmsman nodded. She was a sweet craft, about a hundred and fifty feet over dl, schooner rigged and
built for speed. | doubted McCann's estimate of her ocean-going capabilities.

The Demoisdlle was standing at the head of the ladder. Congdering the manner of my last parting with
her, there were obvious dements of embarrassment in this medting. | had given them consderable
thought and had decided to ignore them, or pass them over lightly--if she would let me. It was no picture
of aromantic hero | had made diding down from her tower, and | was dill somewhat sengtive as to its
undignified aspects. | hoped her arts, inffernd or otherwise, hadn't enabled her to recondtruct tha
spectacle. So when | had climbed the ladder, | Smply said with chearful idiocy:

"Helo, Dahut. Y ou're looking beautiful.”

And s0 she was. Nothing at dl like the Dahut of ancient Y's; nothing at dl like a shadow queen; nothing at
dl like awitch. She had on a snappy white sport suit, and there was no aureole, evil or otherwise, about
her pale gold hair. Instead there was a tricky little green knit hat. Her great violet eyes were clear and
ingenuous with not a trace of the orchid hdl sparks. In fact, to outward appearance only an
extraordinarily beautiful woman with no more high explosive about her than any beautiful woman would
naurdly carry. But | knew different, and something whispered to me to be doubly on my guard.

She laughed, and held out her hand: "Welcome, Alan."

She glanced at my two bags with a amdl enigmatic amile, and led me down to aluxurious little cabin. She
sad, matter-of-factly: "I'll wait for you on deck. Don't be long. Lunchis ready.” And she was gone.

The yacht was aready under way. | looked out of the port and was surprised to see how far we were
from the Club. The Brittis was speedier than | had surmised. In a few minutes | went up on deck and
joined the Demoisdle. She was talking to the captain whom she introduced to me by the good old Breton
name of Braz; and me to him as the "Sieur de Carnac." The captain was of stockier build than the others
| had seen, but with the same gtolid expression and the same abnormdly dilated eyes. | saw the pupils of
his eyes suddenly contract, like a cat's, and a curioudy speculaive gleeam come into them...dmost as

though it were recognition.



| knew then that what | had taken for dolidity was not that a dl. It was withdrawd. This man's
consciousness lived in a world of its own, his actions and responses to the outer world inginctive only.
For some reason that consciousness had looked out from its inner world into this under the spur of the
ancient name. From its own world...or from another's into which it had been sent? And were the other
men upon this boat under that same strange duress?

| sad: "But Captain Braz, | prefer to be cdled Dr. Caranac--not the Seur de Carnac." | watched him
closdly. He did not respond, his face impassive, his eyes wide and blank. It was as though he had not
heard me.

The Demoisdle said: "The Lord of Carnac will make many voyages with us."

He bent and kissed my hand; he answered, tondesdy as had the boatman: "The Lord of Carnac does me
gregt honor.”

He bent to the Demoisdle and walked away. | watched him, and fdt a creep dong my spine. It was
exactly as though an automaton had spoken; an automaton of flesh and blood who had seen me not as |
was but as someone else had bidden him.

The Demoisdle was regarding me with frank amusement. | sad, indifferently: "You have perfect
discipling, Dahut.”

Agan she laughed: "Perfect, Alain. Let us go to lunch.”

We went to lunch. That, too, was perfect. Somewhat too perfect. The two stewards who served us were
like the others | had seen; and they served us on bent knees. The Demoiselle was a perfect hostess. We
talked of this and that...and steedily | forgot what she probably was, and thought of her as what she
seemed to be. Only toward the lagt did that which was buried deep in both our minds crop out. The
blank-eyed stewards had knelt, and gone. | said, hdf to mysdf:

"Here feudd and the modern meet."

She answered, quietly: "Asthey do in me. But you are too conservative in naming feudd times, Alain. My
servants go further back than that. Asdo I."

| said nothing. She held her wine glass againg the light, turned it to catch the colors, and added, casudly:
"As do you!"

| lifted my own glass, and touched hers with itsrim: "To ancient YS? If o, | drink to it."

She answered gravdy: "To ancient Ys...and we drink to It."

We touched glasses again, and drank. She set down her glass and looked a me, faint mockery in her
eyes and, when she spoke, within her voice:

"Isit not like a honeymoon, Alan?'

| said, coldly: "If so--it would be somewhat lacking in novelty--would it not?"
She flushed alittle at thet. She said: "Y ou are rather brutd, Alain.”

| sad: "I might fed more a bridegroom if | fdt less like a prisoner.”

Her graight brows drew together, and for a moment the hdll sparks danced in her eyes. She dropped her



eyes and said, demurely, dthough the angry flush dill stained her cheeks:

"But you are s0 dusve, my beloved. You have such a gift for disappearance. There was nothing for you
to fear that night. You had seen what | had willed you to see, done as | had willed--why did you run

avey?

That sung; the degping wrath and hate againg her that | had known since | met her flared up; | caught
her wrids:

"Not because | feared you, white witch. | could have strangled you while you dept.”

She asked, tranquilly, and tiny dimples showed beside her lips

"Why didn't you?"

| dropped her hands: "I may Hill. That was awonderful picture you painted in my desping mind."
She stared a me, increduloudy: ™Y ou mean...you do not think it was red? That Y's was not red ?'

"No more red, Dahut, than the world in which the minds of the men on this boat live At your
command--or your father's"

She said, somberly: "Then | must convince you of its redlity.”
| said, rage ill hot within me: "Nor more real than your shadows, Dahut."
She said, yet more somberly: "Then of those, too, you must be convinced.”

The moment | had said that about the shadows | was sorry for it. Her reply did nothing to reassure me. |
cursed mysdf. This was no way to play the game. There was no advantage to be gained by quarding
with the Demoisdlle. It might, indeed, bring down upon those | was trying to protect precisly what | was
trying to save them from. Was that the meaning behind her promise to convince me? She was pledged so
far as Bill was concerned and here | was in payment--but she had made no pledges as to Hden.

If | was to play my game, it mugt be to the limit; convincingly; with no reservations. | looked at Dahut and
thought, with a sharp pang of compunction, for Helen, that if the Demoisdle were a willing partner it
would have its peculiar compensations. And then | thrust Helen out of my mind, as though she might read
thet thought.

And there was only one way to convince a woman...

| stood up. | took the glass from which | had drunk and | took Dahut's glass and threw them to the cabin
floor, splintering. | walked to the door and turned the key. | went to Dahut and lifted her from the chair
and carried her to the divan beneeth the port. Her arms dung round my neck, and she raised her lips to
mine...her eyes closed...

| sad: "To hdl with Ys and to hdl with its mysteries. | livein today.”
She whigpered: "You love me?'
| answered: "I do love you."

"No!" she pushed me away. "In the long ago you loved me. Loved me even though you killed me. And in
this life it was not you but the Lord of Carnac who for a night was my lover. Yet this| know--again in
thislife you mugt love me. But must you again kill me? | wonder, Alain...| wonder..."



| took her hands, and they were cold; in her eyes there was neither mockery nor amusement; there was
vague puzzlement and vague dread. Nor was there anything of the witch about her. | fdt a dirring of
pity--whét if she, like the others upon this boat, were victim of another's will? De Keradel's who caled
himsdf her father...Dahut who lay there looking at me with the eyes of a frightened maiden and she was
vay beautiful...

She whispered: "Alan, beloved--better for you and better for me if you had not obeyed my summons.
Wasit because of that shadow | was forced to send your friend...or had you other reasons?!

That steadied me. | thought: Witch, you are not so clever.

| said, as though rductantly: "There was another reason, Dahut.”
She asked: "And that?'

"You," | sad.

She bent toward me, took my chin in one soft hand and hdd my face close to hers "You mean
that--Alain de Carnac?’

| sad: "1 may not love you as the Lord of Carnac did. But | am tempted to try.”
She leaned back a that, laughing--little rippling waves of laughter, cardless and crudl.

"You woo me grangdly, Alain. Yet | like it--for | know that what you say is truth. What do you truly
think of me, Alan?'

| sad: "I think of you as a garden that was planned under the red Heart of the Dragon ten thousand years
before the Great Pyramid was built and its rays fdl upon the dtar of its most secret shrine...a strange
garden, Dahut, half of the sea...with trees whose leaves chant instead of whisper...with flowers that may
be evil and may not be, but certainly are not whally of earth...whose birds Sng srange songs...whose
breath is more of ocean than of land...difficult garden to enter..more difficult to find its heart...most
difficult, once entered, to find escape.”

| sad: "I think of you as a garden that was planned.”

She bent to me, eyes wide and glowing; kissed me "Y ou think that of me! And it istrue...and the Lord of
Carnac never saw me S0 truly...you remember more than he--"

She fastened my wridts, her breast agang mine "The red-haired girl--1 forget her name--is she not a
garden, too?'

Hden!

| said, indifferently: "A garden of earth. Fragrant and sweet. But no difficulty there about finding your way

She dropped my wrigts, and sat for atime Slent; then said, aoruptly:
"Let us go up to deck."

| followed her, unessly. Something had gone amiss, something | had said or had not said about Helen.
But what the devil it could have been, | did not know. | looked at my watch. It was &fter four. There was
afog, but the yacht seemed not to mind it; instead of diminishing, it seemed to me tha the speed had
increased. As we sat on the deck chairs, | mentioned this to the Demoisdle. She said, absently: "It is



nothing. There can be no danger.”

| sad: "The speed seems rather dangerous.”

She answered: "We mud be a Y's by seven.”

| echoed, gupidly: "Ys?'

Shesad: "Ys It is so we have named our home."

She sank back into slence. | watched the fog. It was an odd fog. It did not swirl past us as fog normdly
does. It seemed to go with us, to accommodate its pace to ours.

To move with us.

The wide-eyed, vacant-faced sallors padded past. | began to have a nightmarish sort of feding thet 1 was
on a ship of ghosts, a modern Hying Dutchman, cut off from the rest of the world and sped on by unseen,
unheard, unfdt winds. Or being pushed dong by some gigantic svimmer whose hand was clasped about
the stern of this boat...and whose breath was the fog that shrouded us. | glanced at the Demoisdle. Her
eyes were shut, and she seemed to be fast adeep. | closed my own eyes.

When | opened them, the yacht had stopped. There was no dgn of fog. We lay in alittle harbor between
two rocky headlands. Dahut was shaking me by the shoulders. | was outlandishly deepy. The sea air, |
drowsly thought. We dropped into a tender, and landed a a dock. We dimbed up steps, interminably, it
seemed to me. A few yards from the top of the steps was a long rambling old stone house. It was dark,
and | could see nathing beyond it but the banks of trees, haf-stripped by autumn of ther leaves.

We went into the house, met by servants, wide-pupiled, impassve, as those who manned the Brittis. |
was taken to my room, and a vaet began to unpack my bags. In the same torpor, | dressed for dinner.
The only moment of red consciousness | had was when | put my hand up and fdt McCann's holster
under my armpit.

| have the vaguest recollection of the dinner. | know that de Keraddl greeted me with the utmost
politeness and hospitdity. During the dinner, he talked on and on, but what he was taking about I'm
damned if | knew. Now and then | was aware acutdy of the Demoisdlle, her face and big eyes svimming
out of the haze that gripped me. And now and then | thought that | must have been drugged--but whether
| had or hadn't been didn't seem to matter. There was one thing that | was acutely conscious did matter,
however--and that was how | answered de Keradd's questions. But another sense, or another sdf,
unaffected by what had so paralyzed my norma ones, seemed to have taken charge of that, and | had the
comfortable feding that it was doing it most satisfactorily.

And after awhile | heard Dahut say: "But, Alain, you are so deepy. Why, you can hardly keep your eyes
open. It mugt be the sea air.”

| replied, solemnly, that it must indeed be the sea ar and apologized for my dullness. | had a dim
perception of the solicitous readiness with which de Keradd accepted the feeble excuses. He, himsdf,
took me to my room. At least, | was hezily aware that he accompanied me to some place where there
was a bed. | rid mysdf of my clothes by sheer habit, dropped into the bed and in an indant was sound

adeep.

| sat up in my bed, wide-awake. The strange drowsiness was gone; the irresistible torpor lifted. What
hed awakened me? | looked at my waich, and it was a few minutes after one. The sound that had
awakened me came again somberly--a disant muffled chanting, as though from far under earth. As



though from far beneath the old house,

It passed dowly from benegth the house, rising, approaching; becoming ever plainer. A weird chanting,
achac; vagudy familiar. | got up from the bed, and went to the windows. They looked out upon the
ocean. There was no moon but | could see the gray surges bresking sullenly againg the rocky shore. The
chanting grew louder. | did not know where was the switch to turn on the eectrics. There had been a
flashlight in one of my bags, but these had been unpacked; their contents distributed.

| fet around in my coat and found a box of matches. The chanting was dying away, as though those
snging were passing far beyond the house. | lighted a match, and saw a switch beside the wal. | pressed
it, and without result. | saw my flaghlight on a table beside the bed. | clicked the catch, but no ray
sreamed forth. Suspicion began to take hold of me that these three things were linked--the srange
degpiness, the usdess flash, the unresponsive switch...

McCann's gun! | fdt for it. There it was, nestling under my left armpit. | looked &t it. The magazine was
ful and the extra dips safe. | went to the door and cautioudy turned the key. It opened into a wide,
old-fashioned hdl at the end of which dimly glimmered a great window. The hdl was curioudy uneesy.
That isthe only word for it. It was filled with whisperings and rustlings--and shadows.

| hesitated; then gtole to the window and looked ouit.

There was a bank of trees through whose half-bare branches | could see across aleve fidd. Beyond that
leve fidd was another bank of trees. From beyond them came the chanting.

There was a glow through and over these trees—-a gray glow. | stared at it..thinking of what McCann
hed said...like light decaying...rotten...

It was exactly that. | stood there, gripping the window, looking at the putrescent glow wax and
wane..wax and wane. And now the chanting was like that dead luminescence transformed to sound...

And then a sharp scream of human agony shot throughit.

The whisperings in the hdl were peremptory. The ruglings were close. The shadows were pressing
around me. They pressed me from the window, back to my room. | thrust the door shut againgt them,
and leaned againd it, wet with swest.

Leaning againd it, | heard again that scream of anguish, sharper, more agonized. And suddenly muffled.
Agan the torpor swept over me. | crumpled down & the edge of the door, and dept.

CHAPTER XV. BEHIND DE KERADEL'SWALL--2

Something was dancing, flittering, before me. It had no shape, but it had a voice. The voice was
whispering, over and over: "Dahut..beware of Dahut..Alan, beware of Dahut..give me release,
Alan...beware of Dahut, Alan...give me release...from the Gatherer...from the Blackness..."

| tried to focus upon this flittering thing, but there was a brilliancy about it into which it melted and was
logt; a broad aureole of brilliancy and only when | turned my eyes from it could | see the thing dancing
and flittering like afly caught in a globule of light.

But the voice--l knew the voice.

Thething danced and flittered; grew larger but never assumed definite shape; became amdl, and 4ill was
shapeless...aflittering shadow caught in a brilliancy...



A shadow!

The thing whispered: "The Gatherer, Alan, the Gatherer in the Cairn, do not let It eat me but beware,
beware of Dahut free me, Alan, free...free..." Raston's voice!

| lifted mysdlf to my knees, crouching, hands on the floor; my eyes fixed upon the brilliancy--draining to
focus thisflittering thing that whispered with the voice of Ralston.

The brilliancy contracted--like the eyes of the captain of the Brittis. It became the knob of a door. A
knob of brass glimmering in the light of dawn.

There was a fly upon the knob. A bluebottle; a carrion fly. It was crawling over the knob, buzzing. The
voice | had thought that of Dick was drained down into the buzzing; became one with it. There was only
a bluebattle fly flittering and buzzing upon a shining brass door-knob. The fly left the knob, circled me
and was gone.

| staggered to my feet. | thought: Whatever you did to me there on the boat, Dahut, it was a firg-class
job. | looked a my wrigt watch. It was a few minutes after sx. | opened the door, cautioudy. The hal
was shadowless; tranquil. There was not a sound in the house. It seemed to deep, but | didn't trugt it. |
closed the door quietly. There were great bolts at top and bottom which | dropped into place.

There was a queer emptinessinmy head, and | could not see clearly. | made my way to the window and
drew deep breaths of the sharp morning arr, the tang of the sea strong within it. It made me fed better. |
turned and looked at the room. It was immense; paneled in old wood; tapestries, colors softened by
centuries, fdl here and there. The bed was ancient, carved and postered and canopied. It was the
chamber of some castle in Brittany, rather than that of a New England manse. At my Ieft was an amoire,
ancient asthe bed. Idly, | opened a drawer. There upon my handkerchiefs lay my pistol. | pulled it open.
Not a cartridge was in the chamber.

| looked at it, unbdievingly. | knew that | had loaded it when | had placed it in one of my bags. Abruptly,
its emptiness linked itsdf with the usdless flagh, the unresponsive switch, the strange deepiness. It jarred
me wide-awake. | put the gun back in the drawer and went and lay down on the bed. | hadnt the
dightest doubt that something other than naturd cause had induced the stupor. Whether it had been
suggestion by Dahut while | lay adeep on the deck, or whether she had given me some soporific drug
with my lunch, made no difference. It had not been naturd. A drug? | remembered the subtle drug the
Tibetan lamas adminigter--the drug they name "Master of the Will" which weakens dl resstance to
hypnotic control and renders the minds of those to whom it is given impotent againg command,
wide-open to hdlucinaion. All at once the behavior, the appearance, of the men on the boat, the servants
inthis house, fdl into an understandable pattern. Suppose thet dl were being fed with such a drug, and
moved and thought only as the Demoisdlle and her father willed them to move and think? Thet | was
surrounded by human robots, creatures who were reflections, multiplications, of the de Keradels?

And that |, mysdf, wasinimminent peril of the same davery?

Bdief that something like this was the truth became stronger the more | thought over it. | strove to recal
the conversation with de Keradd the night before. | could not--but | ill retained the conviction | had
passed the ordeal successully; thet the other sense or saf which had taken charge had not dlowed me to
be betrayed. Deep within, | fdt that assurance.

Suddenly, as | lay there, | fdt other eyes upon me knew that | was being watched. | was facing the
windows. | drew a deep bregth, Sghed as one doesin deep deep, and turned with am over face. Under
its cover, with scarcdly opened lids, | watched. In a few moments a white hand stole from behind a
tapestry, drew it aside, and Dahut stepped into the room. Her braids fdl below her wast, she wore the



sheerest of dlken negligees and she was incomparably lovely. She dipped to the bottom of the bed,
soundlesdy as one of her shadows, and stood studying me. | forced mysdf to breathe regularly, as
though in soundest dumber. She was so lovely that | found it rather difficult. She came to the Side of the
bed and leaned over me. | fdt her lips touch my cheek aslightly as the kiss of a moth.

Then, as suddenly, | knew she was gone.

| opened my eyes. There was another scent, unfamiliar, mingling with the breath of the sea. It was oddly
gimulating. Bregthing it, | fdt the last traces of lethargy vanish. | sat up, wide-awake and dert. There was
ashdlow metd dish on the table beside the bed. Filed on it was a little hegp of fern-like leaves. They
were smoldering, and from thar smoke came the invigorating scent. | pressed out the sparks and indantly
smoke and scent disappeared.

Evidently this was an antidote to whatever had induced the other condition; and quite as evidently there
was no suspicion that | had not dept uninterruptedly throughout the night.

And possibly, it occurred to me, the shadow crowded, rudling hdl and the bluebottle fly that had buzzed
with the voice of Raston might have been by-products of this hypothetical drug; the sub-consciousness
fantedicaly picturing under its influence, as it does in dream, chance sounds in terms of what has been
engrassing the consciousness.

Maybe | redly had dept through the night. Maybe | had only dreamed | had gone out into the shadow
crowded hdl...and had fled from it and dropped down beside the door...had only dreamed the chanting.

But if there had been nothing they had wanted me to be deaf and blind to--then why had they bundled
me up in that blanket of deep?

Wil, there was one thing | knew | had not dreamed.
That was Dahut dipping into the room with the |leaves.

And that meant | hadn't acted precisdly as they had expected, dse | wouldn't have been awake to see
her. There was one lucky break, whatever the cause. | would be able to use those leaves later, if they
repeated the bundling.

| went over to the tapestry and raised it. There was no 9gn of opening, the panding ssemingly solid.
Some secret soring existed, of course, but | postponed hunting for it. | unbarred the door; the bars were
about as much a guarantee of privacy as onewadl in aroom with the other three sdes open. | took what
was |eft of the leaves, put them in an envelope and tucked them in McCann's holster. Then | smoked half
a dozen cigarettes and added ther ashes to those on the dish. The appeared about the same, and they
were about what would have remained if dl the leaves had burned. Maybe nobody would bother to
check--but maybe they would.

By then it was seven o'clock. | wondered whether | ought to get up and dress. How long was it
supposed to be before the antidote took effect? | had no means of knowing and no desire to make the
least mistake. To deep too long would be far safer than to wake too soon. | crawled back into bed. And
| did go to deep, honestly and dreamledy.

When | awakened there was a man laying out my clothes, the vaet. The dish that had held the smoking
leaves was gone. It was hdf after eght. | sat up and yawned, and the vaet announced with antique
humility thet the Lord of Carnac's bath was ready. Despite dl that the Lord of Carnac had on his mind,
this combination of archaic sarvility and modern convenience made me laugh. But no amile answered me.
The man stood, head bent, wound up to do and say certain things. Smiling had not been in his



indructions.

| looked at hisimpassive face, the blank eyes which were not seeing me at dl as | was, nor the world in
which | lived, but were seeing me as another man in another world. What that world might be, |

suspected.

| threw a robe over my pgamas and locked the bathroom door againg him; unstrgpped McCann's
holster and hid it before bathing. When | came out | dismissed him. He told me that breskfast would be
reedy alittle after nine, and bowing low, departed.

| went to the armoaire, took out my gun and snapped it open. The cartridges were in place. Furthermore,
the extra dips lay orderly beside where it had been. Had | dso dreamed that it had been emptied? A
suspicion came to me. If | were wrong, | could explain it as an accident. | carried the gun to the window,
amed it a the sea and touched the trigger. There was only a sharp crack as the cap exploded. In the
night the cartridges had been made usdess and, without doubt, had been restored to the pistal during my
later deep.

WEéll, here was warning enough, | thought grimly, without any buzzing bluebottle, and put the gun back.
Then | went down to breakfast, cold with anger and disposed to be brutd if | had the chance. The
Demoisdlle was waiting for me, prosaicaly reading a newspaper. The table was lad for two, so | judged
her father had business otherwhere. | looked at Dahut, and as dways admiration and a certain tenderness
reluctantly joined my wrath and my rooted hatred of her. | think | have mentioned her beauty before. She
was never more beautiful than now--a dewy freshness about her, like the dawn; her skin a miracle,
clear-eyed, just the right touch of demureness...not at dl the murderess, harlot, and witch | knew her in
my heart to be. Clean.

She dropped the paper and hdd out her hand. | kissed it, ironicdly.
She sad: "'l do hope you dept soundly, Alan.”

And that had just the right touch of domedticity. It irritated me ill more. | dropped into my chair, spread
my napkin over my knees: "Soundly, Dahut. Except for a big bluebottle fly that came and whispered to
me"”

Her eyes narrowed at that, and distinctly | saw her tremble. Then she dropped her eyes, and laughed:
"Yourejoking, Alan."

| sad: "I am not. It was a big bluebottle that whispered and buzzed, and buzzed and whispered.”
She asked, quietly: "What did it whisper, Alan?'

"To beware of you, Dahut.”

She asked, again quidly: "Were you awake?"

Now, regaining caution, | laughed: "Do bluebattle flies whisper to people who are awake? | was sound
adeep and dreaming--without doubt.”

"Did you know the voice?' Her eyes lifted suddenly and hed mine. | answered:
"When | heard it | seemed to know it. But now, awake, | have forgotten.”

She was slent while the blank-eyed servants placed this and that before us. Then she said, haf-wesrily:
"Put away your sword, Alan. For today, at least, you do not need it. And today, a least, | carry no



wespons. | pledge you this, and you can trust me for today. Treast me today only as one who loves you
gregtly. Will you do this, Alan?'

It was said so Smply, o Sincerdly, that my anger fled and my distrust of her weakened. For the firg time
| ft a dirring of pity. She said:

"I will not even ask you to pretend to love me™
| said, dowly: "It would not be hard to love you, Dahut.”
Thevidlet of her eyes was miged with tears; she sad: "l wonder."

| sad: "A bargain. We meet for the firg time this morning. | know nothing of you, Dahut, and today you
will be to me only what you seem to be. Perhaps by tonight | will be your dave.™

She sad, sharply: "'l asked you to put down your sword.”

| had meant nothing more than what | had said. No innuendo...But now | heard again the voice that had
changed to the buzzing of a fly--"Beware...beware of Dahut...Alan, beware of Dahut..." And | thought of
the blank-eyed, impassve men...daves to her will or to her father's...

| would not put away the sword--but | would hideit.

| said, earnestly: "'l havent the dightest idea what you mean, Dahut. Redlly | haven't. | meant precisdy
what | sad."

She seemed to believe me. And on that basis, piquant enough consdering what had gone before in New
York and ancient Y's, our breakfast continued. It had its peculiar charm. Before it was done | found
mysdf dangeroudy close severd timesto thinking of the Demoisdle exactly as she wanted me to think of
her. We dawdled, and it was eeven when we ended. She suggested a ride around the place, and with
rdief | went up to change my clothes. | had to sngp my gun a few times and look at the leaves in
McCann's holgter to clear my mind of disarming doubts. Dahut had a way with her.

When | came down she was in riding breeches, her hair braided around her head like a hdmet. We went
to the stables. There were a dozen first class horses. | looked around for the black gtdlion. | didn't see i,
but there was a box gdl where it might have been. | picked out a sweet roan and Dahut a leggy bay.
Wha | wanted most to see was de Keradd's "rockery." | didnt see it. We trotted dong a well-made
bridle path which gave occasiond vigtas of the water, but most of the time the rocks and trees shut off the
ocean. It was a peculiar lay-out and one better adapted for solitude | have never seen. We came a last
to thewall, turned and rode dong it. Wicked, inverted chevaux-de-frise guarded the top, and there were
acouple of wiresthat | suspected of carrying heavy voltage. They could not have been there when ‘Lias
had scaled the wdl. | thought that probably he had taught a lesson as wdl as having received one. And
here and there stood one of the swarthy little men. They had clubs, but how otherwise armed | could not
tdl. They knelt as we passed them.

We came to a massve gate, and there was a garrison of hdf a dozen. We rode past the gate and came
to a wide, long meadow land dotted with stunted bushes, crouching like cowering men. It came to me
that this must be where the unfortunate ‘Lias had encountered the dogs that weren't dogs. Under the sun,
the brisk ar and the exhilaration of riding, that story had lost many of its ements of redity. Yet the place
hed a frightened, forbidding aspect. | mentioned this casudly to Dahut. She looked a me with a secret
amusement; answered as caaudly: "Y es--but there is good hunting here.”

She rode on without saying what kind of hunting. Nor did | ask; for there had been that about her answer



which had dbruptly restored my fathin ‘Lias’s veracity.

We came to the end of thewadll, and it was built in the rock as McCann had said. There was a big breast
of the rock which shut off view of what lay beyond. | sad:

"I'd like to take a look from here" And before she could answer, had dismounted and climbed the rock.
From the top, it was open ocean. A couple of hundred yards from shore were two men in a smdl fishing
boat. They raised ther heads as they saw me, and one drew out a hand net and began dipping with it.
Well, McCann was on the job.

| scrambled down and joined Dahut. | asked: "How about riding back and going out the gate for a
canter. 1'd like to see more of the countryside.”

She hesitated, then nodded; we rode back and through the garrison and out upon a country road. In a
litle while we sghted afine old house, set wdl back among big trees. A stone wal protected it from the
road, and lounging beside one of its gates was McCann.

He watched us come imperturbably. Dahut passed without a glance. | had hung back a few paces, and
as | went by McCann | dropped a card. | had hoped for just this encounter, and | had managed to
scribbleonit:

"Something very wrong but no definite evidence yet. About thirty men, think dl well-armed. Barbed and
charged wires behind wal."

| drew up beside the Demoisdle and we rode on a mile or so. She hdted, and asked: "Have you seen
enough?'

| said, yes, and we turned back. When we went by McCann he was 4ill lounging beside the gate as
though he had not moved. But there was no paper on the road.

The garrison had seen us coming, and the postern was swinging open. We returned to the house the
same way we had gone. | had gotten not a glimpse of the "rockery.”

Dahut was flushed with the ride, full of gayety. She sad: "I'l bathe. Then well have lunch on the boat--go
for alittle cruise

"Hne" | said. "And | hope it doesn't make me as deepy asit did yesterday.”

Her eyes narrowed, but my face was entirdly innocent. She smiled: "It won't, I'm sure. You're getting
acclimated.”

| said, morosdy: "I hope so. | must have been pretty dull company at dinner lagt night.”
She amiled again: "But you weren't. Y ou pleased my father immensdy.”

She went into the house laughing.

| was very glad | had pleased her father.

It had been a thoroughly ddightful sal with a thoroughly charming girl. Only when one of the tranced
crew kndt as he passed did | fed the snister hidden undertow. And now | sat at dinner with de Keradel
and the Demoisdle. De Keraddl's conversation was so fascinaing that he had made me forget that | was
aprisoner. | had discussed with him much that | had wished to on the night Bill had persuaded me to be
S0 objectionable. If at times his manner was irritatingly too much like that of a hierophant indructing a



neophyte in dementary myderies, or if he camly advanced as fact matters which modern science holds
to be the darkest of superdtitions, investing them with dl the autherticity of proven experience--it made
no difference to me. The man's learning was as extraordinary as his mind, and | wondered how in one
short life he could have acquired it. He spoke of the rites of Odiris, the black worship of Typhon whom
the Egyptians dso named Set of the Red Hair, the Eleusnian and the Ddphic mysteries as though he had
witnessed them. Described them in minutest detail--and others more ancient and darker, long buried in
age-rotten shrouds of Time. The evil secrets of the Sabbat were open to him, and once he spoke of the
worship of Kore, the Daughter, who was known aso as Persephone, and in another form as Hecate, and
by other names back, back through the endless vidas of the ages--the wife of Hades, the Queen of the
Shades whose daughters were the Furies.

It was then | told him of what | had beheld in the Dephian cave when the Greek priest with the pagan
oul had evoked Kore...and | had watched that majestic--that dreadful--form taking shape in the swirls
of smoke from what was being consumed upon her thrice ancient dtar...

He listened intently, without interrupting, as one to whom the story held no surprise. He asked: "And had
She come to him before?"

| answered: "'l do not know."

He sad directly to the Demoisdle "But even if o, the fact that She appeared to--to Dr. Caranac--is
mogt Sgnificant. It is proof that he--"

Dahut interrupted him, and | thought there was some warning in the glance she gave hm: "That he is
acceptable. Yes, my father."

De Keradel considered me "Anilluminating experience, indeed. | am wondering, in the light of it, and of
other things you have told me--I am wondering why you were so--so hostile--to such ideas the night we

| answered, bluntly: "I was more than half drunk and ready to fight anybody."
He bared histeeth at that, then laughed outright: ™Y ou do not fear to speak the truth.”
"Nether when drunk nor sober,” | said.

He scrutinized me slently, for moments. He spoke, more as though to himsdf than to me "I do not
know...she may be right...if | could whally trust him it would mean much to us...he has curiosity...he does
not shrink from the dark wisdom...but has he courage...?"

| laughed at that, and said, badly: "If | did not have--would | be here?’
"Quite true, my father." Dahut was amiling mdicioudy.

De Keradel struck down his hand like one who has come & last to a decision: "Carnac, | spoke to you
of an experiment in which | am deeply interested. Instead of being a spectator, willing or unwilling...or no
spectator, whichever | might decide..." he paused as though to let the covert menace of this snk in..."|
invite you to participate with me in this experiment. | have good reason to believe that its rewards, if
successful, will be incaculably grest. My invitation is not disinterested. | will admit to you that my
experiment has not as yet met with full success. | have had results--but they have not been what | hoped.
But what you have told me of Kore proves that you are no barrier to the materidization of these
Beings--Powers or Presences, or if you prefer, discarnate, unknown energies which can take shape,
become substance, in accordance with laws discoverable to man--and discovered. Also, you have within



you the ancient blood of Carnac, and the ancient memories of your race. It may be tha | have missed
some dight detail that your stimulated-memory will recal. It may be that with you beside us this Bang |
desire to evoke will appear indl its power--and with dl that implies of power for us™

| asked: "What is that Beng?"

He sad: "You, yoursdf, named it. That which in one of its manifold shapes came to the Alkar-Az of
ancient Carnac as it came to the temples of my own people ages before Ys was hilt or the stones of
Carnac raised--the Gatherer in the Cairn--the Blackness..."

If | fdlt cold creep dong my skin he did not know it. It was the answer | had been expecting and | was
prepared.

| looked long a Dahut, and he, at least, misinterpreted that ook, as | had hoped he would. | struck my
own hand down upon the table: "De Keradd, | am with you."

After dl, wasn't that why | had come there?

CHAPTER XVI. THE MAEL BENNIQUE
De Keradd sad: "We drink to that!"

He dismissed the servants, unlocked a closet and took from it a decanter haf-filled with a green liqueur.
The stopper was clamped and difficult to withdraw. He poured three smdl glasses and quickly clamped
the stopper down. | raised my glass.

He checked me "Wat!"

There were little bubbles riang through the green drink; like atoms of diamonds; like splintered sun rays
shat back by crystas bottoming ill shalows. They rose more and more quickly, and suddenly the green
drink fumed; then became quiescent, pdlucid.

De Keradd lifted hisglass "Carnac, you join us of your own will?'

The Demoisdle said, her glass close to mine "It is of your own will you join us, Alain de Carnac?'
| answered: "Of my own will."

We touched glasses and drank.

That was a strange drink. It tingled through brain and nerve, and immediatdy there was born of it an
extraordinary sense of freedom; swift doughing of inhibitions; a blowing away of old ideas as though they
hed crumbled to dust and, like dust, had been puffed from the surface of consciousness. As though |
were a serpent which had, abruptly, shed an outworn skin. Memories grew dim, faded away, readjusted
themsdves. | had an indescribable sense of liberation...I could do anything, since, like God, there existed
for me neither good nor evil. Whatever | willed to do that | could do, since there was neather evil nor
good but only my will...

De Keradel sad: "You are one with us"
The Demoisdle whispered: "You are one with us, Alain."

Her eyes were closed, or seemed to be; the long lashes low upon her cheeks. Yet | thought that beneeth
them | saw aglint of purple flane. And de Keradd's hands covered his eyes, as though to shidd them,



but between hisfingers | thought | saw them gleaming. He said:

"Carnac--you have not asked me what isthis Gatherer--this Being | would evoke in Its completeness. Is
it because you know?"'

"No," | answered; and would have followed by saying that | did not care except that suddenly | knew |
did care; thet of dl things that was what | thirsted to know. He said:

"A hbrilliant Englishmen once formulated perfectly the materidigtic credo. He said tha the existence of
man is an accident; his story a brief and trandtory episode in the life of the meanest of planets. He
pointed out thet of the combination of causes which firs converted a dead organic compound into the
living progenitors of humanity, science as yet knows nathing. Nor would it matter if science did know.
The wet-nurses of famine, disease, and mutud daughter had gradudly evolved creatures with
consciousness and intelligence enough to know that they were inggnificant. The higtory of the past was
that of blood and tears, stupid acquiescence, helpless blunderings, wild revolt, and empty aspirations.
And a lagt, the energies of our system will decay, the sun be dimmed, the inert and tideless earth be
barren. Man will go down into the pit, and al his thoughts will perish. Matter will know itsdf no longer.
Everything will be as though it never had been. And nothing will be either better or worse for dl the labor,
devoation, pity, love, and suffering of man.”

| said, the God-like sense of power stronger within me: "It is not true.”

"Itispartly trug" he answered. "Whet is not true isthat lifeis an accident. What we cdl accident is only a
happening of whose causes we are ignorant. Life mugt have come from life. Not necessarily such life as
we know--but from some Thing, acting deliberately, whose essence was--and is-life. It is true that pain,
agony, sorrow, hate, and discord are the foundations of humanity. It is true that famine, disease, and
daughter have been our nurses. Yet itisequdly true tha there are such things as peace, happiness, pity,
perception of beauty, wisdom...athough these may be only of the thickness of the film on the surface of a
woodland pool which mirrors its flowered rim--yet, these things do exist...peace and beauty, happiness
and wisdom. They are”

"And therefore--" de Keradd's hands were dill over his eyes, but through the masking fingers | fdt his
gaze sharpen upon me, penetrate me "-therefore | hold that these desirable things must be in That which
breathed lifeinto the primeva dime. It must be so, since that which is created cannot possess attributes
other than those possessed by what crestesiit."

Of course, | knew dl that. Why should he wagte effort to convince me of the obvious. | said, tolerantly:
"Itis sdf-evident."

He sad: "And therefore it must also be sdf-evident that since it was the dark, the maevolent, the crud
gde of this-Being--which created us, our only approach to It, our only path to Its other sdf, mugt be
through agony and suffering, crudty and maevolence.”

He paused, then said, vidlently:

"Isit not what every rdigion has taught? That man can approach his Creator only through suffering and
sorrow? Sacrifice...Crucifixion!”

| answered: "It istrue. The baptism of blood. The purification through tears. Rebirth through sorrow.”
The Demoisdlle murmured: " Chords that must be struck before we may attain the supreme harmonies.”

There was amocking note to that; | turned to her quickly. She had not opened her eyes, but | caught the



derisve curving of her lips
De Keraddl sad: "The sacrifices are ready.”
| said: "Then let us sacrificel™

De Keradel dropped his hands. The pupils of his eyes were phosphorescent, his face seemed to retreat
until nothing could be seen but those two orbs of pae blue fire. The Demoisdle raised her eyes, and they
were two deep pools of violet flame, her face a blur beyond them. | did not think that strange--then.

There was amirror at the back of the sideboard. | looked into it and my own eyes were shining with the
same ferd fires, golden, my face a blurred setting from which ydlow gleaming eyes stared back at me...

Nor did that seem as strange, either--not then.
De Keradd repeated: "The sacrifices are ready.”
| said, rigng: "Let us use them!"

We went out of the dining room and up the gairs. The inhuman exdtation did not wane; it grew stronger;
more ruthless. Life was to be taken, but what was the life of one or the lives of many if they were rungs of
aladder up which | could dimb out of the pit into the sun? Force recognition from That which had lived
before life...command It...the Creator?

With de Keradd's hand upon my arm | passed into my room. He bade me grip and bathe, and left me, |
stripped, and my hand touched something hanging to my left armpit. It was a holster in which was an
automatic. | had forgotten who had given it to me, but whoever it was had told me it was
important...most important; not to be lost nor given up...essentid. | laughed. This toy essentid to one
about to summon the Creator of life? | tossed it into a corner of the room...

De Keradel was beside me and | wondered vagudy why | had not seen him come into the room. | had
bathed, and was stark naked. He was wrapping a breechclout of white cotton around my loins. He laced
sandds on my feet, and he drew my arms through the deeves of a robe of thick fine cotton. He stood
back, and | saw that he was clothed in the same white robes. There was a broad bet ether of black
metd or ancient wood around his middle. There was a gmilar cincture around his breast. They were
inlad with symbolingsin slver...but who ever saw slver shift and change outline..mdt from this rune into
another...as these did? Around his forehead was a black cheplet of oak leaves, and from his belt svung a
long black knife, a black maul, a black and ovd bowl, and a black ewer...

Dahut was watching me, and | wondered why | had not seen her enter. She wore the robe of thick white
cotton, but the girdle around her waist was of gold and on it the shifting symbols were red; and of red
gold was thefillet that bound her hair and the bracelets upon her arms. In her hand was a golden Sckle,
razor-edged.

They fastened around my waist another black and slver symboled belt, and set upon my head a chaplet
of the black oak leaves. De Keradd drew from his belt the maul and put it in my hand. | shrank from its
touch and dropped it. He picked it up and closed my fingers around it. | tried to unclose them and could
not, athough the touch of the maul was loathsome. | raised the maul and looked &t it. It was heavy and
black with age...like the belt...like the chaplet. It was shaped dl of one piece as though carved from the
heart of oak; shaft in center, ends of its massive head blunt.

Themad bennique! The beater in of breasts! Heart crusher! And | knew that its blackness was less from
age than from red baptisms.



My exdtation ebbed. Something deep within me was dirring, tearing at its fetters, whispering to
me...whispering that it had been to stop the beeting of hismaul that | had gone from Carnac long and long
ago to day Dahut...that whatever se | did | must not use the maul...but also that | must go on, go on as |
hed in...lost Y's meet and even steep mysdf in this ancient evil, so that...so that...

De Keradd's face was thrust into mine, mouth snarling, hdl-fire flaming in hiseyes. "You are one with us,
Bearer of the Maul!"

Dahut's hand closed around mine her cheek touched me. The exdtation swept back; the deep revolt
forgotten. But some echo of it remained. | sad:

"I am one with you--but | will not wield the maul." Dahut's hand pressed and my fingers were loosed and
| threw the thing from me.

De Keradel said, deadly: "You do as | command. Pick up the maul.”

Dahut said, sweetly, but with voice as deadly as his own: "Patience, my father. He shdl bear the bowl
and the ewer and do with them asiis prescribed. He shdl feed the fires. Unless he widds the maul of his
own will, it is useless. Be patient.”

He answered her, furioudy: "Once before you betrayed a father for your lover.”
She sad, geadily: "And may again...and if SO what can you do, my father?'

His face writhed; he hdf raised his arm as though to strike her. And then crept into his eyes that same
fear as had shown there on the night we had met when he had spoken of Powers summoned to aid and
obey, and she had added--"or to commeand us."

Hisarm dropped. He picked up the maul, and gave to me the bowl and ewer. He said, sullenly: "Let us
go."

We went out of that room, he on one sde of me and Dahut a the other. Down the stairs we went. A
score of the servants werein the grest hal. All wore the white robes and they held unlighted flambesix.
They sank upon their knees as we approached them. De Keradd pressed upon the wall and a section
did open, reveding wide stone steps winding down and down. Armin am, Dahut and de Keradd and |
trod them, the servants behind us until we faced what seemed to be awall of solid stone. Here again de
Keradel pressed, and a part of the wall raised dowly and slently like a curtain.

It had masked a portd to a vast chamber hewn out of the solid rock. Through the porta stole a
penetrating pungent odor, and from beyond it came the murmur of many voices. The light thet filled it was
dm but crystd clear--like a forest twilight. There were a hundred or more men and women facing us, and
thelr eyes wide pupiled and blank--rapt--looking into another world. But they saw us. There were
cubides dl around the cavern, and others came out of them, women who carried babies in their arms,
women a whose skirts children dung. Babies and children were wide-eyed too, smdl faces rapt and
impassve, dreaming. And men and women wore that ancient dress.

De Keradd raised the maul and shouted to them. They answered the shout and rushed toward us,
throwing themsdves upon their faces as we drew near; crawling to and kissng my fedt, the feet of de
Keradd, the dim and sandaled feet of Dahut.

De Keradd began a chant, low voiced, vibrant--archaic. Dahut joined him, and my own throat
answered...in that tongue | knew and did not know. The men and women lifted themsdves to ther knees.
They joined, full throated, in the chant. They lifted themsdves to ther feet and stood swaying to its



cadence. | studied them. They were gaunt faced and old, most of them. Their garb was what | had
known in ancient Carnac, but their faces were not those of Carnac's sacrifices.

There was aglow inther breasts, over thar hearts. But in too many it was dim and yellowed, flickering
toward extinction. Only in the babies and the children was it clear and steady.

| sad to de Keradd: "Too many are old. The fire of life is dim within them. The essence of life which
feeds the wicks runs too low. We need younger sacrifices-those in whom the fire of lifeis strong.”

He answered: "Does it matter--so long as there islife to be eaten?”
| said, angrily: "It does matter! We mug have youth. Nor are these of the old blood.”

He looked at me for the firg time since | had refused to pick up the maul. There was cdculation in the
gdowing eyes, and satisfaction and approva. He looked a Dahut, and | saw her nod to him, and she
murmured: "I am right, my father...he is one with us, but...patience."

De Keradd sad: "We dhdl have youth--later. All we need of it. But now we mug do with wha we
have.

Dahut touched my hand, and pointed. At the far end of the cavern a ramp led up to another door. She
sad:

"Time goes--and we mugt do with what we have now."

De Kerade took up the chant. We walked, the three of us, between the ranks of swaying, chanting men
and women. The servants with the flambeaux fdl in behind us and behind them trooped the snging
sacrifices. We ascended the ramp. A door opened smoothly. We passed through it into the open arr.

De Keradd stepped ahead; his chanting fuller voiced; chdlenging. The night was cloudy and thin wisps of
fog eddied around us. We crossed a broad open sretch and entered a grove of great oaks. The oaks
sighed and whispered; then their branches began to toss and ther leaves soughed the chant. De Kerade
rased hismaul and saluted them. We passed out of the oaks.

For an ingant ancient time and this time and dl times redled around me. | stopped my chanting. | said,
grangled: "Carnac--but it cannot be! Carnac was then...and thisis now!"

Dahut's am was around my shoulders, Dahut's lips were upon mine she whispered: "There is no
then...there isno now...for us, beloved. And you are one with us"

Yet 4ill | stood and looked; while behind me the chanting became ever fanter, fdtering and uncertan.
For there was a levd space before me over which great monaliths marched, not leaning nor fdlen as at
Carnac now, but lifting straight up, defiant, asin Carnac of old. Scores of them in avenues like the spokes
of atremendous whed. They marched and circled to the gigantic dolmen, the Cairn, that was their heart.
A crypt that was truly an Alkar-Az...greater than that which | had known in mogt ancient Carnac...and
among and between the standing stones danced the wraiths of the fog...the fog was a huge inverted bowl
covering the Cairn and the monoliths. And againg the standing stones leaned shadows...the shadows of

Dahut's hands touched my eyes, covered them. And abruptly dl strangeness, dl comparisons of memory,
were gone. De Keradd had turned, facing the sacrifices, roaring out the chant, black maul raised high,
the symbols on black belt and cincture dancing like quicksiver. | raised the bowl and ewer and roared
the chant. The fdtering voices gathered strength, roared out to meet us. Dahut's lips were again on
mine..."Beoved, you are one with us”



The oaks bent and waved their boughs and shouted the chant.

The servants had lighted their flambeaux and stood like watching dogs on the fringes of the sacrifices. We
entered the fidd of the monoaliths. In front of me strode de Keradel, maul hdd high, raised to the Cairn as
the priest raises the Host to the Altar. Dahut was beside me, Snging...anging...her golden sckle uplifted.
Thicker grew the walls of the great inverted bowl of the fog above and around us; and thicker grew the
fog wraiths dancing among and drding the monaliths. Darker became the shadows guarding the standing
stones.

And the sacrifices were drding the monoliths, dancing around them in the ancient measures as though
hand in hand with the fog wraiths. The servants had quenched ther torches, for now the corposants had
begun to glimmer over the standing stones. The witch lights. The lamps of the dead. Fantly a first, but
growing ever stronger. Glimmering, shifting orbs of gray phosphorescence of the grayness of the dead.
Decaying lights, and putrescent.

And now | stood before the great Cairn. | looked into its vault; empty; untenanted--as yet. Louder was
the chanting as the sacrifices danced between and around the monaliths. Coming ever closer. And more
lividy gleamed the corposants, lighting the path of theGatherer.

The chanting muted, became a prayer, an invocation.. The sacrifices pressed upon me, Swaying,
murmuring, rapt eyes intent upon the Cairn...and seeing--what?

There were three stones close to the entrance to the chamber of the Cairn. The middle one was a dab of
granite, longer than atdl man, and a about where the shoulders of a man lying upon it would be there
was a rounded ridge of stone like a pillow. It was stained--like the maul; and the stains ran down its
ddes. At its left was another stone, lower, squat, hollowed shdlowly and channded at its lower end as
though to let some, liquid escape from it. And at the right of the long dab was a more deeply hollowed
stone black with fire.

There was a curious numbness cregping through me; a queer sense of detachment as though a part of me,
and the mogt vitd part, were sepping asde to watch some play in which another and less important sdf
was to be an actor. At the sametime, that lesser part knew perfectly wel what it had to do. Two of the
white robed servants handed me smdl bunches of twigs, amdl bundles of leaves, and two black bowlsin
which were ydlow crystds and lumps of resinous gum. With the twigs | built the fire on the blackened
dtar as the ancient rites prescribed...well did | remember how the priests of Y's had made thet fire before
the Alkar-Az a Carnac...

| struck the flint, and as the twigs blazed | cast on them leaves and crystds and gums The srangdy
scented smoke arose and wound around us and then went streaming into the Cairn as though sucked by
asrong draft.

Dahut glided past me. There was awomean close by with a child in her arms. Dahut drew the child from
her, unresgting, and glided back to the squat dtar. Through the smoke | caught the flash of the golden
sckle, and then de Keradd took the black bowl and ewer from me. He set them benegath the gutter of
the squat dtar. He gave them to me, and they were filled...

| dipped my fingers into the bowl and sprinkled what filled it over the threshold of the Cairn. | took the
ewer and poured what it held from sde to Sde of that threshold. | went back to the dtar of the fire and
fed it from red hands.

Now de Keradel was sanding at the squat dtar. He raised a amdl body in his ams, and cat it into the
Carn. Dahut was beside him, rigid, golden sickle upraised--but the sickle was no longer golden. It was
red...like my hands...



The smoke from the sacred fire swirled between and around us.

De Keradd cried a word--and the chant of the prayer ended. A man shambled from the sacrifices, eyes
wide and unwinking, face rapt. De Keradel caught him by the shoulders, and ingantly two of the servants
threw themsalves upon this man, tore off his dothing and pressed him naked down upon the stone. His
head fdl behind the stone pillow--his chest Srained over it. Swiftly de Keradel pressed upon a spot on
the neck, and over the heart, and under the thighs. The sacrifice lay limp upon the dab...and de Keraddl
began to beat upon the naked lifted breast with the black maul. Sowly at fird..then faster and
faster...harder...to the ancient prescribed rhythm.

There was a dvilling of agony from the man on the stone. As though fed by it, the corposants flared
wanly. They pulsed and waned. The sacrifice was Slent, and | knew that de Keradel had pressed fingers
agang his throat...the agony of the sacrifice mugt not be articulate Snce agony that is voiceless is hardest
to bear, and therefore most acceptable to the Gatherer...

The maul crashed down in the last stroke, splintering ribs and crushing heart. The smoke from the fire
was swirling into the Cairn. De Keradel had raised the body of the sacrifice from the dab...held it high
over his head...

He hurled it into the Cairn, while fast upon itsfdl came the thud of a smdler body, hurled after it...
From the hands of Dahut! And they were stained red and dripping--like my own.
He gave them to me, and they were filled...

There was a buzzing within the Cairn, like hundreds of carrion flies. Over the Cairn the fog blackened. A
formless shadow dropped through the fog and gathered over the Cairn. It had no shape, and it had no
placein space. It darkened the fog and it squatted upon the Cairn--yet | knew that it was but a part of
Something that extended to the rim of the gdaxy of which our world is a mote, our sun a spark...and
beyond the rim of the gdaxy...beyond the universe...beyond, where there is no such thing as space.

It squatted upon the Cairn, but it did not enter.

Again the golden sickle flashed in the hand of Dahut; and again de Keradd filled the ewer and the bowl
and gave them to me. And again, numbly, | walked through the smoke of the dtar fire and sprinkled the
red drops from the bowl into the Cairn, and poured the red contents of the ewer from sde to sde of its
threshold.

De Keradel hdd up the black meul, and cried out once more. A woman came out of the sacrifices, an
old woman, wrinkled and trembling. The acolytes of de Keradel stripped her, and he threw her upon the
stone...and swung the black maul down upon her withered breasts...and again and again...

And he svung her body up and out and through the portal of the Cairn...and others came running to
him...and them he dew with the black maul...no longer black but dripping crimson...and hurled them into
the Cain...

The squatting darkness on the Cairn was no longer there. It had seeped through the great stones that
roofed it, but dill its shadow stained the fog reaching up and up like a black Fillar. The chamber of the
Carn was thick with the Blackness. And the smoke from the dtar fire no longer clothed Dahut and de
Keradd and |, but streamed sraight through into the Cairn.

The buzzing ceased, dl sound died everywhere, a slence that was like the slence of space before ever a
aun was born took its place. All movement ceased. Even the drifting fog wraiths were mationless.



But | knew that the formless darkness within the Cairn was aware of me. Was aware of me and weighing
mewith a thousand eyes. | fdt its awareness, malignant--cruder beyond measurement than even human
crudty. Its awareness streamed out and flicked over me like tiny tentacles...like black butterflies testing
mewith their antennae.

| was not afraid.

Now the buzzing began again within the Cairn, risng higher and higher until it became a faint, sustained
whigpering.

De Keradd was kneding a the threshold, ligening. Besde him stood Dahut, ligening...sckle in
hand...sckle no longer golden but red...

There was a child upon the squat dtar, crying--not yet dead...
Abruptly the Cairn was empty...the fog above it empty of the shadow...the Gatherer gone.

| was marching back between the standing stones, Dahut and de Keradel besde me. There were no
corposants over the monaliths. The flambeaux flared in the hands of the servants. Behind us, chanting and
swaying, danced those who were left of the sacrifices. We passed through the oaks, and they were slent.
The curious numbness dill held me, and | ft no horror of what | had seen or of what | had done.

The house was before me. It was srange how its outlines wavered...now misy and unsubgtantid they
seemed...

And now | was in my own room. The numbness that had deadened dl emotiond reactions during the
evocation of the Gatherer was dowly giving way to something else not yet defined, not yet strong enough
to be known. The exdtation which had followed the green drink ebbed and flowed in steadily decreasing
waves. | had an overpowering sense of unredity--I moved, unred, among unred things What had
become of my robe of white? | remembered that de Keradel had stripped it from me but where and
when | could not think. And my hands were clean--no longer red with blood...the blood of ...

Dahut was with me, feet bare, white skin gleaming through a slken shift that hedd no concealment. The
violet fires dill flickered fantly in her eyes. She put her ams around my neck, drew my face down to
hers, set her mouth on mine. She whispered: "Alan...I have forgotten Alain de Carnac...he has paid for
what he did, and heisdying...it isyou, Alan--you that | love..."

| held her in my arms, and within them | felt the Lord of Carnac die. But I, Alan Caranac, was not yet
awake.

My arms closed tighter around her...there was the fragrance of some secret flower of the sea about
her...and there was the sweetness of new-learned or long forgotten evil in her kisses...

CHAPTER XVII. THE BOWL OF SACRIFICE

| awakened as though escaping from some singularly unpleasant dream. | could not remember what the
dream had been, but | knew it had been rotten. It was a sormy day, the surges hammering agang the
rocky shores, the wind walling, and the light that came through the windows was gray. | raised my left
am to look a my watch, but it was not there. Nor was it on the table beside the bed. My mouth was
dry, and my skin was dry and hot. | fdt as though | had been drunk for two days.

Worgt of dl was my fear that | would remember the dream.

| sat up in bed. Something was missing besides my watch--the gun under my armpit--McCann's gun. |



lay back, and tried to remember. There had been a green drink which had sparkled and
effervesced--after that, nothing. There was a fog between the green drink and now. The fog hid what |
feared to have uncovered.

Fog had been in the dream. The pistol had been in the dream, too. When | had taken the green drink |
dill had the gun. There was a flash of memory--after the drink the gun had seemed absurd,
unconsequentia and | had thrown it into a corner. | jumped out of the bed to look for it.

My foot struck againg a black and oval bowl. Not dl black--there were stains dong its sdes, and ingde
it was a viscous scum.

The bowl of sacrificel

Abruptly the fog lifted and there was the dream...if dream it had been...stark and clear in each dread
detail. | recoiled fromit, not only sick of soul but nausested of bodly...

If it had been no dream, then was | damned and trebly damned. If | had not killed, | had acquiesced in
killing. If 1 had not beaten in the breasts of the sacrifices with my own hands, | had not lifted a hand to
save them--and | had fed the fires that were ther funerd torches.

Equdly with Dahut and de Keradel, | had summoned that black and evil Power...equally with them | was
murderer, torturer...thrall of Hel.

What was there to prove it dream? llluson suggested by de Keradd and Dahut while my will lay
quiescent under the spell of the green drink? Desperately out of the damning memories | tried to Sft some
evidence that it had been only dream. There had been the flaing of the ferd phosphorescence in their
eyes—-and in mine. A physologicad peculiarity which man does not commonly possess, nor could any
drink cregte the layer of cdlls which causes it. Nor does humanity bear within its breasts, over its hearts,
perceptible lumens bright in youth and dimmed and ydlow in age. Yet they had glowed in the breasts of
the sacrificed

Nor where except in dream do oaks chant as though ther leafed boughs had voices?
But--there was the blood-stained bowl! Could that materidize from a dream?

No...but de Keradel or Dahut might have placed it there to make me, waking, believe the dream had
been red. And dream or no dream--1 was tainted with their evil.

| got up and searched for the automatic. | found it in the corner of the room where | had tossed it. Well,
that much had been true. | strapped the holster under my arm. My head fdt like a hive, my bran a
honeycomb in and out of which lame bees of thought went buzzing amlesdy. But a cold, implacable
hatred, aloathing of de Keradel and his witch-daughter held steady in the shaken fabric of my mind.

The rain lashed the windows, and the gde cried around the old house. Somewhere a clock struck a
sangle danging note. Whether it was the haf-hour or the full 1 could not tdl. A draight thought struck
through the amless ones. | took a pinch of the leaves out of the holster and chewed them. They were
exceedingly bitter, but | swallowed them--and dmost ingantly my head was clear.

There was no usein hunting out de Keradel and killing him. In the first place, | could give no red defense
for doing so. Not unless there was a hegp of bodies in the Cairn, and | could open the cavern of the
paupers. | had not the dightest belief that | could find that cavern or tha there would be any bodies.
Killing de Keraddl would seem the act of a mad man, and for doing so a madhouse would be the best |
could expect. Also, if | killed him, there would yet be the blank-eyed servants to reckon with.



And Dahut...I doubted whether | could shoot down Dahut in cold blood. If 1 did there dill would be the
servants. They would kill me...and | had no especid desre to die. The face of Heen came before
me...and dill lessdid | desire to die.

Also, there was the necessity of knowing whether what | had been visudizing had been dream or redlity.
It was most necessary that | know that.

Someway, somehow, | mugt get in touch with McCann. Whether dream or redity, | must continue to
play the game, not dlow mysdf to be trapped again. At any rate, a fird | must seem to beieve in its
redity; convince de Keradel that | did so believe. For no other reason could he or Dahut have left the
bowl beside my bed.

| dressed, and picked up the bowl and went downgtairs, holding it behind me. De Keradel was a the
table, but the Demoisdlle was not. | saw that it was alittle after one. He looked up a me, sharply, as| sat
and sad: "l trust you dept wel. | gave order that you should not be disturbed. It is a desolate day, and
my daughter deeps late”

| laughed: " She should--after lagt night.”

He asked: "What do you mean?"

"No need to fence longer with me, de Keraddl," | answered, "after last night.”
He asked, dowly: "What do you remember of lagt night?'

"Everything, de Keradd. Everything--from your convincing disquisition upon the dark begetting of life its
darker ddivery, its darkest evolution--and the proof of it in what we summoned to the Carn.”

He sad: "You have dreamed.”
"Did | dream this?'

| set the stained bowl upon the table. His eyes widened; he looked from it to me and back again to the
bowl. He asked: "Where did you find that?'

| answered: "Beside my bed. When | awoke not long ago.”
The veins upon his temples swelled and began to throb; he whispered: "Now why did she do that..."

| sad: "Because she iswiser than you. Because she knows | should be told the truth. Because she trusts
m"

He sad: "As once before she trusted you--and to her cost and to her father's.”

"When | was Lord of Carnac,” | laughed. "The Lord of Carnac died lagt night. She told me 0.
He looked a me, long: "How did the Lord of Carnac die?"

| answered, brutdly: "In your daughter's arms. And now she prefers—-me.”

He pushed back his chair, walked to the window and stared out at the driving rain. He came back to the
table and sat quietly down: "Caranac, what did you dream?”

| sad: "A waste of time to answer that. If it was a dream, you dictated it, and therefore know. If it was
no dream, you were there."



He sad: "Neverthdess, | ask you to tdl me"

| studied him. There was something strange about this request, made gpparently inal sncerity. It threw a
totaly unexpected monkey-wrench of doubt into the ample machinery of my deductions. | sparred for
time

"After I've eaten," | answered.

Not once while | breskfasted did he speak to me nor, when | looked a him, were his eyes on me. He
seemed deep in not paticulaly plessant thoughts. | tried to fish the monkey-wrench out of my
caculaions. His surprise and anger when | produced the bowl had seemed genuine. If so, then obvioudy
he had not put it beside me. Therefore it was not he who had wished to awaken my memory--either of
dream or redlity.

Then it must have been Dahut. But why should she want me to remember if her father did not? The only
answer seemed to be that they were in conflict. Yet it might mean something ese, far wider reaching. |
had respect for de Keradd's mentdity. | did not believe he would ask me to tdl hm something he
dready knew. At least not without a reason. Did his question meen that he had taken no part in the
summoning of the Gatherer? That there had been no sacrifices...that dl had been illuson...and that he had
taken no part in the cregtion of theilluson?

That dl had been the work of Dahut done?

But wait! Might it not dso mean that the green drink, after it changed me into what | had become, had
aso been supposed to make me forget? And that for some reason | had been partly immune to its effect?
That now de Keradel wanted to know to what extent it had failed...to compare my memories with what
he knew had occurred?

Y e there was the bowl...and twice | had seen fear in his eyes when Dahut had spoken to him...and what
was therift between the pair...and how could | take advantage of it?

Could anyone except Dahut have left beside me the sacrificid bowl...any thing...

| heard the voice of Radston changing to the buzzing of a fly..I heard Dick's voice aying out to
me...Beware, beware of Dahut...give me release...from the Gatherer...Alan.

And the room darkened as though the dripping clouds had grown heavier...or had filled with shadows...
| sad: "Dignissthe servants, de Keradd. 'l tdl you."

And when he had done so, | did tdl him. He listened without interrupting, expresson unchanged, pale
eyes now glandng out of the windows, now fixed on mine. When | was through, he asked, amiling:

"Do you think it dream--or red?"
"Thereisthis-" | threw the stained bowl on the table,
He took it, and examined it, thoughtfully. He said:

"Let usfird assume your experiences were red. Under that assumption, | am sorcerer, warlock, priest of
evil. And | do not like you. Not only do I not like you, but I do not trust you. | am not deceived by your
apparent conversion to our ams and purposes. | know tha you came here only because of your fear of
what might befdl your friendsif you did not. In short, | am fully aware of my daughter's command to you,
and what led up to it. | could get rid of you. Very easly. And would, were it not for one obstacle. My



daughter's love for you. In awakening those memories which were her most ancient mother's in Ys...in
resolving her into that ancient Dahut...obvioudy | could not pick and choose among her memories. They
mug, for my purposes, be complete. | mus revive them dl. Unfortunatdly, the Lord of Carnac was in
them. Most unfortunately she met you, whose ancient father was that same Lord of Carnac. To destroy
you would mean a complete and most probably abortive rearrangement of dl my plans. It would infuriate
her. She would become my enemy. Therefore you--continue to be. Is thisplan?'

"Admirably 0, | said.

"What then--dtill assuming | am what you think--am | to do? Obvioudy, make you particeps criminis A
partner in my crimes. You cannot denounce me without denouncing yoursdlf. | give you a certain drink
which deadens your inhibitions againg this and that. You become particeps ciminis Hepless to
denounce, unless you want the same hdter around your neck as would encircle mine. Doubtless" he
sad, courteoudy, "dl this has occurred to you.”

"It has™ | answered. "But | would like to put a few questions to you--in your character of sorcerer,
warlock, priest of evil--assumed or otherwise, of course.”

"Inthat character,” he said gravey, "ask."

"Did you bring about the deeth of Raston?"

"I did nat," he said. "My daughter did. It is she who commands the shadows."
"Was the shadow which whispered him to his death--red ?"

"Red enough to cause his death,” he replied.

"You become ambiguous,” | said. "l asked wasit red?'

He amiled: "Thereis evidence that he thought s0."

"And the other three?'

"Equdly as red. It was the unexpected linking of those cases by Dr. Bennett that prompted our vist to
Lowel...an exceedingly unfortunate vist, | repeat, snce it resulted in my daughter meeting you. The
admisson, Caranac, isinmy character of warlock, only.”

"Why, in that character, did you kill them?'

"Because we were temporarily in need of funds. You will recdl there was difficulty in getting gold out of
Europe. We had killed many times before--in England, in France, and otherwhere. Dahut needs
amusement--so do her shadows. And they mus feed--now and then.”

Could he be speaking truth--or was he playing with me? | said, coldly, hoping to bomb him out of his
cam:

"You profit wel by your daughter's whoredom."

He laughed outright at thet: "What is whoredom to one who is warlock, sorcerer, and priest of evil?'
"Those who marched lagt night to the Cairn--till assuming these sacrifices redlity--the paupers--"
He interrupted me: "Pauperst Why do you cdl them that?"



Now | laughed: "Aren't they?' He recovered his poise: "Always under the same conditions of response,
the mgority of them, yes. And now you would ask me how |--collected--them. That, my dear Caranac,
was remarkably smple. It involved only the bribing of an orderly or two, the adminigering to the paupers
of a certain drug, a little whispering to them by my daughter's shadows, ther dipping away under the
guidance of those shadows to where my boat lay waiting for them. And they were here--and very happy
to be here | assure you...between sacrifices”

He asked, suavdy: "Have | given tangible form to the vaguest of your suspicions, hardened into certainty
those not so vague? Is not dl this credible conduct for a sorcerer and his witch-daughter?!

| did not answer. He sad:

"Speeking 4ill in this capacity, my dear Caranac, assuming that you leave here, tdl this story to others,
bring down upon me man's law--what would happen? They would find no sacrifices, either dead in the
Cairn or dive in the Cavern. There would be no Cavern. | have provided for dl that. They would find
only a pesceful scientist, one of whose hobbies is to reproduce Carnac in minigure. He would show
them his ganding stones. His entirdy charming daughter would accompany and entertain them. Y ou--if
you were here--would be merdy a lunatic dissonance. Whether you were here or not--what would
happen to you thereafter? You would not die...but very heartily would you wish to die...if mind enough
remained to formulate awish."

Hislips were amiling, but his eyes were pade blueice "l am ill speaking as sorcerer, of course.”

| asked: "Why did you come here for your experiment, de Keradel? Could you not have carried it on
better in Carnac, before the ancient Cairn--the path to which the Gatherer knew wdl?'

He answered: "All paths are known to the Gatherer. And how could | have had freedom to open that
ancient path in aland where memory il lingers? Where could | have gotten the sacrifices--or carried on
the ritual without interruption? It was not possible. Therefore | came here. Where the Gatherer is
unknown--as yet."

| nodded; that was reasonable enough. | asked, bluntly:

"What do you expect to gan?'

Helaughed: "You are too naive, Caranac. That | will not tdl you."
Anger and remorse swept away my caution; | sad:

"Youll never have my aid againin that black work, de Keradd."

"Sol" he said, dowly. "So! And so | thought. But | will not need you again, Caranac. The rapprochement
last night was dmogt perfect. So perfect...that | may not even need...again...Dahut.”

He had said that last musingly, more as though seding by words a secret thought than spesking to me.
And once more | had the feding of dissenson between the two...and fear of Dahut driving him...driving
hmto what?...

He leaned back and roared laughter; his eyes and lips both laughing, without mdice or evil.

"Thet is one sSde of the matter, Dr. Caranac. And now | give you the other Sde, the commonsense side. |
am an able psychiatrigt, and adventurous. | am an explorer, but not of the jungles nor the deserts of this
world. | explore the brains of men, which are thousands of worlds. Mogtly, | admit, they are disressngly
gmilar; yet now and then there is one auffidently different to judify the labor of exploration. Let us



suppose thet | have heard of you--as a matter of fact, Caranac, | know the history of your family better
than you do yoursdf. Still, | have no desire to meet you until | read your interview in the case of this
Raston, whom | knew not & dl. It arouses my curiosity, and | decide to explore--you. What is my best
approach without exdting your suspicions? The most favorable, unguarded entrance into the particular
territory of your bran which | wish to survey? | read that you are a friend of Dr. Bennett, who has
interesting ideas upon the deeth of this same Rason and others. | read that he is with Dr. Lowdl, a
brother psychiatrist upon whom | have long been intending to call. So | do cdl upon him, and what more
natura that | should receive a dinner invitation for mysdf and my daughter. And, as | expect, there are
you and Dr. Bennett.

"Veay wdl, then. You are a connoisseur of warlocks, a sudent of sorcery. | turn the conversation in that
direction. You have spoken to the pressmen of shadows, and to my ddight | find that Dr. Bennett is
obsessed by the same idea. Better dill, he is hdf-convinced of sorcery's redity. You two are s0
thoroughly en rapport that not only do | find entrance to your mind doubly easy, but his dso open to me”

He paused as though inviting comment. | made none. Something of the amiability faded from his face. He
sad: "l have cdled mysdf an explorer of minds, Caranac. | can cut my trails through them even as other
explorers cut thers through the jungles. Better. Because | can control the--vegetation.”

Agan he paused, and when again | made no comment, asked with edge of irritation: "You understand
me?'

| nodded: "I follow you perfectly.” | did not add that not only did | follow him but was a bit ahead of
him...a thought was forming in my mind.

He sad: "l now suggest to you--in my character of psychiatrist, Caranac, not of sorcerer--that my whole
experiment has been centered upon awakening those memories which have come down to you from
ancestors who did make sacrifices to a Demon-god. Those very sacrificesin which last night it seemed to
you that you participated. That what you thought you saw upon the Cairn and within the Cairn was the
imege of that Demon-god the imaginations of your ancestors created long centuries ago...that, and
nothing more. | suggest that from the moment we met, little which has seemed redlity to you has been
whally so--a tapestry of dark ancestrd memories and innocent redlities of which | have been the weaver.
Thereisno Gatherer...there are no cregping Shadows...no hidden lar beneath this house. My daughter,
who shares in my experiments, is in truth what sometimes she has seemed to you to be...a woman of
today's world, sophisticated, certainly, but no more witch nor harlot than the Helen you cdled your
antique coin. And findly, that you are a guest here, only. No prisoner, and under no compulsion to
remain other than your own imagination—-gimulated, as | have admitted, by my own passon for
research.”

He added with barely discernible irony: "And my daughter's.”

Now it was | who walked to the window, and stood with my back to him. Absently, | noted that the rain
had stopped and the sun was bresking through the clouds. He was lying--but in which of his two
interpretations were the lies the fewer? No sorcerer could have set the stage of Dahut's towers in New
York and Y's, nor have directed my experiences there, red or imagined; nor been fugleman to what had
happened after the rites of last night. Only a sorceress could have managed those things.

Also, there were other weak spots to that second explanation. But the one indissoluble rock on which it
split was that McCann, flying over this place, had dso seen the corposants, the rotting lights of the
dead...had seen the black and formless shape squeatting upon the Cairn...glimpsed figures weaving among
the standing stones before the fog had covered dl.



Which of the two dtories did de Keradel want me to believe? Which was it better for me to pretend to
believe? That he had never redly trusted me, | knew. Was this a sort of Lady or the Tiger trap? Which
door ought | open?

The thought that had been forming in my mind grew clear. | turned to him with what | hoped was the
precise mixture of chagrin and admiration. | said:

"Frankly, de Keradd, | don't know whether to be disgppointed or relieved. After dl, you know, you did
take me up on the mountain and show me the kingdoms of Earth, and a part of me rgjoiced exceedingly
a the prospect and was perfectly willing to sgn over to you. If a tenderer part is set a ease because it
was mirage, dill the sterner part wishesit had been true. And | am divided between resentment that you
should make me the subject of such an experiment, and admiration for your perfect workmanship.”

| sat down and added, cardlesdy: "I take it that now you have made everything plain, the experiment is
ended.”

The pae blue eyes dwet upon me he answered, dowly: "It is ended--so far as | am concerned.”

Wl did | know it wasn't, and wdl did | know | was as much a prisoner as ever; but | lighted a cigarette,
and asked: "l suppose, then, | am free to go whenever | choose?"

"An unnecessary quedtion,” the pae eyes narrowed, "if you have accepted my commonsense
interpretation of your experiences.”

| laughed: "It was an echo of my sarvitude to you. One does not so quickly fed himsdf free of such
fetters of illuson as you forge, de Keradel. By the way, I'd like to send atelegram to Dr. Bennett.”

"l am sorry," he said, "but the sorm has broken the wire between us and the village"

| said: "l am sure it has. But what | would like to wire Dr. Bennett is that | like it here, and intend to
remain aslong as | an welcome. That the matter in which we have been so interested has been explained
to my complete satisfaction, and to drop it. That there is nothing for him to worry about, and that | will
amplify dl thislater by letter."

Pausing, | looked him draight in the eyes. "We would collaborate in that |etter--you and 1."

He leaned back, apprasing me with expressonless face, but | had not missed the flicker of astonishment
when | had made my proposal. He was nibbling at the bait, dthough he had not yet swalowed it. He
asked:

“Why?

"Because of you," | said, and walked over to him: "De Keraddl, | want to stay here. With you. But not as
one held by ancestra memories. Not by an imagination stimulated or guided by you or your daughter.
Nor by suggestion nor sorcery. | want to stay here wide-awake and dl mysdf. Nor have the charms of
your daughter anything to do with that desire. | care little for women, de Keradel, except for the naked
lady they name Truth. It is because of you, soldy because of you, thet | want to Say."

Agan he asked: "Why?'

But he had taken the bait. His guard had dropped. Every symphony has its chord, and every chord its
dominant note. So has every man and every woman. Discover that note, and learn just how and when to
sound it--and man or woman is yours. De Keradel's dominant was vanity--egotism. | struck it heavily.



"Never, | think, has a de Carnac named a de Keradel--Master. Never asked to St at a de Keradd's feet
and learn. | know enough of the histories of our clans to be sure of that. Well, it has come to pass. All my
life | have sought to lift Truth's vell. | think you can do that, de Keraddl. Therefore--I would stay."

He asked, curioudy: "Which of my two stories do you bdieve?!
| laughed: "Both and neither. Otherwise would | deserve to be your acolyte?!

He said, dmogt widfully: "I wish I could trust you...Alain de Carnac! There is much that we could do
together."

| answered: "Whether you trust me or do not, | cannot see how I, being here, can harm you. If | should
disappear or, for example, appear to have killed mysdf or seem to have gone insane...that, of course,
might harm you."

He shook his head, absently; with a chillingly convincing indifference: "'l could be rid of you very eesly,
de Carnac and there would be no necessity of explanations, but | wish | could trust you."

| sad: "If you have nothing to lose by it--why not?"
He said, dowly: "l will."

He picked up the bowl of sacrifice in his hands, and weighed it. He dropped it on the table. Stretching
both hands out toward me but without touching me, he did with them that to which, knowing what was in
my heart againg him, | could not respond. It was an immemoarialy ancient gesture, a holy gesture that had
been taught to mein Tibet by alamawhose lifel had saved...and the way de Keradel made that gesture
defiled it, dthough it dill held within it the obligation...an obligation beyond life

Dahut saved me. A sudden flood of sunshine poured into the room. She came through toward us. If
anything could have made me believe without reservation, de Keradd's second and commonsense
verson it would have been Dahut waking through that sunshine. She had on her riding breeches and
boots, and a sea green sk shirt that just matched the color of her eyes, and a beret on her siver gilt hair
that was exactly the same green. Coming through the sunshine toward me like this, she knocked de
Keradel and everything else out of my head.

She sad: "Hdlo, Alan. It's cleared. Let's take a canter.”

She saw the bowl of sacrifice. Her eyes dilated so that | could see the whites both above and below
them...and how the orchid hdl sparks danced...

De Keradd's face whitened. Then comprehenson came into it...a warning, a message, darted from him
to her. The Demoisdlles lids dropped, the long lashes swept her cheeks. All thisin a it second. | said,
cadesdy, as though | had observed nothing:

"Fne Il change my clothes."

| had known damned well that de Keradel hadn't put that bowl of sacrifice besde me. Now | knew just
as damned wdl that Dahut hadn't, ether.

Then who had?
| stepped into my room...again | seemed to hear the buzzing...Alan, beware of Dahuit...
Maybe the shadows were going to be kind to me again.



CHAPTER XVIIlI. THE HOUNDS OF DAHUT

Whatever the mystery of the bowl, Dahut's invitation was a break | hadn't hoped for. | got into my riding
togs with haste. | had the idea that the conversation between her and her father would not be entirdy
amicable, and | didn't want her to have time to change her mind about that galop. Probably | would not
be able to get to the village, but | ought to be able to make the rock where the patient fishermen waited.

| wrote a note to McCann: "Be at the rock tonight from deven until four. If | don't show up, be there
tomorrow night between the same hours. Same holds for night after tomorrow. If you then haven't heard
from me, tdl Ricori | say to use his own judgment.”

Ricori should have landed by then. And if by then | had not been able to get a message to McCann, it
would meen that | wasin atight corner--if, indeed, | wasin any shape to be in any corner whatsoever. |
banked upon Ricori's resourcefulness and ruthlessness as adequate to meet de Keradd's own. Also, he
would act swiftly. | wrote the note in duplicate, Snce after dl | might be able to get to the village | put
onein atwo ounce bottle, stoppering it tightly. The other | put it my pocket.

| went downgtairs whigling, giving artless warning of my approach. | went into the room as though | had
not a care nor a suspicion in the world. Nor was | entirdy acting; | did have a heady sense of dation;
somewhat like that of a fighter who has logt round after round with an opponent whose style has been
devadtatingly unfamiliar, but who suddenly gets the key to it and knows he can mest it.

The Demoisdle was standing beside the fireplace, switching a her boots with her quirt. De Keradd was
dill at the table's head, scrunched down a bit, more olid than | had seen him. The bowl of sacrifice was
nowhere in Sght. The Demoisdlle was rather like a beautiful wasp; De Keraddl a quite smdl Gibratar
repdling ings. | laughed as that comparison came into my head.

Dahut sad: "You are gay.”
| said: "Indeed | am. Gayer than--" | looked at de Keradd "-than | have been for years.”

She did not miss that look, nor his faint answering amile. She said: "Let us go. You are sure you will not
join us, my father?'

De Keradd shook his head: "I have much to do."

We went out to the stables. She took the same leggy bay, and | the roan. For a time she rode a little
ahead of me, dlent; then dropped back. She said: "You are as gay as though you rode to meet a loved
woman."

| sad: "'l hope to meet her. But not on this ride, Dahut.”
She whigpered: "Isit--Helen?'

"No, Dahut--athough Helen has many of her attributes.”
"Who is she?'

"You don't know her very wel, Dahut. She wears no clothes, except a vel over her face. Her name is
Truth. Y our father has promised me to lift her vell."

She reined closer; grasped my wrist: "He promised that--to you?'

| said, casudly: "Yes. And he rather more then intimated that he need not cdl you in to assgt.”



"Why do you tdl methis?* Her fingers tightened on my wrigt.

"Because, Dahut, | am exceedingly anxious to meet this naked lady Truth with no vel over her face. And
| have a feding that unless from now on | answer dl questions with perfect candor, our megting will be
delayed.”

She said, dangeroudy: "Do not play with me. Why did you tdl me that?'

"l am not playing with you at dl, Dahut. | am only being bluntly honest. So much so that | will give you
my secondary reason.”

"And thet?'
"Divide-and rule" | answered.
She stared a me, uncomprehendingly.

"They tdl agtory inIndig” | said. "It isone of their jatakas or animd fables. Tiger Queen and Lion King
could not agree. Their enmity upset the jungle. At last they made a bargain. They were to St on the pans
of abalance suspended just over a pool filled with crocodiles. The heavier one obvioudy would drop into
the water, to the ddight of the crocodiles. Tiger Queen and Lion King sat on the scaes. Each weighed
exactly the same. But an ant had hidden himsdf mid-beam with a grain of sand in his mandibles. 'Ho!" he
cried. 'Who bids? And whét is bid? Thus he cried, this humble ant, to Tiger Queen and Lion King. And
agran of sand in his mandibles was life or death to one of them.”

Dahut asked, bregthlesdy: "Which lived?'
| laughed: "The story does not say."

She knew what | now meant, and | watched the color creep into her cheeks and the sparks dance in her
eyes. She dropped my wridt. She sad:

"My father istruly pleased with you, Alan.”
"I think you told me that once before, Dahut--but no gayety followed."

She whispered: "And | seem to have heard you spesking like this before...and there was no gayety
thereafter for me..." Again she grasped my wrist:

"But | am not pleased, Alan."
"l am sorry, Dahut.”
She said: "Despite his wisdom, my father is rather ingenuous. But | am not.”

"Hne" | sad, heartily. "Nor am 1. | loath ingenuousness. But | have not as yet observed any navete
about your father."

Her grip upon my wrigt tightened: "This Helen...now much does she resemble the naked but veled lady
of your quest?"

My pulse legped: | could not help it; she fdt it. She said, sweetly: "You do not know? You have had no
opportunity, | take it, for...comparison.”

There was mercilessnessin the rippling of the little waves of her laughter: "Continue to be gay, my Alan.



Perhaps, some day, | shdl give you that opportunity.”

She tapped her horse with her crop, and cantered off. | ceased feding gay. Why the devil had | dlowed
Heen to be brought into the talk? Not choked mention of her off at the beginning? | followed close
behind Dahut, but she did not look at me, nor speak. We went dong for a mile or two, and came out on
that haunted meadow of the crouching bushes. Here she seemed to regain her good-humor, dropped
back besde me. She sad:

"Divide-and rule. It isawise saying, that. Whose isit, Alan?'
| said: "So far as | know, some old Roman's. Napoleon quoted it."

"The Romans were wise, very wise. Suppose | told my father that you had put this thought into my
heed?'

| sad, indifferently: "Why not? Yet if it has not dready occurred to him, why forearm him agangt
yoursdf?'

She said, thoughtfully: "You are strangely sure of yoursdf today.”

"If I am," | answered, "it is because there is nathing but the truth in me. So if there are any questions upon
the tip of your lovdy tongue whose truthful answers might offend your beautiful ears--do not ask them of
me"

She bent her head, and went scudding over the meadow. We came to the breast of rock which | had
scaed on our fird ride. | dropped from my horse and began to dimb. | reached the top, and turning, saw
that she, too, had dismounted and was looking up a me, irresolutely. | waved to her, and sat down upon
the rock. The fishing boat was afew hundred yards away. | threw a stone or two idy into the water, then
flipped out the amdl bottle in which was the note to McCann. One of the men stood up, stretched, and
began to pull up the anchors. | cdled out to him: "Any luck?'

Dahut was ganding beside me. A ray of the setting sun struck the neck of the amdl bottle, and it glinted.
She watched it for a moment, looked at the fishermen, then at me. | said: "What is that? A fish?" And
threw a stone at the glint. She did not answer; stood studying the men in the boat. They rowed between
us and the bottle, turned the breast of rock and passed out of sght. The bottle ill glinted, risng and
fdling in the swell.

She hdf lifted her hand, and | could have sworn tha a ripple shot across the water sraight to the bottle,
and an eddy caught it, sending it swirling toward us.

| stood up, and caught her by the shoulders, raised her face to mine and kissed her. She dung to me,
quivering. | took her hands, and they were cold, and helped her down the breast of rock. Toward the
bottom, 1 lifted her in my arms and carried her. | set her on her feet beside her horse. Her long fingers
dipped around my throat, haf-grangling me she pressed her lipsto minein akiss that left me breathless.
She leaped on the bay and gave it the quirt, mercilesdy. She was off over the meadow, swift as a racing
shadow.

| looked after her, supidly. | mounted the roan...

| hesitated, wondering whether to ascend the breast again to see if McCann's men had come back and
retrieved the bottle. | decided I'd better not risk it, and rode after Dahut.

She kept far ahead of me, never looking back. At the door of the old house she flung hersdf from the
back of the bay, gave it a litle dap, and went quickly in. The bay trotted over to the stables. | turned



across the fidd and rode into the grove of oaks. | remembered it so wdl that | knew precisely when |
would reach its edge and face the monaliths.

| reached the edge, and there were the ganding stones, a good two hundred of them lifting up from a
ten-acre plain and hidden from the sea by a pine thatched granite ridge. They were not gray as they had
been under fog. They were dained red by the setting sun. In their center squatted the Cairn, sullen,
enigmatic, and evil.

The roan would not pass the threshold of the grove. He raised his head and sniffed at the wind and
whinnied; he began to shiver and to swest, and the whinny grew shrill with fear. He swerved and svung
back into the oaks. | gave him his head.

Dahut sat at the head of the table. Her father had gone somewhere in the yacht and might not return that
night, she had said...| wondered, but not aloud, if he were collecting more paupers for the sacrifices.

He had not been there when | had come in from the ride. Nor, until | had sat down at the table, had |
seen Dahut. | had gone up to my room and bathed and dressed leisurdy. | had set my ear to the tapestry
and had searched again for the hidden spring; and had heard and found nothing. A kneding servant had
announced that dinner was ready. It interested me that he did not address me as his Lord of Carnac.

Dahut wore a black dress, for the firg time since | had met her. There wasn't much of it, but what there
was showed her off beautifully. She looked tired; not wilty nor droopy, but in some odd fashion like a
sea flower that was at its best at high tide and was now marking time through the low. | fdt a certain pity
for her. She raised her eyes to mine, and they were weary. She sad:

"Alan, do you mind--1'd rather talk commonplaces tonight.”

Inwardly, | smiled a that. The Stuation was somewhat more than piquant. There was o little we could
tak about other than commonplaces that wasn't loaded with high explosive. | approved of the suggestion,
fedingin no mood for explosons. Nevertheless, there was something wrong with the Demoisdlle or she
would never have made it. Was she afraid | might bring up that matter of the sacrificia bowl, perhaps--or
wasit that my talk with de Keradel had upset her. Certainly, she had not liked it.

"Commonplacesitis” | said. "If brains were sparks, mine tonight wouldn't even light a match. Discussion
of the weather is about the limit of my intdligence”

She laughed: "W, what do you think of the weether, Alan?'

| sad: "It ought to be abolished by Conditutiond amendment.”

"And what makes the weether?'

"Jugt now," | answered, "you do--for me"

She looked a me, somberly: "I wish that were true--but take care, Alan."
"My mistake, Dahut,” | said. "Back to the commonplace.

She sghed, then smiled--and it was hard to think of her as the Dahut | had known, or thought | had
known, in her towers of Ysand New Y ork...or with the golden sickle red in her hand...

We stuck to commonplaces, dthough now and then perilous pits gaped. The perfect servants served us
with a perfect dinner. De Keradel, whether scientist or sorcerer, did himsdf wel with his wines. But the
Demoisdle ate little and drank hardly &t dl, and steadily her languor grew. | pushed aside the coffee, and



sad:
"The tide must be on the ebb, Dahut."
She draightened, and asked, sharply:

"Why do you say that?"'

"I do not know. But dways you have seemed to me of the sea, Dahut. | told you so that night | met you.
So why should your spirit not rise and fal with the rise and fdl of the tides?’

She arose, airuptly, and her face was colorless "Good-night, Alan. | am very tired. Seep--without
dreams.”

She was out of the room before | could answer her. Why had that mention of the tides brought about
such changein her, forced her to flight--for flight that swift, departure had been? | could find no answer.
A clock gtruck nine. | sat at the table for a quarter-hour more, the blank-eyed servants watching me. |
stood up, yawning. | amiled drowsly a the butler and said to imin the Breton:

"Tonight | deep.”

He had been among the van of those who with their flambeaux had herded the sacrifices. He bowed low,
no dightest change of expression to betray that he sensed the true significance of what | had said. He hed
the curtains open for me, and | fdt his gaze upon me as | dowly went up the stairs to my room.

| paused for amoment in the hall and looked out the window. There was a rack of thin clouds over the
sky, hdf-veiling the moon, now a few nights past its full. It was a dimly luminous night, and a very dlent
one. There were no shadowsin the wide, old-fashioned hdl--whispering and rugtling. | entered my room,
undressed and went to bed. It was close to ten.

An hour went by while | lay there feigning deep. Then that for which | had been waiting happened.
Someone was in the room, and by the faint strange fragrance | knew it was Dahut, and that she stood
close beside my bed. | fdt her bend over me and ligen to my breathing; then her fingers, light as the
touch of a moth, upon the pulse in my neck and upon the pulse in my wrist. |1 Sghed, and turned, and
seemed to dnk again in degpest dumber. And | heard her sgh, and fdt a touch upon my cheek that was
not of fingers. The fragrance stole away, soundlesdy. Yet | knew Dahut had paused before the tapestry,
ligening. For long minutes she stood there, and then there was the faintest of clicks, and | knew that she
had gone.

Nevertheless, | waited until the hands upon my watch-face pointed to eleven before | dipped out of bed,
and drew on breeches, shirt, dark swesater, and sneakers.

The driveway to the house ran sraight to the guarded gates, amile and ahdf away. | did not believe this
was patroled, and | purposed to falow it to within haf amile of the gates, strike off to the left, reach the
wal and skirt it to the rock where McCann would be awaiting me. True, the keeper of the inn had said
the breast could not be scaled from the water, but | had no doubt McCann would find a way. | should
make it in haf an hour, essly.

| stepped out into the hal, crept to the head of the stairs, and looked down. A faint light was burning, but
there was no Sgn of servants. | stole down the gtairs and reached the front door. It was unlocked and
unbolted. | closed it behind me and merged into the shadow of a rhododendron, getting my bearings.

Here the driveway made a wide curve, unprotected by shrubbery. The scud had thinned and the moon
was far too bright, but once the loop was crossed, there would be cover from the trees that bordered the



road. | waked across the loop and gained the shdter of the trees. | waited a good five minutes,
watching. The house remained dark, no lights from any window; no ir nor sound. | set off dong the
roadway.

| had covered aftrifle under my milewhen | came to a narrow lane angling to the left. It was fairly sraight,
what | could see of it in the watery moonlight. It struck in the generd direction of the rock, and promised
not only a shorter cut but a safer way. | took it. A few score yards and the trees ended. The lane
continued, but bordered with scrub and bushes jugt too high for me to look over and far too dense for
me to see through.

A hdf mile of this, and | began to have an acutdy disagreeable feding of being followed. It was an
extraordinary unpleasant fedling--as though that which followed was peculiarly loathsome. And suddenly
it was at my back--reaching out to me? | wheded, snatching the gun from the holster.

There was nothing behind me. The lane stretched dimly back, and empty.

My heart was pumping as though | had been running, the backs of my hands and my forehead wet with
sweet and | fdt adirring of nausea. | fought it down and went on, gun in hand. A dozen steps, and again
| fdt the sedthy approach--coming closer, closer, closer..faster and fadter...sweeping upon me. |
mastered panic impulse to run, and whedled again--and again saw only empty lane.

| pressed my back againg the bushes, and sdled dong, watching the path | had traversed.

Now there was furtive movement in the scrub that lined the lane; movement as of things flitting through
the bushes to the measure of my steps, watching me, gloating upon me; and there were rudlings and
whigperings and thin obscene pipings as though they talked of me as | sdled on and on, legs trembling,
nausea growing, and fighting, fighting at every step that panic desire to fling awvay my gun, cover my eyes
withmy arms lest | see the things-—-and run and run.

The lane ended. Step by step | backed away from it until | could no longer hear the rustlings and the
pipings. But dill there was movement in the bushes and | knew the things watched me from them. |
turned and saw that | was on the edge of the haunted meadow. Sinister enough it had seemed by day,
but it had been gay to what it was now, by night, under the scud-veiled, waning moon. It was desolate,
unutterably desolate, and the bushes that had seemed like crouching men were now bent souls chained
for eternity to that desolation, in irrevocable despair.

| could not cross that meadow unless | did it quickly. | could not go back through the piping things. |
began to run sraight across the meadow, toward the wall.

| was athird over it when | heard the baying of the hounds. It came from the direction of the house, and
invaluntarily | stopped, ligening. It was not like the cry of any pack | had ever heard. It was sustained,
walling, ineffably mournful; with the thin unearthly quality of the obscene pipings. It was the desolation of
the meadow given voice.

| stood, throat dry, every hair prickling, unable to move. And nearer drew the howling, and nearer.

The lane spewed shadow shapes. They were black under the moon and they were like the shadows of
men, but of men deformed, distorted, changed into @bominable grotesques within a workshop in Hell.
They were--foul. They spread fan-wise from the mouth of the lane and came legping, skipping, flittering
over the meadow; squattering in the crouching bushes, then flinging themsdlves out again, and as they ran
they mewed and squeaked and piped. There was one with bloated body like a mongtrous frog thet came
hopping toward me and legped croaking over my head. There was another that touched me as it
passed--a shadowy thing with long and twisted ape-like arms, dwarfed legs and head the dze of an



orange et upon athin and writhing neck. It was not dl shadow, for | fdt its touch, gossamer as the wing
of amath, thin as migt--but palpable. It was undean, a defilement, a horror.

The baying of the dogs was close, and with it a tattoo of hoofs, the drumming of a strong horse,
galloping.

Out of the lane burst a great black gdlion, neck outstretched, mane flying. Upon his back rode Dahut,
ash-gold hair greaming loose in the wind, eyes flaming with the violet witch-fire. She saw me, and raised
her whip and screamed, reining in the ddlion so that he danced, forefeet high in ar. Agan she
screamed, and pointed to me. From behind the gdlion poured a pack of huge dogs, a dozen or more of
them, like staghounds...like the great hounds of the Druids.

They raced down upon me like a black wave...and | saw that they were shadowy, but in the blackness of
their shadows red eyes gleamed with the same hell-fires that were in Dahut's. And behind them thundered
the gdlion with Dahut--no longer screaming, her mouth twisted into a square of fury and her face no
woman's but a fiend's.

They were dmost upon me before my pardyss broke. | raised the automatic and shot draight at her.
Before | could press trigger again, the shadow pack was on me.

Like the thing that had touched me, they, too, had substance, these shadow hounds of Dahut. Tenuous,
misty--but materid. | staggered under their ondaught. It was as though | fought againgt bodies made of
black cobwebs, and | saw the moon as though it were shining through a black vell; and Dahut upon the
ddlion and the desolate meadow were dimmed and blurred as though | looked through black cobwebs.
| had dropped my gun and | fought with bare hands. Ther touch had not the vileness of the ape-armed
thing, but from them came a strange and numbing cold. They tore a me with shadowy fangs, tore a my
throat with red eyes burning into mine, and it was as though the cold poured into me through their fangs. |
was weskening. It was growing harder to breathe. The numbness of the cold had my arms and hands so
that now | could only feebly sruggle againg the black cobwebs. | dropped to my knees, gasping for
bregth...

Dahut was down from the gdlion and | was free from hounds. | stared up at her and tried to stagger to
my feet. The fury had gone from her face, but init was no mercy and out of its whiteness the vidlet flames
of her eyes flared. She brought her whip down across my face: "A brand for your firs treechery!" She
lashed. "A brand for your second!” A third time again. "A brand for thistime™

| wondered, dazedly, why | did not fed the blows.

| felt nothing; dl my body was numb, as though the cold had condensed within it. Sowly it was cregping
into my brain, chilling my mind, freezing my thought. She said: " Stand up.”

Sowly, | arose. She leaped upon the gdlion's back. She sad: "Raise your left am.” | lifted it, and she
noosed the lash of the quirt around my wrig like a fetter.

She sad: "Look. My dogs feed.”

| looked. The shadow hounds were coursing over the meadow and the shadow things were running,
hopping from bush to bush, squesking, piping in terror. The hounds were chasang them, pulling them
down, tearing a them.

She sad: "You, too, shdl feed!”
She cdled to her dogs and they I€ft their kills and came coursing to her.



The cold had crept into my brain. | could not think. 1 could see, but what | saw had little meaning. | had
no will, except hers.

The gdlion trotted away, into the lane. | trotted at its side, held by the fetter of Dahut's lash, like a
runaway dave. Once | looked behind. At my heds was the shadow pack, red eyes dlinting in ther
bodies murk. It did not matter.

And the numbness grew urtil dl | knew was that | was trotting, trotting.

Then even that last fant fragment of consciousness faded away.
CHAPTER XIX." CREEP, SHADOW!"

There was no feding in my body, but my mind was awake and dert. It was as though | had no body. The
icy venom from the fangs of the shadow hounds sill numbed me, | thought. But it had cleared from my
brain. | could see and | could heer.

All that | could see was a green twilight, as though | lay deep in some ocean abyss looking upward
through immense spaces of motionless, crystal-clear green water. | floated deep within this motionless
seg, yet | could hear, far above me, its waves whispering and Snging.

| began to rise, floating up through the depths toward the whispering, Snging waves. Ther voices became
clearer. They were snging a strange old song, a sea-song old before ever man was...anging it to the
measured chime of tiny bells struck dowly far benesth the sea...to measured tap, tap, tap on drums of
red royd cord deep benesth the sea...to chords struck softly on harps of sea-fans whose grings were
mauve and violet and crocus ydlow.

Up | floated and up, until song and drum besat, chimes and sghing harp chords blended into one...The
voice of Dahuit.

She was close to me, and she was dnging, but | could not see her. | could see nothing but the green
twilight, and that was fast darkening. Sweet was her voice and pitiless...and wordless was her song
except for its burden...

" Thirgt, Shadow! Hunger, Shadow! Creep, Shadow--creep!”

| strove to spesk and could not; strove to move and could not. And dill her song went on...only its
burden plain...

" Hunger, Shadow, feed only where and when | bid you! Thiret, Shadow...drink only where and when |
bid you! Creep, Shadow creep!”

Suddenly | fdt my body. First as atingling, and then as a leaden weight, and then as a wrenching agony. |
was out of my body. It lay upon awide, low bed in a tapestried room filled with rosy light. The light did
not penetrate the space in which | was, crouching a my body's feet. On my body's face were three
crimson welts, the marks of Dahut's whip, and Dahut stood a my body's head, naked, two thick braids
of her pale gold hair crossed between white breasts. | knew that my body was not dead, but Dahut was
not looking at it. She was looking at me...whatever | was...crouched at my body's fest...

"Creep, Shadow...creep...creep...creep, Shadow...creep...”

The room, my body, and Dahut faded--in that precise order. | was cregping, cregping, through darkness.
It was like cregping through a tunnd, for solidity was above and below and on each sde of me and at
ladt, as though reaching a tunnd's end, the blackness before me began to gray. | crept out of the



darkness.

| was a the edge of the stlanding stones, on the threshold of the monaliths. The moon was low, and they
stood black agandt it.

There was an eddy of wind, and like a leef it blew me among the monaliths. | thought: What am | to be
blown like alesf inthe wind! | fdt resentment, rage. | thought: A shadow's rage!

| was beside one of the danding stones. Dark as it was, a darker shadow leaned againg it. It was the
shadow of a man, dthough there was no man's body to cast it. It was the shadow of a man buried to the
knees. There were other monaliths near, and againg each of them leaned a man's shadow...buried to the
knees. The shadow closest to me wavered, like the shadow cast by a wind-shaken candle flame. It bent
to me and whispered: "You havelifel Live, Shadow and save ud"

| whispered: "I am shadow...shadow like you...how can | save you?'

The shadow againg the stlanding stone swayed and shook: "Y ou have life. kill..kill her..kill him..."
The shadow on the stone behind me whispered: "Kill...her.. firgt."

From dl the monaliths rose a whisper: "Kill...kill..kill..."

There was a stronger eddy of the wind, and on it | was whirled like a lesf dmog to the threshold of the
Carn. The whigpering of the shadows fettered to the drding monaliths grew locust dhill, beeting back
the wind that was whirling me into the Cairn...shrilling a barrier between the Cairn and me...driving me
back, out of thefidd of the monaliths...

The Cairn and the monaliths were gone. The moon was gone and gone was the familiar earth. | was a
shadow...in aland of shadows...

There were no stars, no moon, no sun. There was only a fantly luminous dusk which shrouded a world
dl wan and ashen and black. | stood done, on a wide plan. There were no perspectives, and no
horizons. Everywhere it was as though | looked upon vast screens. Yet | knew there were depths and
distances in this strange land. | was a shadow, vague and unsubstantial. Yet | could see and hear, fed
and taste, | knew that because | clagped my hands and fdt them, and in my mouth and throat was the
bitter taste of ashes.

Ahead of me were shadow mountains, stacked againg each other like gigantic dices of black jade;
lamdlar; didinguishable from each other only by ther varying darknesses. It seemed that | could reach
out a hand and touch them, yet | knew they were far and far away. My eyes—-my sight--whatever it was
that functioned as sght in this shadow that was |, sharpened. | was ankle deep in somber, shadowy grass
starred by amdl flowers that should have been gay blue instead of mournful gray. And shadowy livid lilies
thet should have been golden and scarlet swayed inawind | could not fed.

| beard above me a thin trilling, plantively sweet. Shadowy birds were winging over me toward the
digant mountains. They passed...but the trilling lingered...shaped itsdf into words into the voice of Daht.

... Hunger Thirg!

My way was toward the mountains--the shadowy birds had pointed it. | had a swift moment of rebelion,
| thought: 1 will not take it. Thisisilluson. Here | stay...

Thevoice of Dahut, pitiless Learn whether it is not redl!



| began to walk, through the somber grass, toward the black mountains.

There was a muted beat of hoofs behind me. | turned. A shadowy horse was driving down upon me, a
great gray destrier, armored. The shadow who rode it was armored, the shadow of a big man, wide of
shoulder and thick of body; unvisored, but chan-mailed from neck to fet, in his belt a battle-axe and
across his shoulders a long two-edged sword. The destrier was close, yet the sound of its hoofs was
fant, like digant thunder. And | saw that far behind the armored man raced other shadowy horsemen,
leaning forward over the necks of smdl steeds. The armored man drew up his horse besde me, looked
down a me with fant glint of brown eyesin shadowy face.

"A stranger! Now by Our Lady | leave no straggler in the path of the wolves | draw! Up, Shadow...up!”
He siwung an arm and lifted me; threw me astride the destrier behind him.

"Hold fast!" he cried, and gave the gray horse the spur. Swiftly it raced, and soon the dices of the black
mountains were close. A defile opened. At its mouth he stopped, and looked back, made gestures of
derigon and laughed: "They cannot catch us now..."

He muttered: "Siill, I do not know why my horse should be so weary."

He stared a me from shadowy face: "I do know...you have too much of life, Shadow. He who casts you
isnot...dead. Then what do you here?’

He twisted, and lifted me from the horse, and set me on the ground, gently.

"Sed" he pointed to my breast. There was a filanet of gligening slver, fine as the finest cobweb,
floating from it...sretching toward the ravine as though pointing the way | mugt take...as though it came
from my heart...as though it were unwinding from my heart...

"You are not dead!" Shadowy pity was in his regard. "Therefore you mugt hunger...therefore you must
thirg...until you feed and drink where the thread leads you. Half-Shadow--it was a witch who sent me
here, Berenice de Azlais, of Languedoc. But my body has long been dust and | have long been content to
feed on shadow fare. Long dugt, | say and so suppose...but here one knows no time. My year was 1346
of Our Lord. What year was yours?'

"Nigh 9x centuries after,” | said.
"S0 long...s0 long," he whispered. "Who sent you here?!
"Dahut of Ys™"

"Queen of Shadows! Well, she has sent us many. | am sorry, Haf-Shadow, but | can carry you no
further."

Suddenly he dapped his sides, and shook with laughter: "Sx hundred years, and 4ill 1 have my lemans.
Shadowy, 'tis true--but then so am |. And 4ill | can fight. Berenice--to you my thanks. St. Francis...let
Berenice heredfter toast less hatly in Hel, where without doubt sheis”

He leaned and clapped me on the shoulder: "But kill your witch, Half-brother--if you can!”

He rode into the ravine. | followed in his wake, waking. Soon he was out of sght. How long | walked |
did not know. It was true that there was no timeinthisland. | passed out of the ravine.

The black jade mountains were paisades drding a garden filled with the pdlid lilies In its center was a



deep black poal inwhich floated other lilies, black and slver and rusty-black. The pool was walled with
jet...

It was there that | fdt the firgt bite of the dreadful hunger, the firs pang of the dreadful thirdt...

Upon the wide jet wall lay seven girls dull slver shadows...and exquiste. Naked shadows...one lay with
chin cupped in misy hands, glint of deepest sgpphire blue eyes in shadowy face...another sat, dipping
dender feet in the black of the pool, and her hair was blacker than its waters, black spume of blacker
waves, and as fine...and out of the black mig of her hair eyes green as emerdds but soft with promise
glanced a me...

They arose, the seven, and drifted toward me. One said: "He has too much of life”
Anocther said: "Too much...yet not enough.”

A third said: "He mudt feed and drink...then come back, and we sl see

Thegirl whose eyes were sgpphire blue, asked: "Who sent you here, Shadow?"

| said: "Dahut the White. Dahut of Ys"

They shrank from me "Dahut sent you? Shadow--you are not for us. Shadow--pass on."
| sad: "l am weary. Let me rest here for awhile”

The green-eyed girl said: "Y ou have too much of life. If you had none you would not be weary. Only fife
grows weary."

The blue-eyed gifl whispered: "And lifeis only weariness."

"Nevertheless, | would rest. Also | am hungry, and | thiret.”

"Shadow with too much of life...thereis nothing here that you can eat...nothing here that you can drink.”
| pointed to the poal: "I drink of that."

They laughed: "Try, Shadow."

| dropped upon my bely and thrust my face toward the black water. The surface of the pool receded as
| bent. It drew back from my lips...it was but the shadow of water...and | could not drink...

..Thirgt, Shadow...drink only when and where | bid...
The voice of Dahut!

| sad to the girls "Let me rest.”

They answered: "Reg."

| crouched upon the rim of jet. The siver girls drew away from me, clustered, shadowy arms entwined,
whispering. It was good to rest, dthough | fdt no desire to deep. | sat, hands dasping knees, head on
breast. Londinessfdl upon me like a garment; loneliness rained upon me. The girl whose eyes were blue
dipped to my side. She threw an am around my shoulders, leaned againg me



"When you have fed...when you have drunk...come back to me"

| do not know how long | lay upon the rim of jet around the black pool. But when at last | arose the girls
of tarnished slver were not there. The armored man had said there was no time in this land. | had liked
the armored man. | wished that his horse had been strong enough to carry me wherever he had been
going. My hunger had grown and so had my thirst. Again | dropped and tried to Sp of the pool. The
shadow waters were not for me,

Something was tugging at me, drawing me on. It was the Slver filament and it was shining like a thread of
living light. | walked out of the garden, following the thread...

The mountains were behind me. | was threading my way through a vast marsh. Spectra rushes bordered
aperilous path, and in them lurked shadow shapes unseen but hideous. They watched me as | went, and
| knew that here | must go carefully lest a misstep give me to them. A mig hung over the marsh, a gray
and dead mig that darkened when the hidden things furtively raised themsdves...or fled ahead to crouch
beside the path and wait my coming. | fdt their eyes upon me--cold, dead, mdignant.

There was a ridge feathered with ghodly ferns behind which other shadowy shapes lurked, pushing and
crowding againg each other, fallowing me as | threaded my way through the spectral rushes. And a
every step more woeful became my loneliness, more torturing my hunger and my thirs.

| passed the marsh and came out upon a dim path that quickly widened into a broad highway which,
wavering, stretched across an illimitable and cloudy plain. There were other shadow shapes upon this
highway...shapes of men and women, old and young, shapes of children and of animas...out no shape
inhumen or unearthly. They were like shapes formed of heavy fog...of frozen fog. They flittered and
loitered, ran or stood forlorn...singly, in groups, in companies. And as they went by, or overtook me or |
overtook them, | fdt tharr gaze upon me. They seemed of dl times and of dl races, these shadow falk.
There was alean Egyptian priest upon whose shoulder sat a shadowy cat that arched its back and spat
soundlesdy a me...three Roman legionaries whose round, dosefitting helmets were darker stains upon
their heads and who raised shadowy arms in the ancient sdlute as they strode past...there were Greek
warriors with hedms from which shadow plumes streamed, and shadowy women in litters carried by
shadow daves...and once a company of litle men went by on shaggy slent ponies, spectra bows a
backs, dant shadowy eyes dlinting a me...and there was the shadow of a child that turned and trotted
besde me for a space, reaching up its hands to the dender filament that was leading me...dragging
me...where?

The road went on and on. It became ever more thronged with the shadow people, and | saw that many
more were going my way than againgt me. Then a my right, out upon the vaporous plain, a wan light
began to glow...phosphorescent, funered..like the glimmer of the corposants, the lights of the
dead...among the monaliths...

It became a haf-moon that rested upon the plain like a gigantic gateway. It sent a path of ashen light
across the plain, and from the highroad into that path, the shadow people began to stream. Not al--one
that tarried paused beside me, gross of body, with plumed and conical hat and cloak that streamed and
wavered inawind | could not fed, as though by it his gross body were being whipped in tatters.

He whispered: "The Eater of Shadows eats from aful board.”

| echoed, thinly: "The Eater of Shadows?"

| fdt his gaze upon me, intent. He tittered in a voice like the rusling of rotting, poisonous leaves.
"Heh-heh-heh...a virginl New born into this delectable world! You know nothing of the Eater of



Shadows? Heh-heh-heh...but he is our only form of Degth in this world, and many who weary of it go to
him. This you do not yet fully perceive, snce he has not made himsdf manifes. They are fools" he
whispered, vicoudy. "They should learn, as | have learned, to take ther food in the world from which
they came. No shadow-food...no, no, no...good flesh and body and soul...soul, heh-heh-heh!™

A shadowy hand snatched at the shining filament, and recoiled, twising as though seared...the gross
shadow cringed and writhed as though in agony. The rudling voice became a vile high whining: "You are
going to your marriage feadt...going to your marriage bed. You will have your own table...a far table of
flesh and blood and soul...of life. Take me with you, bridegroom...take me with you. | can teach you so
much! And my price isonly afew crumbs from your table...only the smalest share in your bride..."

Something was gathering in the doorway of the haf-moon; something forming upon its glimmering
asurface...fathomless black shadows were grouping themsalves into a gigantic, featureless face. No, it was
not featureless, for there were two apertures like eyes through which the wan phosphorescence shone.
And there was a shapeless mouth which gaped while awrithing ribbon of the dead light streamed out of it
like atongue. The tongue licked among the shadows and drew them into the mouth, and the lips closed
on them then opened again, and again the tongue licked ouit...

"Oh, my hunger! Oh, my thirst and hunger! Take me with you, bridegroom to your bride. There is 0
much | can teach you for such alittle price..."

| struck at that gibbering shadow and fled from its dreadful whispering; fled with shadowy arms covering
my eyes to shut out vison of that vague and dreadful face.

...Hunger, Shadow...feed only where and when | bid. Thirst, Shadow...drink only where and when |
bid!...

And now | knew. | knew where the siver filament was dragging me, and | tore a it with shadowy hands,
but could not bresk it. | tried to run back, againg it, and it sivung me around, dragging me inexorably on.

| knew now whét the evil, tittering shadow had known...that | was on my way to food and drink...to my
marriage feast...to my bride...

Helen!
It was on her body and blood and life my hunger was to be appeased, my thirst daked.
Upon Helen!

The shadow-land lightened. It became cryddline. Heavier, blacker shadows thrust themselves within it.
These steadied, and the land of shadows vanished.

| wasin an old room. Hden was there, and Bill and McCann, and aman | did not know; alean and dark
man with thin, ascetic face and snow-white hair. But wait...that must be Ricori...

How long had | been in shadow-land?

Thar voices came to me as a low humming, their words an unintdligible drone. | did not care what they
were taking about. My whole being was focused upon Helen. | was sarving for her, famishing for her...I
mug eat and drink of her...

| thought: If | do...she mudt die!
| thought: Let her die...]| must eat and drink...



She raised her head, sharply. | knew that she was aware of me. She turned and looked draight a me.
She saw me...I knew that she saw me. Her face whitened...then grew pitiful. The amber-gold of her eyes
darkened with a wrath in which was complete comprehension...then became tender. Her little rounded
chin hardened, her red mouth with its touch of the archaic became inscrutable. She arose and sad
something to the others. | saw them rise, daing a her increduloudy--then search the room with thar
eyes. Except Ricori, who looked draight at her, stern face softened. And now words shaped themsdlves
from the low humming of their voices. | heard Helen say:

"I fight Dahut. Give me an hour. | know what | am doing--" a wave of color spread over her face
"-believe me, | know."

| saw Ricori bend and kiss her hand; he raised his head and there was iron assurance in the look he gave
her..."And | know--win, Madonna...or if you lose, be sure that you shdl be avenged.”

She waked from the room. The shadow that was | crept after her.

She walked updtairs, and into another room. She turned on lights, hesitated, then locked the door behind
her. She went to the windows and drew down the curtains. She held her arms out to me:

"Can you hear me, Alan? | can see you...fantly ill, but more plainly than below. Can you hear me? Then
cometo me"

| quivered with desire for her...to eat and drink of her. But the voice of Dahut was in my ears, not to be
disobeyed--Eat and drink...when | bid you.

| knew that the hunger must grow stronger, the thirst more consuming, before | could be loosed from that
command. This so that only dl the life of Helen could appease the hunger and dake the thirst. So that
feading, drinking...| killed her.

| whispered: "I hear you."
"I hear you, darling. Come to me"

"I cannot come to you--not yet. My thirg and hunger for you must grow grester...so that when | come to
you--you die"

She dimmed the lights, raised her arms and loosed her hair so that it fdl in shining red-gold ringlets dmost
to her waist. She asked: "What keeps you from me? From me who loves you..from me whom you
love?'

"Dahut...you know that."

"Beloved--1 do not know that. It is not true. None can keep you from meif | truly love you and if you
truly love me. Both are true...and | say to you come to me, beloved...take me”

| made no answer; | could not. Nor could | go to her. And more ravenous grew the hunger, more
maddening the thirg.

She sad: "Alan, think only that. Think only that we love. That none can keep us from each other. Think
only that. Do you understand me?"

| whigpered: "Yes" And tried to think only that while the hunger and the thirg for her...for the life of
her...were two starved hounds graning at the leash.



She sad: "Darling, can you see me? See me dlearly?’
| whispered: "Yes™
She sad: "Then look...and come to me"

She raised her arms again, and dipped from her dress; drew off dippers and stockings. She let fadl from
her the dlken sheeth that remained. She stood facing me, dl lovey, dl desirable, whally human. She
threw back her hair uncovering her white breasts...her eyes were golden pools of love that held no
shame...

"Take me, beloved! Eat and drink of me"

| strained againg the fetters that held me--strained againgt them as a soul led up from Hdl to the gates of
Paradise would dtrain to break its bonds and enter.

"She has no power over you. None can keep us apart...come to me, beloved.”
The fetters broke...| wasin her arms...

Shadow that | was, | could fed her soft ams around me...fed the warmth of her breast pressng me
closer, closer...fed her kisses on my shadowy lips. | merged with her. | ate and drank of her...of her
life...and fdt her life sreaming through me...mlting the icy venom of the shadow hounds...

Rdeasng me from the shadow bondage...
Rdeasng me from Dahut!

| stood beside the bed looking down on Heen. She lay, white and drained of life, hdf covered by her
red-gold hair...and was she dead? Had Dahut conquered?

| bent shadowy head to her heart and lisgened and could hear no beat. Love and tenderness such as |
had never known throbbed from me and covered her. And | thought: This love must surdy be stronger
then death...must give back to her thelife | have taken...

And ill | could not hear her heart...

Then despair followed the pulse of that love. And on its wake a hate colder then the venom of the
shadow hounds.

Hate against Daht.
Hate againg the warlock who caled himsdf her father.
Hate implacable, relentless, remorsaess againgt both.

That hate grew. It merged with the life | had stolen from Helen. It lifted me. Upon its wings | was rushed
away...away from Helen...back through the shadow-land...

And awakened...shadow no more.
CHAPTER XX. THE LAST SACRIFICE

| lay upon a wide low bed in a tapestried room where an ancient lamp burned with a dim rose light. It
was Dahut's room from which she had sent me forth as shadow. My hands were crossed upon my



breast, and something bound my wrigs. | raised them and saw twined tight around them the
witch-fetters—-a twisted thread of pale-gold hair, the hair of Dahut. | broke them. My ankles were
crossed and bound with the same fetters, and these | broke. | swung from the bed. Around me was a
robe of the soft white cotton, a robe like that | had worn to the sacrifices. | tore it from me with loathing.
There was amirror over the dressing table--on my face were the three marks of Dahut's whip-branding,
no longer crimson but livid.

How long had | been in the shadowy |land? Long enough to dlow Ricori to return--but how much longer?
More important, what time had elapsed snce Helen? A clock showed close to deven. But was this ill
the same night? It might not be--shadow time and shadow space were dien. | had seemed to cover
immense distances, and yet | had found Helen just outside de Keraddl's gates. For | was sure that that
old room had been in the house McCann had taken.

And clearly, this return of mine had not been expected by Dahut--at least not so soon. | reflected grimly
that | always seemed to be a little ahead of schedule so far as Dahut and her father were concerned...|
reflected much more grimly that it had never advantaged me greetly. Nevertheless, it must meen that her
dark wisdom had its limits-that there had been no shadowy spies to whisper to her my escape...that she
believed me dill under her sorceries; il obedient to her will; ill held back by her command until my lust
for Helen had grown strong enough to kill when loosed...

Might that not aso mean her purpose had failed...that 1oosed too soon | had not killed...that Helen was
dive?

The thought was like strong wine. | walked to the door and saw that the heavy insde bars were down.
How could they have been dropped, since only | was in the room? Of course...I was Dahut's prisoner,
and she wanted no tampering with my body when she was not beside it. She had barred the door and
made use of the secret opening into my room to come and go. Quite evidently she had consdered the
bars safe from my helpless hands. | lifted them cautioudy, and tried the door. It was unlocked. | opened
it as cautioudy, dowly, and stood peering out into the hdl, ligening.

It was then | firg fet the unease, the trouble, the fear, of the old house. It was filled with fear. And with
wrath. It came to me not only from the shadowed hdl, but from dl of the house. And suddenly it seemed
to be aware of me, and to focus itsdlf upon me, frantically...as though it were trying to tdl me why it was
troubled and raging and afraid.

So sharp was the impression that | closed the door, let one of the bars fdl, and stood with my back to it.
The room was unhaunted, unafraid, and shadowless, the faint rose light penetrating to every corner...

The house invaded the room, driving to make coherent to me what it was tha troubled it. It was as
though the ghosts of dl those who had lived and loved and died there were in revolt...gppalled by
something about to happen...something execrable, abhorrent...an evil something that had been conceived
in the old house while its ghosts had watched, impotent to prevent...and now were appeding to me to
abort.

The house trembled. It was atremor that began far beneath it and throbbed up through every timber and
stone. Ingantly that which had feared and had appealed to me withdrew; sweeping down to the source
of the trembling--or so it seemed to me. Again the house trembled. Trembled in actudity, for the door a
my back quivered. The trembling increased and became a shuddering under which the solid old
hand-hewn joigts creaked and groaned. There followed a distant, rhythmic thudding.

It ceased, and the old house quivered, then seemed to settle, and again the joists cracked and groaned.
Then a sunned slence...and again the ghodts of the old house were around me, outrage in ther wrath,



panicin ther fear, crying, crying to me to hear them...to understand them.

| could not understand them...I walked to the window, and crouched there, peering out. It was a dark
night, sultry and oppressive. There was a flashing of lightning from far beneeth the horizon and fant
digant rumbling of thunder. | went quickly about the room looking for some weapon, but could find
none. My intention was to get into my room, clothe mysdf and then hunt down Dahut and de Keradel.
Precisely what | was going to do after | found them | did not know--except to end their sorceries. Al
confuson as to whether these were sorceries or super-illusons was gone. They were evil redities
bdonging to a dark wisdom evilly used...none should be alowed to live to widd this evil power...and
they were swiftly mounting to some dreadful dimax which must be thwarted at any cost...

The ghogis of the old house were silent--1 had gotten their message at last. They were slent, but they had
logt none of their fear, and they were watching me. | went to the door. Some obscure impulse made me
pick up the white robe and throw it around me. | stepped out into the hdl. 1t was filled with shadows but
| gave them no heed. Why should |, who mysdf had been a shadow. As | passed, they clustered and
crept behind me. And now | knew that the shadows too were afraid, like the old house...were ainging
before some imminent and dreadful doom...like the ghosts were beseeching meto avert it...

From below came the murmur of voices, then that of de Keradd raised in anger, and following it, the
laughter of Dahut--taunting, mocking, brittle with menace. | dipped to the head of the gairs. The lower
hdll was but dimly lighted. The voices came from the big living room, and that the two were quarreing
was evident, but their words were inaudible. | crept down the gairs and flattened mysdf beside the edge
of one of the heavy curtains which covered the doorway.

| heard de Keradel say, voice now leved and contralled: "I tdl you thet it is finished. There remains only
the lagt sacrifice...which | perform tonight. | do not need you for that, my daughter. Nor after it is done
ghdl | ever need you more. And there is nothing you can do to stop it. The end toward which | have
been working al my life has been reached. He...has told me. Now...He..will become whally manifest
and ascend His throne. And I--" dl De Keradel's egotism was in his voice, colossd, blasphemous--"and
| shdl st beside Him. He...has promised me. The dark power which menin dl ages and in dl lands have
sought--the power which Atlantis dmogt attained and that Y's drew but thinly from the Cairn--the power
for which the medievd world so fegbly groped--that power will be mine. In dl its fullness In dl its
unconquerable might. There was arite none knew, and...He...has taught meit. No, | need you no longer,
Dahut. Yet | am loath to lose you. And...He...isindined to you. But you would have a price to pay."

There was alittle Slence, and then Dahut's voice, very dill:

"And thet price, my father?

"The blood of your lover."

He waited for her answer--as did |, but she made none, and he sad:

"I do not need it. | have pressed the paupers and have enough and to spare. But his would enrich it, and
it would be acceptable to...Him. He...has told me so. It would strengthen His draught. And...He...has
asked for it."

She asked, dowly: "Andif | refuse?’
"It will not save him, my daughter.”

Agan he waited for her to speak, then said with smulated and mdicious wonder: "What--a Dahut of Ys
to hegtate between her father and her lover! This man has a debt to pay, my daughter. An ancient one



gnce it was for one who bore his name an ancestress of yours betrayed another father. Or was it you,
Dahut? It ismy duty to cance that ancient wrong...lest, perchance, it should recur.”

She asked, quietly: "And if | refuse--what of me?' He laughed: "How can | tdl? Now, | an swayed by
nmy fatherly impulses. But when | gt beside..Him..What you may mean to me | cannot know.
Perhaps--nothing.”

She asked: "What shape will He assume?”

"Any or dl. Thereis no shape he cannot take. Be assured that it will not be the inchoate blackness which
the dull minds of those who evoked...Him...by the rites of the Cairn forced upon..Him. No, no--He
might even take the shape of your lover, Dahut. Why not? He...isindined to you, my daughter.”

Now at this my skin grew cold, and the hatred | fdt for him was like a band of hot iron around my
temples, and | gathered mysdf to legp through the curtains and lock my hands around his throat. But the
shadows held me back and whispered, and the ghosts of the old house whispered with them--"Not yet!
Not yet!"

He sad: "Be wise, my daughter. Always this man has betrayed you. What are you with your shadows?
What was Heene with her dolls? Children. Children playing with toys. With shadows and dolld Pass
from childhood, my daughter--give me the blood of your lover."

She answered, musngly: "A child! | had forgotten thet | had ever been achild.”
He made no reply to that. She seemed to wait for one; then said, tranquilly:
"So you ask for the blood of my lover? Well--you shdl not haveit.”

There was the crash of an overthrown chair. | drew the curtain a hair's breadth asde and peered in. De
Kerade stood at the head of the table glaring at Dahut. But it was not the face nor the body of the de
Keradd | had known. His eyes were no longer pae blue...they were black, and his sivery har seemed
black and his body had grown...and long arms reached toward and long taloned fingers clutched a
Dahut.

She threw something down upon the table between her and him. | could not see what it was, but it sped
like a racing, smdl and shining wave draight & him. And he threw himsdf back from it, and stood
trembling, eyes again blue but suffused with blood, and body shrunken.

"Beware, my father! Not yet do you st on the throne with...Him. And | am 4ill of the sea, my father. So
bewarel"

There was a dhuffle of feet behind me. The blank-eyed butler was & my sde. He started to knedl--and
then the vagueness went from his eyes. He sprang a me, mouth opening to cry darm. Before he could
make a sound, my hands were around his throat, thumbs crushing into his larynx, my knee in his groin.
With a strength | had never before known, 1 lifted him by his neck and held him up from the floor. His
legs wrapped round me and | thrust my head under his chin and drew it sharply up. There was a fart
snap and his body went limp. | carried it back dong the hdl and st it noisdessy on the floor. The whole
brief struggle had been soundless. His eyes, blank enough now, stared up a me. | searched him. In his
belt was a sheeth, and in that along, curved, razor-sharp knife,

Now | had a wegpon. | rolled the body under a deep settee, stole back to the living room and peeped
through the curtains. It was empty, Dahut and de Keradel gone.

| stepped back for a moment into the cover of the curtains. | knew now what it was the ghosts of the old



house had feared. Knew the meaning of the trembling and the rhythmic thudding. The cavern of the
sacrifices had been destroyed. It had served its purpose. How had de Kerade put it?...that he had
"pressed the paupers’ and had enough and more than enough blood for the last sacrifice. Incongruoudly,
aline came into my mind--"He is trampling out the wine press where the grapes of wrath are stored...”
Not so incongruous...| thought: De Keradel has trampled out another wine press for the Gatherer's drink.
My blood was to have been mixed with it, but Dahut had refused to let it be!

| felt no gratitude toward her for that. She was a spider who thought her fly securely in her web, and was
resding another spider's attempt to take it from her. That was dl. But the fly was no longer in her web
nor did it owe her for its release. If | fdt increase of hatred for de Keradel, | fdt no decrease of it for
Dahut.

Nevertheless, what | had heard had changed the vague pattern of my vengeance. The design darified.
The shadows were wrong. Dahut must not die before her father. | had a better plan...it came to me from
the Lord of Carnac whom Dahut thought had died in her arms...and he counsded me as he had
counsded himsdf, long and long and long ago in ancient Y's.

| walked up the gtairs. The door to my room was open. | switched on the lights, boldly.
Dahut was ganding there, between me and the bed.

She smiled--but her eyes did not. She waked toward me. | thrust the paint of the long knife toward her.
She stopped and laughed--but her eyes did not laugh. She said:

"You are so0 dusive, my beloved. You have such a gift for disappearance.”

"You have told me that before, Dahut. And--" | touched my cheek "-have, even emphasized it.”

Her eyes migted, welled, and tears were on her cheeks. "You have much to forgive--but so have I, Alan.”
Well, that was true enough.

...Beware...neware Dahtt...

"Where did you get your knife, Alan?'

A practica question that steadied me | answered it as practicdly: "From one of your men whom |
killed."

"'And would kill mewith it--if | came close?'

"Why not, Dahut? Y ou sent me as a shadow into the shadowy land and | have learned its lesson.”
"What was that lesson, Alan?'

"To be merciless”

"But | am not merciless, Alan--else you would not be here”

"Now | know you lie, Dahut. 1t was not you who released me from that bondage.”

She sad: "'l did not mean that...nor do | lie...and | am tempted to try you, Alan..." She came toward me,
dowly. | held the point of the knifein readiness againg her coming. She said:

"Kill meif you want to. | have not much love for life You are dl that | love. If you will not love me--kill



rrell

She was close; so close that the point of the knife touched her breast; she sad: "Thrust--and end it."
My hand dropped.

"I cannot kill you, Dahut!"

Her eyes softened, her face grew tender--but triumph lurked under the tenderness. She rested her hands
on my shoulders; then kissed the whip-welts one by one, saying: "By this kiss | forgive...and by this |
forgive..and by this| forgive..."

She hed her lips up to me "Now kiss me, Alan--and with that kiss say that you forgive me"
| kissed her, but | did not say that | forgave, nor did I.
| let fdl the knife. She trembled in my arms and dung to me and whispered: "Say it...say it..."

| pushed her away from me and laughed: "Why are you so eager for forgiveness, Dahut? What do you
fear that makes my forgiveness so desirable before your father kills me?!

She asked: "How did you know he means to kill you?"

"I heard hm say so when he was mking that pleasant little demand for my blood not long ago.
Bargaining with you for me. Promising you a subgtitute who would be far more satisfactory...” Agan |
laughed..."Is my forgiveness a necessary part of that incarnation?”

She sad, bresthlesdy: "If you heard that, you mugt also know that | would not give you to him."

| lied: "I do not. Just then your servant forced me to kill him. When | was free to resume nmy
eavesdropping--returned, in fact, to cut your father's throat before he could cut mine-you and he had
gone. | supposed the bargain closed. Father and daughter reunited and of one purpose--setting forth to
prepare the funerd meats-mysdlf, Dahut--to furnish forth the marriage tables. Thrift, thrift, Dahut!"

She winced under my mockery; whitened. She said, srangled: "I made no bargain. | would not let him
have you."

She sad: "Because | loveyou.”
"But why this ingstence upon my forgiveness?'
"Because | love you. Because | want to wipe away the past. Begin afresh, beloved...”

For a moment | had the queer feding of double memory; that | had acted this scene before in minutest
detail, had heard the same lines; and redlized | had in that dream of ancient Y's, if dream it had been. And
now, as then, she whispered piteoudy, despairingly: "You will not believe me beloved, what can | do to
make you bdieve!”

| answered: "Choose between your father--and me"

She sad: "But | have chosen, beloved. | have told you..." again she whispered..."How can | make you
bdieve"



| answered: "End his--sorceries.”
She said, contemptuoudy: "I do not fear him. And | no longer fear that which he evokes."
| sad: "But | do. End his--sorceries.”

She caught the pause this time, and its sgnificance. Her eyes dilated, and for seconds she was slent,
sudying me. She said, dowly:

"Thereis but one way to end them.”
| made no comment on that.
She came to me and drew my head down to her and looked deep into my eyes

"If I do this...you will forgive me? Y ou will love me? Never leave me...as once before you did...long and
long and long ago, in Y's...when once before | chose between my father and you?..."

"I will forgive you, Dahut. | will never leave you as long as you have life"

That was true enough, but | closed every window of my mind so she might not glimpse the determination
that was its source. And again, as it had been in Ys, | took her in my arms...and the lure of her lips and
her body shook me and | fdt my resolution weaken...but the life within me that had come from Helen
was implacable, inexorable...hating Dahut as only one woman who loves a man can hate another who
loveshim...

She loosed my arms from round her: "Dress, and wait for me here" She passed through the door.
| dressed, but | kept the long knife close.

The tapestry that concedled the secret pand wavered, and she was in the room. She wore an archaic
robe of green; her sandds were green; her girdle was not golden but of clear green stones that held the
shifting gleam of waves, and a wreeth of green sea flowers bound her hair. Upon her wrig was the slver
bracelet set with the black stone that bore in crimson the trident symbol which was the summoning name
of the sea-god. She looked like a sea-god's daughter...

| fdt my resolution weekening again until she came close and | could see dearly her face. It was
unamiling, and the mouth was crud, and the hell-sparks were beginning their dance in her eyes.

Shelifted her arms and touched my eyes with her fingers, dosing them. The touch of her fingers was like
that of cold sea-spray.

"Come" she said.

The ghosts of the old house were whispering: "Go with her...but beware!..."
The shadows were whispering: "Go with her...but beware!™

"Beware Dahut..." My hand tightened on the knife hilt as | followed her.

We went out of the old house. It was strange how plainly | could see. The sky was heavy with clouds,
the air murky. | knew the night must be dark indeed, yet every stone and bush and tree stood out plain,
as though by some light of its own. Dahut led me by a dozen paces, nor could | lessen that distance, try
as | might. She moved like awave, and around her played a faint nimbus of palest golden green like the
phosphorescence that sometimes clothes a wave moving through darkness.



The shadows flittered and swayed around us, interlacing, flowing in and out of each other, like shadows
cast by some grest tree fretted by afitful wind. The shadows followed us, and flanked us, and swayed
before us--but they shrank from Dahut, and never was there one between her and me.

There was a glow beyond the oaks where were the danding stones. It was not the wan gleam of the
corposants. It was a steady, ruddy glow as from dill fires. | heard no chanting.

She did not go toward the oaks. She took away that led upward to the ridge of rocks hiding the standing
gtones from the water. Soon the path topped the ridge, and the open sea lay before me. It was a sullen
sea and dark, with long, dow swlls bresking duggishly on the ledges.

The path dimbed steeply over adiff which lifted above the waves a ful two hundred feet. And suddenly
Dahut was on its crest, poised on its verge, ams outstretched to the sea. From her lips came a cdl, low
and inhumanly swest; in it the plaintiveness of the gull's cry, the snging of waves over unfathomable,
unspoiled deeps, the chant of deep-sea winds. It was a voice of the sea transmuted goldenly in a
woman's throat, but losng no inhuman quity and taking on no human one.

It seemed to me that the surges stopped as though ligening while that cry went forth.

Agan she sent the call...and once again. And after that she cupped her hands to mouth and cried a
word...a name.

From far out a sea there came a roaring answer. A long white line of foam sped from the darkness, a
grest comber whose top was the tossng manes of hundreds of white horses. It raced shouting againg the
ridge and broke.

A column of spume swept up and touched her outstretched hands. It seemed to me that something
passed to it from her hands, and that as the soume fdl something within it glittered slver with glint of
carlet.

| dimbed up to her. There was no hint of tenderness now in her eyes or face. Only triumph...and her eyes
were violet flames. She lifted afold of her dress, valing eyes and face from me.

The bracelet of Y's was gone from her arm!

She beckoned, and | followed her. We skirted the ridge, and ever the ruddy glow grew brighter. | saw
that the surges were no longer sullen, but that great waves marched with us, damoring, white banners of
foam streaming, white manes of the sea-horses tossng.

The path ran now below the crest of the ridge. Ahead, on the landward side, was another upthrust of
rock, and here again she waited for me. She stood with face averted, dill covered by the fold. She
pointed to the rock; she sad:

"Climb--and see." Once more the spray-cold fingers touched my eyes..."And hear"...they touched my
ears.

She was gone.
| dimbed the rock. | scrambled over its top.

Strong hands caught my arms, pinioning them behind me, forcing me to my knees. | twisted and looked
into the face of McCann. He was bending, his face close to mine, peering as though he found it difficult to
see me clearly.



| cried: "McCann!"

He swore, increduloudy, released me. Someone ese was on the rock--a lean and dark man with thin,
ascetic face and snow-white hair. He, too, was leaning and peering at me as though he found it difficult to
see me. That was odd, for | could see them both clearly. | knew him...he had been in the old room where
my shadow search for Helen had ended...Ricori.

McCann was gammering: "Caranac--my God, boss, Caranac!”
| whispered, steding mysdf agang any blow:

"Hden?'

"Shelives” It was Ricori who answered.

My whole body went weak with reaction so that | would have fdlen had he not caught me. A new fear
took me "But will she live?'

He sad: "She has had a--strange experience. When we Ieft her she was fully conscious. Steedily growing
stronger. Her brother iswith her. You are dl she needs. We are here to take you back to her.”

| said: "No. Not until--"

Gde blagt that closed my mouth as though a hand had struck it. Crash of wave againg the ridge, shaking
it. | fdt the spray of it on my face, and it was like the whip of Dahut and it was like the cold fingers of her

onmy eyes...

And suddenly McCann and Ricori seemed unred and shadowy. And suddenly | seemed to see the
shining body of Dahut swaying onward upon the path between the sea and the ridge...and | heard a voice
inmy heart--the Lord of Carnac's voice and mine How can | kill her, evil as| know her to be?...

Ricori's voice...how long had he been talking?..."and so when lagt night you did not appear, | used, as
you had suggested--my judgment. After we were assured of her safety, we set out. We persuaded the
guardians of the gates to let us enter. They will guard no more gates. We saw the lights, and we thought
that where they were you would most likdy be. We distributed our men, and McCann and | came by
chance upon this excedllent place for observation. We saw neither you nor the Demoisdle Daht..."

...Dahut!...another wave broke upon the rock, and shook it, then surged back shouting shouting--Dahut!
Another gust roared over the rock roaring--Dahut! Ricori was saying: "They are down there, awvating
our sgnd--"

| interrupted, attention aoruptly centered: "Signd for what?'
He sad: "To stop what is going on down there.”

He pointed toward the inward edge of the rock, and | saw that its edge was outlined black aganst
depths of the ruddy light. | walked to the edge and looked down.

The Cairn was plain before me. | thought: How srangdly close it seems...how stark the monadliths stand
out!

It was as though the Cairn were but a few yards away...de Keraddl so close that | could reach out my
hand and touch him. | knew that there were many of the standing stones between me and the Cairn, and
that it must be afull thousand feet away. Yet not only could | see the Cairn as though | were beside it, |



could see withinit as wdl.

Strange, too, dthough the wind was roaring overhead and whipping us on the rock, that the fires before
the Cairn burned steadily; flickering only when those who fed them sprinkled them from the black ewers
they carried...and that dthough the wind came from the sea, the smoke of the fires streamed Sraight

agand it.
And strange how slent it was down there among the monaliths when gteadily grew the shouting and the

clamor of the sea...nor did the flashing of the lightning marching ever higher dim the fires, nor did the
rumbling thunder invade the slence of the plain more than did the clamor of the combers...

Those who fed the fires were not now in white but in red. And de Keradel was clothed in a robe of red
ingdead of the white robe of the sacrifices. He wore the black bet and the cincture but the dhifting
symbols on them glittered not Slver but scarlet...

There were ten of the fires, in a semi-circle between the three dtars and the monoliths which faced the
threshold of the Cairn. Each was a little more than a man's height, and they burned with a cone-shaped,
dill flame. From the peak of each arose a column of smoke. They were as thick as the am of a man,
these columns, and having risen twice the height of the fires, they curved, and then streamed draight
toward the threshold of the Cairn. They were like ten black arteries of which the ten fires were the hearts,
and they were threaded with crimson filaments, like little fiery veins.

The blackened hollowed stone was hidden by a greater fire which burned not only red but black. Nor
was this, like the others, a ill flame. It pulsed with dow and rhythmic beat--as though in truth it were a
heart. Between it and the great dab of granite upon which he had besten in the breasts of the sacrifices
stood de Keraddl.

There was something lying upon the stone of sacrifice, covering it. At firg | thought it aman, a giant, lying
there. Then | saw that it was an immense vessd, strangdy shaped, and hollow.

A vat.

| could ook into this vat. It was hdf-filled with a clotted, reddish-black fluid over the surface of which
rantiny flames. Not pale and dead like the corposants, but crimson and filled with evil life. It was to this
vat that the blank-eyed men who fed the fires came to have their ewers refilled. And it was fromi it that de
Keradel took that which he sprinkled upon the pulsing fire and his hands and his arms were red with it.

On the threshold of the Cairn was another vessd, a huge bowl like a shdlow baptismd font. It was filled,
and over its surface ran the crimson flames.

The smoke from the lesser fires, the ten crimson threaded arteries, met in the thicker column that arose
from the throbbing fire, mingled with it, and streamed as one into the Cairn.

The dlence of the plan was broken by a whispering, a faint wailing, and up from the bases of the
monaliths shadows began to rise. They lifted, as | had firs seen them, to their knees...and then they were
wrenched from the earth, and whimpering, wailing, were sucked into the Cairn...beating about it...fighting

to escape.
Within the Cairn was the Gatherer...the Blackness.

From the firg | had known It was there. It was no longer shapeless, nebulous--part of an infinitdy greeater
Something that dwelt in space and beyond space. The Gatherer was breaking loose...taking form. The
gmdl crimson flames were running through It...like corpuscles of evil blood. It was condensing, steadily



becoming materid.
That which filled the font on the threshold of the Cairn was empty.
De Keradd filled it from the vat...and again...and again.

The Gatherer drank from the font and fed upon the shadows, and upon the smoke of the fires which
were fed by blood. And steedily It assumed shape.

| stepped back, covering my eyes.

Ricori said: "Whet do you see? All | see are men in red, far away, who feed fires-and another who
stands before the house of stones...what do you see, Caranac?"

| whispered: "I see Hdll opening.”

| forced mysdf to look again at that which was being spawned from the Cairn's sone womb...and stood,
unable now to look away...I heard avoice, my own voice, screaming--

"Dahut...Dahut...before it is too late"

Asthough in answer, there was alul in the clamor of the sea. Upon the ridge a our left appeared a point
of brilliant green light...whether far away or near | could not tdl with that strange witch-sght Dahut had
given me. It became an ova of brilliant emerad...

It became--Dahui!

Dahut...clothed with pae green seafires, her eyeslike violet sea-pools and wide so wide that they were
ringed with white; her dim black brows a bar above them; her face white as foam and crud and mocking;
her hair like spin-drift of dlver. Far away or not, she seemed as close to me as did de Keraddl. It was as
if she stood just above the Cairn...could reach out, as |, and touch de Keradel. To me that night, asin the
shadowy land, there was no such thing as distance.

| caught Ricori's wrist, pointed and whispered: "Dahut!"

He sad: "l saw far away and dimly a shining figure. | thought it a woman. With your hand upon me, |
seem to see her more plainly. What do you see, Caranac?”

| sad: "'l see Dahut. She islaughing. Her eyes are the eyes of no woman...nor is her face. She is laughing,
| say...can't you hear her, Ricori? She cdls to de Keraddl...how sweet her voice and how merciless...like
the seal She cdls-'My father, | an herel' He sees her...the Thing in the Cairn is aware of her...de
Kerade criesto her--"Too late, my daughter!" He is mocking, contemptuous...but the Thing in the Cairn
isnot. It strains...toward completion. Dahut cals again, 'I's my bridegroom born? Is the [abor done? Y our
midwifery successful? My bedfdlow delivered? Can't you hear, Ricori? It is as though she stood beside

He sad: "I hear nothing."

| sad: "l do not like this jesting, Ricori. It is-dreadful. The Thing in the Cairn does not like it...athough
de Keradd laughs...It reaches out from the Cairn...to the vat on the stone of sacrifice...It drinks...It
grows...God!...Dahut...Dahut!™

The dhining figure raised hand as though she heard...and bent toward me...and | fdt the touch of her
fingers on eyes and ears...her lipson mine...



She faced the sea and threw wide her arms. She cried the Name, softly--and the sea winds silled...again,
like one who summons as of right--and the shouting of the combers waned...a third time, jubilantly.

Shouting of the combers, thunder of the surges, roaring of the winds, dl the clamor of sea and air, arose
in a mighty digpason. It melted into chaotic uproar, dementd bdlowing. And suddenly dl the sea was
covered with the tossng manes of the white sea-horses...armies of the white horses of the sea...the white
horses of Poseidon...line upon endless line racing out of the darkness of ocean and charging againg the
shore.

Beyond the lower line of the ridge between that high rock on which stood Dahut and this high rock on
which stood |, arose a mountain of water.. lifting, lifting swiftly, yet ddiberately. Changing shape as it
lifted ever higher...gathering power asit lifted. Up it lifted and up; a hundred fest, two hundred feet above
the edge. It paused, and its top flattened. Its top became a gigantic hammer...

And beyond it | seemed to see a vast and midty shape towering to the clouds, its head wreathed with the
clouds and crowned with the lightnings...

The hammer swung down...down upon the Thing in the Cairn...down upon de Keradel and the red-clad,
blank-eyed men...down upon the monoliths.

The Carn and the monaliths were covered with waters, bailing, spouting, smashing a the standing
stones. Uprooting, overturning them.

For aningant | saw the evil fires glare through the waters. Then they were gone.

For an indant | heard an unearthly ghilling from the stone womb of the Cairn, and saw a Blackness
vened with crimson flames writhing under the hammer stroke of the waters. Struggling in the myriad arms
of the waters. Then it, too, was gone.

The waters rushed back. They licked up at us as they passed and a wave swirled round us knee high. It
dropped...chuckling.

Agan the mountain arose, hammer topped. Again it swept over the ridge and smote the Cairn and the
danding stones. And this time the waters rushed on o that the oaks fdl before them...and once more
they retreated...and once more they lifted and struck and swept on...and now | knew that the old house
with dl its ghosts was gone...

Through dl, the sea-fire shape of Dahut had remained unmoved, untouched. | had heard her merciless
laughter above the belowing of the sea and the crashing of the hammer strokes.

Back rushed the last waters. Dahut held her arms out to me, cdling:
"Alan...come to me, Alan!"

Clearly could | see the path between her and me. It was as though she were close...close. But | knew
she was not and that it was the witch-gght she had given me that made it seem so. | said:

"Good luck, McCann. Good luck, Ricori--"

"Alan...cometo me, Alan..."

My hand dropped on the hilt of the long knife. | shouted: " Coming--Dahut!"
McCann gripped me. Ricori struck down at his hands. He sad: "Let him go.”



" .Alan...cometo me.."

The waters were rushing back, over theridge. A swirl swept out. It coiled around Dahut to the waidt. It
lifted her...high and high...

And ingantly from over her and from every sde of her a cloud of shadows swept upon her...griking at
her with shadowy hands...thrusting at her, hurling themselves at her, pushing her back and down...into the
sea

| saw incredulity flood her face, then outraged revalt, then terror--and then despair.
The wave crashed back into the sea, and with it went Dahut, the shadows pouring after her...
| heard mysdf arying: Dahut...Dahut!

| rushed to the verge of the rock. There was a prolonged flaring of the lightning. By it | saw Dahut...face
upturned, hair floating around her like a lver net, her eyes wide and horror-filled and...dying.

The shadows were dl around her and over her...pushing her down...down...

The witch-gght was fading from my eyes. The witch-hearing dilling in my ears. Before that sght went, |
saw de Kerade lying on the threshold of the Cairn, crushed benegth one of its great stones. The stone
hed pulped the breast and heart of de Keradel as he had pulped the breasts and hearts of the sacrifices.
There were only his head and his arms...his face upturned, dead eyes wide and filled with hate, dead
hands held high in imprecation and in--apped...

The Cairn was flat, and of the standing stones not one was erect...

Witch-sght and witch-hearing were gone. The land was dark save for the glare of the lightning. The sea
was dark save for the foaming tops of the waves. Their shouting was the voice of waves--and nothing
more. The roaring of the wind was the voice of the wind--and nothing more.

Dahut was dead...
| asked Ricori: "Wheat did you see?"
"Three waves. They destroyed dl that was below. They killed my men!”

"l saw much more than that, Ricori. Dahut is dead. It is ended, Ricori. Dahut is dead and her witchcraft
ended. We must wait here till morning. Then we can go back...back to Helen..."

Dahut was dead...

She was dead as of old, long and long and long ago in Ys.by he shadows and by her
wickednesses...by the sea...and by me.

Would | have killed her with the long knife had | reached her before the wave?
The cycle had been reborn and it had ended as it had of old, long and long and long ago...in Y's.

The sea had cleansed this place of her sorceries as it had cleansed Y's of them in that long and long and
long ago.

Had there been a Hden in Carnac when | sat forth from Carnac to Y's to day Dahut?



Had she cleansed me of the memories of Dahut when | returned to her?
Could--Hden?

THE END



