Her Ways Are Death
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The blood of the dark and fearsome Valkyrsran in her veins... And he was the master of
modern necromancy. .. Which would survive when the two magics clashed, as they surely must?

An A\NN/A digital back-up release.
Notesand proofing history

OVER LUNCH at The Three Choughs at Y eovil, Gregory George Gordon Green read through again
the letter that had started him on his journey from London. Had he been in any hurry to complete that
journey, he would have taken the Dorchester road out from Salisbury, but the letter suggested an
gppointment that gave him plenty of time, and, on theword of hisfriend Tony Briggs of the Foreign
Office, the cuisne and cdlar of The Three Choughsjustified onein making apoint of lunching there. So,
over coffee and apot of liqueur brandy in the dining room—and a cigarette, of course—Geestook out
the letter and read again—

Troyarbour Hall, Blandford, Dor set.
Messrs. Gees (G. Green, Esq.)
Confidential Agents 37
Little Oakfield Street London, S.W.I.

Dear Sir,

| have been recommended to you by Mr. Hunter, of Denlandham, Shropshire, whose name and address will, | believe, be
easy for you to recall to memory. Mr. Hunter, on hearing the story | had to tell him, at once recommended me to you, as
one who had carried out for him a most unusual and difficult series of investigations and brought them to a highly
satisfactory end.

| should be glad if you could see your way to call on me at the above address at the earliest possible date, with a view to
giving me, at the least, your advice, and if possible your aid in connection with a problem which | have no intention of
putting in writing. If you can see your way to visiting me, not before mid-afternoon (which would involve putting up for
the night, probably) | should be happy to pay all your expenses, and, in addition, the two guineas which | understand is
your fee for an initial consultation.

Yoursvery truly,

J. St. Pol Naylor.

Gregory George Gordon Green, otherwise known as“ Gees,” refolded the letter and put it in his
pocket. It was undated, he had noted on first reading it. If he had not been naturally observant—which
he was—the two years he had spent in the police force would have taught him to note trifles, whether
apparent or red. In actual fact, the letter was aweek old. He had had what |ooked like another
promising investigation on hand, and thus had not troubled to answer this communication until, this same
autumn morning, he had found himsdlf at aloose end owing to the fizzling out—as he would have
expressed it—of that other affair. And so he had wired J. St. Pol Naylor, to announce that he would
arrive a 3:30to 4 p.m. Whether that was convenient or not to this possible client was not apoint over
which Geestroubled himsdlf. If people wanted to consult him. they could fit it in at such time as he chose.

He spread his very large but well-shaped hands out on the tablecloth, cocked his cigarette holder at
an angle beside hislong nose, and reflected. Eve Made eine, his secretary—Miss Brandon, when he



addressed her, and “Eve Maddeing’ only in her albsence—had looked up this Naylor person for him,
and had ascertained that he was what Gees would have called abig noisein Nigerian tin. That isto say,
he was not amere landowner, like Gees own father, finding his possessions more liabilities than assets. It
appeared that, if he wanted athing, he could afford to pay for it, which for aman living in acountry
mansion designated as“hdl” isararething today.

Unmarried, aged forty-five, member of Quinlon’s, one of the most exclusive clubsin London, also of
the Junior Counties—that caravanseral of elderly bores—and afdlow of two societies entitled to call
themsalves“Royd,” he appeared enviably placed. All these things, and some others which for the
moment Gees forgot, the highly efficient and dso very attractive Eve Madeeine had dug out and placed
before her employer, and then, lacking other occupation at the time, had gone back to her desk and got
on reading Wingston Churchill’ s monumental work on his ancestor, Marlborough. She had read so many
novelsto passthetimein that Little Oakfield Street office that she was satiated with fiction, and so turned
to more serious Suff.

Now, having considered the potentidities of this possible client, Gees called for and paid hisbill, after
which he pushed back his chair and got up, displaying apair of feet which hinted, to say theleast of it,
that he ought not to have resgned from the police force. Presently, one of those noteworthy though not
abnormally large feet was playing on the accelerator peda of the grey, black-winged Rolls-Bentley which
hel ped to prove that Gees had made afinancia success of hisfirgt case, and the nose of the open car
pointed southeast by south asits owner—and driver—cogitated over the man who had written that |etter.
That isto say, he cogitated part of thetime.

For thisway, after he had got well out from Y eovil, lay over the downlandsthat, perhaps, arerichest
inal that history of Britain which isso old asto be out of history, and, a sensitive, as he undoubtedly
was, hefet the influences by which he was surrounded. For there on the downs deep the very old dead,
thefirst reasoning beingsto tread and hunt and fight over the land which then was part of Europe—when
Dover cliffsand Gris-Nez facing them reared high and distant over the river that flowed toward thefertile
valeys now lying fathoms down under the English Channel.

Sometimes they deep uneasily, those old ones Gees, driving past their resting places, sensed their
unesse, felt them as not dead at dl, but sentient, watchful—of what? He put that question to himself as
the letter in his pocket recurred to hismind. It was the letter of a pedant, dmost, of aman careful of his
words, of hisdignity—over-careful of al that maintained himin hisplace. ..

Troisarbres. Thethree trees would have vanished, long since. They had probably rotted away ages
before Naylors got hold of the hall—thanks to Eve Madeleine, Gees knew that Naylors had inhabited
there since the days of the second Charles. Admirable girl, Eve Maddeine. She got just the facts he
wanted, the things that facilitated his quest for atmosphere.

ThisNaylor... Geestold himsdlf that he wasin danger of going to thisinterview with aprejudice
againg the man. Something in the phrasing of that |etter was ruffling, irritant. He sensed pomposty ...

And saw, on asignpost, Troyarbour, 3. Blandford, 15. Indicating that the village was twelve miles
distant from its post town. Well, these Dorset villages were widdly spaced—it was not a populous
county. The open downland stretched for miles with hardly ahousein view, and such towns as existed,
like Blandford, snuggled down in the valeysfor the sake of water—and, secondarily, for shelter.

Another signpost, marking the divergence of amere lane from the well tended road Gees had so far
followed, bore the legend, Troyarbour Only. No Through Road. He took to the lane, and eased his
rate of travel for the sake of his gprings and shock-absorbers. Ruts had been partly filled in with granite
chips, loose and crunchy under thetires of the car. There waswidth for vehiclesto pass each other only
at intervas, and, if two met between the widenings, one or other would be compelled to back. Thelane



went up and down, winding not too steeply until shoulders of the bare downland folded it into awindless
dillness

A LONE farmhouse with its outbuildings appeared on an acre or so of flatland, unfenced from the
lane, and hens chirrawked away from the passing car, while an enormous sow with her litter of piglets
eyed the vehicle momentarily and then ignored it. Down and yet down, with the farmstead invisible
behind, and Gees reflected that the man who had measured off that three miles must have ignored the
windings of the lane and marked up the crow-flight distance. Well, the afternoon was young, yet, and in
the placid October sunshine thisvaley was a pleasant thing, with amildnessinits il air that was dso
invigoraing.

At the end of the twisted descent the shouldering heights that had enclosed the lane receded, leaving a
pocket of dmost-flatnessin which were set an inn, with asignboard picturing three hawthorn treesin the
full bloom of May—it was afairly well-executed piece of work, with no lettering on the board. There
was agenerd store and post-office building.

Three wires came over the downsto descend to itsroof and mark it atelegraph office, and two wires
went on, up the ascent to which Gees faced. There were five cottages, and a bay-windowed, rather
modern-looking house standing by itsalf to face dl the rest. And this, Gees decided, was Troyarbour.

When he got out from the car to inquire the whereabouts of the Hall, the post-office sign confirmed
hisbelief, and aso informed him that Martha Kilmain was the presiding geniusthere. Sncetheinn was
closed at this hour he entered the store, and found that the goods for sale ranged from drapery and even
shamelesdy displayed lingerie, by way of bread and cakes to cheese, bacon, and hob-nailed boots. It
was quite impossible that a place of such meagre dimensions could hold and exhibit such avariety of
wares, yet there they were, on show. And, emerging from a bacon-festooned doorway, a mighty femae
of middle age, avery Amazon of awoman with bare, muscular arms, an utterly expressonlessface,
and—amost an absurdity on such aone—awedth of rippling, corn-coloured hair. Martha hersdlf, Gees
concluded.

“Could you be so good asto direct me to Troyarbour Hall’?” he asked, and made the question as
ingratiating as possible. Tobacco and cigarettes were among the articles purveyed here, and he might
want to overhaul the stock, later—if acase resulted from hisinterview.

She pointed through the wall of the shop, in the direction which the Rolls-Bentley faced. She said,
“Foller theroad, you can’'t go wrong.” Whereon he thanked her and went out again, for the manner of
her reply had indicated that she did not want to be troubled any more.

He drove on. Beyond the valley bottom the lane, ascending again, was a mere cleft between two
massy dopes, with abrupt windings that hid what lay ahead, and the pair of wiresfrom the post-office
carried on polesbesideit. | Here, though, it had been cut to two vehicle width a sometime. A haf-mile
or more of fairly steep ascent, and then the car bonnet faced apair of iron gates swung on stone pillars,
and beyond the gates was a short drive, gravelled and well-kept, rising gently to the Hall frontage, that
too of grey stone.

Two-goried, with ground-floor windows agood ten feet in height, the structure nested into the hills at
thefar dde of alittle plateau, on which were clumps of rhododendrons, yellow-leaved laurels, and
sngle-standing monkey-puzzlers and other trees exotic to Dorset. Hawthorns, easily recognisable by
their berries, flanked the drive and made it an avenue, and the place as awhole gave evidence of
scrupulous tendance. Here, it said in effect, is wedth, and one who does not fear to useit.

Gees said to himsdlf as he got out to open the gates—there was no lodge at the entrance—" Y es, ten



guiness, for a certainty—and expenses at top level!” And he knew, as after driving through he got out
again and closed the gates, that he had a distinct prejudice against the owner of this place—without
having seen the man.

For aminute or lessthe scrollwork of the gates themsaves held him. Sixteenth or seventeenth-century
Italian work, he felt sure: there was a delicate artistry, a strengthening baance in the work from top to
bottom, such as English iron fashioners seldom compass without a certain clumsiness, which betraysthe
intent to combine strength with decorative effect. Here, he knew as he-gazed, was the work of an artist in
iron, one sensitive enough to be content with nothing less than perfect work.

He got back into the car, and siwung it to a standstill opposite the pillared portico, over which wasa
shield inlow relief on the stone, bearing the initids—I. R. N. and the date 1701. The panelled,
black-green, massive door wasin keeping with the date, and Gees, pulling a bell-handle besideit, noted
that the door swung back as silently aseasily, to revea aparlourmaid, young and pretty, and rather
over-daintily attired for her part—it was a stage costume, rather than aworking dress.

He asked, “Mr. Naylor?” And with no inquiry of any kind she asked in turn, “Will you come thisway,
sr?’ Shetook, and deposited, his shabby old felt hat and shabbier overcoat, and conducted him through
the high-ceiled hall, decorated with stags and rams heads, mooses heads and tigers' heads—and even
an dephant’ s head—to another door in a corridor at the back of the hal, where she hated to ask, “Mr.
Green, isn'tit?’

Hesaid, “Yes” and on that she opened the door and announced him. Entering, he saw the reverse of
his expectation. He had |ooked for abeefy, Squire Westernish sort of man, and found himself facing one
thin and small and ddlicate, with findy shaped hands and feet, soft, appealing brown eyes, and very pae
lips. A shy, anaemic sort of man, at first sight, who greeted his caller with acharming smile, and, offering
hishand, said, “Mr. Green? I’ m so glad you were able to get here. It’ srather early for tea, but—shall |

rng?’

“Thank you, no,” Gees answered. “I’ ve lunched not long since, and don't fed liketeayet. If you
don’'t mind.”

“Why, certainly not. A business man, evidently, in spite of the nature of your business—I spesk of
that from hearsay, and you must forgive meif | trespasstoo far.”

Agan Naylor smiled, that very charming expression of friendlinesswhich Geesfound alittle
disturbing. He had an instant’ s memory of those entrance gates, al artistry, and yet conceded in it was
tremendous strength. So here—perhaps! He was far from sure asto whether hisfirst impressons of this
man were to be trusted. Amba gachle, asthe Zulus say—tread softly!

Hesaid, “I don’'t see where the trespass comes in. Do you mind my asking where you got those
marvellous gates at your boundary?’

“Picked them up in Milan, for not merely asong, but one line of thefirst verse,” Naylor answered
readily, and laughed alittle. “1’m glad you noticed them. Not many people have the seeing eye.”

“Very few could misssuch apair,” Gees assured him. “But—you wanted—what?’ He put it as
bluntly as he could, being determined not to yield to any spell this strange man could weave. For the man
was strange. He was as exatic here, asthe monkey-puzzlersin front of hisHal. He was smdl and frail,
yet he had power. Geesfdt it.

Hesad, “Ah, yes Y ou have not much time, perhaps. And that fee of yoursfor initid
consultation—two guiness. All very well if one comesto you in London, but your coming here—taking
the trouble, | mean. Shal we make that two into aten?’



“My ownidea,” Geesassured him promptly, and saw the thin, delicate features harden dightly at his
apparent rapacity. “ And expenses, of course. Eight, say—eighteen guineasfor thetota.”

He put it as brutdly as he could, determined as he was to give this man not one inch of
advantage—the prgjudice againg him, with which he had driven here, was growing stronger and yet
stronger. Naylor nodded arather frigid assent to his estimate.

“Eighteen—yes. | will write you the cheque before you leave.”

“Very good of you,” Geestold him. “And now—what isit you want of me? Something you wouldn’t
put in writing, | understood from your |etter.” He saw the thin, delicate hands of the man facing him quiver
as he put the blunt question, and divined that Naylor was afraid—of something. Though why onein his
position should fear—

“I am going on what Hunter—Hunter of Denlandham—told me about you,” Naylor said dowly. “Mr.
Green, my caseisnot ahaunted house... Do you believe in witchcraft?”

“Bdieveinit—no,” Gees said promptly. “In the possibility that thereis such athing—yes. Obeah,
Voodoo, the evidence is—”

“No!” Naylor interrupted rather peremptorily. “Not African magic—or hoodoo, if it isthat.
Witchcraft, for which women used to be drowned, and burned, and all the rest. That sort, | mean.”

“I bedieveit did exist,” Gees answered cautioudly.
“Supposing | tdl you it il existed?” Naylor said. “Here, in Troyarbour—and directed against me?’

“Then,” Gees answered steadily, “I’ d advise you to consult amenta speciadist, not aconfidentia
agent likemysdf.”

“Will you let metry to convince you?’ Naylor asked earnestly.

Gees nodded assent. “But I'm tough,” he pointed out. “| take an awful lot of convincing. Who and
what isyour witch—or wizard?’

“Witch!” Naylor made an exclamation of theword. “Witch, if ever therewasone! Here, in
Troyarbour, and—and—her ways are death!”

GEES sad camly, “Y ou seem to have a certain respect for the potentidities of thislady, whoever she
may be. Infact—well!” Heleft it at that, except for an inquiring glance at Naylor.

He wanted to keep thisinterview on alight note, if possible. Naylor’ sfingers were clasping and
unclasping, and atogether the man looked asif he believed what he said—asif hewerein fear. Y,
Gees fdt sure, he was astrong character, and not atogether alikable one at that. If he maintained this
intengity, things might become difficult. He might, too, be attaching far too much weight to nothing at dl.
Ever has an accusation of witchcraft been hard to prove. Nineteen out of twenty timesit has had no
foundation in fact, but has been dictated by envy, covetousness, or mere spite.

Naylor said, doubtfully, “Itisalong story, I'm afraid.”

“Thenight isyoung,” Geesregoined cheerfully. “Infact, it isn't teatime, yet, and I’ m going to hunt
guartersin thislocdity when it threatensto get dark—not go back to London.”

“I believe you could get aroom a The Three Thorns,” Naylor informed him. “They takein tourists,
sometimes—hikers, | believe the people call themselves. Men and girls with knapsacks—" He broke off,



obvioudy embarrassed. Gees reflected that, by the look of this place, there must be dozens of empty
bedrooms, and made no comment.

Hesad, “Thislong story, now? Or have you changed your mind?’

“No—Oh, no!” It was a hasty, amost frantic denial—the man was far too intense, Gees knew. “It
goes back—well, along way. | said it wasalong story. Areyou in any way conversant with
mythology—ancient beliefs?’

“*The Golden Bough,” ” Geestold him solemnly, “is one of the fondest things 1’ m of. | sometimes
make it a bedside book.”

“Then”—Naylor frowned at the levity of the reply, but made no comment—"you will know the Norse
legends, | expect?’

“Witchcraft enough there,” Gees observed, more gravely.

“ And—and other things,” Naylor amended. “ Such as—both the Vakyrs and the V ol sungs owned
Odin astheir father. | am more particulaily concerned with the V ol sung race—Wagner used that legend
in his Germanized verson of aNorse myth—asit isusualy consdered.”

“And as, of course, itis,” Gees added.

Naylor shook hishead. “Oh, no!” he dissented, and again there was evident in him an intendity which,
on the face of it, the subject did not warrant. “ The gods of Norse legend actually existed—not as
immortals, but as heroes of the race, originaly. They were deified and given attributes of godhead by
later generations, but Odin and Thor, and Badur—existed. And Loki—hetoo wasred.”

“A prehistoric confidence trickster,” Gees suggested.

Naylor not only frowned, thistime, but voiced his objection to such flippancy with regard to a subject
on which, evidently, he wasfar from flippant. He said, “1 don’t like your tone, Mr. Green. Loki was regl
evil, personified. A power, in histime.”

“And thereyou have it—in histime,” Geesretorted calmly. “A swindler of any sort—a person who
thrives on deceit—isared evil in any time, and you yoursdlf own that the gods of Norse mythology were
not immortasat al, but heroes subsequently deified. And I’ m not going to use a kow-towing tone over
any one of them, especidly Loki, to please you or anybody.”

“Y ou will please yoursdlf, of course.” To Gees surprise, the rejoinder was amost meek. “1 am going
into this matter of the Norse gods, and especialy of the VVolsung haf-gods, children of Odin by a morta
woman, as, say afoundation for what | wish to tell you—over which | felt you might possibly advise me,
a thelesst”

Geesfdt dl hisprgudice againgt J. St. Pol Naylor returning. That speech waslikethe man's
letter—far too much likeit. Didactic, each word chosen carefully—he was on his dignity again.

“The Volsungs—yes. Well? Not avery creditable crowd, were they? That is, by modern standards,”
Geessad reflectively.

“l amaVolsung,” Naylor replied coldly.

“Isthat 07" Gees did not sound impressed. “Well, if | wereyou, | should keep it dark. Difficult to
prove, too—"

“Mr. Green!” Theinterruption was angrily harsh. “1 am sorry | ever asked you to call on me here. |



will write your cheque for eighteen guiness as arranged, and bid you good-day.” And he got on hisfeetin
pursuance of the intent.

Geessad, “Pity you haven't got afire here”

Pausing, turning about in curiogty over the remark, Naylor asked, “Why?” A sharply frosty
monosyllable, he madeit.

“To save methetrouble of striking amatch to burn said cheque,” Gees answered coolly. “1 don't
take money | haven't earned.”

“You—you—" Naylor sat down again. “1 amaVolsung, | tell you!” he reiterated, and now there was
fierceintengty intheclam.

“And | tdl you it would be difficult to proveit,” Geesretorted. “In any case, what does it matter?|
don't see—"

“I'll tell you.” Naylor appeared to have forgotten his outburst of anger. “Volsung Sigurd carried of f
Wulfruna, wifeto Oger the Nailer, so called because, when he killed an enemy, he cut off the right hand
of the dead man and nailed it over the doorway of hisgreat hal. ThisWulfrunawas ill avery lovely
woman when Sigurd stole her, for which Oger—today, that name would be Hugo, of course—for which
Oger eventudly killed him. Wulfrunawas | eft with child by Sigurd, and she hid awvay and eventudly bore
the child, adaughter. Except for the sex of the child, thisisthe story of Segmund and Seflinde as
Wagner tdlsitinthe Valkyrie.”

“Obvioudy,” Gees observed, “except aso that those two were brother and sister. This Sigurd and
Wulfrunawerenat, | takeit.”

“They werethat, or very nearly that,” Naylor answered dowly—reuctantly, it seemed. “ They were
both Volsungs. All thisisout of history, of course, purely legendary. Y et—believe me—true.”

“Mogt legends have afoundation in fact,” Geesremarked primly.

“Thisisfact,” Naylor ingsted earnestly. “To finish that story though. Wulfruna, before Sgurd came
and tempted her away, had borne amale child to Oger, one who was named Oger Ogersson, aswasthe
fashion of naming in thosetimes. Which is evidence, though not proof, that the elder Oger was founder of
the family through Wulfruna his wife, because he does not appear to have been caled anyon€e' s son, but
only Oger the Nailer. And my name, you note, is Naylor.”

“Therewill be missng shoots on that family tree,” Gees commented.

“Believeit or not, asyou like,” Naylor said sourly. “Oger Ogersson dropped the * Nailer’ from his
titles, but it was resumed by his grandson, who went viking, and nailed the hands of his dead enemies
round the prow of hislong ship. And from then on, in various forms according to the time the name—a
nickname, if you like—stuck to the family.

“I am descended from Oger Ogersson,” Naylor clamed yet again. “Now, to complete that first half
of the story. Oger Ogersson was a Baresark—and | think | need not tell you what that means.”

“It wasauseful qudity, in histime,” Gees commented.

“But”—Naylor made along pause—*it would be far from useful to-day. Which”—another long
pause—“is part of my reason for asking your advice, at theleast. Y our help, if—if you are the man
Hunter of Denlandham said you were. If, that is, you have the quaities with which he credited you in

speaking of youto me.”



AGAIN Gees heard the didactic precision of phrase that roused in him prejudice against thisman. He
sad, “1 camto beaspecidist in certain directions. We kegp wandering from this story of yours, though.
What have Oger’ s baresark habitsto do with it?’

“The—theattribute, cal it—istranamissible,” Naylor sad.
“Runsinthe family, you'd say,” Gees suggested.

“Intermittently. Has persisted down to this present day, in our case, but will miss out two or three—or
more—generations, and then recur. Not—not mere anger or unreasonableness, but a blind fury of which
oneistotally unconscious after the fit has passed. One becomes a different being atogether, and wakens
at the end to know nothing of it—nothing of what one has done or said whileit lasted.”

“I believethat wasthe case,” Gees conceded thoughtfully. “By your way of putting it, it seems asif
you—" Hedid not end it.

“Yes,” Naylor sad quietly, “and that brings me to the second part of the story, which beginswith
Wulfruna' s daughter by Sigurd—and both that child’' s parents were of the V olsung breed, remember.”

“You clam that you are, too,” Geesreminded him.

“That is so—but Sigurd was not my ancestor,” Naylor rgoined. “ He was that daughter’ sfather, and
through him—though he was dead before Wulfruna bore the child—through him she inherited and
devel oped the qualities that make the witch. There was pre-natal influence, and | believe there was, too,
the unholy communion that goes with possession of the powersthat girl had—you get an outlineof itin
thetale of the witch of En-Dor: Power to commune with the dead.”

For amoment Gees' thoughts went back to his driveto this place, and how, as he went over the
downlands, he had sensed unease among the very old dead, asif they tirred in their barrows. He asked,
“What isthe legend of her—what was she caled?’

“Lagny. Dark Lagny, because of her hair,” Naylor answered dowly. “Because Oger had killed her
father, she devoted her life to vengeance on his son—part of her life, that is. Because she had many
lovers, and brought harm to them al—ruin to some and death to some. That isalong story initsdf, but it
isnot part of minethat | am telling you now. Shewas evil and beautiful—the two often go together—and
in the end she contrived aspell that drew Oger Ogersson’ s long viking ship to wreckage on the
Northumbrian coast, not far south from lona. | have seen the place where the ship broke up on the
rocks—"

“Wherelegend saysit broke up,” Geesinterpolated, for again, in telling this story, Naylor was verging
on unnaturd intengity.

“All that was written down,” Naylor ingsted. “1 have a verbatim copy—it isbad Latin of the second
century. The genera impression isthat the vikings did not cometo ravage this country till after the Roman
occupation ended, but that iswrong. Oger came, and was drawn toward the rocks by Lagny’ switch
spdlls. It wasin anight of storm, and only three of Oger’s men came out alive—haf dive, say, to recover
enoughtotell ther tae.

“| want you to believe, Mr. Green, that | have devoted enough time to search and research to unearth
al thefactsof thisstory | amtdlling you—al thefacts, that is, still ascertainable. PAimpsests, fragments of
old chronicles, bits of monkish gossip in bad Latin, written in black letters to make it worse—everything |
could find, to pieceit together and—as far as possble—get this story in full, because of—but | am
coming to that.”

“Y ou’ d got to the wreck of Oger’slong ship,” Gees' reminded him. “Y es, and the three live men



washed ashore. They said—and each of them confirmed the other two—that as the ship was driving on
they saw Dark Lagny riding aVakyr horsein the ssorm—choosing the deed, that is. Saw her beckoning
Oger on, riding high over him as he steered hislong ship—whether he too saw her is past telling.

“They sad, too, that a the time shewasin redlity adeep inthearmsof her last lover, aRoman officer
of the garrison a Eboracum—Y ork—many miles from the point where the long ship was wrecked. Y et
they said it was Dark Lagny they saw, past question, but younger and more aive and lovely than shewas
then—because by that time she had borne children who had nearly grown up, and was past her best. But
all three say they saw her, and that her spells caused the wreck.”

“Men were credulous, in those days,” Gees observed reflectively.

“Ye-es” Naylor haf drawled. “ So much so that, lessthan ayear after Oger’ s desth—and with no
reference whatever to that incident—Dark Lagny was crucified by order of the Roman commander a
Eboracum, being found guilty of unholy spells and practices by which men had been compd led to kill
each other, or themselves”

“A lamia, apparently,” Gees commented. “Y et the Romans were apractical people. Materidiststo
thenth, asarule”

“ Lamia perhaps,” Naylor half-conceded, “but certainly Volsung—and, if you accept that story told
by the three men who escaped from the wreck, Vakyr too. Beloved of Odin, admitted to al the
mysteries of that old faith, and so given powers—these things are, Mr. Green.” He broke off from histale
to make an earnest insstence of the statement. Y ou can see stark evil walking the earth to-day, if you
look.”

“And so they crucified Dark Lagny,” Gees mused.

“They should have put an end to her before she bore children,” Naylor said somberly. “ Because—her
death was not the end.”

“Else, youwould not betdling thistale,” Gees surmised, seeing in part the point to which the story
wasdriving.

“Elsel should not beteling it,” Naylor admitted. “Y ou know, in spite of—of—well, acertainirritating
way you have—you are an understanding soul. | fed | can tell thisto you.”

Not merely pregjudice, but distrust of the man wakened as Gees heard the rather fulsome comment on
himsdf. He sad, “ That may be. Thisis, asyou said, along tory, and | haven't heard it all, yet.”

“Dark Lagny left children,” Naylor went on. “There were two sonsin this country—she spent agood
part of her life in Britain—and there were others, sons or daughters, who grew up and settled—and
married—in or near where Trondjhem stands to-day. On that fiord. That branch of her family isall that
countsinthistae of mine.

“Y ou know Norseis Norman, of course—the Norsemen came to Normandy, and in due time Harold
of England fell into Duke William’ s hands—this part of it is child' s hisory—and swore avay his
kingdom. Senlac, and the Conquest—and among Duke William' sfollowers was a descendant of Sigurd
and Dark Lagny, Hugo Main de Fer—because at some time after Senlac helogt hisleft hand, and had it
replaced by an iron hook.

“He was amere man-at-arms, but he got aknighthood or some patent of nobility from the Conqueror
over the devadtation of the north—when William laid all Y orkshire waste in revenge for the attempted
risng. Also, this Hugo found and subsequently married one of the descendants of Dark Lagny’s
British-born sons. Now | expect you have heard of William de Warenne, the Conqueror’ s favourite who



got so much out of hismaster?’
Gees nodded assent. “He had manors al over England,” he said.

“Yes,” Naylor assented, “and this of Troyarbour—trois arbers—was one of them. To carry on the
story—Hugo Main de Fer died, and hiswife became mistress of William de Warenne, for alittlewhile.
Through that—they were lax over such things in those days—her son became known asade
Warenne—not as a surname, because there were no surnames at that time, but as belonging to William
de Warenne. And William so much favoured him asto give him this manor of Troyarbour—to cdl it by
its present name, and get abarony for him from the Conqueror—am | making this clear to you?’

“Quite clear,” Geestold him. “Carry on with thetae.”

“MY FOREBEARS—ater to be called Naylors—had won pardon of a sort from the Norman
authorities and settled somewhere near here before Hugo' s son was granted this manor,” Naylor went
on. “That Hugo, remember, was descended from Wulfrunaand Sigurd. My forebears were descended
from Oger Ogersson and Wulfruna—you see?’

“Therewas—wadll, asort of removed cousinship,” Gees commented.

“There was the deadliest of enmities,” Naylor said emphatically. “ Also, on their Sde, the tendency
to—possihility of, rather—the use of witchcraft againgt us Naylors, as| will cal usfrom this point
onward, and on our side the intermittently occurring curse of running baresark.

“Asingance. In thetime of the first Henry awitch developed among the de Warennes of Troyarbour,
and set her witsto ruining the family of Naylors of that day—Saxons, by Norman reckoning, and
freemen holding astead in tenure under a neighboring manor—between here and where Blandford now
is. The cattle and sheep died and the crops failed—it was all in pursuance of the old feud between the
two families that began when Oger killed Sigurd—and then the eldest son of that Naylor wasted away
through her spdlls—"

“Got tuberculos's, most likely,” Geesinterposed.

“Asmay be” Naylor said, making the remark utterly skeptical. “Whether that were o or no, one
night the boy’ s father went baresark, and instead of going out as afreeman of those days should, took an
axe and flint and stedl and tinder, and went off done. He fired the gatehouse of these de Warrennes—it
was awooden structure, apparently—and killed three men before hisfit wore off. A naked man with an
axe againg three or more armed men, remember.

“Now—and here comes the part of the story that counts—the king'sjusticiar of those days judged
the case—Henry Beauclerc was strong on forms of law. Thiswas a case of Saxon rebellion againgt
Norman authority, on the face of it, and the Norman in question asort of connection of the great William
de Warenne. Y et—yet!—the baresark Naylor was not hanged, or subjected to torture as one might
expect, such as being broken on the whedl or pressed to death. He was let off with theloss of hisright
eye and right hand, and lived to be avery old man.

“Meanwhile Irade Warenne—the first woman of the family to be given that name—was burned at
the stake as awitch, although she was alegedly of noble birth. Condemned, not by the judticiar, but by
ecclesadticd jurisdiction, and as | say, burned at the stake. Unique, | believe.”

“Possbly.” Gees made it anon-committal comment. “Isany part of this—thisfamily history, call
it—documented?’

“In other words, you think | am telling fairy tales.” Naylor accused with acrid coldness. “It was dl



documented, up to the time of the Civil War—about the time of the sege of Corfe, it would be. The
Naylor of that day was a Parliament man—he served with some distinction under Ireton—and the
Warennes—as they had then become, having lost their title during the Wars of the Roses—were
Royalists. Naylor got here with atroop, and managed to sack and burn the castle that stood where this
house stands now, and most of the old records went up in smoke—the Parliament men were all
iconoclasts, as you know. But that Naylor left children who knew the tale, and most of it isavailableto
mein old letters and diaries. One has to read between the linesto a certain extent, but to us—to me,
gncel amtheonly one surviving, now—itisdl clear.”

“I| see” There may have been atinge of skeptimism in the rgoinder. “And ill, al thisisstory. | don’t
seethe point, yet.”

“I am coming now to the point,” Naylor said. “It isthat once in SO many generations—oncein a
century, perhaps, or it may be once in two centuries—a Warenn, father or mother or both, namesa
daughter Ira, asif they had prescience, foreknowledge, of what wasto comein thelifetime of that
daughter. Simultaneoudy—within afew years either way, that is—a sonisborn to aNaylor, and on him
isthe baresark curse. It isno lessthan a curse, believe me. And the old feud is renewed.

“The lraWarenn, descended from Sigurd and Wulfruna, sets hersalf to destroy the descendant of
Oger and Wulfruna, to rob him of al he values and in the end drive him baresark, so that he may suffer
the penalty for wanton killing, as men kill when they arein that state. As surely as adaughter of that
family isnamed Ira—’

He broke off, and sat silent, evidently trying to read what impression his story had made on his
auditor. But Gees, keeping a poker face, quoted softly:

“Diesirae, diesilla,
Solvet soedlumin favilla—"

“So!” Naylor sad, asif satisfied. ““Ira’ That is, wrath. And sheis, whenever sherecurs. | seeitasa
reincarnation—of hate. Time after timehasan ‘Ira’ been named, and each time aNaylor has been cursed
with the baresark fits, devel oping when the IraWarenn of that time has come to womanhood and full
powers. Whether she induces the fits—I don’t know. None of us has known.”

“Y ou mean—through contact with you?’ Gees asked. He was growing interested in thisfantastic
gory. The man who wastelling it evidently believed it al, and wasinfluenced by it.

“Not necessarily,” Naylor answered. “ Asinstance—all my contact with thislraWarenn has conssted
of quarrdls, threats on her Sde and utterly usdless attemptsto placate her on mine. It was my fault in the
first place, of course—" He broke off, rather nervoudy.

“I’d better have the whole story,” Gees encouraged him.

“Yes. Yed” He wakened from amoment’ s reverie—not a pleasant one, by hisexpression. “The
whole story. There have been—thisisthethirteenth ‘Ira’ sincethat first one who was burned as awitch.
And | am the thirteenth—Iet that wait, though. My own part in this comes|ast. | told you they lost their
barony during the Wars of the Roses—they were Lancastrians, because aways the de Warennes, and
Warenns asthey call themselves now, have held to the old order, no matter what that order may be. So
they held to Lancaster, and lost al but Troyarbour when Earl Warwick lost Barnet Field.

“They kept Troyarbour till aWarenn followed the man Charles Stuart, and went down with Charles
Stuart. That is—he was not beheaded, but escaped to France, to come back at the Restoration and try
to remind the second Charles Stuart that his father had sacrificed everything to the Royalist cause. And
that second Charleswas—well, a Stuart. Warenn begged in vain—he was avery old man, then—and a



son of hiscame here. The homing ingtinct, | supposeyou'd cdl it. He brought enough worldly goodswith
him to become tenant to us Naylors—I haven't told you, but out of revenge againgt the Warenns, | take
it, the Naylor of Cromwell’ stime somehow got possession of this manor, and we have held it ever since.
Naylors ousting those Warenns. and then their coming back as tenants of the manor they had owned. It
must have been hitter for them, proud beggarsthat they are.”

THAT last sentence defined for Gees hisown didike of the man. There wasasmug satisfectioniinit,
revenge accomplished, no matter what its victims might do. Past question. J. St. Pol Naylor kept and
nourished a hate, whatever might be the feding of these Warenns.

“That was—in the time of the second Charles.” Geessaid.

“Andtothisday,” Naylor added, almost gloatingly.  But”—his tone changed—*now | cometo why |
asked for an interview with you—my own part in this story. They—that is, the far greater number of
villagerswho lived in Troyarbour in those days—flung an IraWarenn into arunning siream to sSink or
swim—for witchcraft, of course—when the foundations of this Hall were being dug. She sank, and
drowned—that test isasfutile asit isfoolish. Because shewas awitch.

“She was drowned after the Mrs. Naylor of that time had given birth to adead infant, and half the
cattle belonging to us had died of some disease not diagnosed, and—and that Naylor went baresark and
st fireto the barn at the farm, which in turn fired two ricks of corn, and the story goesthat it took six
men to get him under control and prevent him from killing the witch before thefit passed. And it took
pretty much all the justices of the peace in the county to hush up the scandal—though drowning Ira
Warenn—you note the accent ison the ‘enn’, always—put an end to histroubles, in every way. He was
quite anorma man, after that.”

Spoken with placid satisfaction, that |ast sentence. Geesfelt his prgudice growing again. Wasthis
man quite sane?

“Then they named another *Iral about the end of the elghteenth century,” Naylor went on. *“ She was
found drowned—that was a coroner’ sinquest verdict—uwith nothing to show how she came by her
death. Whether my greet-great-grandfather were baresark or no | do not know. He left no records, and
died of apoplexy. The normal, hard-drinking country squire—not in the least aVolsung.”

“That is, asfar asyou know,” Gees observed.

“I know!” Again he evinced intengity. “ Such of us as hark back to that beginning—such of usas
know the story of Oger and Sigurd is real—we are—but I’'m wandering from the point again. My own
partinit. | waseight years old when the Warenns a the farm—you must have passed that farm before
coming to the village—when they named adaughter Ira—the thirteenth Ira. Aslong asmy father lived dl
went well. | was here very little—I went shooting in the African game preserves after | came down from
Cambridge, and did the modern grand tour. And then—there was awoman.”

On that he broke off, and Gees saw his mobile face harden, grow amost ugly. Then he smiled, and
again was avery attractive man—superficidly. He said, “1 suppose that istrue of every man, sooner or
later. She was married, and she came to me. We went away together—it was the year my father died.
My mother had been dead along time. Her—the woman'’ s husband was vindictive. He refused to
divorce her. We had achild—adgirl child—"

He broke off, there, and now Gees did not didike, but pitied him. After awhile he roused from his
memories, and spoke again.

“We came back here—I had to come back, to take over al my father had |eft. He had not been a



good business man, and there was much for me—that is not part of the story, though. What ispart of itis
that for the last four years before his death, Warenn, this Ira sfather, had paid no rent. It isnot that |

need the money, but—well, you can’t let one tenant off and compdl the othersto pay. | went to see
him—and did not. He wasthen dying, and | saw... Ira”

“Wdl?" Geesasked it after along silence.

“|—I amost forgot you were here,” Naylor confessed. “Y es, IraWarenn. Dark Lagny—unutterable
alure—I knew al the legends were true, when | saw her that day. Y et, to me, hateful—I was near on
baresark then. Y ou see, that curse has come down to me. Whichiswhy | called on you, to seeif thereis

any wey—
“Y ou should see amental specidig, not me,” Geessaid gravely.

“Damn al mental specidists!” Naylor broke out with sudden, bitter passion. “Wait, though! | told that
girl I could not make an exception of her father, because of others—I could not run thisestate asa
charitable ingtitution. | remember | used just those words. It was reasonable, but—her father was dying
even then. Sheknew it—I did not. She told me the manor of Troyarbour was his and hers, by right, not
minea dl.

“ She told me she was Wulfruna s daughter—daughter, mind you!l—and she would leave me with
nothing | valued, and when she had taken al would destroy me, mysalf. She would leave me not even the
dog | had with me that day—it was ared setter | loved more than any dog | ever knew. She called the
curse of Odin on me, and told me she would take from me dl that | loved. And al thetime| saw her as
Dak Lagny, dlure unutterable—I could havelogt dl reason in her arms, and yet hated her the while.
Perhaps you cannot understand that—because it is beyond my own understanding. Dark Lagny,
daughter of Wulfrunawho was mother of my race as of hers. Thisisathing of the VVolsung breed, where
brother and sister mate as the Incas and Pharaohs mated. Y ou will not understand it—I cannot explain
it”

“Perhaps | understand more than you think,” Gees said dissentingly.

“Asmay be,” Naylor retorted, haf-angrily. “Listen, man! In aweek the red setter was dead, and |
mourned over it as over theloss of afriend. The vet who post-mortemed it said its heart had failed, and
he could not tell why. | could tell! Within sx months, the only woman who ever meant anything to me
died—double pneumonia, in high summer! In high summer, | tell you!

“Within amonth of her death, our little daughter was taken awvay—scarlet fever and diphtheria—and
never another case of it that summer within thirty miles of thisvillage! She came back in her coffin, and
lies beside her mother—I think my heart liestheretoo. And | was then—wait, and let me show you. Not
asyou see me now.”

HE WENT to adesk under the high window, opened a drawer, and took out what Gees recognised
as asnapshot dbum. Returning, he handed it over. “Look at them,” he said, “and seeif you recognise
rre”

Beginning with thefirst page, Gees saw photographs of amassively built, middle-aged man, and in
one of them hisarm waslaid over the shoulders of adight, smdll, grey-haired woman. Naylor said, “My
father and mother—and now you cometo me,” and Gees asked, “Y ou were an only child?’

“No, the second of three. The other two died in infancy.”
L ooking out from the page to which Gees had turned was a broad-shoul dered, hefty-looking boy of



about sixteen, who, although the photograph was an amateur snapshot, apparently, had posed for his
picture and smirked self-conscioud y—and self-approvingly. Naylor said, “ That was nearly two years
before | went up to Cambridge,” and Gees turned over the page to see the same boy, older now and
developing to vigorous, ahletic adolescence, in rowing kit, footbal shorts, tennisflannels, and corduroys
withagunin the crook of hisarm.

“You al thetime?' Gees asked.

“All thetime,” Naylor answered. “Y ou will seewhy, later—or | can tell you now. Shewished it. She
mounted al those photographs.”

In slence Gees went on turning the pages. They formed a picture chronicle of growth to manhood,
and the“she” of whom Naylor had spoken in atone verging on reverence camein as awoman who
stood beside him, tall ashimsdlf and, as nearly as the monotone of a photograph told, fair-haired and
more than normally attractive. And Naylor himself showed asfar different from the man Gees saw now,
though he was recogni sable as the same man.

Hewas more virile, physicaly robust and abigger, stronger man than this. So he remained through
the rest of the series, which included views evidently taken abroad—jprobably in Rivieraresorts, though
two or three appeared North African, by the clarity of the light and sharp-edged shadows. The last
picture of al showed him bending over acot in which an infant lay, and he took the album out from Gees
hands and closed it abruptly, amost rudely.

“Not that one,” he said. “I wanted you to see—all this has changed me. Do you redise it—that | am
changed?”’

“Y ou’ re more—ascetic, say,” Gees answered.

“A politeway of saying I'm haf the man | wasthen. Which is quite true. And—let metdl you this
too—I"m pariah, you' Il find. Because of—of her and the child. Content to be so—shewas al to me, and
gnce | wasal to her we were happy until—until IraWarenn took her away from me. Only the people
who would know me for my possessions would come here to see me now—and if they come they get
turned away. The socid life my father and mother knew—the people who make up that life will never
know me, because of—because to their thinking sheand | lived in sin. Though we did not. But—I am
quiteadone. I'm gtill amember of Quinlon’s, but I’ ve not been in the club since—since she cameto me.”

“Andthat isal the story?” Gees asked.

“All the sory—yes,” Naylor answered. “ Except—say it isthe outline of the story. | have yet to tell
you why | want your advice.”

“Perhaps | can guess, but won't,” Geestold him. “Do you mind if | summarize what you havetold
me, from apractical viewpoint?’

“Do 0, by dl means. | should like to know your view.”

“Y ou wouldn't—won't,” Geessaid rather grimly, “but I'll giveit to you. For abeginning, | will
discount al thislegend of Dark Lagny, and her mother Wulfruna, who you claim is ancestress both to you
and these Warenns. | will ruleal that out, and to acertain extent will ignore your alegation that witchcraft
has run in the Warenn family al the way up to Cromwell’ stime. Because wherever afeud perssted
between two families, accusations of that sort were likely to be made, and superstition was strong enough
to establish them on very dight evidence—without actud proof. Many an innocent man and woman has
suffered death on that charge, as probably you know.”

“I do know it,” Naylor agreed. “ But—"



“Wait!” Geesinterrupted. “1 am giving you my view. When your Naylor of Cromwell’ s period seized
on thismanor of Troyarbour, the Warenns of that day obvioudy had a grudge againgt him—there was
aready the feud between the two families. The Warenns had away of perpetuating arather uncommon
namefor agirl—but it isno more uncommon than your own ‘' S. Pol’. They very foolishly—I should call
it that—came back here as tenants of the family they had cause to hate, since they regarded that family as
digpossessing them. On your side, you Naylors were only too ready to attribute any trouble that came
your way to some sinister influence exerted by a Warenn—"

“Always by an IraWarenn,” Naylor interposed.

“Or by noWarenn at dl,” Geesinssted. “| tell you, you have no proof. In al you havetold me, | can
find no proof. If | take your own story—and forgive meif | put it rather brutally—there werein
succession adog, awoman, and achild, dl three dying after a probably neurotic woman—or girl—who
has some knowledge of the old legend that oppresses you, had made a vague threat againgt you. Can
you trace any actua contact between that IraWarenn and any one of those three? Any contact
whatever?’

“No-0.” Naylor owned it reluctantly, dubioudy. “ But—"

“No,” Geeswent on, “you can’'t. You have aslittle proof againgt her, over these three deaths which
can be attributed to purely natural causes, as your ancestors had against the other Warenn women whom
they accused of witchcraft, or—I” m anticipating what you would say—got up enough prgjudice to cause
the accusation to come, from independent sources. And now you' ve lived here alone and brooded till
that old legend and the feud between you Naylors and those Warenns have become the principal
interests of your life. Y ou want my advice—I’ll giveit you now. Shut up this place for, say, ayear. Go
abroad again, do anything rather than stay brooding here aone. Get among norma people and revive
normal interests—be anormal man among others, as you were meant to be. And come back to laugh at
thisIraWarenn and regard her as merely foolish, not awitch or potent.”

Naylor shook his head. “1—I cannot do that,” he said.
“Y ou mean you think you can't do it,” Geesamended for him.

“No—it isnot thinking. Because—asis awaysthe case when agirl of that family isnamed Ira—I—I
am aBaresark.”

For abrief interval Gees wanted to shout laughter. If arabbit had proclaimed its power to roar likea
lion, the assertion would not have seemed more absurd. Thissmalish, ddlicate, even anaemic-looking
being, going ravening with axe or club, was not merely an incredibility, but a preposterousimpaossibility!
The man was mad.

“And what advice did you intend asking?’ Geesinquired after along, long pause, in which he could
hear Naylor’ s uneven breathing

“How to—how to neutralize her powers—IraWarenn’'s powers,” Naylor answered, dubioudy and
nervoudy.

“That’'s easy—just don't believein ‘em,” Gees said bluntly. “As| seeit, you're acase of
sdf-hypnosis. Y ou didike the woman and know she didikes you—you own that you gave her cause—"

“| have seen her since,” Naylor interrupted, “and done my best to remove the cause. Offered to do all
| could for her asmy tenant—" He broke off, rather than ended the sentence, and though Gees waited he

did not endit.
“How did shetakethe offers?” Geesasked at |ast.



“Laughed a them—and a me. Renewed her thregis”
“Why not turn the woman out—get rid of her?’
“I can't. They hold on lease—over eight years of it to run.”

“Then, as| said before, go yoursdlf, and come back cured of these fears—these utterly groundless
fears—of yours”

“I can't do that either, and they are not groundless.”

Gees stood up. “Y ou merely emphasize the truth of an old saying, that the only advice people will
takeisthat which coincideswith their own inclinations,” he said. “1 can offer you no other than what |
have dready givern—and if | get to the main road before dark | can be back in London to-night.”

“I see” Naylor, aso on hisfeet, spoke very coldly. “Just one minute while | write you your cheque.
Eighteen guiness, | think.”

“Thank you, that isthe amount.” Gees spoke equaly coldly.

Naylor took up the album, which he had put down on the floor, and with it went to the desk from
which he had taken it. He put it away again and, taking out a cheque-book, wrote the cheque and
handed it to Gees, who glanced at it and crumpled it into his pocket.

“Thank you very much, Mr. Naylor—and good-bye.”

“I—I can't offer you any refreshment, | suppose?’ With the offer, Naylor unbent, evinced some dight
cordiality. Gees shook his head.

“No, thank you. It must be within an hour of sunset, and—well, that lane! A merciful manismerciful
to hiscar. No, don't trouble to ring—I know my way out. Good-bye.”

CHAPTER I
NEW MAGICISOLD

ABOUT TO open the driving side door of his car and seat himsdlf at the whedl, Gees paused, holding
the door, and staring at the seat. He drew along breath and murmured, “Holy mackerel!”

For, curled in somnolent comfort on his set, lay ablack cat. A deek, hedthy-looking cat, with his
lengthy tail so adjusted that the tip wasjust under his nose. Reaching in and leaning over, Geestickled the
anima behind its ear, and it wakened to look up at him—gratefully, he thought. He said, “If you could
drive, fdler, it'd be adifferent thing. But | guess|’d better plant you where you belong.”

He reached farther in and got ahand under the cat, which, unfolding itself, disclosed asmdl white
shirt-front on the blackness of its chest. When helifted it to hold it against his own chest, it got apaw up
on his shoulder and climbed round to the back of his neck, knocking his hat off asit rubbed againgt his
head, purring the while. He stooped to pick up the hat, and the cat retained its place, asit did when he
went up to the front door of the hal and rang the bell.

The same attractive-looking parlourmaid opened the door, and, as Gees reached up to lift the cat
down, gaculated, “ Goodness!”

“Hewasinmy car,” Geesexplained. “I thought I’ d better hand him back so you' d know that he's



safe, before driving of f—*

“Oh, no, ar!” She backed away aswith difficulty he pulled the cat from its perch to hold it out to her.
“Mr. Naylor'd go mad if that cat came in here—hewould, redly! It's Peter!”

“And what’ swrong with Peter?” Gees asked curioudly.
“He—he beongsto MissWarenn, Sir.”

“But—»but that’ sthe other side of the village,” Gees objected.
“Yes, | know, g, but Peter goes everywhere.”

“Oh, he does, doeshe?’ Gees lifted a paw of which the claws were going through his coat to stick in
his shoulder, and held it. “ Does he often come hereto call?’

“He sonly been once before, gir, asfar as| know, and then | got the gardener’ s boy to stone him
away. Because Mr. Naylor would recognise the cat if he saw it, and we'd dl get in trouble.”

“| see. That'sdl, thank you.”

He turned his back on her and, taking Peter to the side of the car, dropped him in and got in himself.
The buzz of the starter appeared to worry Peter dightly, but Gees reached down and stroked him as he
sat facing the pedals, and then engaged gear and moved off. As he neared the gates, Peter jumped up on
the seat beside him and put a paw on hisarm asif to claim some attention, and he spared ahand to
respond, noting alad—ypossibly that same gardener’ s boy, opening the gatesfor him.

He thanked the boy as he passed, but, keeping a hand and an eye on Peter, had no chance to get out
atip. It was dl one, he thought. There was no need for him to lay up treasure a Troyarbour Hdl, for he
had no intention of returning there. He didiked Naylor too much. The man believed the story he had told,
but, in Gees opinion, he had gone cracked on it, let it become an obsession.

And now Peter, friendly Peter, provided an opportunity of seeing thisIraWarenn. He could pull in a
the farm and deliver the cat—even ask to see her, if she did not appear hersdlf in reply to hisknock at
the farmhouse door. Since thiswas her cat, Geestold himself, she was not awitch. Peter was no witch's
cat. He was too sociable, too likeable. That paw of his soft and with retracted claws, came out to pat
Geeson thearm if he neglected too long to stroke his passenger. Peter had adopted him, meant to own
him—and yet, Geesfdt, dl thiswas especia favour. Peter would not own everybody he met, but was
making an exception. Perhaps he remembered that on his previous visit to the Hall he had been stoned
away, and appreciated the different reception this human had given him.

So thinking, Gees drove through the village, and in afold of the heights back from theinn, Sighted a
squet little church and the chimneys and roofs of more cottages. He said, “ Y’ know, Peter feller, if they
had ajail and apawnshop, this place' d be very nearly civilised.” To which Peter responded with a
tremendous yawn. Unlike nearly dl cats, apparently, he did not object to riding in acar, but was quite
happy over it. Geestickled him behind his ear, and he leaned hard on to the tickle to turn it into ascratch.
Helikedit.

S0, climbing out dowly from the village—because of the bad surface of the lane—they cameto sight
of the lone farmhouse, and Gees turned aside to hat on the level before the shabby, discoloured frontage.
The two ground floor windows were velled by casement cloth curtains, but the three above them were
bare and stark-looking. The door, as Gees approached it, declared its need of paint, as did the window
frames. Peter lay quiescent in this new friend’ s hold, and Gees was about to stretch out to knock on the
door with hisknuckles, but aclick of thelatch and the door’ s opening forestalled him. He knew, ashe
gazed, that he wasfacing IraWarenn. Or Dark Lagny?



Thereare momentsin life that stiretch out to prove the swiftness of thought. This, for him, was such a
moment. He saw adip of agirl with coiled hair of abluish blackness, the night-black hair that is hardly
ever seen on the women of Caucasian stock. There werelittle curls of it about her ears, and it was|oose
and wavy over her forehead—over her eyesthat were like till sea-pools under the light of the moon. So
he would have defined the eyes, but neither then nor at any time could he have told what was their
colour. They were dark, so dark that pupil and iriswere only just distinguishable.

She used lipstick, he could see, but what other makeup she had used he, being only aman, could not
tell. A plain black dress, dark silk stockings and sandals, and round her neck athin gold chain from
which was suspended atiny pendant, in which acircular, turquoise-blue stone was set in white
metal—not athing of value, but quaint and attractive. He even noted faint intaglio lines, defined in gold,
on the stone.

Thus, if he had been asked for adescription, he would have catal ogued this girl—or woman—and
what she wore, and would have known the while that he was not describing her. “ Allure unutterable,”
Naylor had said, and in thisfirst Sght of her Gees knew the man had given her no more than her due.
Naylor, thus defining her, must have seen her inimica, hating him. Gees saw her dightly amused, quite
self-possessed, and coolly assessing him as her wonderful eyes directed the alure that was hersat him,
with such achalenge as Lilith must have flung a Adam in the very dawn of woman's conquest of man.

SHE said, “ O, Peter!” and her voice was soft and deep as were her eyes. The cat struggled, fell from
Gees hold and, going to her, lifted himsdf in one bound to her shoulder, to curve himsdlf round the back
of her dender, findy modelled neck and look coldly at Gees.

“Hedid that to mg,” Geessaid, “when | found himinthecar.”

Shesad, “It was very good of you to bring him back—but quite unnecessary. He goes for long
expeditions, and aways comes back.”

“If I hadn’t fetched him, he might have been stoned,” hetold her.

A sow, with alitter of piglets, came grunting and snorting toward the doorway. The girl said, “No,
Irene—go away!” and the ungainly beast, with adeep grunt that sounded very much like disgust, turned
about and lumbered jerkily away, her brood following.

Gesssad, “Y ou might have named her Violet, or Lily.”
“Then you haven't reed W. H. Hudson.”

“Oh, yes” He madeit atriumphant assertion. “1 know—if man had taken and trained the pig as he
has the dog, for the last two hundred years, he would now have afriend just asbrave and loyal, and far
more intelligent. That was the sense of what he said—I don’t remember the exact words. But—Irene!
Wel, it snot my sow.”

“Y ou saw how she did as shewastold. She' shighly intelligent—all her kind are. They’ re debased
and uglified to make them fat, and the courage they have in awild state isdmost atrophied, now, but till
they have the next largest brain to that of man, reletively to their sze and that of other animals.”

Hesaid, “1 don’t know if I'm talking to Miss Warenn, but | believe | am. | stopped to bring Peter
home, but never expected to get as far as Hudson and the brain content of the genus sus. Or may | say |
never hoped to get asfar? Thisis an unexpected pleasure.”

“Taking about the genus sus?’ she asked, with innocent gravity.



“No—meseting you,” he answered.

“Isit?’ The dark, wonderful eyes mocked him, then. “When you found out where Peter
bel onged—keep your clawsin, Peterl—when you found that out, you brought him here with the
express—but not expressed—intention of finding out what IraWarennislike. So you did expect to meet
me, if not to talk about Hudson and the genus sus.”

“That doesn'’t lessen the unexpectedness of the pleasure,” he said.
“Will it if I—if | tell you | sent Peter there, intending that you should find him and bring him back?’

“No-0.” He haf-breathed the reply. “ But—you can’t send acat. Y ou can’'t own acat. The cat owns
you, every time.”

“And yet, Mr. Green, | sent Peter—and you are here!”

Allure unutterable—it wasin her night-dark eyes, in the tempting music of her voice. Geesreplied
with, “Why, and how did you know my name?’ and made the questions harsh, because he was afraid of
her.

“Why?’ she echoed the question with a note of amusement. “Because | wanted to know what sort of
man Jerome Naylor asked to drive me out. And your name—and address—were lying on the post-office
counter for anyoneto see, when | went in for cigarettes.”

He produced his cigarette case with the suddenness of aconjuring trick, and held it opened before
her.

“Do haveong,” he offered.

She shook her head as a grizzled, €l derly man came round the corner of the house and advanced
toward them.

“Have you fed Adolphus, Ephraim?’ she asked.

Hesad, “Yesm,” and pulled a his scanty forelock in away reminiscent of half a century or more
ago.

“Thank you. I'll attend to Irene, later—you may go. Good-night.”

“Good afternoon, ‘m,” he corrected severdly, and turned to tramp off toward the village, with just a
glance at Gees as he went.

“ Adolphus being—Or am | not supposed to question?’ Gees asked.

“Being an illugtration of the truth of Hudson’ stheory—aboar,” she answered. “But don’t you think
we have talked long enough on my doorstep? Jerome Naylor would—if he knew, he' d go baresark.”

Gees managed to take the revelation of that final sentence with a poker face, though inwardly he
questioned whether she had used the last word with no specia meaning, or had intended to tell him that
sheknew al about Naylor’s obsession. He glanced at hiswrist watch and, turning his head momentarily,
saw how shadows were deepening in the folds of the hills. If he made the main road before dark, he
would be more than lucky—or might break a spring and be unlucky.

“Quiteright,” hesaid. “I’ ve detained you long enough, and won't trespass any more. So—goodnight,
MissWarenn.”

“I didn’t mean that!” She spoke with the first note of emphasis of any kind that he had heard in her



voice. “| was going to suggest that you comein and try my cowdip wine before going on. Asa—asa
sort of expression of gratitude for bringing Peter back. | know he' s grateful too—tell him so, Peter!”

Sowly, lazily, Peter uncurled himsdf from about her neck, where he had lain al the while, and
dropped to the ground to yawn and stretch himself, and then pad in leisurely fashion until he was directly
infront of Gees. There he sat up, and looked up, amost asif asking a question. Gees, looking down at
him, nodded the answer.

Hesaid, “All right, Peter—you win. And if | go back to the village, MissWarenn—" he looked up at
her again. “| suppose the pub could put me up, or shake me down for the night?’

“Harry Todd will be glad of you,” she assured him. “So—" A gesture, inviting him to enter, finished
the sentence.

He had to stoop to cross the threshold. When she had closed the door, Peter having made up his
mind to enter too, the low-ceiled, narrow hallway of the house was amost in darkness, for there was no
transom, and only the faint light from a doorway on the right relieved the gloom. Through that doorway
he followed the girl, to aroom of which he could have touched the ceiling without raising hisarm to itsfull
sretch, and, since she said, “ Just one minute, please,” and left him aone there, he had timeto takein the
qudity of theroom.

With the exception of one piece, the furniture was mid-Victorian, shabby and valudess. Therewasa
claw-legged, circular table in the middle of the room, its bare surface scratched and dingy. The four
dining chairs and one carving chair, mahogany-framed, were horsehair seated. The black marble clock
on the mantel, and its flanking ornaments, were | ate nineteenth century albominations—and the clock had
stopped. A four-tiered bookcase aong the wall facing the window was evidently of dedl, painted and
grained to abad imitation of oak. It was not merely filled, but crowded with books—Gees recognised
the volumes of “The Golden Bough,” and Eliphaz Levi’ strestises, without making any close ingpection of
the shelves. The one piece of furniture that contrasted with the rest attracted him more than the
bookcase, and he went to stand beforeit. A black chest—at first he thought it was ebony—with
three-panelled front, a keyhole which suggested an enormouslock, and alid on which were carved, in
low relief, three trees.

Bending over, to look closaly at them, Gees saw that they were thorn trees, with bunches of berries
on their branches, and, in spite of the lack of colour—for the carving was black astherest of the chest’s
surface—the work was so finely done that the trees seemed aive. And now, with his eyes closeto the
wood, Gees saw that it was oak, age-darkened to blackness and its graining smoothed to a silken gloss.

Here was asurface that no polish nor artificial staining could have produced. Centuries had gone by
sncethe artis—for artist in truth he must have been—had |ooked on hiswork and seen that it was good.
For only by age and human touch may oak be brought to such perfection of surface as Gees saw here:
other woods may be surfaced by tools and artificia means, but oak retains the indentations of itsgrain
under such treatment, and darkens and takes on aglacid evenness only in the course of ages.

HE STOOD erect and turned, conscious that he was no longer aone, though he had not heard the
girl enter the room. She put down on the centre table an ugly, squat black bottle, and two stemmed
wine-glasses, of which the sems were mere threads, and the bowls of paper thinness.

Shesad, “I madethewine. Tagteit.”

He watched her fill the glasses: the fluid was ruby-dark, and, ashe saw it rise dilily in one glassand
then the other, he remembered MacMorn, maker of shadows, and the reason-destroying drink that had
made an hour of Elysanilluson for him and one other.



Hesaid, “1 have been admiring that oak chest of yours.”

“Yes?” Therewas areflective note in the half-question, and as she spoke she held out one of thefilled
glassesto him. “All we have l€ft to us, the chest and what isiniit.”

“All you haveleft?” he asked. “I don't see—"

“Try my wine,” she suggested, and held up her own glassto thelight. “They say Dark Lagny made
winelikethis. Try it.”

He held up his glass as she was holding hers, and saw that the deep red, trand ucent fluid was not
remaining ill init, but that amoving current circled from top to bottom and from bottom to top of the
glass. Hesad, “1t looks periloudy dive, to me.”

“Pureimagination on your part. Still!” Shewaved her free hand toward his glass, and the movement
withinit ceased.

“| shall soon begin to believe—" he breathed, rather than spoke, and did not end it, but stared at her.
The dark eyeslaughed at him, though her lips did not curve. There was mockery in the laugh.

“Jerome Naylor?” she asked. “Believe, then. | drink! To dl who believe beyond the sight of the eyes,
know more than they are taught—whose lives of yesterday give them guidance for to-day.”

“That is, to yoursdf,” he said, and laughed. “Y es, then—to you. And perhaps, in some smal measure,
tome”

He drank with her, emptied the glass and put it down. The wine was a soft fire, atingling sensation
that effervesced on histongue—or so it seemed—and, momentarily, gave him anillusion that the girl who
faced him was clothed, not in ablack dress of to-day, but in some garment that was made of tiny,
overlgpping plates of gold or polished brass. Only for amoment did theilluson hold, and then he saw her
as before, but dightly smiling with her lips, now, while the dark eyes were unlighted, sombre—and surely
the room had darkened! He must go back to theinn. In mercy to the car, he must not attempt the deeply
shadowed lane, even with headlights on.

“| think—yes, to you too,” shesaid. “I thought it when | saw you looking at the chest there.”
“Old, that,” he said. “Asold as—aswhat?’

She shook her head. “I know only that it isvery old,” she answered. “When Jerome Hold-the-Faith
Naylor brought histroopsto destroy our castle of Troyarbour—the Naylors built their Hall with the
stones of the castle—when he completed our ruin, the Warenn of that day saved only the chest and what
it holds. Nothing ese—we lost dll but that—and the last Naylor livesthere to-day.”

“The chest and what it holds,” Gees mused doud.

“ThisNaylor would give haf his possessionsfor what it holds,” shetold him. “When my father was
dying, he came hereto get what isin the chest. Threstened to turn meout if | would not giveit up.“I did
not giveit up, and Jerome Naylor went away afraid. Heis till afraid. That iswhy he sent for you. |
know.”

He wanted to ask how she knew. Instead, he asked, “What isin the chest, then—what isit he wants
0 much?’

Passing him, she went to the chest and lifted itslid. He turned and looked inside, saw the massive,
antique lock, and down within the chest rolls of parchment, tape-tied—ten or more of them—together
with awhite-handled axe, of which the head had rusted to a brownish black, and along, heavy sword,



cross-hiked and unscabbarded, of which the blade was shining, bluish-tempered stedl, apparently.
“Can you read runes?’ the girl asked abruptly
“With difficulty,” he answered. “It depends on the script, too.”

“Yes. The handle of that axe—it isnarwha horn, | understand—is covered with them. Twice
covered. Dark Lagny began the record, inscribing round and round the haft, and then it was carried on
and on, till thelast of it is scribed lengthways of the shaft, crossing the first characters as people used to
crossthewriting inther |etters. Y ou may takeit out, if you like.”

He lifted the axe and poised it to test its balance. The head, he saw, was deeply eaten with rust,
which had been oiled over at sometime. The haft was of shining bone, yellowed with age, but still having
itstengle strength. 1ts end widened to aknob to give good grip, and was pierced for awrist-thong. And
from end to end the haft was covered with incised characters that Gees knew as runes, lengthways and
crossways of the shaft, and so small and intersecting that he could make nothing of them—except for one
word that he trandated as* Gunnar,” near where the haft was set in the head.

“Who was Gunnar—do you know?’ he asked.

She took the weapon from him and put it back in the chest. “ Since you could read that, you might
read more—more than | wish,” she said. “ And that—the axe—is what Jerome Naylor wants but cannot
have. All the knowledge Dark Lagny had, knowledge that goes far beyond the sight of the eyes—my
father taught me to read the runeswhen | was only asmall child. There are Latin trandations of some of
them on the parchments, but | keep them only because they are old things—things of value, now.
Not—not as | keep the axe and sword.”

“Runes on the sword, too?’ he asked.

“No—it wasforged long later. When the first crusade was being preached, | think. But itisasinging
sword—one of Thor’s own descendants forged it. Not pure stedl, but an aloy—I have seen my father
take the point round to touch the hilt, and it springs back, so fineisthe tempering. He said—my father
said—the smith who forged it dloyed the steel with glass, but that may not be true.”

“And may be” Geessaid. “ Glassisthe most eagtic substance known, though how it could be aloyed
with sed—"

“Many atsarelost,” shereflected. “How were the monoliths balanced to stand century after century?
And how were tree trunks interwoven to make them unite as they grew, joined into wanted shapes more
surely than tools or human hands could join them?”

“Andthat,” hesad, “isanew one on me. Welding living trees, gpparently. But you said—Thor’ sown
descendant.”

“A mighty smith was Thor—no wonder they made him agod.” Her soft, deep voice took on a
dreamy note. “A mighty lover, too. Wolfrunawas of his breeding—we go far back—O, very far back!
Volsungs and children of the Hammer—" She checked herself and, looking a him, laughed—at hersdlf,
he knew. Thelaugh was music. She said, “ The night is darkening on us. How long have we talked?’

“A few seconds,” he answered. “Have we redly begun to talk?’

“Orisdl sad?’ Her lovely voice was sombre, now. “Y ou know so much, too much, | think.”
Abruptly she pointed at the squat bottle on the table, adim thing, now, in the gloom that gathered with
night’ s gpproach. “More?’ she asked, and moved a step toward the table.

“No,” he answered resolutely. “ That stuff—cowdip wine, you called it. Who ever saw dark red



cowdips? Areyou awitch, MissWarenn?’

“I am Dark Lagny’schild,” she answered. “Why do you cal my wine ‘that suff’ ?Wasit so
unpleasant to your taste?’

“It was S0 pleasant that I'm afraid of it, and haf afraid of you,” he said. “When | took that axein my
hand | felt the hands of otherswho had held it—killed with it. Did you mean meto fed them?’

She shook her head. “No. It is—you know too much. See beyond the sight of the eyes. | would not
have had you fed those hands. | would have Jerome Naylor fed them, but not on the axe-handle.
Grasping his hand, leading him out, making him mad—" The last words were whispered, yet they seemed
to poise echoing in the gloom.

“Then you are awitch,” Geessaid harshly.

Shefaced him, her eyesnot far from his own—dark pools of the sea under the light of the full moon,
nearly luminous and quite distinctly seen, though the light in the room had dmost gone. “Isnot every
woman awitch?’ sheasked. “If dl of usknew our power! | know, therefore, | am awitch. What of it?’

“So much do you hate Jerome St. Pol Naylor?’ he asked.

“That?' The syllable was amere note of mocking laughter. “Why, it has been in the blood of my
people since Dark Lagny hung on across outside thewall of Eboracum—since Wulfrunatook Sigurd's
head on her knees before she bound the hell-shoes on his feet—and kissed the blood from his dead lips!
Hate? It ismore than hatel”

Hesad, “I’m going, Miss Warenn. I’ ve stayed too long, talked too much—where did you get those
marvellous glasses, though?”

Shelaughed. “Must you know everything? A Varangian brought them from Byzantium. All that | have
isold—I too am very old—"

“Harry Todd—wasn't that the innkeeper’ sname asyou said it?” he interrupted. For now the gloom
had so far degpened that he saw her face only asaframing for the eyesthat retained their distinctness,
and her night-black hair blended into the shadows behind her.

“That ishisname,” she answered. “1 shdl seeyou again, then?’
“I don’'t know. To tell you thetruth, | hope not.”

“Afraid of me?’ Shelaughed, softly and amusedly.

“Good night, Miss Warenn.”

He got out to his car, somehow, and turned to drive back to the village of Troyarbour and The Three
Thorns. Ashedrove, it seemed that the soft music of her laughter pursued him, and on the gloom of
gpproaching night he saw twin pools of deeper darkness—the luminous mystery of her eyes.

Shewas awitch. Yes, shewas awitch!

THE light had just begun to fail when Ephraim Knapper entered the barroom of the Three Thornsand
clacked across the red-brick floor in his heavy, hob-nailed boots to face Harry Todd, the proprietor,
with whom businesswas not brisk enough to justify his keeping abarman. There was only thisone bar, a
fairly large room with the old-style conventional sand on the floor, and earthenware spittoons available
for such asfdt inclined to use them. But, following on the campaign against tuberculos's, nobody spat, in



these days. The earthenware vessels were mere ornaments, the sand a superfluity.

Four worthies, who made the pub a club, as did Ephraim Knapper, occupied a bench on the
right—that is, in relation to the door—as he entered. They gave him grave greeting: Sam Thatcher,
immediately facing the door, nodded and grunted—he was smon-pure Dorset. Phil Hodden grunted
without nodding. Jacob Cowder, third aong the bench, said, “’ Do, Ephraim,” and Fred Carphin, nearest
the bar, merely grinned and pointed at his glass, of which not more than afifth of the contents remained.
Asascrounger, Fred had areputation, and Ephraim knew it—had had yearsin which to learnit. He
shook his head mutely, and spoke to Harry Todd.

“One ha fpint, Mr. Todd. Look like afisher throwed aline, but | ain't rizin'. One ha'f pint, | do tell
l%-”

Todd drew the haf-pint from the barrel back of the bar, and had to loosen the spile-pin to fill the
glass. Ephraim put down his pennies, took up the glass, and meandered dowly to the table a which the
four sat. He seated himsdlf on the bench facing them al.

“Heer'stol,” he said, and drank.

“Theer were afurriner tu the Hall,” Sam Thatcher observed with the gravity of oneimparting weighty
news. “In amoty-car. Yu zeed 'un?’

“Aye” sad Ephraim, with equa solemnity.
“He went back, happen it were ahour zince,” Sam pursued.

Into the following slence Ephraim Knapper launched his bombshell. “ The furriner took Peter hoam,”
he said. “Hewere standin’ talkin’ wi’ MissWarenn, afront 0’ the house, an’ | left’emtalkin’ arter she
towd mel might goo an’ said good night tu me.”

“Goddlemighty!” Sam Thatcher made the comment after alengthy slence. “If Zquire heerd that,
now!”

“Happen the furriner coom to make it oop atween’em,” Jacob suggested. “ Squire can't git her outer
thefarm, zo—" Heleft it incomplete.

“Happen pigs might fly,” Sam remarked caudticdly.

“Peegs—aye,” Jacob said, to cover a certain discomfiture. “ That theer owd boar at the farm started
takin' yit, Ephram?’

“Next tuit,” Ephraim admitted. “Shelll let it out an’ goo round thefarm, an’ it'll foller her jest likea
sheep-callie. Du anything shetdll it. ' Dolphus! An’ the sow’s nearly asbad.”

“What she can’'t duwi’ animals beeant noobery’ sbusiness,” Fred Carphin stated. “When | were
theer at thefarm afore you, Ephraim, that theer Peter were alittle kitten, an’ near assuneasit’ d lap milk
she'd make'en set up like sayin’ prayers.”

The opening of the bar door reduced them dll to Sllence, for astranger—the stranger,
evidently—entered and, closing the door again, advanced to the bar, where Harry Todd had been
leaning to enjoy the conversation of hisregular customers. Discussion of locd affairsamong theminthe
hearing of afurriner was utterly taboo. They sat mute, and waited to learn what had brought him to the
inn.

He faced Todd, who gave him a courteous “ Good-evenin’, sir,” and straightened from hisleaning
posture in anticipation of an order.



“Good evening,” Geesresponded cheerfully. “I was recommended to you by aresident here. Mr.
Todd, isn'tit?

“I'm him,” Harry admitted—rather cautioudy, since he was not easy in hismind over the observance
of closng hoursand a surreptitious dilution of spirits sold over the bar.

“Ah!” Gees amiled a him. “Do you think you could stable my car for me and give me abed for the
night, Mr. Todd?’

“Why, cert'ny, Sr,” he answered with far more cordidity. “That is, if ye don’t mind runnin’ the car
inter my open shed at the back—stand it next the wagon.”

“Splendid! I'll go and run the car into the shed, and then come back here. Y ou might have apint of
bitter waiting for me.”

He went out. The five habitues |ooked at each other, and Sam Thatcher nodded with aworld of
meaning in the gesture. Harry Todd drew apint of bitter, and placed it on the bar.

Then Gees came back. He put down ashilling with “Thank you, Mr. Todd,” and placed on the brick
floor beside him the small suitcase he had taken from the car. Then he took up the glass tankard and
drank, and drank, to put it down again empty, while the eyes of the worthies widened asthey stared in
dlent wonderment.

“Very good bitter,” Gees observed. “I’ [l have another like that, now it’'s washed the dust away. Yes,
excdlent bitter. A free house?’

“’Tisthat, Sir,” Todd assented, busy at the barrel.

“Makesdl thedifference,” Geesremarked, and, noting the change from his shilling, put down enough
coppers to complete payment for the second pint. “ And you' re not a native to these parts, en?’

“Been here twenty year, sir. | wasborn an’ bred Winchester way. But how d'you reckon to know |
don’t belong round here?’

“By your accent—that’ seasy,” Geestold him. “I’ll bet you' re fill whét they call afurriner—and
awayswill be.” Heturned to look at the five figures, ftill and silent as dummies, & the table beside the
wall. Being interested in what he had aready seen of Troyarbour, he wanted to know more, and here, if
anywhere, he could learniit, if he could get thosefive talking.

Hesaid, ingratiatingly, “ Our friends here al seem to be near the end of what they’ ve got.” And waited
till, as he had expected, five pairs of eyes questioned what he might mean.

Then—"Can | ask you dl to have drinks with me—anything you liketo cal?’

THERE was dead slence, while four pairs of eyesturned to those of Sam Thatcher, as doyen of their
society, and therefore the one by whaose decision they would abide. Sam thought for afew seconds
longer, and then replied, “Y azzur, | reckon it bevery kind 0’ yu.”

“Takether orders, Mr. Todd, and don't fail to have one yoursdlf at the sametime.” He put down a
ten-shilling note and, taking up histankard, turned to look round the barroom. Sam, leader of thefive,
decided on another ha f pint, and in turn each of the others followed suit until Fred Carphin, last to call,
sad, “A pint, Mus Todd,” quite boldly, whereat the others almost groaned aloud. The scrounger had got
away withit: They aso might have had pints, had they had the courageto cdl for them—but it wastoo
late, now.



“Any flint pits round these parts, do you know?’ Gees asked.
Ephraim frowned over the unexpected question, teking it in gradudly.

“Hint pits, zur,” he echoed eventualy. “ Aye. Thur be one oop back 0 Wren's. ' Tisadl blackb'ries,

“Dewberries, Ephraim,” Sam Thatcher corrected severdly.
“Brumbies, anyway,” Ephraim said.
“Y ou spoke of Wren's,” Gees observed. “Whereisthat?’

“Why, wheer MissWren du live now,” Ephraim answered. “Y ou seen her, | know. You an’ shewas
talkin® when | left to-night. Arternoon, it wur then. Her people had that farm f'r everlagtin’.”

“Not al that, Ephraim,” Sam corrected him. “The Hall, it wur the Wrens , afore Zquire
Naylor—zome owd Zquire Naylor long back—avore Naylors come theer.”

“Yes, | did see MissWarenn,” Gees admitted with athoughtful intonation. “I took her cat back from
theHal.”

“Peter’smoz' ly wanderin’,” Sam Thatcher observed rather sadly—and Gees knew, by the free
comment, that he was admitted, strictly on furriner satus, to their fraternity. He said, sagely, “ Cats mostly
do. They're never redly tame.”

“’Less Miss Wren gits howd on’em.” Fred Carphin amended. “ She' d taame the davvle hisslf, |
rackon. She got aowd boar up theer, an’ yu’ d rackon it wur adawg, way it foller her around.”

“A boar pig?’ Gees madeit an incredulous query.

“Aye, aboar peeg,” Fred confirmed him enthusiastically. “An” aowd sow, as'll du dl "tistowd—by
her, mind, not by noobery else. Peegs, minding what they’r towd! An’ ’t'aint only that. I’ ve heerd her

laugh!”

He made of the last sentence no more than afearful undertone, and looked to right and left asif he
feared he might be overheard. Sam Thatcher said, “It don’t du f'r amon tu hev tu many pints,” and Phil
and Jacob chuckled at the hit. But Fred spoke mulishly, “1 tell ’ee, I’ ve heerd her laugh, when she m
been milesaway. Like—like aghoast. Lordy, don't I know? | worked theer f'r her father yeers enough,
an’ f'r her tu, afore Ephraim took my place. I've heerd it.”

“An” what du yu think made her laugh?” Saminquired caudticaly.
“Uswur takin' about her,” Fred explained sulkily, and went Slent.
Sam shook his head. “Tu many pints,” hasaid.

In the utter sllence that followed, Gees noted the disapprova on the faces of the other four. Fred had
outraged al manners and rules of good society. He had talked about his late employer before a stranger.
He had talked of local things before that stranger, which was never donein Dorset. And, in atempting to
creste a sensation, he had obvioudy lied.

Condemnation of such aone was unanimous and bitter.

Then, into the slence, came a sound that Gees recognised with alittle, fearful thrill, a sense of the
uncanny. From somewhere near the door it came, deep-toned and musical, the sound of IraWarenn's
laughter. There are voices that are unmistakable, even in laughter, and he knew this as her laugh, though



he had only seen and talked with her for an hour or less. AlImost involuntarily he turned his head to see no
more than had been there since he entered for the second time. And then he noted that al other eyes had
turned toward the laugh—he had heard, not imagined that he heard it.

“Theer!” Fred Carphin gaculated, and pointed. “ ’ Tis—theer!”

“A boord craaked,” Sam Thatcher said—but there was no conviction in the statement. “| heer en. It
wur aboord.”

“Wheer?' Fred demanded, with angry defiance. “ Theer’ s bricks underfoot in heer, an’ the
walls—they’ m brick, elselath an’ plaster. That theer door ain't moved, I’ [l take my oath. She laughed!”

“Fred Carphin!” Sam Thatcher’ svoice had in it angry authority. “Y u'm zaid enough—an’ moor.
Mister—whatever yu’ re name be—we beg yure pardon for thisfurriner from Zuzzex—" He put stinging,
bitter emphasis on theword. “An’” we hoap yu unnerstand we niver heerd thelike i’ Troyarbour afoore.
Tdkin' 0" alaady ahind hur back—they du zay yu got to know aman yeers, an’ then yu don't rightly
know him—an’ "tistrue. Niver till thisnight ded | know Fred Carphin, an’ now | don’t wanter know him
no moor. Zuzzex boorn!”

Fred put the tankard down on the table, edged out from behind it, and went to the door. Opening it,
he stood holding the handle.

“Shedid laugh!” he said, and went out.

Again adead slence, and, again, into it, came the deep, musica sound of laughter—and Gees saw
Sam Thatcher’ sjaw drop as he stared in fear, and Todd craned over his bar, and Jacob Cowder stood
up to stare fearfully at the door. The silence held for afull minute after the weird laughter had ceased, and
then Gees moved toward the bar.

“Onemorepint, | think, Todd,” he said easily, “and if any of these chaps would like another, or a tiff
whiskey to steady him and stop him from hearing things, you can put it on me.”

“But shedid laugh, sir,” Todd said, in an awed way.
“Aye.” From behind Gees, Sam Thatcher echoed it. “ She ded laugh.”

“|s—that—s0?" Gees put dl the mockery he could into the question. “Then, whoever sheis, ask the
lady to step forward, and I’ll buy her adrink.”

He stood quite still and cocked his ear, so to speak. Todd, with the empty glassfrom thetablein his
hand and the orders registered in his mind—easily, for they had al caled for pints—a so stood till, and
gazed unhappily toward the door. The best part of aminute went by, and then Gees put histankard on
the bar.

“Thelady will not oblige,” he said. “In fact, we re dl hearing what didn’t happen, and waiting for it to
happen again. Deeth and the income tax arethe only red thingsin life, and nobody like redlities.

“I’ll have adouble whiskey with adash of soda. Then cook me some ham and eggs, and tell whoever
doesthe cooking not to laugh. It’s not safe.”

He said no more. The four worthies puzzled over what he had said, and made nothing of it. Todd
served the drinks, drew onefor himself, and then went out to order the cooking, and, until he returned,
not aword was spoken in the bar-room. Then Sam Thatcher lifted his pint.

“I dunno when | drunk zo much f'r nawthen,” he said, “an’ fr m afurriner, tu. But aright good furriner
yu be, migter, though us doan’t understan’ ha f what yu been talkin’. Heer’ stuyu.”



“Good hedlth,” Gees responded, rather absently. He was thinking, then, of IraWarenn and the two
laughs. He would not leave Troyarbour yet. It promised to be interesting.

“Sheded laugh,” Sam said, with solemn conviction.

TODD himsdf conducted Geesto a bedroom which, though small, looked comfortable and
adequately furnished—surprisingly o, for such an out-of-the-world hamlet as this—and observed that
the door on theright at the foot of the stairs led to the coffee room, where the ham and eggs would be
ready by the time Gees got there. Also pickled onions, Dorset butter, and cheese—the best he could do.

Quite good enough, Geestold him, and with that he went out. Later, following him down the sairs,
Gees opened the indicated door to face an attractive-looking girl in her twenties, who, evidently, had
been just about to emerge. As he stood back to make way for her, she too stood back in asort of
confused hesitancy, asif she had been caught where she ought not to be, and he had timeto take in her
ensemble, as he would have put it. The green rayon blouse clashed with the beige skirt. The skirt was
none too long, and revealed shapely legs, and her shoes were dainty and high-hedled. She was blond, but
needed another vigt to her hairdresser, for theroots of her hair were obvioudy darkening. Her eyeswere
palish blue, and too closaly set, while she had dightly overdone her makeup. Y et therewas a certain
attractiveness about her, especialy in her nervous embarrassment. She had tried to make the best of
hersdlf, and had failed through lack of taste and colour sense. Had shetried less, she would not have
failed so badly.

Geessaid, “Sorry,” and held the door for her. She passed him with—*I"ve put your supper on the
table, gir,” and in the one sentence betrayed Cockney origin. Then she escaped, her heds clicking on the
oilcloth, and Gees went to the table and uncovered his meal. The ham had been generoudy cut, and there
were four eggs.

Seating himsalf, Gees began business, reflecting the while over the girl, over thelaughin the bar, his
determination to see Naylor again before leaving this place, and equaly strong determination not to see
any more of IraWarenn. She might be interesting—was interesting, in fact—but he felt sure she would
prove dangerous, and so resolved to avoid her. Hewas alittle afraid of her, in fact.

Taking the second pair of eggs on to his plate after disposing of thefirst two, heredlized that
something was missing, and, espying a hand-bell on thetable, took it up, and rang it vigoroudy. Almost
asif he had been waiting for the summons, Todd appeared.

“I hope everything isdl right, air,” he asked, before Gees could speak—and helooked at the empty
dish and refilled plate.

“Nesarly too good to be true,” Geestold him, “but the odd spot of fluid would comein handy. From
thebarrd. A pint, | think.”

“Right away, Sir. | can get teg, if you'd likeit.”—
“From the barrel, Todd,” Gees repeated gently, and Todd went out.

To return with one of the glass tankards, and a napkin over his arm with which he wiped the base of
the vessel before setting it down. By that time, Gees had pushed his plate aside and reached for the
cheese—and Todd moved thejar of pickled onionsto handinessfor him.

"You can see stark evil walking the earth today..."

“After which,” he observed, “I shdl bein afit Sate to breathe on my friends. Y ou’ ve been here quite



awhile, Todd.”
“And dill they reckon” me afurriner, Sr. Alwayswill.”
“How on earth did you find the place?’

“’Twasthe missus sdoin’, sr. She was adownland girl when | married her, an’ dius hankered for the
downs. Didn’'t bother about the loneliness—it islonely when winter setsin, too—so | took thiswhen |
heard it was goin’. | useter hanker for thetownsan’ lights at first, but by-an’-bye | got used to
it—there sa sort of drawin’ power about the downs. They—they get you.”

“| understand,” Gees said. “ And afree house, too.”

“That isso. Not much of atrade, but | wasin atied house before, an’ there’ s something about afree
house—so when the missus died—five year an’” more ago, it was—I felt | didn’t wanter go. An’ herel
am—here’ll mogt likdly finish, too.”

“A lonewidower.” Geesremembered the girl with the high heds. “ Any children—if I’'m not asking
too much?’

“No, gr, you ain't. An" we had only a baby that died before it was amonth old. No, alone widower,
asyou say.”

“Umm!” Gees commented reflectively, while he thought, but did not say—*Not so very lone,” ashe
remembered that woul d-be entrancing vision which he had passed on the way to the dining room.

“That was rather an unpleasant little dust-up in the bar,” he said. “The man—Carphin, wasn't it?’
“That’ sthename, Sr.”

“Used to work where Ephraim Knapper works now, | understand?’ Gees suggested, and made a
haf question of it.

“That'sso, sir. Hewastheer i’ the owd man’ stime, Mister Wren that had the farm till hedied. It was
MissWrengot rid o’ Fred i’ thefinish. Hewas—waell, it ain’'t for me to say, but she turned en out sharp
oneday, an’ the hens seemed to lay better ever snce.”

“Maybe he wasn't sympathetic enough—to the hens,” Gees observed. “Anyhow, it’syour
confidence, Todd, and it staysin thisroom. And—you heard that laugh, | noticed. Both times, eh?” Todd
nodded.

“If itwas” hesaid, “I dunno. Queer, it was.”
“Thefirgt timeit happened?’ Gees asked. “Or have you—"

“No, sr—never before. Look like Fred'd heard it, by what he said. Maybe it was—her—up to
tricks. Though why—it beatsme.”

“She gets up to tricks, then?” Geesinquired, leading the man on.

“I wouldn’t say that, Sir,” Todd answered—honestly enough, as Gees could see. “Folk hereabout say
since her father died she’ sgot inter queer ways, but it don’t take much to make Sam Thatcher’ s sort say
all sortser things about anyone. All 1 know is Squire Naylor’ d about give his earsto get her outer the
farm, an’ can't. Things get about, y’ know, Sir.

“Fred' s daughter Nettie—she' s parlourmaid up at the Hall, an’ aright smart bit o' goods, too—sh€e'll
tell her mother things, the mother’ |l tell Fred, Fred' |l get adrop too much, liketo-night, an’ then—well,



things get about. So ain't lettin’ out no secrets. Squire Naylor's scared of her, an’ that’ safact.”

“Why?" Gees asked, reflecting the while that Fred Carphin’ s tongue was not more loosely
swivdled—if as much so—than that of the man before him. “What is there to be scared about?’

Todd shook hishead doubtfully. “ She—shean’'t ordinary,” he said. “Theway she'll handle
animas—there was never anything likeit, as| know. Why—four year ago, it'd be—Abram Timms had a
bull. Timms farm jines on to Wren's, you must know, sir. That bull was akiller, if ever therewas
one—they shot it at thefinish, an’ nobody in al Troyarbour dast go in the medder whereit was, long
aforeit was shot. But she went! Wanted to cross that medder one day to goto Timms', an’ the bulll
come at her, tail up an’ head down. Timmsseeniit, an’ knew she hadn’t a hope on earth—shewasa
good asdead. An’' she stopped an’ faced the bull, an’ it pulled up a score of yards away from her,
lookin' dl dazy, sorter—Timms Il tell you the tale any day. She went up to the bull—maybe she spoke to
it—nobody don’t know what she did.

“But thefinish was shelaid her hand on the bull’ sneck, an’ it walked ongside her till they got to the
gate, an’ then she come out as cool an’ cheerful asif she' d been pettin’ aturtle dove. That for onething,
an' itain't natura. Her owd sow an’ thelittle owd boar are astame an’ biddable an’ clever asthe
winnin’ dog in sheep trials—they do say the boar iscleverer' n any dog. An' that cat Peter—Peter’ || be
heer thisminutean’ gonethe next, an’ they say shetaksto him, like he was human.”

“That power over animalsisrare, but it existsin some people,” Geesremarked. ”1 seenothinginit to
scare aman. And now how much do you reckon on making out of me, Todd?*

Todd reflected over it. He sad, “Well, S, there' s supper to-night, an’ theroom, an’ there'll be
breskfast. We' Il say nought about the car, becauseit ain't usin’ up room | want for anything else. An' |
ain’t got no bathroom i’ the place. So—would seven shillin’ be too outrageous much to ask, do you
think, Sr?’

Geesamiled. “Makeit out at that,” he concurred. “But | suggest that you add in the cost of apair of
redly good slk stockings, and don't say they were on my bill when you hand them over.”

Staring while comprehension grew, Todd went brick-red.
At last he questioned, “ Dud-do you mum-mean that, Sr?’

“My middle nameissincerity,” Gees answered solemnly.

AGAIN, in mid-morning, the Rolls-Bentley stood before the main entrance of Troyarbour Hall. Again
trim, attractive; and rather pert Nettie Carphin ushered Geesinto the lofty-ceiled library—atruly
magnificent specimen of the architecture of its period, Gees redised—where Jerome . Pol Naylor rose
to hisfeet from the armchair beside the fireplace as his visitor entered. The room was not merely warm,
but hot. Thefire, of dimens onswhich would have neutralised arctic conditions, was an oppression on the
mild October day. Naylor looked even frailer than when Gees had seen him the day before, and seemed,
sdlamander-wise, to bask in the stuffy, unnatura hegt.

“How-de-do, Mr. Green?” he said, with asatiric notein the greeting. “Am | to conclude from this
second call that you have changed your mind? That | can count on your help, aswell asyour advice?’

“I have mogt decidedly changed my mind.” Gees answered coolly. “That iswhy | am here, a second
ti rre”

“I am very glad to hear it,” Naylor said, with no sttire at dl.



“Uh-huh?’ Gees made the exclamation not merdly satiric, but derisve. * Y ou’ ve never, of course,
been in the. position of a defendant consulting his defending counsel, Mr. Naylor?’

“I should hope not!” Naylor exclaimed hadtily. “Why, though?’

“Because—I spent two yearsin the police force, and learned alot—because the defendant, if he's
got any sense at dl, generdly redisesthat it' s best to tell his counsd the truth, the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth. 1t ways pays.”

“Areyou insnuating—" Naylor asked very coldly indeed, and left the query incomplete.

“Nothing,” Gees answered camly, “knowing as| do that atruthful man has nothing to fear from
ingnuations, and aliar getsround ’em somehow. If | put you in the second class, it’syour own fault.”

“Will you please leave thisroom at once, Mr. Green?’ Naylor asked.

“No. And | haven't seen anyone here capable of throwing me out, yet. | can be an exceedingly blunt
devil, and also adisagreesble one, if I’'m hoodwinked, Mr. Naylor. | have seen Miss Warenn since | saw
you, and have dso heard what she told me confirmed by independent evidence. Why didn’t you tell me
you threatened her?’

“Will you please leave thisroom at once?’ Naylor repeated.

“No, | tdl you! Come off that high horse and be honest. This case interests me, and | want the truth
of it. Meanto get it, either for you or against you—and | don’t care which. But heaven help you if I'm
againg you! Why did you thresten the girl ?”

“I didn’t,” Naylor retorted sullenly. “ At leess—" He broke off.

“In other words, you did,” Gees said with stinging incisiveness. “Why? What wasit you wanted of
her—asked of her?’

“| didn’t threaten her half as much as she threatened me,” Naylor protested, and so betrayed the
justice of Gees' accusation.

“That may be,” Geessaid, “but in admitting that you threatened her at dl, you prove that you
misrepresented your case to me yesterday afternoon. | don't like that sort of thing, so I’'m here again.”

“To—to help, did you say?’ Naylor asked apprehensively.
“I have not said so. | want the truth, first. Why did you threaten the girl—what did you want of her?’
“I| wanted—therod of An,” Naylor answered, haf reluctantly.

“Therodofan?’ Geesrepeated, puzzledly. “What is it—a patent medicine formula? It sanew oneon
rre"

“The—rod—of—An,” Naylor repeated, with evident irritation.

“Ah, now | get you!” Geessaid. “An—yes. Capitd of Atlantis. The mother of hewn cities, they caled
it—all hewn from the solid rock, not built aboveit like cities of to-day—"

“You know?' Theinterruption had init al of Naylor’ sintermittent intensity. “How much do you
know? How much can you tell me?’

Gees shook hishead. “What isthisrod?’ he asked in reply.
“The rod? She hasit fitted as the shaft of aViking battle-axe, and doesn't know what she



has—doesn't know what isinscribed on it,” Naylor answered. “ She may have deciphered some of it, but
not al, or lse—" He broke off, oddly. “I wanted it,” he ended, half-gpologeticaly. “I’m sorry | omitted
to tdl you—you'll help, you say.”

“I do not say—anything of the sort,” Geestold him forcibly. “I want the truth out of you before |
decide on anything. What is there inscribed on thisrod, or connected with thisrod, that Miss Warenn
does not know? If you want my help, you' ve got to confess everything.”

Naylor thought it over, and evidently fought down arising anger at the dictatoria statement. He said,
“The science of Atlantiswasfar in advance of that of to-day, as perhaps you know.”

“Sofar,” Gees concurred, “that the powers who rule the world decided that the whole continent must
be destroyed—drowned—because its rulers discovered the secret of creation and gained power over
desth—and would have misused both discoveries. | know.”

“Yes, you know,” Naylor admitted. “ That is obvious. Whether either of those secrets was inscribed
ontherodismorethan | cantell, but | do know, what she does not, that thereis on it enough to give not
merely knowledge, but control of what isgeneraly caled the fourth dimengon. Thefifth, redly. Timeis
thefourth.”

“That isto say,” Gees said dowly, “for human comprehension any object must possess four
dimensions: length, breadth, thickness, and duration. Y es, dl that isaphabeticd, if you get me. Thefifth?’

“For that—" Naylor forgot hisanger, and Gees' judgment on him, in hisinterest in the subject, “it
would be better to take an analogy, Snce neither you nor | can visudize thisfifth dimension, living aswe
do in afour-dimensond state—counting in time or duration as one of thefour, | mean. That isgeneraly
conceded, now.”

Geestook out his cigarette case and offered it, and Naylor took one, asif from his oldest friend
rather than from aman who had only recently insulted him. Gees said, “ This promisesto be very
interesting indeed, but | think you' ve made one mistakein it.”

“Do st down!” Naylor accepted alight, and pointed to achair. “ Hunter—Hunter of
Denlandham—told me I might depend on you, and though—if you'll forgive my saying it—you have
damned irritating ways, | believe he was right. This—this andogy—I dwaysresort toit for
comprehension of thefifth dimension. Ficturing, which isfairly essy, atwo-dimensona Sate, consdering
the two dimensions of length and breadth, and presupposing the possibility of consciousnessin such a
date. Sncewe live in more than two dimensions, we can comprehend living in those two, by an effort of
imagination. But why—in what do you say | amwrong?’

“Let’sleavethat done, for the present,” Gees said in answer. “ Give me your theory—I think | know
it, but you ateit, al the same. I’ m interested—this|ooks like being a case, to me.”

But whether he would take up that case for or against Jerome St. Pol Naylor, he did not say. He had
in mind the fact that the man had lied to him at the outset, and dso had in mind the laughs he and others
had heard in the bar-room of The Three Thorns. That laugh, though there wasin it no proof, was
evidence that IraWarenn had mastered the secretsinscribed on this“rod of An,” and had got control of
what Naylor chose to term afifth dimenson.

“I will certainly state my theory,” Naylor said, with, for him, marked cordidity. “It is—what shdl | cal
it—an exposition of the new magic, which derides and nullifiesthe old.”

“|s—that—s0?" Gees mocked the statement, deliberately. “If our newest scientists were aware of all
that the very old ones called magic, the world would be one hell of away farther advanced than it is



to-day. The very newest magic is old—etheric vibrations were used for transmitting messages when
mankind wasin itsinfancy—and we brag about the discovery of wirdesstransmisson! How old isthe
telescope or explosive propdlant? How old is the steam engine? No man to-day knows what el ectricity
actudly is, but the sages of Atlantis could give you the formula—and even the later Lemurians knew how
acat purrs, athing no scientist can tell you to-day. Now go ahead—I want your two-dimensional
expogition. To get your ideaof it al.”

He settled himself in the chair Naylor had indicated, and drew along breath, expressive of enjoymnet.
He had practicaly insulted the man, and then had gained his point.

Naylor said deliberately, “I don't think | could tell you anything you don’t know.”
“Try,” said Gees.

CHAPTER 111

EMPIRIC THEORY

NAY LOR sat hestant. Wasthis cool, masterful devil inwardly laughing at him? There was nothing
new about histheory, but it had been enunciated years ago, formed the mere A B C of the subject.

“The two-dimensiona anaogy, then,” he said dowly, “considering length and breadth asthe two
dimensions. Y ou get aplane surface, with its boundaries at right angles to each othe—perpendicular to
each other. And a surface has no thickness—in that two-dimensiond state thereis no such thing as height
or depth—thickness. It isinconceivable, on atwo-dimensiond plane”

“You may say,” Geesput in for him, “that the surface of which you spesk has no more thickness than
has a shadow cast by the sun.”

“An admirable way of putting it,” he conceded, and felt, more than ever, that he wastaking to this
man before him asif he himsdf were an infant—that Gees knew more than he did. Still, hewent on. “We
now imagine atwo dimensond life—intdligent life—on that plane surface. Being two-dimensiond, it has
no consciousness of athird dimension, does not know there is such athing as height above the surface,
or depth beneeth it. It can travel in the two directions of length and breadth, but it cannot lift itself the
minutest fraction of an inch above the surface on which it lives. It smply does not know thereisan ‘up’
or a‘down’ beyond itstwo-dimensiond world.”

“Quitelucid, sofar,” Gees commented again, and Naylor flushed dightly at the implication of the
remark. It put him more in the position of a schoolboy reciting alesson to a master than that of one who
imparted information. Still, he forced himsdf to go on.

“Wewill now suppose,” Naylor said, “that athree-dimensiona being comes aong, ooks down on
the two dimensiona plane surface, and is enough interested in atwo-dimensiond being to lift it, even the
smdlest fraction of aninch, avay from the surface on which it lives. No matter how smdll thellift, the
two-dimensiond being isingtantly and completely out of itsworld. Since it knows nothing of up or down,
it cannot look down and see that world till near. It islost as completely asyou or | would be if we were
hurled off the earth’ s surface into space, altogether out of sight of the earth. Further than that, since
neither thisbeing nor the plane on which it has been living has thickness, it may find an entirely different
world, only athousandth part of an inch removed from itsown, but still quite distinct from that first plane
surface world, and out of sight of it—since the sight of the being does not extend up or down.”

“Carry on,” Geesurged. “It'sdl clear.”



“Now let’s come to the three-dimensiond world—ignoring time asthe fourth for thisillustration. Our
three dimensionsin space are al perpendicular to each other—Ilength, and breadth, and thickness. They
aredl the human mind can comprehend and visudise. In three-dimensiona geometry, it isimpossibleto
congtruct afigure with more than three dimensions al perpendicular to each other, and if such afigure
could be congtructed, the human eye would be incapable of taking it in. Because the human eyeis
three-dimensiond, just asthe eye of the two-dimensional being | have been talking about would be
incapable of redlising the third perpendicular, height. But, though three-dimensiona geometry will permit
of congructing figures with only three perpendiculars— ength, breadth, and height-mathematics show that
thereisafourth perpendicular, adimension at right anglesto the three we know. We cannot seeit or
comprehend it, but it isthere.”

“And if it were possible to move dong that fourth perpendicular, to movein the fourth dimension,”
Gees amplified the statement, “we could get quite away from any point in the three we know, and—given
control of oursalves and our movementsin that fourth dimension, re-enter the other three a any point we
liked. Whichisto say that | could just enter the fourth dimension in this room, vanish from the room, and
regppear in London—or New Y ork, or the moon, for that matter. Anywhere within the confines of the
earth and its satellite.”

“Ah!” Naylor sghed, rather wearily. “Y ou know asmuch as| do, | see, if not more. But why only the
earth and the moon—why not anywhere in the whole universe, that re-entry?’

“Because,” Geestold him, “there are dimens ons without number, as your mathematicstellsyou. You
can raise two to any power—the cube of it iseight, which isasfar asthree dimensionswill take you, but
mathematicaly you can go to the fourth, fifth, Sixth power of two—to as high apower asyou like. Now
the Adepts of An knew what you do not appear to know, that control of the fourth dimension gives
power to move, without usng any of thefirst three dimensions, within the limits of theearth’s
influence—that is, say, asfar asthe moon, but no farther.

“If any one of those Adepts could have raised himsdlf to control of the next, fifth dimension of space,
he would have had power to move anywherein the planetary system of our sun—but no one of them
ever got that far, and so dl their knowledge of that fifth spatia dimension remained empiric. And what
control of the sixth would give no man ever knew, or will know, because the human brain is capable of
understanding just so much and no more. It isincapable of taking in the potentidities of six dimensions of
gpace—comprehension of them belongsto gods, not to men.”

“Where did you learn about the Atlantean Adepts?’ Naylor asked.

Gees shook his head. “Maybe | listened to the wind on the downs, or heard aslence talking. Perhaps
| dreamedital.”

“Why gibe at me?’ Naylor demanded hestedly.

“Did 1?1 was not aware of it. | thought we were merely discussing apurely empiric theory, a
possibility that man may turn to solid redlity—more than solid, sinceit includes a perpendicular beyond
the solid—some day when heisfar enough advanced. Asfar, say, asthe Adepts of An, who for al their
knowledge could not save their continent when the sixth-dimensiond godsfinally decided to drown it.”

“Areyou an Adept?’ Naylor asked uneasily.

Again Gees shook hishead. “| am astudent,” he answered. “ There have been very few Adepts
gnce—sancethefirs pyramid was built.”

“And now—can | count on your help?’ Naylor looked up as he asked the question—he had not risen
when Gees did, and his anxiety showed in hisgaze asit did in histone.



“Inwhat way do you think | could help?” Gees parried.

“Get—recover for me—the Rod of An, before that woman learnsthe use of it,” Naylor said very
dowly. “I will pay—"

“Recover, you said,” Geesinterrupted. “Wasit once yours, then?’

Naylor dropped his gaze—there wasthat in Gees' eyeswhich hedid not like to see. Geeswaited,
and by merewill power compelled the man to look up at him again, after along interval.

“No,” Naylor said, and the word was patently dragged from him.

“I see” Under theirony of the comment Naylor literally writhed. “Y ou know perfectly well Miss
Warenn would never give up that Rod of her own free will. Y ou ask me to become a common thief, and
offer to pay mefor it. I'd sooner turn—"

“No!” Naylor started to hisfeet with the shrill exclamation. “Bribe her, anything—help me! I'm afraid,
man—she staken al but my reason, and she's making spellsto take that too! Help me!”

Geessad, “No,” and made the one syllable definite and findl.

“Y ou—you saw her yesterday,” Naylor almost whispered. “Will you—do you mean you will help
her?’

“No,” Geessaid again. “Neither of you. The feud began with Wulfruna, it seems, ancestress of you
both—Dark Lagny intengified it. Now you two are left—you two only. Fight it out between you—I'm
going back from here to London and everyday sanity. Now!”

With no further word at parting he turned and went to the door. There, though, he turned, and fired
out, “How did you know | saw Miss Warenn yesterday? Do you keep spies here in Troyarbour?’

“Nettie—" Naylor blurted out the one word, asif he would deny the accusation of spying, and then
stopped, knowing what he had revealed.

Geessaid, “ Get Nettie to help you—she seemsto fulfil more than her obvious purpose here.” And
went out, furious.

WHEN he seated himself at the whed of the car, he cooled alittle. On such aday asthisthedriveto
London would be a pleasure, and probably Miss Brandon would have some other, saner case waiting for
him to take up—something to sharpen hiswits and make him forget thistiny hamlet tucked away in the
folds of the downs, where laughs came out from nothingness and an otherwise sane man feared spells
such aswent out of fashion centuries ago. He let the car gently down to sight of theinn and village. He
had no use for Naylor, on the one hand. IraWarenn had no need of him, on the other. Straight through,
out to the main road, and away. He had finished with Troyarbour.

A facelooked out from the window of the room in which he had last dept, as he passed—| ooked out
momentarily, and as he turned his head, vanished. A pity the girl blonded her hair like that. By the look of
the root ends, there would bered shadesinit if sheleft it done. Well, let her keep at it. Hair with red
shadeswasfor girlslike Eve Maddeine, girls of innate fineness and red worth, not for common little
thingslike thisinnkeeper’ s sweetheart. Y es, et her go on blonding!

Helet hismind dwell on Eve Madeleine—the perfect secretary. No, though—Eve Madeline the
woman. She did not care one hoot about him as man, he felt certain: She had known of various
adventuresin emotion through which he had lived in consequence of these cases of his, when girls had
falen for him, and it had made no difference to her cool acceptance of al that he asked of her, no



difference to the manner in which she met him day by day. She was quietly friendly, never resenting his
moods or eccentricities, but suiting hersdf to them dl thetime. Chestnut hair with red shadesinit, like
sunlight on foliage in autumn: long-lashed, lovely eyes, and arestful, degp-cadenced voice—avoiceto
remember. Supposing Eve Maddeine—

“Oh, hell! She’' sMissBrandon to me. Always must be.”

He came out from his reverie, and wrenched at the steering wheel. He was dmost abreast of the lone
farmhouse, from which emanated no sign of life. But, in the middle of the way he wanted to go, lay Irene
the sow, contentedly adeep and round her the litter of piglets rooted at the grass, grunted, chased each
other, and utterly ignored the juggernaut advancing toward them—at a crawl, for Geeswished to kill
none of them. He blared awarning at them, and they wouffed and, one and al, faced the source of the
sound in curiogity rather than fear. Then Gees saw that, if he swung off the laneway onto thegrassin
front of the house, he could pass them and their somnolent mother.

Theradiator lifted, swung toward the house. Round from the back came asmalish, sturdy,
bristly-backed animal with afearsome tusk protruding on each side of itsjaw. It snuffed the wind—saw
it, perhaps, asin some partsis said to be possible for swine—and then, advancing, planted itsalf squarely
infront of the dowly advancing car, and said—"Urr-wouff!” In human language—"“No, you don’t!” or so
it sounded to Gees. He stopped, puzzled, and a streak of black lightning came from nowhere, and with
one mighty leap landed on his back and clung, claws deeply sunken through fabric to skin, to hold him
there.

“Blast you, Peter!” Gees exclaimed, and lifted his hand to remove the cat. But Peter chewed at the
lifted fingers, very gently, and began to purr. He rubbed, and Gees' hat fell over hiseyes.

When he had got it off, he saw IraWarenn standing in the farmhouse doorway. Not so much standing
asleaning againgt the doorpost, wesk with much laughter. But he felt like anything but laughter.

“What isthis—acircus?’ he snagpped out angrily.

She stood erect. “The only way to stop you,” she answered. “Y ou meant to go, and not come back, |
know.”

“And till meanit,” heretorted, trying to lift Peter down. But the cat sat claw-tight, and Gees desisted.
It was too painful.

She came out from the doorway and stood beside the car. “Please, no,” shesaid. “A littlewhile—an
hour? Won't you?’

Some wistful note in the request changed his mind for him. It was weak, he knew: he had not meant
to see her again, but there stood the boar in front of the radiator, gazing steedily at it asif hewould let it
run him down rather than budge. There on Gees shoulders sat Peter, and Sinbad’ s old man never clung
moretightly than the cat. And there stood Ira Warenn, pleading—the witch pleading!

Slowly Gees got out and faced her, and Peter, moving round from his back, legped to her shoulder to
gtonit, waving histail like ablack pennon of triumph. If he stuck his clawsin to balance himsdlf on
dighting, shedid not flinch. Perhaps he landed clawlesdly.

Gess asked, “Why?" and did not amplify it.

She said smply, “To save me the trouble of coming to you.”
“Why should you? What have | to do with you, or you with me?’
“Tofind that out, | stopped your car,” shereplied.



“Panted this menageriein my way, you mean?’ Anger sounded in the half-assertion, haf-question,
and his gaze emphasized it.

Sheraised her voice dightly to say, in an authoritative, dmost peremptory fashion—* Irene—go
away! Adolphus, to hed!”

THE sow got up and ambled off round to the back of the house, her family following and
disappearing with her. The boar advanced, took a distant sniff at Gees, which betokened curiosity, and
then went behind his mistress and sat on his hunkerslike awdl-trained dog. Gees noted that, unlike the
average hog, the beast was scrupuloudly clean. He was smallish and |lean, with ahint of reverson towild
type about him, and his flanks and quarters betokened more power of muscle than likelihood of fattening.
Hudson’ s dictum recurred to Gees' mind. Let that boar beget afamily, then breed from the best and
mogt intelligent, and the third generation would develop points which would prove the pig' s equality with
the dog, if not superiority over it.

“Does helight the kitchen firein the mornings?’

“Invariably.” Her deep, dark eyes held mocking lights. “That is, after he has chopped the firewood
and blackleaded the grate.”

“And now you' ve made me stop again, | want to know why.”

“Because, after seeing Jerome Naylor for the second time, you would not be satisfied if you went
away now,” she answered, with no mockery at al. “ At present, perhaps, you think you would, but your
curiosity would grow and grow, and in the end you would come back to see what is happening between
Dark Lagny’ s daughter and Oger’s son. And |—I do not wish you to come back. | wish to fedl that
when you go from here, | shdl beleft in peaceto do—as| will.”

“With Naylor—do as you will with him,” Gees completed for her. “Don’t you think ‘ peace’ arather
inappropriate word. Y ou mean war.”

“Left in peaceto finish my war, then,” sheamended camly.

“| see” The comment was acridly satiric. “ Do we conduct the interview here, with that bristly
gentleman squatting on guard behind you? If so, let’ ssit on my running board. 1t’ s quite clean.”

“Will you comeinwith me, Mr. Green?’ she asked coldly.

“Thank you, | will—but it' stoo early in the day for cowdip wine.” He placed himsdlf besde her as,
turning toward the house, she left Adolphusto his own devices. When they reached the open doorway,
Peter took another leap from her shoulder, landing insde the passage, and streaked up the Sairs at the
back. Gees heard him padding aong oilcloth in some corridor above, and then entered the room he had
seen the preceding evening. In full daylight it appeared dingier and less attractive than then, and the oaken
chest shone out in greater contrast asits surface reflected the light from the window.

A persstent, Singing note sounded and grew in volume as the two entered. The girl turned to Gees,
and he saw her lovely eyeswide with fear. The sound grew to amusical, martid clanging, and gradualy
died away. She went to the chest, lifted thelid, and after looking inside closed it down again. “The
sword!” shesad, fearfully.

“Any meaning in that solo, then?” Gees asked casudly.

“Itisthe second singing in my lifetime,” she answered. “Thefirst was on the day my father died—the
day Jerome Naylor came here.”



“And you cursed him, | understand,” he remarked, still keeping his voice down to casud interest.
“M’yes. Who'sit snging for, now?’

She shook her head. “No,” shesaid. “I do not know. But it isadread thing, that singing. For al of
Dak Lagny’sbreed.”

She alone was | eft of Dark Lagny’ s breed, he reflected but did not say. Instead, he said, “I think |
don't likethismetropolis. A sword that sings, and a bodiless voice that laughs. Wasit bodiless, though?”

She gazed at him steadily, making no reply. Thefear had died out from her eyes, now. A tinge of
colour changed her paleness.

“You wereinterested, it ppears,” he said, “in my going to see Naylor a second time. It wasrather an
interesting interview. He wants your axe-handle—the Rod of An, he calls it—because of arecipe or
formulaon it, one you have not yet discovered and he doesn’'t want you to discover. | am quoting himin

saying that.
“Hewill never havethe axe-handle,” she said inexorably.

“I told him | thought you fdlt like that about it, and knew as he talked—it was rather along talk on his
sde—that he had made one mistake about you. | knew he had—knew it sincelast night.”

“Yes? The query betokened only dight interest in hiswords.

“Yes. In the bar parlour—tap room, or whatever you like to cal it—of Todd'sinn. If you hadn’t
discovered that formula, you could never have laughed for dl of usin thereto hear.”

“lan’t that rather an absurd statement?’ she asked.
“I think Ill get on my way,” heretorted abruptly.

“No—what isit you want meto say?’ Shewasingtantly eager, persuasive, even leaning toward him
as she stood before the chest. “Y ou believe—what, of me? That | know—"

“I"'dsay,” he answered deliberatdly, “that if you know al your family tree, you can go back asfar
behind Wulfrunaas sheisfrom you. Back, generation piled on generation, to some family of Aninwhich
were Adepts—or was an Adept—of the old cult. From whom the formula on the axe-handle originated,
to be handed down and handed down till Dark Lagny scribed it on the handle—for you to decipher. I'd
say you have deciphered it, too, having inherited knowledge enough.”

“And why theinheritance?’ she perssted.

“Wall, take your ancestress' description, for one thing. Dark Lagny. So outstandingly dark asto be
distinguished by that title among the fair-haired race that bred vikings. Then you, with that dead-black
hair and such eyesas| have never seen—Dark Lagny’ s darkness persists and is reproduced in you. One
conclusion only—you are of Azilian descent, and that means Atlantean. Some colony or settlement that
escaped when the grest inundation happened.”

“Towhat isdl thisleading?’ she asked.

“Y ou have somehow got control or partial control of the fourth dimensionin space,” he said dowly.
“Naylor knows that the secret of it is on the axe-handle—what €l se is on that bone, heaven and you only
know, apparently. Naylor talked of it empirically—theorised. You, | believe, can sateiit
practically—perhaps demondirateit. | tell you, I’ ve as greet athirst for knowledge as any man living, and
| want your practica statement of this—this three-dimensiona impossibility that you know asred.”



She shook her head. “No,” she said. And again—"No.”

“Then I’ll say good morning, and if those pigs of yours get in my way again, I'll drive over them.
Good morning, Miss Warenn.”

“Wait,” shesad. “I will tdl you.”

IRA WARENN pointed at the horsehair-seated carving chair, set back from the window. She asked.
“Will you st there?’

Geestook out his cigarette case and offered it. She took one, and he lighted for her and himsdlf and
then took the indicated seet. She perched hersalf on the edge of the circular, claw-legged table, facing
him.

“Y ou want—me,” she said reflectively. “All | know and have done and will do. Y ou want to add that

to dl you dready know—to pin mein your specimen case and know yourself so much greater through
adding my knowledgeto yours. That iss0?’

“If you hadn’t spread those impedimentsin front of the car and stopped me, I’ d have foregone the
knowledge,” he answered. “I was going away from here, not to come back.”

She shook her head. “Y ou would have come back,” she demurred. “I know. | know! Y esterday
evening, when | talked to you, | realised you as of those who know, and for dl of you the increase of
knowing is—you are aways questing, al of you, for more. Knowing that you know so little. And you
were &fraid of me”

She spoke reflectively, dowly, gazing into space. Geestook along inhalation from his cigarette, and
answvered—

“Of your magic—if that istheright word.”
“It isnot. Thereis no magic—and you know it!”

“That istrue,” he admitted. “Alsoit istrue what you say—I wanted you—the essentia you that can
do—what you do. What Naylor told me you have done. | wanted—and wouldn’t let myself want—to
dissect you, to get at reasons. Why you, being what you are, should waste time and lifeon suchanaim as
that old feud. Near Adeptship, obvioudy, and yet you—I want to know why. | confessit.”

“I am not—I shall never be Adept,” she said. “That isreached by—yprayer and fasting, asthe phrase
goes. One goes up stage by stage—they went up, painfully and dowly, knowing thefina stage would
compensate for dl they denied themselves. As Adeptsthey knew dl, through patient years of ascent
aong the path. | comeinto the path like ablind child—I know my limitations. | have not paid the price
they paid, and so | shal never see, but grope. Nor, | think, regp any profit. Y ou see, | am awoman.
You, | think, will yet be Adept. Ten—twenty years hence, perhaps. Thirty years hence—what are years,
or what isonelife? 1 am awoman.”

“Obvioudy.” He put atinge of satire into the comment. “And wasting on an old hate, what is, equaly
obvioudy, amentdity and breadth of vison given to few women. It iswagte!”

He put strong emphasis on the last sentence, redising as he did that she wasincredibly beyond and
above her setting. Here in thislone hamlet she had the poise and knowledge of awoman of the world
twice her age. In the sense in which she had used the words, he wanted her—wanted to know how such
aoneknew dl she knew, and how she knew it. A mere farmer’ s daughter, on theface of it, yet a
seeress, or very near it. Here was a puzzle worth the solving.



“Youthink it waste,” she said, and flicked ash from her cigarette. “Y ou are outside, looking in from
the outside on what Jerome Naylor hastold you. I—I am Dark Lagny’s child—I am Dark Lagny hersdif,
for al | know. You are not yet Adept—how can you judge the power that drives? Y ou want me—to
know me and my motive and driving force. Y ou cannot know it, cannot comprehend it. An urgein the
blood, driving me—centuries of hate compressed in me. So | tell you. Y ou wanted me, and in so telling
you, | reved mysdf—you haveme.”

He shook his head, threw away his cigarette end; and took out another. She too threw her stub into
the unlighted fireplace, and as he reached out the case took one and alight after it.

Hesad, “Not dl of you. Thisisamere statement. It needs amplifying, before| have dl of you. So
far, | get your coming in to the Path by a back door, say, steding what Adepts earn—and for that, of
course, you will haveto pay, in due course. But how you stedl in | can only guess, so far. | want to
know, not guess.”

“Y ou know, as | know, that thereisno magic,” she half-questioned.

He nodded. “In the sense that the ignorant of all the ages have seen magic in natural sequences, there
isno magic,” he agreed. “Do you know, you are avery wonderful woman?’

“I suppose | am.” Sheregarded her cigarette end, and smiled. “ Y et | am only asmal child, haf-blind
and groping. On the edge of seeing, yet not seeing fully. It istrue—thereisno magic. Welearn the use of
arule—of alaw—and those who do not know the law say that we work magic. Isthat not so?’

Again he nodded assent. “Which iswhy they burned wise men at the stake, in old days,” he said.
“They could not comprehend. What | cannot comprehend isthat you, being of the wise, pursue thisfeud
againg Naylor. Y ou might make so much better use of your life”

“I tell you, that isbeyond my control. It ismy task, say. | shdl destroy himinthe end, as| have
aready destroyed dl he valued. When | know alittle more, have advanced alittle more.”

“Which means—" A tinge of impatience sounded in the question.

“Y ou know—you accused—there was alaugh,” she said very dowly. “It isquitetrue. | laughed.
They were so funny. | had to laugh.”

“In other words, you have got control of the fourth dimension in space,” he said. “That iswhat | want
of you—we come down to practicd fact, now. Thefirst human being, | think, snce—"

“Since An became asubmarine height,” she completed. * Perhaps. The later Adepts did not follow
that path. | think, being awoman, that they might have gained more if—but | am awoman, and outside. |
cannot see the Path, but grope, having entered it without sight.”

“Through what is scribed on the axe-handle—the Rod of An,” he suggested. “Y ou have got your
knowledge at second-hand.”

“You areavery wiseman,” shetold him, and smiled.

“Oh, very!” He smiled too. “Y ou were virtualy admitting that you have got control of thefourth
dimension. I’d have l€eft you to it, but you stopped me. Now, Miss Warenn, for everything you get out of
lifethereisapriceto pay, and my pricefor your sopping meisasharein this knowledge of yours—of a
fourth dimension in space.”

“Y ou must risk much,” shewarned him.

“l think it would beworth it,” he answered.



She laughed outright. “ Y ou want magic?’ she asked. “Have you four yearsto waste on it? On that
onebit of magic?’

“Isitthat? he queried.

“Yes?Magic!” Therewas derison in the word. “An old woman finds out, or inherits the knowledge,
that acertain herb will inspire loveinaman. A girl comesto her and asks for a potion that will give her
thelove of that man. The old woman makes a decoction, the girl inducesthe manto drink it at an
opportune moment, and—magic! Thereisno magic. It is applied knowledge of cause and effect,
whatever the case may be. Jerome Naylor fears my magic, | know, and the fear isamere proof of his
ignorance. | have given five yearsto thislast bit of knowledge, and still | am uncertain, not fully ableto
useit.”

“Y ou suggested four years, | think,” he remarked practicaly. “Now you say it took five. I'm merely
asking—hefore going home.”

“Fiveyears—" shetook no notice of the gibe—"since | read Dark Lagny’ s runes on the Rod. And
thought myself mistress of the world, when | had fully understood them. Let metake aparalel. Say that
you want to learn to skate, and you learn from abook al the rules of skating. Y ou put on skates,
and—can you skate?’

“Persondly, yes. On your paralld—no,” he said.

“Sowith what | learned. It gave me comprehension of what one must do—you own you want me,
and | am giving you mysdlf, inthis. | learned, in theory, how to enter the fourth dimension of space, but
my three-dimensiona mind could make no use of the knowledge. The fourth line oh which one must
travel—I could not seeit.”

“I know,” hesad. “I’ ve spent some hours thinking this over.”

“Hours? Fiveyearst My father spent hislife, and still dared not experiment. He read the runes, and |
had his knowledge to add to mine. Still it was not enough. Else, there had been no Naylor living to-day.
Because that isour aim, to end them.”

“Y ou bloodthirsty crowd!” Gees gaculated, haf-involuntarily.

THE DOOR, just gar, was pushed open then, and Peter entered and cameto sit looking up at his
mistress. She said, “Go to that man, Peter,” and pointed at Gees as he sat in the armchair.

But Peter sat, looking up at her, disregarding the command. Then he legped on the table and seated
himsalf beside her, purring.

“I thought you could control animals,” Gees observed caudticdly.

“Toapoint,” she answered, with no discomfiture at dl, and stroked the cat’ s ears. “ Do you know
you must never thwart acat? If you do, you lose dl power over it. Y ou must never strikeit.”

“Onethrashesdogs,” he observed, “and they’ re better for it.”

“But acat, never. Peter settled himself in your ca—" She broke off, asif she had said too much, and
tickled Peter’ s ears.

“We re getting near it,” Gees observed. “Do have another cigarette.” Theinevitable case opened
itself under her eyes.



She shook her head. “ Two isenough. Can | offer you—anything?’

“Y es. The conclusion of what you were saying when Peter interrupted us. About those five years, and
what you learned.”

“Andwhat | learned.” She spoke musingly, asif recdling it dl. “Y ou must understand—you do
understand, | know—the Adept travels along a path that carries him through many more yearsthan |
have taken to reach—what? | mysdlf do not yet know.”

“The beginnings,” Gees suggested, after waiting for the end of it.

Shesad, “Picture yoursdf ababy, groping your way into this world—thisthree-dimensond
world—into which you mugt fit. At first your consciousness of materid thingsis very vague—perhaps
because you are so busy forgetting the immateria things you have left to cometo this state. For
two—three—four years you are incgpable of understanding what people say, what will hurt you, what is
good for you—you arelearning, very dowly, and in the learning you may hurt yoursdlf. That is of three
dimensons Thefourthismoredifficult.”

“Takeslonger,” he said—to induce her to go on.

“Takeslonger,” she echoed. She made an odd movement of her head, and for an instant he saw the
sun-glint in her eyes, whose colour he was never able to determine. Then she was not there. Apart from
the turn of her head, he saw no movement, but knew himself aone in the room. Then shewasthere
again, perched on the edge of thetable asif she had not moved. “Y ou see?’ shewent on, asif there had
been no intermisson. “ Thereis no magic—thereis only cause and effect.”

He got his breath back with an effort. Sitting there, she looked utterly attractive, dl woman—it was
difficult to see her aswitch, mistress of the old magic that is not magic, but afar greater thing. Y et—was
she migiress of it, or subservient to it?

“Don’'t do that again,” he said, trying to retain normality.

“It wasthefirst thing | did—like the baby trying to walk,” shetold him. “I took one step, and came
back. One step, in that fourth direction that you know but cannot realise, and then | came back. Quickly,
gladly. | have never been so much afraid aswhen | saw what that one step revealed. There are
presences-intelligences far beyond ours, there. And | was like the baby taking itsfirst step in thisworld
we know. It was ayear and more before | took that one step again—I was afraid. | had my
three-dimensiona understanding, therein afour-dimensiona world. | could not see, could not venture
farther. |—tottered, and came back. Dared only to come back.”

“I understand,” he encouraged her. “And then?’

“If you were achild of five, you would bein thisworld what | aminthat,” shetold him. “I haveto
learn. | think the Adepts had to learn, but they had put many years of study into aknowledge | have
stolen from the axe-handle—they were prepared, able to see, perhaps, when they entered on that state.
Asif for yearsyou trained a man to work amachine, taught him by pictures and drawings and lessons,
and then took him to the machine. With my stolen knowledge, with no preparation, | face the machine,
and haveto learn how to useit.”

“In other words, consciousness of the fourth dimension in space does not mean control of that
dimension,” he commented thoughtfully.

“Y ou said you wanted me—I am giving you dl of me,” shesaid, and smiled. “ Giving mysdlf
away—ian't that the phrase?| tried the one step, and found mysdlf blind and helpless—that wasthe
beginning. As| say, | took that one step, and it was ayear and more before | had courage enough to



takeit agan.”

“And then?’ he asked, watching the play of her expressions. Shewasforcing hersdf toa
confesson—why, he could not yet determine.

“| took—the step you have just seen me take. One movement into that other world, which cuts
acrossthis. | know, now—it cuts across thisworld in which we live, and one may moveinto it, movein
it, and return. Not so much afourth dimension, as| seeit now, asafourth direction. | moveinit, and as
far asyou are concerned | am not—"

Her voice ceased, and again she was not there. Geesrealized allittleflurry of air, asif her effacement
of hersdlf had caused avacuum that had to befilled, and as he redlised it she was Sitting again on the
table edge, asif nothing had happened.

Hesad, “Don’t do that!” with angry emphasis.

Shelaughed. “One step,” she said. “Not athree-dimensiona step—you see, | don't move afoot or a
hand. | move aong another line, one that has no relation to the lines you know. Out of your sight and
CONSCiOUSNESS, to returninto it as | went.”

Trying to retain sanity, he said, “Y ou are avery dangerous person. Y ou have got not only knowledge,
but control of this other state of being. Which, as| seeit, isnot permitted to humanity—we havetolivein
the world we know. Y ou will be destroyed, | think, as An and its Adepts were destroyed. Y ou know
too much.”

“I will risk it,” sheretorted defiantly. “If | can first destroy Jerome Naylor, | will risk dl that my
knowledge bringson me. | live to that end—am devoted to that end.”

“A petty, human perversion of aknowledge that might be of serviceto al mankind!” He condemned
her with the pronouncement. “ Knowing as you know, you ought to be bigger, saner. Not likethis.”

“I amwhat | an—Dark Lagny’schild,” shesad incisively. “ Set here, no matter what | might be
elsewhere, to fulfill apurpose. After—I do not know, but the purpose must befulfilled. | know! To you it
isafutility, avery smal and mean use of life, but who are you to say what is use and what isfutility? Y ou
chalenged me from the moment | first spoke with you. Y ou towered over me, told mein effect that |
faced one who knows from the beginning, while | stedl in at apoint far along the path, and try to sed
knowledge for which | should have paid by years of patience. It istrue—but | have the knowledge. | can
move as you cannot—you have seen.”

“Child, you are playing with athunderbolt of the gods asif it wereatoy!” hetold her angrily. “You
don’t know what you do.”

“Who areyou to judge me?’ she demanded with equal anger. “ Give me another cigarette, and don't
presume beyond your knowledge!”

The utter, practica anticlimax of the request—or command—~brought asmileto hisface. He
proffered his case, and the lighter followed it. Sheleaned toward him to get alight, and again poised
hersalf on the table edge, smiling alittle. Dark Lagny’ s child—or Dark Lagny hersdlf, reborn. So Gees
thought, then.

“Wearesaneagan,” sheremarked, with the cigarette dight.
“And that laugh, last night?’” he asked after a pause.

“I laughed twice,” she said frankly, and he nodded assent, but did not interrupt. “ They were—you
were there, you know. | stood on the edge—it is more than ever | have attempted before in darkness,



though in daylight | put Peter in your ca—heard you talk to Nettie.”
“I don't likethis”” he said, frowning. “Areyou intending to haunt me?’

“Jerome Naylor had called on you, so | took Peter in my arms, and stepped out—so—" Gees
gasped, for shewas no longer there, but the air appeared to swirl about the table edge. Her voice came
to him asif from agreat distance, not raised, but atilly ghost of avoice. “I put himin the car and
soothed him to quiet—he lay quiet where you would sit, | knew. And that was all. | stepped back, here.”

“How?’ he asked, after a pause for thought over theincredibility.

“Judt... s0.” Again she sat there, red, asif she had not moved. “Y ou see, once you know how to
move aong that line—the linethat is so hard to see—you can regard the three dimensionswe al know as
asheet of paper—it isapoor simile—but you can go under and above and round the dimensionswe all
know asif they did not exist. Or rather, asif they existed as an adjunct to the line on which | am learning
to travel. When | know more, am more used to it, | shall be able to control my movementsaong it and
go where | choose. Now, | step out, and am afraid. So | step back.”

“Likeachildlearningtowak,” he said thoughtfully.
“Just likethat,” she assented, with obvious pleasure in his comprehension of her Sate.

He said with sober gravity, “1 am thinking of what you may control—when you have learned to
control it fully. Asl seeit, you are on the way to full knowledge of one of the primal forces of the
universe, and mankind is not yet sufficiently advanced to use such aknowledge asthat. Y ou have no right
toit”

“I havel” she contradicted, incisively. 1t was there for me to read—Ieft to me by Dark Lagny on the
bone shaft.”

“You have noright toit,” herepeated. “Y ou are not Adept, even. If you persst in using this power,
you will be destroyed.”

“By whom?’ she chdlenged the statement, defiantly.

“Not by any human agency.” He spoke dowly, and asif thinking to make sure that every word was
fitting. “1t may seem to be by human denid of your right to use the power, but in redlity it will not be so.
There are powers beyond this fourth dimension of space, powers that watch humanity and say, ‘ Thusfar,
and no farther.” Which iswhy spiritudists often become obsessed and silly—they have no right to go
beyond human limits. Lodge and Doyle are casesin point, grest intellects that became moronic,
condemned by the powers beyond this fourth dimension. So you too will be condemned if you persst. |
warn you—stop tampering with thisthing, for the human race is not far enough advanced to use it to wise
ends. Itisnot so far advanced asin the days of Atlantis, and the whole continent was destroyed to
prevent the survivd of the knowledge you have.”

She shook her head. “No,” she said, “but because of other knowledge that | have from the
axe-handle, and dare not use—dare not even define to you, near Adept asyou are. This, | think, isgiven
meto use—I shdl useit, and with it destroy my enemy.”

“Perverting amighty forceto petty ends,” hesaid. 1 tell you, if you do that, you will be destroyed. It
is—well, secrilege”

“I will teaketherisk,” shetold him angrily.

He stood up. “It’sup to you—I've warned you,” he said. “One other word, Miss Warenn. You're
asking something for nothing, inthis. | tell you—that can’t be done. Y ou’ ve got to give to get, whether



you seek vengeance, or profit, or love.”

He went to the door—his hat wasin the car, he knew, where Peter had knocked it by rubbing against
him. Now Peter moved from his stance and sat in the doorway, looking up, asif praying this stranger to
stay. Gees bent to ticklethe cat’ sears.

“No use, old chap,” he said. “ She' sfar too set on her course. Good-bye, Miss Warenn.”
“But | wanted to tell you—ask you—" she began, and broke off.
“| said—good-bye, Miss Warenn,” he repeated coldly, and went out to the car.

Since neither Irene nor Adolphuswas in evidence, he drove away, dong the tortuous lane, shadowed
by the downs, that took him to the main road and Londonward.

THE flat, on the third floor of No. 37, Little Oakfield Street, which is an exceedingly decorous and
respectable street not far from the Haymarket, consisted of four rooms—and usua domestic offices, of
course. Gees reserved two rooms as his residence, maintained one as his own very comfortably furnished
office, and the fourth, on the right of the short corridor as one entered the flat, was devoted to Miss
Brandon'suse.

She had been his secretary since, to hisfather’ swrath, he had announced in the persona columns of
otherwise unblemished newspapers that he was prepared to tackle anything from mumps to murder.

The day after hisreturn from Troyarbour, she sat behind the typewriter on her desk, smoking one of
Gees cigarettes, while he sat on the corner of the desk. He had dictated al he could tell her about his
visitsto Naylor and interviews with IraWarenn, and now her shorthand notebook lay closed beside her,
until he should seefit to go to his own room and leave her to get on with the transcription.

He appeared in no hurry, but, for him unusualy and gravely thoughtful. Miss Brandon st Silent,
waiting. Shewas, as he had realised long since, an exceedingly attractive girl, and aclever one aswell.
Clever enough to hide from him the fact that he had so far grown into her life, become such apart of her
thought and fedling, asto form her chief interest. Clever enough to retain acool, rather satiric attitude,
knowing full well that any changein their relationship would end her tenancy of thisroom: she wanted to
keep near him: some day, perhaps, he might redlise that he had only to ask...

To-day, shewaited, and in the end stubbed out the cigarette in the ash-tray she had so placed that he
could useit too. Ingtantly his case flew into his hand, and opened itsalf under her eyes.

She said, “No, thank you, Mr. Green. Not just now.”
“Oomph! Did you get dl I've been tdlling you?’
“| can promise you an accurate transcription,” she answered coolly.

“And what have you!” He put acrid emphasisinto the comment. 1 meant—did you takeit dl in
enough to discussit?’

“l—yes, | think o, if you wish to discussit with me. That fourth dimension part of it israther over my
head, I'm afraid. | know very little about the subject—except | know that if we could find afourth
perpendicular to the three we dready comprehend, we should open up anew world, and havefull
control of thiswe know.”

“That' sdl anyone knows,” he said. “ Except, perhaps, this IraWarenn. She' sfound it, past doubt,
but there savast difference between—I might find aherd of eephants, but that’ s not to say | could



make money out of giving tuppenny rideson ‘em. Y ou get that.”

She nodded, thoughtfully. “One hasto learn, just as one learned to walk and talk. Y es. In adifferent
world. New conditions—yes.”

“New—presences,” he added. “ Y ou’ ve got it down—what wasit she told me? Y es—intelligences
far beyond ours. In the world that interpenetrates ours, the fourth perpendicular cutting acrossal three
that we know. Obvioudy those intelligences must be far beyond ours, since they have full comprehension
of thisfourth direction—line of movement, or what you liketo cal it. Congder that a this moment you
and | are being watched and studied, perhaps, by those far vaster intellects—and moving asthey can
they are able to see into our minds and spread out our very thoughts while we are restricted to speech for
interpretation of what we want to express—’

“I’d rather not consider it,” sheinterrupted.

“You prefer normality, en? Well, | don't. | want to explore that fourth direction, learn to step out from
solidity into that unknown region as she stepped out. Out and back, at will.”

“Which means, you will go back to Troyarbour,” she asserted.

“I shdl not!” He put vigour into thedenid. “ A, I've paid in Naylor’ s cheque for eighteen guiness, told
him I’ [l have nothing more to do with him, and so finished the case. B, | am definitely afraid of that
woman—qgirl, for she’ slittlemore. | don’t know what her age actualy is, except that she’ s so strong an
example of heredity that in development she's centuries old. | mean she has avast inherited knowledge, a
store that she hadn't to learn again at the beginning of this present life. Asif Dark Lagny had come back
to earth.”

“I know,” shesad. “We all have—flashes, cal them—of prenatad memory, at times. Some of us
more than others.”

“You?’', he asked interestedly.

“Sometimes. | may fed that | know aplace, or aperson, or seeing or meeting for thefirst time.
Prenatal memory, | think.”

“Probably. AlImost certainly. Y’know, Miss Brandon, you make amost excdllent wall for meto
bounce my thoughts against. They come back al flattened out and expanded, so | can see’ em much
better.”

“Y ou told me that some while ago,” she observed. “My ulterior useto you, in addition to the mere
secretaryship.”

“Now you' re getting uppish, and we' re wandering clean away from dl | want to discusswith you,” he
reproved her. “This—never mind . Pol Naylor—I wonder why St. Pol. but it doesn't matter. He
knows no morethan | do about this fourth-dimensiond discovery—"

“Hfthdimensond, surdy,” sheinterrupted.

“Fourth in space—!I"m leaving time out of it, for smplification of my own thought. Browning had a
glimpse of it—hewas a seer, of course. Do you remember Abt Vogler”

She shook her head. “ Some of it. Not enough to quote.”

He quoted—

“Nay, more: for there wanted not who
walked in the glare and glow,



Presences plain in the place; or, fresh from
the Protoplast,

Furnished for ages to come, when a kindlier
wind should blow,

Lured now to begin and live, in a house to

their liking at last;

Or €else the wonderful Dead who have passed
through the body and gone,

But were back once more to breathe in an old
world worth their new:

What never had been, was now; what was,
asit shall be anon;

And what is—shall | say, matched both?>—"

She ended the verse, very softly, “* For | was made perfect too.’”

“You do know it, | see” he said. “To have written that, he must have seen, no matter how dimly.
Along that fourth direction, into the world of those greater presences. And she' sfound theway in!

“That axe-handle, which gave her the key, must be terrific. Not as an axe-handle, but aswhat | think
itwasorigindly.”

“And that?’ she asked, ashe did not explain.

“Shesaid it was narwha horn. In other words, it would last not merely years, but centuries, unlessit
werelaid out to rot through westher conditions—heat and frost. Tens of centuries—it may date back to
the days when An was till above the waters, may be some symbol carried when the processions went
through Atlantis, the mother of hewn cities (Atlantiswaslliterdly carved out of the living rock). Priestly or
royd—more likely belonging to some Adept.

“| want to discuss with you, for the sake of clarifying my own ideas, what she' sgot on that ancient
bone. All in runic characters, | madeit to be, and mighty hard to decipher because the later inscription is
crossed over thefirst lot, which is scribed round and round the thing while the other runs up and down. A
low trick, | cdl it. But she said, after we' d been talking about this use of the fourth dimenson and she'd
given me the demongtrations | described to you—she said there was other knowledge in the
inscriptions.”

“I’ve got that down,” Miss Brandon said. “ The report is—comprehensive.”

He shook his head. “ Therewas so much,” he said. “The actud secret of life, theinterrelationships

between dectricity and light and etheric vibration, transference of persondity from one human being to
another—how much wasn't there! And if she'sgot—"

“Shetold you she dared not useit,” she reminded him.

“Not now,” he said, “but what of her tomorrows? She may begin to experiment with that other
knowledge as she' sdoing now with this of the fourth dimension. That woman may wreck the world, yet.”

“Isn't that adight exaggeration?’ she asked quietly.

“1 dunno, Miss Brandon. No—I do not know. How much she has there, and how much she dare do
withit. She' d darealot.”

“In other words, you will go back to see her,” she asserted, smiling alittle.
“Havel got to tell you again that | will not go back?’ he retorted with angry emphasis, as he left for



his own room.

* * %

That same night, Sam Thatcher and Ephraim Knapper came out from The Three Thorns together at
closing time, to walk the hundred yards or so that would take them to Sam’ sfront door, hard by the
church. The wegther had changed since Gees had driven out from the village and revelled in the till
clarity of October at its best. Now, with the moon three days short of full, light masses of wrack went
hurrying north-eastward across the sky, and even down in this sheltered hollow of the downslittle eddies
of the wind that beat across the heights brought afaint tang of the seawith them, Sam Thatcher cocked

his eye skyward.
“WEe Il hev rine, sune,” he announced gravely.
“Aye,” Ephraim concurred. “We c'n du wi some wet.”

“Aye” said Sam, “butit'll betu laate. | lifted dl my taters, an’ they’ m not right oop to Sizeishness.
An' my marrers—well!”

“Aye” sad Ephraim, sympathetically.

Abruptly and involuntarily they staggered apart, asif awedge of enormous dimensions had been
suddenly thrust down between them. Sam emitted an “Ow!” that was nearly a screech, and Ephraim
grunted asif whatever had struck him had got him in the wind. Then the two of them faced each other,
waxily, angrily, each with balance recovered.

“Whoy’ d yu du thaat, Ephram?’ Sam demanded.
“Itwur yu,” Ephraim responded harshly. “1t wuren't me.”

“Yu hit meinthebely!” Sam said wrathfully. “Fr tu pins1’d pound yu, Ephraim Knapper, till yu
howled.”

“Itwur yu, | tell yu,” Ephraim ingsted. “ Y u hit mein the belly so my beer nigh riz on me. Whoy'd yu
do thaat, Sam?’

“Dooan’'t beafule!” Samurged. “Else, I'll pound yu, | saay!”

Then, both recovering breath, they became conscious of afaint scent that an eddy of the night wind
drove at them. Such a scent as sometimes drifts to one’ s nostrils from awoman’ s hair—but the moonlight
showed clear space dl round them. There was agap in the cloud wrack through which the pae light
shone down, and from the back of the inn to Sam’ s doorway, and for the thirty yards or more of open
ground to ether sde, was no human being but themselves.

Sam whispered, “Reckon I'll carry aBible when | goo about 0’ nights. Wish | had alittle
"un—mine sabig owd thing.”

Ephraim parted hislipsto utter, perhaps, some smilar vow, but whatever he would have said was
lost. For from somewhere between the two of them sounded the ghost of alaugh, deep-toned and
mus cal—the tiny semblance, asit were, of awoman’ slaughter.

With bristling hair the pair of them stared at each other, and Ephraim’ steeth chattered as he stared.
Then with one impulse they faced toward their homes and ran—yes, scampered, those elderly men. like
agile boys. One door dammed, another door dammed, and Ephraim faced hiswife, an elder sister of
MarthaKilmain, and fully aslarge and formidable as that more prosperous postmistress.

“What on yearthiswrong wi’ you, Ephraim Knapper?’ she demanded.



“She—shelaughed ag'in,” Ephraim haf-sobbed. “Outside.”

“Stuff!” said Mrs. Knapper, angrily and contemptuoudly. “an’ yu neenter reckon to smesh our door,
neether. What' swrong wi’ you is beer, Ephraim Knapper—beer! I’ ve no patience!”

Ephraim removed hisbootsin silence, and crept humbly to bed.

* * %

Two days later, Miss Brandon opened the morning’ sletters, ignoring the fact that three of them were
marked “Persona.” She had her ordersfrom Gees on that point. He had told her that, if heindulged in
any low intrigues of which the particulars were not fit for perusal by her virgin eye, hewould let her know
in advance, and had added that Personal on an envelope dmost certainly meant that theinquiry itsdlf
was adud. So she opened them all.

One she put aside from the rest, and, after perusing and sorting them, some for answer by hersdlf, and
somefor Gees' attention, she returned to consideration of this separate missive, to which apinkish,
blue-stamped dip—a cheque—was pinned. Sheread the letter again:

M essrs. Gees,
37, Little Oakfiedd Street, SW.1.

Dear Sirs,

We have been instructed by Mr. J. St. Pol Naylor that the enclosed chequeisnot to be paid on
presentation. Wethereforereturn the cheque herewith. Yourstruly,

p.p Barkminister Bank, Ltd.
Manager .

Try asshewould, Miss Brandon could make nothing of the signature: it was asillegible as, if not more
illegible than, adoctor’ s prescription, and she gave it up to think over the letter.

She wanted to hold it back—she even went so far asto question whether she herself could pay the
elghteen guineasinto Gees account, and so prevent him from knowing that Naylor had—to puit it
colloquialy—hbilked him. But it could not be done: she had just bought her new fur coat for the winter.
No, hewould have to seeit, and then—she knew what would happen. Oh, yes! She knew, very well!

When, aswas his habit, Gees cameto lean in her doorway, give her “Good-morning,” and suggest a
matutina cigarette—which she sometimes accepted—she held the letter with its enclosure out to him
mutely, and he advanced to take it from her and read it. Then, dropping it from before his eyes, he gazed
seadily a her till shefdt hersdf blushing. She wanted to hide from that gaze—anything but mest it.

“Now say, ‘| told you so!’” he growled savagely.
“Wall, | did say you'd go back there,” she admitted, and reached for the telephone.

“Quiteright. And quite right that you did, too. Eleven o’ clock—no, tell *em twelve-fifteen. I’ d nearly
forgotten that | promised to look in on my father this morning. Twelve-fifteen, Miss Brandon.”

“Very good, Mr. Green.”

With the letter in hishand, and with no question about the rest of hismail, he stamped off to hisown
room. Miss Brandon spoke into the telephone receiver.

“Tunnicliffe s? Yes, Mr. Green' s secretary speaking. Mr. Green wants his Rolls-Bentley sent to Little
Oakfield Street by twelve-fifteen, please. Yes. Y ou' d better put the hood and side-curtainsup, asit’'s



such awet morning. Thank you very much—good-bye.”

As shereplaced the receiver she reflected that she ought, redlly, to have told them tofill the petrol
tank. But they would probably do it without being told—they serviced Geeswell, knowing that his
account was aways paid promptly and that there would be agood chance of losing his profitable
patronageif they failed him.

“It will beredly wet on the downs,” Miss Brandon told hersdlf, observing how little rivulets ran down
the panes of her window. “I don’t want it to bother him, but | hope it drowns her!”

CHAPTER IV
“I DIDN'T CALL”

MUDDY rivulets made shining, yellowish ribbons of the rutsin theland: rain fell with heavy,
inexorable steadiness. The wind had died away, even out on the open road, and here, after turning off for
Troyarbour in late afternoon, Gees drovein astiliness troubled only by the steady surr-rr-r of the
downpour and the noisesthat his' car made along the way.

A turn of the ascent reveded, ahead of him, aheavy tumbril, drawn by asingle horse. Insdethe
tumbril stood aboy holding the reins, and in some part protected from the rain by asack drawn
hoodwise over his head and shoulders. Gees heard him say, “Whoa—whup!” in aBoanerges roar, and
the horse leaned back into its breeching so that the vehicle stopped—uwith no room for passing.

He opened hisdoor to yell, “All right, comeon! I'll back,” and, damming the door again, putin
reverse and began agingerly retreat, trying to see through the fog behind him.

It was the second day of rain, and trickling rivulets from the ruts had overflowed on to the soft patch
of ground that made the widening, and softened some part of it amost to bog consstency. Geesfelt the
car canting over asthe near-side driving whed sank in, and unwisdly thrust in the accelerator pedd.
Down went the whed to axle depth, and the differentia, spinning the sunken whed while the off-sde one,
on firm ground, remained stationary, told him that the car was bogged. And the tumbril passed him, the
hooded boy standing like a scarecrow insdeit, with never aglance at the leaning car. Geesyelled, “ Hi,
you!” invan.

A firgt glance showed that both front and back near-side wheels were down to their axles. The car
was undamaged, but needed a breskdown craneto get it on to firm ground again. And he had to walk,
gplash through the mud of the evil-surfaced lane, to Troyarbour. It was his nearest refuge—unlesshe
gpent the night in the car with one rug. Unthinkable, that.

He reached in and switched on the off-gde Sde light and the tail light: there was plenty of juicein the
battery, and the small amount of current those two lamps would use would not affect the starter in the
morning. He got his small suitcase out of the locker at the back of the car, put in al movablesand
relocked the compartment, remembered to take the ignition key out, and locked dl four doors. Then he
began to plod hisway aong the lane to Troyarbour, and the rain and the night came down on him ashe
sguel ched wet-footed on his journey, inventing fresh curses each time he sank afoot in amud-hole.

Until, on hisleft, showed the lone farmhouse he knew, ablackish oblong against the grey
indistinctness of rising ground that sheltered it. Light showed through ablind that had been drawn down
or across the window of the room he knew, and, less clearly, came out from the narrow centra hallway,
indicating that the front door was standing open. He paused for amoment, and knew himsdlf wet and
chilled—and, on foot, it was along way yet to Troyarbour inn. Not along way in acar, nor, redly, on



foot in normal weather, but on such anight asthis... And that cowdip wine, as she had called it, was a
cordia to make one forget the smadll irritations of life. Cowdip wine! If she had waved acowdip over it,
that was as near asthe flower had got to the fluid.

The thought drew him a couple of steps toward the open door—

Resolutely he turned and went on hisway. It would not do—he had come here to settle accounts, in
the full sense of theword, with J. St. Pol Naylor, not to measure wits againgt thiswitch, or joinin with her
to wage the feud she maintained against Naylor. No! Not for abarrel of the stuff! Rest and food and
drink a Todd's, then to get the car pulled out of the mud back there along the lane, and to beard Naylor
and make him redlise that he could not play thefool.

Moonrise, evidently—the greyness of young night was lightening, now. And therain waslessening,
too. Abruptly Geeswalked into awhite wall, ablanket of fog, warm and close-clinging. He took four
more steps, five—and ssumbled against abank. The side of the lane, obvioudly, yet he had, asfar ashe
knew been keeping astraight line toward Troyarbour.

He st off again, and found himsdlf quite los—was it the bank on the opposite side of the lane, or on
the same sde?

Consciousthat he had lost his sense of direction, he stood amoment to reflect, and decided that, if he
went very dowly, and kept quite close to the bank, he would eventually get either back to Wren'sfarm,
asthey cdledit, or to Troyarbour, according to the direction in which he was now facing—and whether
he were facing toward or away from the village was more than he knew, after those two stumbles against
the bank—or banks—bounding the narrow land. If his eyes had been completely bandaged he could not
have been more surdly deprived of Sght than by this suddenly enveloping fog.

Step by dow step, taking care to keep to the dope of the bank, and not leave it for the comparative
leve of the middle lane, he went on—or back? He could not tell, until he stepped out from the blinding
reek as suddenly as he had entered it, and saw again the dark oblong of the farmhouse, now ahead of
him and to hisright. Herewas no fog, only the grey gloom of heavily clouded night with afull moon. He
looked back, and saw only the same grey dimness, no sign of fog.

What was wrong with him?

He remembered the tale of Gunnar the Bald, who went a-viking in hislong ship after he had incurred
thewrath of Skal, an Iceland witch. Gunnar had laughed at Skd’ sthresats of vengeance, and had sailed
out on what |ooked like a prosperous voyage, until, on anight of full moon, blinding, clinging fog had
dropped over the ship as he held to the steering oar, and in it he had piled the vessel on the rocks of
Orkney and found his doom—the doom the witch Ska had promised him. Men of Orkney had waited
on the beach to repdl the ravager, and, so the legend went, they had seen no fog!

Y et, IraWarenn had agreed, there is no magic!

In some way she had learned that he was returning to Troyarbour, and wanted to assure hersdf,
perhaps, that he did not intend to sde with Naylor against her. Perhaps that wasit. If not, what did she
want of him? By the look of things, if she who was garnering secrets of old time had mastered thet of
blinding one by a semblance of fog, she wanted to sop him from passing her house, wanted him to come
to her, not go onto theinn. He said doud, “Very well—we' Il see!” and devoutly prayed that he would
see, dl theway to theinn. He was not going any nearer that house of hers. No, not if he had to wander in
the wet darkness until dawn, or go back to the car and deepinit. Magic or no magic, he was not to be
beaten by her.

On and on he tramped, till he knew himsdlf far past the point at which he had stepped into the blinding



whitewal and lost himself, and the night lightened, for the moon was now climbing up the sky and raying
onto thelayers of cloud. No fog—not even the dightest of mists. He said adoud, “ Beaten you!” and
laughed.

Wasit an echo? Was hislaugh degp-toned and musicd, asound to bring one to a pause, with alittle
thrill that was half pleasure in the lure of the sound, half apprehension lest one’' s most secret thought was
being interpreted? He barked out asingle derisive, “Hal” and plodded on, and from some fold of ground
the“Hal” came back to him—yes, that was echo, and nothing else.

Which proved that the other had been something € se—someone el se.

Now he saw the lights of the inn, and breathed easily. Now he had the door open, had entered the
bar-room, and Todd gaped at him. Disregarding the five worthies—Fred Carphin had evidently been
forgiven, for he was back there with the others—Gees dropped his suitcase on the brick floor with a
thud, and faced Todd.

“Whisky,” hesaid. “A haf-tumbler of whisky—and gimme asyphon if you have one. I’ [l makethe
mixture myself. Gimme the bottle—I want something more than a mere double. And the same room?’

“Cert'nly, sr,” Todd answered, and put down bottle and glass. “Y ou—you mean to make atreble,
ar, | takeit.”

“I'mtakingit,” Geestold him. “Very nearly nest, too. Draw those chaps a pint apiece, Todd,” he
sad, “and have what you like yoursef—take it al and the whisky out of this. Y ou haven't got a
bath-room, | know, but could you build me agood fireto sit over awhile?’

“Comethrough thisway, Sr,” Todd invited, and lifted the bar flap.

Therewasagood cod firein the“stting room,” and an armchair which had only two broken springs
when Geestried it. He seated himself and huddled over thefire, shivering visbly.

* * %

“Wdl, sr—" Todd answered the question hesitantly the next morning, as Geeslooked up at him from
behind amighty plateful of bacon, eggs, and mushrooms, “shewasone o’ them what answered my
advert f'r a cook-housekeeper, an’ the only one what'd cometo alondly place like this. Father dead, an’
there' sastepfather. Useter knock her about, an’ she stood that. But then worse, if you understand.”

“Eagly,” Geesagreed. “By theway, | had ahot water bottle last night.”
“That was hers, ar. She reckoned you oughter haveit.”

“That' swhy | mentioned it—I thought as much. Y’ know, Todd, there are some things you can't buy
in the best and biggest hotels—things that count for alot more than those you do buy.”

“I’d never call thisahotel, Sr,” Todd protested.
Geessaid musingly, “Tel me, what staff iskept up a the Hall?’

“Staff?” Momentarily Todd |ooked puzzled at the abrupt question. “Wdll, gr, there' sfive maids,
countin’ in the cook, an’ Phil Hodden an’ aboy f'r the gardens, an’ Hanson—he' sgroom an’ looks arter
the car. Which Mr. Naylor don’t use the car much—don’t go out alot, except ridin’ wi’ that big hound
0 histalin’ dong behind.”

“And what sort of hound isthat?’ Geesinquired.

“I dunno what sort exactly, gr. If you crossed a bloodhound wi' one o’ them big wolf-dogs—them



Russian animals, | mean, you' d get somethin’ likeit, | reckon. Nervous, shy sorter bruteit is.”
“Greyhound and borzoi, you mean,” Gees suggested.

“That’ sit, Sr—bor—bortzoy. Like you said. But heavier—it got avery broad chest an’ big
quarters—abig hound. Savidge, accordin’ to Phil Hodden, but it stick closeto Mr. Naylor when he's
out ridin’, an’ don't take no notice 0’ anyone else.”

“Oomph! Isthere ateephone at the post-office?’

“No, sr—not for peopleto use. | believe Martha sends the telegrams by telephone, but customers
can'ttak onit.”

“Okay, Todd. | shall probably be staying again tonight.”

“Thank ye, sr.” And Todd, redlising the statement as dismissa, went out, after which Geesfinished
his breakfast and in turn went out, over to the generd store and post-office, where he phoned for a
break-down lorry to get the Rolls-Bentley out of the mud. Then he dung his waterproof over hisarm and
st out.

The two men in charge of the breakdown lorry were made happy. Gees had seen to that, after
ascertaining that the Rolls-Bentley was undamaged.

Now, with the breakdown lorry setting off toward home, Gees pressed his starter button and headed
the other way, toward Troyarbour, and at about two-thirty in the afternoon, passed through the gateway
of the Hall—the beautiful Italian gates stood open, thistime—to pull up, as before, opposite the entrance.
And, as before, Nettie Carphin answered hisring at the bell.

“Tosee Mr. Naylor, please,” he asked. “The nameis Green.”

“I'll seg, dr,” she said. And, without inviting him to enter, turned and left him. She aso left the door
open, but he did not enter. From the step he eyed the trophies on the walls, and presently Nettie returned
and faced him, primly, even woodenly.

“Mr. Naylor isnot a home, sir,” shesaid mincingly.

“Uh-huh!” Gees sounded not at al perturbed. “Y ou gave him my name?’ He made the question one
of dight anxiety.

“Y es, sr—I mean”—he had spoilt her composure, and she went scarlet under the steedy gaze of his
eyes—"heisnot a home.”

“Wdl, will you take amessagefor him?’ he asked.
“Ye-yes, gar. | could do that,” she assented.

“Wadl, just goand tell him | didn’t call. Just that—nothing more. Mr. Green didn’t cdl. Will you tell
him thet?”

“Yes, sr.” She gppeared to find nothing strange about the message.
“Thank you. That'sdl.”

He turned and went, to find no Peter in his car, thistime. He got in and drove away, and, as he went,
realised that no Peter was necessary, to-day. He would go to Ira Warenn, make common cause with her
againg the bilking squire, as he now caled Naylor in his own thoughts, and not leave Troyarbour until he
had made the man sorry for himself. Not the amount, but the way in which he had been robbed of it,



took Geesto the limit of anger.

So deciding, Gees pulled to the right when he got to the village, and ran the car into the open shed,
placing it next Todd swagon, as on the night of hisarriva. Inquiry in the bar produced cold ham, not a
factory product, but really home-cured—arare thing in these days—uwith pickled onions, home-baked
bread, Dorset butter and Cheshire cheese so ripe that only aconnoisseur would risk it. A truly Olympian
lunch, in fact, and with that aslining Gees brooded over a cigarette and afind half-pint of bitter, and then
set out for Wren'sfarm.

He had no plan of campaign in mind, but was prepared to be guided by circumstances—and,
possibly, by IraWarenn. When knocking at the front door of the house produced no result—three
knocks, crescendoed from forte to fortiss mo—he went round to the back, and found the girl he wanted
to see, in abadly soiled blue overdl, feeding maize to agawky brood of last spring’ s chickens, with
Adolphus squatting on his hunkers beside her and watching the proceedings with faint interest. The boar
stood up and wouffed as Gees rounded the corner of the house.

“Sit down, Dolph!” his mistress bade severely, and he obeyed. She said, “I’'m sorry | couldn’t come
to the door, Mr. Green. Adolphus would have snatched one or two of these fowls, if I'd left him with
them, and having begun to feed them, | must finish.”

“Of course,” he assented. “ The genus susis omnivorous, | know. I’ ve seen three small chickensgo
down apig’ sthroat before he could be driven off the brood. They got into his stye.”

“And Adolphusis no exception,” she observed camly, shaking the last of the maize out from the
wooden bowl among the fowls. “I was going to get out of thisdirty rag and take him for his afternoon
exercise, now. Wasit anything important you wanted to see me about?’

“Supposing | joinyou on thewalk, and talk it over?’ he suggested.
“If you wish. Just one moment, please.”

Unfastening the belt and three buttons of, overal, she stripped it off, and took it and the bowl to place
them on a bench besde the back door of the house. Then she faced him again, dressed exactly as he had
first seen her, except for flat, low-heded shoesthat, to histhought, marred the effect—they were not
dainty enough. Shesaid, “That'sdl. | am quite ready. So is Adolphus. Where would you liketo go?|
generdly make atwo-miletramp of it.”

“I'll leave direction and distance entirdly to you,” he answered. “All this country isnew ground to
me—the very existence of so remote a place as Troyarbour is till incredible to me. Itsisolation.”

“It was not dways s0,” shetold him. “Main roads, as you know them, are comparatively new things,
and in old time this lane was a respectable road by comparison. It has not kept abreast of the times, not
been *taken over’ asthe phrase goes, and widened and made up, but is till the private property of
Troyarbour Hall for nearly dl itslength. And the squires of Troyarbour do not want the place to grow.”

“It won't, while that laneremainswhat it is,” he declared rather grimly. “But aren’t you going to get a
hat?’

“Why should 1?1t isn’t raining—and if it were | wouldn't care. I'll take you up to the crest that gives
the place its name, and you shal see dl of Troyarbour. Have you time, though?’

“Asmuch asyou careto spare,” he answered:

“Thisway, then. Come dong, Dolph! And don't eye those chickenslikethat!” She spokethe last
sentence with severity, and the boar, understanding perfectly, fell in behind the pair of them as she turned



toward the dope which went up from behind the farm buildings.

“Y ou can estimate what the place was by the size of the church,” she remarked as they walked
dowly, bent-kneed, up the steep dope. “1 believe the same thing appliesto Norfolk and other agricultura
districts where the population shrank after the Black Degth. This church seats five hundred—used to seat
them—and now the whole population of Troyarbour is not more than a hundred and fifty souls. That is, if
they dl have souls. One has doubts, in some cases.”

IT WAS difficult to reconcile this easily speaking, self-possessed woman with the bizarre girl who had
poured what she called cowdip winefor the two of them. Equaly difficult to realise that one so plainly of
the world beyond this village was atenant farmer’ s daughter, and now atenant farmer hersdf. So, silent
for the while, Geesreflected, and she turned her head to smile at him, with evident amusement.

“It isthe same person,” she said. “ Sometimes, you know, | wish it were not. Wish | were not—fated
andfey, asl am.”

“We make our own fates, MissWarenn,” he said gravely.

“A brave saying, but not quitetrue,” sheretorted, rather wistfully. “*We are ever and aways daves of
these, the sunsthat scorch and the windsthat freeze.” Not literaly, but—Ilet’ stalk of other things, if talk
we must. Why did you want to see me?’

“| came back hereto see Naylor,” he answered, “to collect a debt that he refused to pay—refused
insultingly. Now he has refused to see me, sent amessage that he was not at home. | sent back a
messagethat | didn’t call. In other words, declared war.”

“And what have | to do with that?" she asked thoughtfully.

“When | was here before, he wanted me to stedl or in some way get possession of your axe-handle
for him,” he said. “Had an idea, because | once succeeded in doing a service of sortsto a man he knows,
that | would undertake anything—even theft.”

“Well, mumps to murder—you are the ‘ Gees' who put that advertisement in the papers, aren’t you?
And that might include theft.”

“It said | was prepared to tackle anything from mumps to murder, not commit either of them,” he
pointed out. “L et me give you ahand.”

They had reached the summit of the ridge under which both Troyarbour village and the farm
sheltered. Before them rose a steep-sided mound running parallel with the crest, an obvioudy man-made
earthwork of some sort, thirty yards and more in length. Geestook the girl’sarm, and set hisfeet
sdewaysfor grip on the grassy steepness. They came to the narrow top of the mound, and Adolphus
went to the end farthest from the village. IraWarenn, ill held, looked up at Gees.

“I know why you don't let go,” she said.

“Because—in case you' rewrong—there’ sthe Hall in full view, and if Naylor sees ustogether like
this, he'll beginto squirm,” Geestold her. “This gpparent intimacy will emphasiseit.”

She leaned toward him and laughed. “I know,” she said. “ And this ridge’—she pointed a ong the top
of the mound—"iswhere the three trees used to stand. Thorn trees, three in line. When we Warenns had
inour hands the high and middle and low justice, they had their use.”

“Such as?’ he asked.



“That end”—she pointed ahead of her—"was for men and where Adolphus stswas for women. The
condemned. Thetree at the end was drawn in toward the one in the middle by ropes. The convicted
criminal was stripped, and stretched between the two trees by wrists and ankles. Then the ropesthat had
drawn the trees together were taken away, and the living body hung there like a cord. There was aman
who took three daysto his dying, stretched between the trees.”

“What had he done?’ Gees asked. “ Stolen arabbit?”’

“I will not tell you what he had done,” she answered. “1t ison one of the parchment rollsin the chest,
with aquaint old drawing of his punishment. If he had lived six days, the punishment would not have been
too grest. Think, now! In these daysthe grest maority of people obey thelaws, and live normal lives. In
those days there had to be terror for those who broke the laws as that man did. It was in Stephen’ stime.
My people held to Queen Maud.”

“How do you know so much?’ he asked abruptly.

“I know very little,” she answered, after abrief pause. “My father taught me most of it—hewasa
very wise man. And he sent meto Tours for ayear—the year my mother died. And there are books,
English and French. When my work isfinished | shdl go out from thisplace, live differently. Practisedl |
have learned in theory.”

“Y our work?’ he asked.

She leaned 4till closer to him, and pointed toward the Hall. “It isthere,” she said. “ Y ou know. Like
you, | want him to see usin gpparent intimacy, to fear me gill more. Part of my work.”

“Of your hate, say,” he suggested, and smiled—uwith her head almost under his as she stood, she
could not see the smile. “ And there' s Troyarbour down under us, quite probably seeing us and drawing
itsown conclusions. If you go ghosting to-night as you did when | was here before, you may hear mighty
judgments on yoursdf—on us.”

She laughed softly—just such alaugh as he had heard in the bar-room of The Three Thorns. Then,
standing away from him, she pushed the night-dark hair back from her temple, and he saw a patch of
discolouration—a bruise, evidently, on the whiteness of the skin.

“You see?’ sheasked. “It isnot painful now, but it was at first. A proof of how little control | have. |
stepped out, dong that fourth ling, just as| did the night you were here. And thought to step back into my
own room—the one you have seen—nbut in actua fact came back between Ephraim and another man.
Pushed them apart from each other as they were walking home, and so got this bruise. And”—again she
laughed, softly and long—" each of them thought the other had done it. They were going to fight—it was
so funny that | couldn’t help laughing adoud, and that frightened them so much they smply fled to their
homes. It was night, you see. And in that fourth direction thereis no night, no darkness, because one
does not see with the physicd eye.”

“One does not see—" He repeated it increduloudly.

“I told you why you still wanted to hold my arm, up here,” she explained. “1 knew, last night, you
were determined not to come near me, and blinded you asif you werein afog, and turned you
back—and then let you go. It isal quite smple—one seesin adifferent way. | could only explainiit fully
if you were able to comprehend that fourth direction of movement—but then | should not have to explain.
Y ou would know as | know. I might show you, teach you—"

“Control of thisfourth dimenson?’ he asked.

She shook her head. “I have not yet got control of it,” she answered. “ Give you comprehension of i,



say, such as| have mysdlf. | think, with your grester knowledge, you could get control, and perhapsin
turn teach me. Because—I have no right to what | know of it.”

“No,” he said, very soberly. “Y ou are rather like achild Stting on aton or so of high explosives,
playing with the switch that might blow you to fragments a any moment. Something like that.”

“I'm cold!” Theway in which she shivered proved it. “Ephraim will be going home soon, too, and |
want to see him before he goes. And Adolphus has had his exercise, and I ve shown you al
Troyarbour.”

HE LOOKED down, and saw the village in its two separate yet connected hollows under the downs,
with the Hall in yet athird hollow, and the lane that wound toward the Italian gates—closed again now,
those gates. And the lone farmhouse with its outbuildings, quite apart from thelife of the village, as she
was gpart fromit dl. A witch, perhaps, but in this climb no more than agirl like other girls—except for
her hair and eyes, which were unlike any other that he knew or had seen. The mentdity of her, for this
hour, was so normd as to make him doubt the qualities he knew existed in her, or the power over which,
asyet, she had only partid control. He took her arm again.

““The sunsthat scorch us, the windsthat freeze',” he quoted after her. “ Y es, you're very little more
than human, in redity. Y ou’ ve found something that might change the world, and you not only can’'t useit,
but would put it to asmal and persond useif you could.”

“To what usewould you put it?” she asked, rather sharply.

“I wouldn't useit to destroy one man,” he answered bluntly. “I wouldn't useit to scare Smple minds
likethose| find in the bar-room of the village pub. | might try to put it to real use.”

“What isred use?’ she demanded, with a bitted tinge to the question. “ Could you make men other
than what they are—could you change the cruelty and selfishnessthat rules the world? | seek to destroy
one man—I admit it, because it ismy purposein life, something grester and stronger than myseif.

“If you gained full control of this| know—this power of movement that sets onefreein away you
cannot comprehend—and taught it to others, what do you think would be the result? Some country—this
country, perhaps—would use it to master other countries, make itsalf the most powerful in theworld and
in themaking inflict ten times the suffering caused by dl the wars of the last five hundred years.

“I know alittle, and with that | think! Mankind is not yet fit to hold this knowledge, but must suffer
more, learn more of saf-contral. | think | told you—along that line, beyond the three in which wetwo
have moved to reach this point over Troyarbour, there are greater intelligences, greater powers. | have
communed with them like one talking to godsthrough aveil.”

“And?’ he asked, impressed by her intensity.

“They see man asapitiful thing,” she answered. “As| see Adolphus, there, waiting to swalow my
chickensif for aminute | release my control over him. A being that insists on putting appetite before
ultimate good. Oh, there are exceptions, | know, but can you point out to me one nation that will not try
to beat down its neighbour for its own advantage, or one corporate body that will not crush and destroy
any smaller competitor to swell its own profits?’

“No,” he sad, after apausefor reflection. “I’'m afraid | can't. But you, with your smal aim, are hardly
the one to accuse others.”

“| do not accuse—| dtate,” sheretorted. “Asfor my own aim, itisnot in my control. | haveto follow
it, accomplishit. That, | know, you cannot understand. And I’ m cold—Iet us go down.”



“Atleast,” hesad, as hetook her arm again and with her began the descent from the mound, “you're
hurmen.”

“That—which aso you won't understand—istheworst of it,” she said. “ The Norns—or Erda hersdif,
perhaps—bound us dl with that chain, or ese Dark Lagny hersdf might have accomplished dll that is|eft
for metodo.”

Near the comparative level of the ridge, she dipped, amost fell, and reached up—for asecond or
less hefdt her aramsround his neck. Then, as he would have held her, she was not there, but he was
aone. Adolphusthe boar, following them down, vented a savage grunt and came charging at Geesashe
gained level ground. Fury blazed in thelittle, sunken eyes of the boar’ s head, and his protruding tusks
seemed to stand out as Gees tiffened to meet the raging attack, knowing that, weaponless, he had little
chance againgt the beast.

It was within a couple of yards of him when he heard IraWarenn’ s voice, saw her materidise
between him and the boar. Y et it was not mere materialisation. As suddenly as she had ceased to bein
his hold, she was there, solid and redl, no ghost that became visible, but awoman who stepped from
somewhere and stood between him and the charging brute.

The boar recoiled so suddenly asto fdl in trying to turn, and did ignominioudy aong the grass, with a
squed that told how it had not yet overcome hereditary porkishness, nor got back in full the courage of
itswild, far-back ancestors. The girl pointed an accusing finger at it.

“Bacon!” she said, with vibrant anger, and Gees wanted to laugh. Adolphus lay on hisside, and put
hisforepaws over hisface.

“Heknowswhat | mean.” Sheturned to Gees. “It' smy lowest term for him, the one | use when he
has done wrong. As greet a punishment as using awhip on him. I—I had to take that step to save mysdlf
from faling, or ese—I didn’t think he would blame my disgppearance on you. He couldn’t understand i,
of course, and his piggy brain had the impression that you had destroyed me, so he tried to destroy you.”

“| see” Gees got back the composure he had amost logt in the fearful moments of the boar’s
impending attack. “Y ou didn’t think | had strength and bal ance enough to hold you up.”

“I knew, when | tried to save mysdf by holding to you, that you must not hold me up,” she answered
coally. “Shdl we go on down?’

“By al means,” he dmost snapped, and began the descent toward the farmhouse, leaving her to
follow as she chose.

She sad, “Follow on, Dolph—to hed!” and cameleve with him. So they went down and down, and
cameto the comparative level on which the house and buildings were set. There at the back of the house
stood Ephraim Knapper, and as they came toward him, he scratched his head and replaced the old hat
that hisfingers moved in scratching. It was agesture of bewilderment, dmost—or so Geessaw it. Ira
Warenn hdf-turned and, without speaking, gestured the boar with a pointing finger toward a pen,
clean-strawed, of which half was roofed over—and under the roof the straw was thick enough for the
animal to burrow and hide in it. He entered, as meekly as anewly whipped dog, and as she closed the
door of the pen and shot the bar she uttered the one word—"Bacon!” a which the beast ran under the
roof and hid in the Straw.

She turned to Knapper. “Feed him, Ephraim,” she bade.
“Aye, MissWren,” he answered. “The sow’sbedded, wi’ her litter.”
“Thank you. When you have fed Adolphus, you may go.”



“Thank ye, miss. I'll "tend to him.”

She went, then, round to the front of the house, and Gees went with her. By the front door she

paused, thoughtful.

“Do you notice that these men never drop their aspirates?’ she asked. “ Their dialect does not include
that perversion of speech.”

“I don't think theirsisaperverson,” he said. “But | was questioning in my mind—it’ s nothing,
though.”

“Just nothing!” A trace of mockery marred the music of her voice. “But I'll tell you. We Warenns
have held thisfarm since our castle was destroyed—you were thinking of how my father owed rent when
he died, and so Jerome Naylor came to threaten me. It was not that we could not pay, but that my father
would not pay, till the roof had been put back on the barn. Y ou see thereisaroof on it now—my father
demanded what was due from hislandlord before he would pay what was due from him. And—what |
need, | have. Y ou understand?’

“That it isn't safe even to think, with you,” he answered.

She amiled, the smile that was morein her eyesthan on her lips, and again herecalled Naylor's
definition of her as“dlure unutterable.” She said, “Most of your thoughts are deep red or even
violet-purple, and still quite transparent. Only the black and grey are beyond reading. But dl thisis new
to me—I am 4ill learning.”

“Learning what?" he asked, with the harshness of incredullity.
“If I told you, you wouldn’t understand—yet,” she answered.

“Yet?” Echoing the word, he looked full into her eyes, and knew he would never be able to determine
their colour. In that, though not in the shade of colour, they were like a phosphorescent wave he had
once seen in the Mediterranean—once and never again. A hue that does not belong on earth, an
indescribable beauty of light. So, but of darknessrather than of light, was the depth of her eyes, adark
radiance to which he could put no name.

“I believeyouwill,” shesad. “If—Ligten!”

He heard it—the musicd, yet terrible, clanging resonance that she had said came from the sword in
the chest, the singing sword. He asked, when it died down, “What doesit mean?’

She shook her head. “1 have not asked,” she answered. “I have not been told. I—the wine—will you
comeinwith me? | need warmth—the wine. Will you—drink it with me?’

“Why?' he asked prosaicdlly.
“Because | am afraid—the sword' s song. Will you?’

He nodded assent, and she led the way toward the door. Following her, he entered the house. The
song of the sword had ceased. Daylight was just beginning to fail, and the comfortless furnishings of the
room he knew were losing some of their dinginess as dusk softened their outlines. Thegirl said, “Wait,”
and left him standing by the carven-lidded chest, seeing its age-gleaned sheen asamost luminousin the
first beginning of night’sgloom.

CHAPTER YV



ENCHANTMENT

SHE RETURNED, and, facing her, Gees saw that she had brought the squat bottle, and the two
glasses that—according to her—a Varangian had taken home with him from Byzantium. He asked,
“What do you want with me?” and even to himsdlf the words sounded querulous.

She asked in turn, “What do you want with me?’ and he heard laughter in the question. It angered
him, unreasonably.

“Nothing!” He dmost shouted it. *'Y ou and your pigs!”

“And Peter—don’t forget Peter.” She sounded not in the least perturbed by hiswrath. “ Peter?” She
made acall of it. “Oh, Peter!”

A flurry of movement, ablack shape that legped to her shoulders, and sat regarding Gees with
baleful, greenish eyes, morefully dight than the gloom of the room warranted. He said, “1 knew it al the
time—you areawitch. And that isn't acat at al—it’ll turn into a bandersnatch any minute. Or atove—a
dithy one”

“It' sthe wrong season—they’ re summer creatures,” she said camly, and tickled Peter’ s ear as he sat
back of her shoulders and purred, like a sawmill cutting hardwood. She took up the bottle and withdrew
its cork, to poiseit over one of the two flimsy glasses.

“That’ sfor yoursdlf, because you're cold,” he said. “I know—that stuff isafire that tricklesdown to
your toes. But I’ m not cold—don't fill the other glass. Isit cowdip wine again?

“No,” she answered, deliberately. “Thisisthe liquor Freya poured for Odin, the potion that made him
give up the Ring which hid her from the giants, so that they took the gold instead of her astheir pricefor
building Vdhdla It isthe charm with which Dark Lagny bought her lovers. Do you want to know more
about it?’

“I do,” hesaid with dry irony. “Areyou trying to buy alover?’

Shefilled the second glass, and held it out to him. “ Drink, and tell me,” she retorted with equal irony.
“Am | so0 chegp?’

Onthat, hetook theglass. “I’m sorry,” he said contritely. “I had an idea—never mind. To—to the
best of you.”

“What you think isthe worst may not be,” shetold him. “1 am what | am, and—»but to you, Mr.
Green—Gess, | bdieveyou call yoursdlf, though why that should be | don’t know.”

“It'sdl my names,” he explained. “ Gregory George Gordon Green—Heaven help usdl! Inevitable,
when you cometo think of it. Geesto you from henceforth—and here’ sto you—Ira.”

He drank, and noted that she too drank. Theliquid was afire, acomforting luminance within him. He
felt dmost somnolent under itsingtant influence, and nodded his pleasure a her, smiling the while.

“That'sgood,” hesaid. “You'reared pa. Soundsrather incongruous with what you redly are, and
know—xbut | mean it. Just that. I’m warmed from crest to toenails—fed quite cheerful, al at once. You
areawitch! Y ou know exactly what suitsyour victims.”

“Quite s0.” As he put the empty glass down on the table, she took up the squat bottle and refilled it.
“If I wereanorma person, | should have offered you tea,” she said. “Would you like tea?’

“Inface of thisfar, far better thing that | drink—no,” he answered, and took up the glass. “I



prefer—enchantment.”

“Isit?” Sherefilled her own glass. “Smple warmth, | thought—and | was cold, up there on theridge
of the three trees. How can there be enchantment in amere drink?’

He heard derision in the question, and looked through the glass a the window. Thefluid was not il
but acurrent circled in it from its surface to the bottom of the glass, aturning wave asif water sought to
mix with oil. He asked, “Can you quiet that movement?1 believe you did quiet it, in the stuff you caled
cowdipwine”

“Thisisthat stuff, asyou call it,” shesaid. *Yes—look agan!”

He had lowered the glass to speak to her. He held it up again, and thewinein it was still. He said,
“Y ou are awitch, obvioudy, and though thisis out of the same bottle, it isawitch’s potion, as dangerous
asany of them. Asyou are—I’veknownit al dong.”

Shelaughed. It wasthe laugh he knew, the laugh he had heard when the worthiesin Todd' sinn had
doubted whether it had actualy sounded to them. For amoment he saw her as mistress of old
wisdom—whether she had gained it fairly or by stedlth was nothing to him, for he wanted it for himsdlf.
And hewould be avery Ulysses, using her attraction to him to win her knowledge. So hetold himself.

Shesad, very quietly, “Yes, | anawitch.”

“ThenI’'mawizard.” Hetook up the glass she had filled for the second time. “ And this—Byzantium,
you told me. Their secretswent to Venice, and we get Venetian glass. But thisisfiner, more ddlicate.
Y ou know—forgive mefor saying it—I don’t like thisroom of yours. When we were coming back from
looking at Troyarbour—the Hall included—you said to me, ‘“What | want, | have.” That means—this?’

With agesture he condemned the shabbiness and discomfort of the room. And, as she looked amost
angrily at him, added, “It’ s not good enough for you. Jewels should be set—don’t you understand? If, as
you said, you can have what you want, why are you in such asetting asthis? It doesn't fit you. Do you
see?’

She sad, “Will you bring that glass with you?” and, taking up the glass she had filled a second time for
hersalf, moved toward and through the doorway. Peter the cat sat till, asif knowing that he had no part
in this adventure. Gees, taking up his glass, and noting that the ugly little bottle remained on the table,
followed her across the narrow hallway, into the other main room of the ground floor.

“What | want, | have,” she said, turning to him as he entered, and reaching past him to push &t the
door. It swung closed, and he heard the latch click.

Enough light came from the window to show him the room.

Sea-green walls, and rugs of deep crimson on the floor, fleecy rugsinto which one’ sfeet seemed to
snk. A wide divan at the far sde of the room from the door. Two little ebony tables—or stools—before
the divan, on one of which was placed abow! of dull red lacquer. The cover over the divan was of deep
crimson slk, and cushions thrown on it were the colour of thewalls. There was an armchair that
appeared to riva the one Gees kept in his office for clients, asfar as depth and comfort went, but this
was upholstered in deep crimson velvet cord, and held more green cushions.

The only picture in the room hung over the divan. It was awater-colour of some southern European
or perhaps Eagtern fishing harbour, and against the harbour wall were moored two small boats, each with
itssail set asif about to put to sea. One sail was green, and the other deep crimson. And in the picture,
asin the room, the two colours did not clash, but harmonized. The effect was one of luxury, yet not of
sensuousness. It was aroom in which to think rather than fedd—so Gees saw it then.



“Yes” hesad. “I see. And—that other room?’
“Togiveanimpresson,” she answered coolly.

“| seethat, too. But you don’t want to give me that impression.”

“I’veheard her laugh when she' sbeen milesaway. Like—likeaghost.”

HER EYES amiled. “ Y ou are the first man to enter thisroom since my father died,” she said. “Will
you put your glass down—here?’

Moving toward the divan, she put her own glass on the ebony stool beside the lacquer bowl, and
Gees placed histhere too. Then she turned and stood facing him. She seemed suddenly hesitant, even
nervous.

“| want to—to try an experiment with you,” she said. “It wasfor that | tried to make you cometo me
last night—"

“What wasit—that fog?’ heinterrupted “Not redl fog.”

“No. It wasin your eyesonly. Sometime, I'll tell you how it isdone. Now, as| said, | want to try an
experiment with you.”

“Andif | say | won't let you?” Momentarily his distrus—even fear—of her came back. Shewasa
witch. She had blinded him in an attempt a compelling him to come to her—for what?

“I want to find out if it is possible to take you with me—to take anyone with me—into the other world
| am beginning to learn,” she explained. “Y ou see, when | enter it, al | am wearing goeswith me. Do you
remember Wells sory of theinvisble man?’

“And how he caught cold because he couldn’t make his clothesinvisble” He nodded understanding.
“But you can—you do, | know. Disappear clothesand all, | mean. It’'s one of those matter-of-fact details
that wouldn’t occur to one’ s mind, but an important one al the same. But how do you propose to include
meinthis?’

“Thisway.” She moved so near asto stand touching against him. “Now put your arms around me as
if—asif | were buying alover. So!” She reached up, and he felt her arms go round his neck—and the
scent of her night-black hair, lying againg hislips, was like a breath out of Eden. She said, “ So hold
me—" and hefelt her strain and press closaly to him in atense embrace that he knew was quite
passionless. Even as he held her thus, he knew he was only subject of an experiment.

For amoment—or an age—she took him with her. The room disappeared. Without moving, he had
been moved, and while he was still conscious of her clasp he knew fear, great and terrible. For she had
drawn himinto aworld of such light as does not exist oh earth, of sounds beyond the range of the normal
human ear, of coloursinfraand ultra, such asthe human eye cannot perceive. A world in which were vast
Presences, comparable with nothing that he knew, and beyond al description. There wasin that Sate
neither time nor distance, but he was beyond and outside them, not in space, but in an infinity inwhich he
could take hold on space and rall it up, hold it in his hands and look at any part of it—if only he could get
past the tremendous fear that bound him to helplessness.

The Presences of which he was aware passed through and interwove with each other, yet were



separate. He was one with Ira, clasped to her in inextricable embrace, yet aworld away from her. And
they two, one yet separate, were antsin a cathedral so vast that its confines did not exist for them—and
why he had the sense of a cathedral he could not tell. He was before and behind and under and above

I ntelligences beside which the human mind is no more than athousandth part of an atom, and They were
passionless, Their consciousness of him wasthat of avast reason considering the minutest bud on atwig.

For Them, he existed, asfor aman agrain of sand exists—and no more than that. And They were
Many, yet One—in this Sate was neither separateness nor unity, for there was no space, and no time,
but infinity in which al things are one, dl consciousnesses one, yet al are separate, for where space does
not exist there are both unity and separateness, yet there is neither of those two. And he knew that,
athough space did not exit, yet it wasthere, astime wasthere, and both were no more than thoughtsin
the minds of these Presences, incomprehensible as these were to three-dimensional mentdity, just as
Athanasusfound his Trinity incomprehensble.

In that timel ess, spacel ess state, Gees knew that until he entered it he had always considered the
Athanasian creed an example of unconscious humour, but knew now that the saint had had a glimpse of
thisfourth perpendicular dong which he, Gees, had been moved, and in thelight of that glimpse had tried
to define his belief, knowing it beyond definition ashetried.

Inthelight of that glimpse! Light unbelievable, colour incredible, afeast of glory in which desirefailed,
and “adoration for the Maker of these things became too grest for bearing. Sound that went past mere
music, Sinceit far exceeded the gamut of the human ear, and rolled in on his consciousness asthetriple
chord of the universe, comprehending al music and al discord, for music and discord were one, but
discord was harmony in thisinfinity, Snce it was comprehensible as part of the vast plan of things. And
this, he knew, was but afourth dimension. What of the fifth, and sixth—and al that range which liestoo
far beyond space and time for even afourth-dimensiona Presence to comprehend it?

Geesknew, intheinfinitesma part of a second that wasyet an age, Snceit was out of time, that there
are gods and gods, and yet greater gods, al subservient to and subjects of the ultimate, the Power
beyond sight and comprehension even of the Presences that interwove yet were separate in this state that
he saw with other than his human eyes. Beyond time and space, beyond even infinity itsdf, is God, Who
rulesand creates dl godsthat are within fourth-dimensiona comprehension, and beyond man's
understanding.

Gees stood adonein the green and crimson room, straining nothing againg his breast, holding nothing,
but still conscious of the scent of Ira shair againgt hislips. She was not there. Histensed arms relaxed,
fdl to hissdes, and he sad, “Damn!”

She laughed, such alaugh as he had heard in the bar-room of The Three Thorns, and he saw her—he
would not have said that he saw her appear or materiaise, but that he smply saw he—standing by the
foot end of the divan. She shook her head, and said, “No.”

“And what doesthat mean?’ he asked, raspily.

“That | can take my clothes; but | cannot take you or anyone else with ‘me,” she answered. “I tried.
Oh, I tried! | wanted you to see and understand. Because | know you could understand, if you saw.”

“I did see,” hetold her. “So much—it would be impossbleto tel you al. If | hadn’t been so terribly
afraid, | might have seen more. Taked to Them, perhaps. Y et They weretoo big to talk.”

“Afraid—yes.” She stared a him. “ Then you did—I did take you! Oh, I'm so glad! So very glad of
it! Just—it wasn't amoment before | lost you, couldn’t fed mysdlf holding you, but—"

“No,” he said soberly in the pause. “ It was not amoment. Where there is no time, there can be no



moments”
“And you saswv—you heard?’ She went on staring, tensely.

“Yes. Thiswaswhat | meant when, asyou said, | wanted you. | did—wanted thisyou have given. |
was one with you, and yet you were not there with me. Do you know? And | wasterribly afraid.”

“Y ou have me, now,” shesaid. “Completdly. If | took you so far, up to thefear. That isthefirst of
it—I can go past it, now, and take hold on the ends of adistance, fold it up and move across it without
moving as| must, say, to cometo you here—" She took a step toward him as she spoke. “When | hold
on the ends of any distance, fold up the world itsalf for my use. Do you see? Put Kinchinjungain avaley
of the Andes and step from east to west. See the whole world asan illusion, and know that spacein the
senseinwhichweliveinit doesnot exist. Dark Lagny knew it, found the infinity outside space.”

“And died on across outsde the wall of Eboracum,” he said.

“Because she let human love and human passion deflect her from that greater purpose,” shetold him.
“If onefalls, onepays.”

“YOU will pay, inany case” hesad grimly. “What you showed meisthe summit to which Adepts
atain, and they reach it after passing through the last gateway in the Path. Y ou think to step on to the
Path somewhere neer its farther end, to stedl in by aside door and avoid dl the work of initiation. Y ou
will pay, heavily.”

“I will, asyou say, pay,” sheretorted. “Not heavily, but asthe gods ask—I have got past fear. If you
went with me, you knew fear, just as| knew it when | first took that step out of space and time. Fear
held mein paralyss, unable to commune with the beings| saw, unable to use the knowledge | had. Then
| stepped past fear, and now learn—Ilearn more and more. To be able, as| say, to roll theworld up like
apaper strip, and move from east to west in a step. Out of time and space—to be a god with the gods of
that dimension, ever greater, ever more beyond thisworld you know, and in the end—"

“Go on!” he bade harshly. “How far will you go, in the end? Y ou smdl three-dimensiond thing like
myself—how far will you go, when you claim equdity with the Presences| saw?’

“To control of lifeitself,” shesaid. “To use of another thing scribed on the Rod for meto read. To the
use of time, not compulsory movement in it, from youth toward age, but to control of time, life—"

“They thought that in Atlantis,” heinterrupted, “ and the greater gods of the fifth or sixth dimension
moved one step, and rolled Atlantis up and put it under the sea. So they will roll you up and put
you—somewhere outsi de space, where you cannot do this harm to the world that you plan. Because
mankind is not yet fit—you know it!”

“| have passed fear,” she said evenly. “Mankind? No! Here and there one—one like you! One who
can passfear, and in the end—the end | mean to reach—stand up beside the gods outside space and be
one with them. Interweave with them, be eternal—"

“Diel” He made avicious exclamation of the interrupting word.

Shelaughed, and for the first time he heard no music in the sound. “Y ou have passed fear,” she said.
“I have. And so | know.”

“You areathief and aninterloper,” he said harshly. *Y ou own that you use this power—this
knowledge, rather—to destroy another human being. Little as| likethat being, | tell you you are
wrong—you will not be permitted, with that use of the knowledge as abase, to go on to the point you



want to reach. Y ou will—dig!”

“And then?’ Shelaughed again, and al the music of it wastherein the sound. “What is that, when one
has seen and moved outside space, as| have? | tell you, | have passed fear. | an Dark Lagny, say, the
essence of me indestructible—what is death? A passing out from space—all that isme goeson, lives,
wherethereisno time, where the beauty that is behind my physical saf will be my joy—and thejoy of
the Presencesinto which | am interwoven, though they are separate from me.

“Y ou—you who have not yet passed fear—you put your arms round me when | asked, and | put
mine round you. We were one, but separate—I felt you close to me, and you were gpart—when for the
thousandth of amoment | took you with me, up to the gate of fear, you were ten worlds away, and yet
you held me. Thisis the mystery—when you have passed fear it will be no mystery to you, but you too
will be one with the gods of that world.”

“Areyou yet onewith them?’ he asked sombrely.

“I am achild, tottering and clutching a the ends of small distances asthat child totters and clutches at
chairsand railings, whileit learnsto walk in theworld in which it will presently run alone,” she answered.
“Thisisagreat new knowledge, and | learn it step by step. Stumble, and so learn alittle more. Bruise
mysalf—" shelifted her hand to push back her hair, and so exposed the bruise on her head—"and learn
alittle more. Grow toward use of that movement aswe al grew in childhood to the use of our legsand
arms, dowly and with pain and trouble. But surely, toward findity. To grow up in that world beyond the
world—that world which cuts across thisworld and is an unseen part of it—or rather, thisseenworld is
aline drawn through theinfinite, alittle picture painted on the greatness which lies outsde space. Beyond
breath and the beeting of the heart, beyond warmth and cold—all that is athought in the mind of the
infinite, not red at dl. Lifeitsdf isnot redl.”

“Itisdl wehave” he objected. “I live—you live”

“We are thoughts of those Minds,” shetold him. “Y ou have not yet passed fear, as| have, and so
you cannot see clearly. Y ou have not talked in the speech that is beyond words—" Abruptly she ceased
gpeaking, asif she knew she had said too much.

“I havethislifetolive” he said soberly.

“| shdl liveit according to the best—and the worst—that isin me. If you put your armsround me
againto drag meinto that sate | saw, I’d fling you off—I say it is not permitted for you or me or anyone
to enter that state, or try to pass out from space into a state where space isnot. Go on trying it, and you
are doomed—damned! Y ou are worse than the spiritualists groping to establish communion with the
dead who have passed—you try to rank yourself with the life astage beyond astrdl. Y et not life—it is
more than life, ahigher rung on the ladder of eternity. A piece of the vastnessthat lies between the
stars—you try to hold it asif it were abar of chocolate or a peppermint drop! Thisworld of sense and
sght, woman, isnot for you to play with, amerejack in agame of bowls.”

“I have never played bowls,” she said coldly.

He roared laughter at her. “Oh, get back a sense of humour!” he adjured her. “ See yourself, very
lovely and very human, and stop being awitch! Be human! Give yoursdf to living interests—you might be
so very wonderful, and you're just athing of fear.”

“I tell you—I have passed fear,” sheinssted.

“Oh, to the devil with that! Y ou yourself may have passed fear, but you play tricks—make others
fear. Those poor devils down at the inn—what business have you to upset the current of their liveswith



what they hear asaghost laughing at them? What business have you to blind me with what looked like
fog? Y ou' ve no right to interfere with other peopl€ slives—that’ swhere you' re dl wrong.”

“I ownthat | had no right to blind you,” she said dowly. “1 wanted you here—wanted to try the
experiment | havejust tried with you, because there was no other within reach—I couldn’t ask Ephraim
Knapper to put his arms around me and hold me as you held me. Could 1?'Y ou know | couldn’t. Which
waswhy | tried to get you back, make you come hereto me. Asfor the rest of it—I got hold of the ends
of that smdl distance—it was an experiment. When | laughed, it was because | couldn’t help laughing—"

“The human trying to be superhuman, and being no more than human after dl,” heinterrupted. “So
you'll fail al dong—you are no more than human! If only you had sense enough to see—"

“What?" she asked, ashe did not end it.
“Yoursdf. Were you Har-Ees, back there?’
“Har-Ees?’ She echoed the name uncomprehendingly.

“ She made Byon-Ge forget that he was Adept—and because of the sin those two sinned—their
attempt at putting unfit men on aleve with the Adepts—Atlantis was drowned.”

“That isnot on the Rod—it isdl new to me,” shesaid. “I am not that—wheat did you cal her?’
“Har-Ees. It sounds ugly at firgt, but if you think it afew times, it sanamethat clings and stings.”

“You areaman.” She smiled up at him as she stood, very near him. “ And your judgments are
harsh—perhaps on thisHar-Ees asthey areon me. Yes, | think | like that name. An echo, inaway of ...
Gees”

Helooked down into her eyes, and redlised as he saw into their luminous depths that complete
darknesswas very near. How much time had he spent here with her?

He sad, “Good-night, Miss Warren,” quite conventionaly, and went out, leaving her sanding there.
He had |eft his hat somewhere, but did not know whereto look for it. Nor would helook for it. He went
out from the house, and down toward the village and the inn, hurrying before she could blind him with
fog, or in some other way force, him to go back to her.

Hewas afraid of her, terribly afraid of her!

TWO linesof Browning's Abt Vogler, other than those he had quoted to Miss Brandon, went with
Gees as he tramped determinedly toward theinn: two lines, at first, and then the precedent two, so that
thefour ranin hismind—

“Novel splendours burst forth, grew familiar
and dwelt with mine,
Not a point nor peak but found and fixed its
wandering star:
Meteor moons, balls of blaze, and they did
not pale nor pine,
For earth had attained to heaven, there was
no more near nor far.”

He repeated it—"*No more near nor far’!” And added, “He knew. Oh, yes, he knew! | don’t know,
but | have seen.”



He went on. Back there at the farm, she was calling to him to come back. She was awitch, and he
could fed the cal, but he would not go back. No, there was no magic, only applied science—but the
woman had power.

He would not go back.
A voice came out from the gloom, “Good evenin’, zur.”

“Good evening,” he answered friendlily, eveningratiatingly. “Who isit? Y ou sound asif you knew
rre”

“Thadger, zur—Zam Thadger, they moztly cdlsme.”

“Ah, yed I’'ve got you, Sam. A bit iff in thejoints, by what you said the other night, but till ableto
gnk the odd pint.”

Sam Thatcher chuckled. “Zo be it come my waay,” he agreed.

“And what are you doing outsde The Three Thornsthistime of night, if | might ask?’ Gees pursued,
keeping step with the dow-moving Sam.

“Mus Timmsgot acow caved—I worksfor Mus Timms,” Sam explained. “ Cow’ s caved—mozly
they calves arter midnight, but zhe wur moor conzidable (Gees divined that he meant to say considerate)
an’ dropped en. Rackon | arned apint, stoppin’ laate.”

“And now you're going to get it,” Gees suggested.

“Arter | put misssquiet,” Sam said. “1 goes hoam, an’ then—my pint. Wunnerful good f'r the
innards, is beer.”

“Isthat 307" Gees put avast amount of curiogty into the query.

“Yubegooin' toseeMus Todd, zur,” Sam said with cold dignity. “I’m gooin’ hoam. Gi* you
goo' -night, zur.”

He branched away, though he might have continued another score yards with Geestoward the inn
doorway. The ironic question had got under his skin, evidently, and Gees regretted it. One had to be
careful with these men. They were on their own ground, and he was amere furriner among them.
Furriners must not take even verba liberties.

Within ayard of the inn door, he stopped abruptly. Those two glasses—they still stood, filled for the
second time, on the little ebony table. Rather, they had so stood when he left the green and crimson
room. She would have moved them by now, emptied them.

It was nothing: rather it was an absurdity that such atrifle should recur to hismind asif it had some
importance. In the tremendous moment through which she had impelled him to live, he had forgotten al
about the refilled glass, and now he had afeding that he ought to have drunk its contents. A curiousfluid,
like nothing he had ever tasted or smelt. Dark Lagny’ sbrew, Irahad said.

Resolutely he put it from his mind, and opened the inn door to enter. Three of the worthies, Carphin,
Hodden and Cowder, had dready begun their evening session, and they gave him grave “Evenin’, zur,”
as he moved toward the bar, agreeting that he returned cheerfully, while he took in the man who stood,
one elbow on the bar and aglass beside it, anew figurein the place, asfar as Gees was concerned.

A middle-aged man in shabby but evidently well cut brown tweeds and heavy brogue shoes, muddied
and—by thelook of them—sealdom cleaned. From under an ancient and dightly greasy-banded soft felt



hat hisgrizzled, bristly hair showed, and under it hissmalish grey eyes had ahumorous cagt, while
between them his nose was beaky and dightly purplish. His hands were small and well-shaped, not the
hands of a manua worker. He said, as Gees approached, “ Good evening. My nameis Firth, from that
mansion across the green. Since we don't get astranger here every year, | thought I’ d drop across.”

He waslikable on sight, and Gees said, pointing to his half-emptied glass, “ Good evening, Mr. Firth.
Will you have another? My nameis Green, from London. And | fed likeapint of bitter, Mr. Todd!”

“A digtinctive name and acomprehensive address,” Firth remarked drily. “And awelcome
invitation—" Hetook up hisglassand emptied it. “Yes, | will have ahdf-pint with you, Mr. Green.
Thank you.”

“Ah!” Geeswatched Todd busy at the barrel on trestles behind the bar, and put down a half-crown.
“Good spot for arest cure, this.”

“One needs someinterest,” Firth remarked. “Mine sbugs.”

“Y ou—er—farm them?’ Gees asked blandly. “Or trade them for—what? It' s a specialized line, of
course.”

“Collect,” Firth told him. “I had abig practice in South London—I"m adoctor by professon—and
my hedlth gave out just as alegacy cameto mefrom agrateful patient. So | bought the house on the
other side of the green, intending to put in week-ends here. That was six years ago. The fourth week-end
didn't end—I’'m hereyet.”

“Callecting bugs,” Gees ended for him, thoughtfully. “Well—" Hetook up his pint. “Here sto bugs.
Dorset bugs. And you.”

“Y our very good hedth,” Firth responded. “| was dways more inclined to entomology than to the
physical mechanism of my fellow man, and there are some fascinating thingsto study in thisdigtrict. An
entirdy digtinct variant of the small red ant—I did amonograph on it that got published and fetched Sir
Hercules Madison down here to see my dides of the brain and thorax—you know hisname, | expect?’

“Heisanew oneon me,” Gees confessed solemnly. “Another enthusiagt, | takeit. In your particular
line. Bugs, thet is.”

“Sir Herculesisthe leading authority—the find court of appedl if any question arises,” Firth told him.
“Ah—good evening, Thatcher.”

Sam, entering, said, “Evenin’, zur,” and advanced to the remote end of the bar from the two againgt it,
to cdl for hisha f pint. He added, severely, to Gees, “| zeed yu avore, zur,” took his glass, and retreated
to seet himsdf with hiscronies.

“Staying long, Mr. Green?’ Firth inquired friendlily.

Gees shook hishead. “Just aflying visit,” he answered.
“Fine car you run. Not much usefor it here, though.”
“No-0.” Gees breathed the negative softly, uninterestedly.

“| seeyou' ve dready found the best view about here,” Firth remarked, with a shade of nervousness
at introducing the subject.

“This afternoon, you mean,” Gees observed camly. “I’d hardly say | found it. | made what you might
cal apersondly conducted vigt.”



“I don’t know if it interests you,” Firth said, still more nervoudly, “but every soul in this place has
talked over that walk of yours.”

“Including yoursdf?” Gees asked with ironic amusement.

“Having nobody to talk with me, | am the exception. Do have arefill with me, Mr. Green. | fed like
onemore.”

“Very hospitable of you. Yes, | will—another pint, Todd. | wasvery well aware that | made mysdlf
conspicuous. Not for nothing.”

“No?’ Firth looked his curiogty at the Statement.
“No,” Theretort wasfina, indicated that the subject was closed.

“Ah! Umm-m! | was remembering, just before you camein, that it will be five yearsto-morrow since
her father—saince Corndl Warenn died. And each anniversary the daughter goes to the churchyard—the
only day in the year that she goes near the church—and puts a hawthorn branch on the grave. Shrivelled
leaves and berriesand dl on it, and nothing else. An odd ideg, | awaysthink.”

“THE lady might think bug-collecting an odd idea,” Geessaid drily.

“Oh, quite probably she does! | seevery little of her—hardly ever run across her, infact. Thereisno
doctor in the place, as you may guess, and | volunteered to attend her father in hislast illness.
She—accepted my services. There was nothing to be done, really. A man’s heart gives out on him, and
that’ sthefinish.”

“S0,” Gessremarked. “Therewas, | believe, acase here in another direction. Pneumonia at
mid-summer, or something likeit.”

“At the Hall—yes” Firth looked asif he would question the reason for Gees sinterest, but did not
question. “That was sheer foolishness. | had nothing to do with it—a Blandford practitioner was fetched
over, and then aLondon specidist. From what | could understand of it, there was predispostion in the
first place—pulmonary weskness—and the lady was out in athunderstorm, didn’t change her wet
cothingin time, caught achill, and—well!”

“And the child?’ Gees asked after apause.

“Ah! | think al the hedlth ingpectorsin the county tried to find out why that happened. Naylor had
taken the child to London to see what could be done about devel oping astigmatism, and | think the bacilli
got at her there. She was avery ddicate little thing, puny and undersized. He brought her back and—it
was diphtheriakilled her. She might have got over the fever—yprobably would. May have caught it in
London, and then again it may have been flies. Infecting milk, or food—something. A terrible thing for
him.”

“A terriblething for any man,” Gees observed.

“Yes, but—if you’ d seen him before helost those two—contrast that with what heis now! An utterly
different men.”

Gees remembered the abum of photographs Naylor had bidden him look over. But. he reflected,
though IraWarenn had claimed (in some measure) responsibility for Naylor’ slosses, it appeared by what
Firth said that they were due to natural causes. There remained the death of hisfavourite dog, but a
veterinary surgeon had attributed that, too, to a natura cause. Here was ground for some relief.



Why?He pulled himsdlf up sharply. Why should hefed relief over acquitting her of having caused
Naylor’slosses? And could he acquit her, in spite of what Firth had said? She had powers, as she had
proved to him this afternoon, and they might extend in other directions. She had been able to produce the
illuson of afog and with it had amost driven him back to herself. What other illusions could she
produce—had she worked against the dead woman and child, produced illusionsthat had caused their
desths? Willed them to die—willed the child within reach of infection, and the woman to afolly of
carelessnessthat had killed her?

Past tlling, he knew. He was dtill silent, reflecting over it, when Todd moved aong behind the bar to
stop opposite him.

“’Fraid we couldn’t git much for yetonight, Sir,” he said in aconfidential aside not intended for Firth's
ears. “There s plenty sausages, an’ theeggs, an’ the ham—I tried to git some fish, but he' d sold out dll
but acouple o’ little haddicks which was mostly skin.”

“Then you can make it sausages and eggs and ham,” Geestold him.

“Come across and share a bone with me tomorrow night, Mr. Green,” Firth invited. “It would be
pleasure to eat with my fellow-man.”

“Now that’ svery kind of you,” Geesanswered, “but | don't know if Il be here tomorrow night. Still,
thank you dl the same.”

“If you are here, say. Just walk acrossto my place—you can leave it open, and join me at my medl if
you turn up by seven-thirty. If you don't, | shal understand that you can't. Leaveit s0.”

“That sounds brotherly enough,” Gees answered, “and if | am on the spot and able to accept, | shdl
be very glad indeed to join you.”

Declining another refill, Firth bade goodnight and went out, and Gees remained by the bar until Todd
should announce that ameal was ready for him. The worthies aong the sde of the room talked among
themsalves, with the deliberateness of their kind, and in tones evidently not intended to reach his ears: that
they talked at al while he was present showed that they meant to accept him among them, though strictly
on furriner gatus.

Jacob Cowder spoke. “ Dangersome. No doubt about it.”

“Reglar zavidge,” Phil Hodden agreed after alengthy pause. “ Git wuss, it du. Assunefly at ye aslook
a ye.”

Gessligtened intently. Were they discussing Adol phus the boar? But no. The next remark proved that
they were not.

“It mind him.” Sam Thatcher delivered ajudicia opinion. “Whileit mind him, it don’t hu't nobody. an’
if Zquirean't got aright tu taske a hound when he goo ridin' —”

Heleft it at that, and the end of the sentence needed no vocdisation. A silence, and then Jacob
Cowder, the original complainant as nearly as Gees could tell, voiced another protest—

“It look dangersome,” hesaid. “1 "ouldn’t keer f'r en to coom sniffin’ round me. Them teeth ook a
hem tu sharp, f'r my likin'.”

Todd leaned toward Gees. “’ T'sall riddy, Sir,” he announced. “Phyllis done ye four sausages—they
run six to the pound—an’ four eggs, an’ ham along of it. That' |l be enough, Sr?’

“Ifitisn't,” Geesanswered, “I’ll shout. Four sausages and four eggs.” He passed behind the bar as



Todd lifted theflap. “God hdp usal! To say nothing about the ham!”

“I reckoned, Sir, seein’ yu had that long walk this arternoon, yu might be sharp-set f'r yure vittles. |
hope that it'l| be enough f'r yu.”

“Y ou can havefaith aswel ashope,” Geestold him. “I’ ve dready found out that charity isno
stranger in this pub, so you're safe on dl three. | think I'll say good-night, because by thetime | stagger
up to my room after that medl | shan’t be able to speak.”

“Likesometeawi’ it, Sr, or another pint?’
“I never mix my drinks, Todd. Teaon beer! Unthinkable!”
“I'll bring it dong, gr. Right & once.”

A CLOUDED morning, with moisture in the air—there was no rain, as yet—and thin scud driving
over the heights which shut in Troyarbour, telling that the outer world was troubled by awind, though
hereinthe valley was stillness. Gees dept late, found yet more eggs and ham awaiting him on descending
to the “ coffee room,” and, having eaten, went out to the shed at the back and gazed at hiscar. The
amount of mud it had collected on the run adong the lane indicated that a hose with plenty of pressure
behind it was the only means by which cleanliness could be regained without scratching the gloss of the
surface, and he gaveit up.

He went out and along the winding branch of lane that would take him as far asthe church. He
wanted to see the church. By-and-by, when he got rid of his present dmost somnolent indifference, he
would plan what to do next to make Naylor regret stopping payment of that cheque. When he had got
the eighteen guineas, he would entrust it to Todd with instructions to dole out pintsto the worthiesfor as
long asit lasted. They need not know who was responsible for the munificence or why it was bestowed
on them: asort of fund, with Todd astrustee. ..

The church proved uninteresting. There had been brasses, but no more than the studs in the stone
remained. Of memorid tablets he could find none. As nearly as he could tell, the fabric dated no farther
back than the sixteenth century. In al probability, when the castle of the Warenns had existed where the
Hall now stood, there had been a place of pre-Reformation worship as part of the establishment. This
church had replaced that earlier gathering-place.

Will, that wasthat. Some Naylor had put in a stained glass window to the memory of Eleanor his
wife, and, knowing alittle about the colour-vaues of medievd stained glass, Geesfdt that this squire of
Troyarbour had done his early-Victorian worst—or the craftsman who had done the work had done his
worgt. Therewas acollecting box for foreign missionsin the porch, and Gees grinned at it. Sam Thatcher
and hisfriendstreated furrinerswarily. So would he, Gees.

He saw acurly tail, termination of aline of bristles, whisk past the nearest buttress of the church ashe
emerged to the mugginess of outer air, and remembered Firth’s remark to the effect that IraWarenn
came near the church once ayear, to place abranch of hawthorn on her father’ sgrave. An odd sort of
tribute, but no concern of his—she did as she liked. And bringing a boar pig into the churchyard—well, it
was her boar pig. Nothing whatever to do with him.

He went dowly, thoughtfully, back toward the inn. Should he leave Naylor to hisown
devices—apparently there was no means of getting at the man—and run the car out and go back to
London forthwith? He could be discussing fourth-dimensiona experiences with Miss Brandon soon after
lunch time—he could discuss anything on earth or out of it with that girl, he knew, and she never let him



down. And Naylor and his e ghteen guiness meant nothing, in redlity: only the humilistion—if it were
that—of being “done” had fetched him, Gees, back here. It was a petty reason for coming al thisway,
when one thought it over. Y es, he would go back, rule out Troyarbour and dl in it from his scheme of
things, and find something more worthwhile in some one of the inquiriesthat reached his office by each

day’ s post.

With that resolve he quickened his pace. Merely to throw his pyjamas and other belongings back into
the suitcase, back the car out of the shed after settling up with Todd, and—

In the after days, he never cared to think much of what followed on that resolve: it wastoo ugly, too
nightmarigh. ..

Jerome St. Pol Naylor cameriding on abig chestnut hunter, riding down from the Hall toward the
main village and the frontage of the inn. It was a powerful beast that he rode, up to far more than his
weight, and, following him, came the hound to which the worthies of theinn had dluded in ther talk the
preceding evening. A hound with amuzzle that, Gees estimated, would touch him &t the waist-line—and
hewasjust over six feet in height. A vast-chested brute, with tapering, amost borzoi fineness of
jaw-line—but behind the muzzle were eyes deeply sunken, bloodshot and furtive. And on its great paws
the beast douched heavily, as might an overfed Great Dane—it was no lightly-stepping hound, but the
meadtiff build, powerful and formidable.

The girl Phyllis came out from the post-office, just as Naylor rode past the doorway. Looking up at
him as he passed, she had amost missed sight of the great hound, until it nosed up to her, sniffing a her
as she went across the grass toward the inn. At that—Geeswas just emerging from the lane toward the
church, then—she screamed and struck at the brute, and her open hand landed on its muzzle.

Ontheingtant it legped and had her down, screaming horribly: itslong teeth fastened in her shoulder,
and it shook her dight form as aterrier shakes arabbit—and Naylor swung his horse about, his crop
raised while he shouted—*Rallo! Rallo!” He might aswell have shouted to thewind or the racing clouds
over him: the hound had something to worry, and took no heed of him.

RUNNING toward the prostrate girl and the great beast that worried her, Gees heard behind him a
voice—it was not loud, but had a carrying power that threw the words down into his
consciousness—* Dolpht! Kill that dog! Kill, | say! The dog! Kill!”

A ridiculous pattering of tiny hooves, the split hooves of swine, and the boar went past Gees—he
himsalf was running, but that lightning charge left him asif he might have been standing till. He saw the
line of bristles on the boar’ s back stand up as it passed him, saw its charge, and saw that the great hound
released its hold on the now unconscious girl to face this lant—and Naylor tried to strike at hound
and boar, but could not get the horse to face them. It swerved and wheeled about, and Gees had time to
think the rider a poor horseman while he saw the fight between hound and boar.

A brief fight. Adolphus charged in, aflying fury, and from the snapping of hisjawsatusk took the
hound low and behind the thorax, disemboweling him so that hisentrailsfell and tangled under him. Y et
helived, and, living, got ajaw hold on the boar’ s hide, just behind the shoulder, where he hung on and
worried, dying as he was—till Adolphus, with an incredible turn of histhick neck, got the hound’ smuzzle
between hismighty jaws, and crushed it with asound of splintering bones. Blood poured from the wound
the hound had madein his shoulder, and pig-like, he squeded a the pain and sight of his own blood, but
took afresh grip after squeding, farther back toward the hound’ s neck, and crushed its head to pulp. By
that time, both Gees and Ira Warenn were abreast the combatants, and she said, “Well done, Dol ph!

Oh, well done! Brave Dolph! Wl done!”



Bent over the unconscious girl, by that time, Gees was aware that Firth, the ex-doctor, was bending
over her too. Firth said, “Get your hands under her, Mr. Green. Lift her and hand her to me—both lift,
and get her up into my hold. I'll carry her home and dressthisbite.” And, on that, Geeslifted, and got the
limp body into Firth’sarms, to see him walk off with it toward his double-fronted house asif he had been
caryingasmdl child.

A sound of trampling, thunderous hooves—Gees started up and back, and saw that Naylor was
trying to ride down IraWarenn. Stark murder looked out from the man’s mad eyes, and hisriding crop
was lifted to Strike the girl down—but within ten paces of her the big chestnut came down to stillnesswith
athudding of itsforefeet, and stood, shuddering like a human being. So Gees saw the power she had
over animas, and remembered Farmer Timms' bull.

She said, “Not so, Jerome Naylor! Look therel” She pointed at the headless, mangled remnants of
the dead hound. “Will you kill more of your servants? Shall | st my pig to kill your horse?”

“Ah, witch! Devil woman—you curse! Y ou spawn of hdll!”

He did down from the chestnut, and, terrified by the smel of blood, it turned and galloped away
toward the Hall. Naylor ran at the girl, his eyes blazing—it came to Gees as a curious reflection that he
had never seen eyesliterdly blaze until that moment—and the riding crop upraised to strike her down. A
baresark fit was on him. He saw nothing but his enemy, the personification of Dark Lagny, and he,

Oger’ s son, was bent on her destruction—until, like the horse, he was within striking distance of her.

Then he stopped, and Gees knew that in this baresark fit the man was dl animal, not human at al.
And IraWarenn had power over animds, such power asis given to few. Jerome Naylor stopped dead:
the crop thudded to the ground, and he pitched forward on hisface, sensdess. It was the culmination of
thefit, end of hismadness,

THE boar licked at his bleeding shoulder. IraWarenn said, caressingly, “ Dolph—come here! Good
Dolph! Come herel” And the beast got up and went to her, blood trickling from where the hound' s jaws
had closed inits hide. She scratched along its back. “ Oh, good Dolph,” she said again, and there was
honey in her voice. “If you were human I’ d love you, Dolph—and you' re just abeast! No, don’t touch
itt Come herel Don't touchit!”

For with alittle “Wouff” that was haf aquestion, the intelligent brute had turned to sniff toward where
Naylor lay ill. It turned back at Ira’s command, and Martha Kilmain, the postmistress, stalked primly
out from her doorway, gathered up Naylor in her mighty arms asif he had been ababy, and with him
stalked back and disappeared among the cheese and lingerie and bacon and boots and stationery and
cigarettesand al dsethat her multifarious store contained.

She vanished: acuriouscircle of villagerslooked on the mangled hegp that, so little while ago, had
been aliving beast: looked on Gees, and IraWarenn, and the boar Adolphusthat licked and licked at the
lessening flow of blood from its wound—and occasionally looked toward MarthaKilmain's doorway, or
toward Firth’sfront door—closed again, now—asif to learn what had happened with regard to the
savaged girl, or the baresark man whose fit had ended in unconsciousness.

Irasaid, “You didn’'t do anything, but you couldn’t have done more than you did—or didn’'t. There
wasn't time. | want to doctor Dolph. Do you mind much if | take him back, now?’

“Who am | to mind?’ he asked acridly.

She shook her head. “The one man who let me take him to dare the unknown,” she answered. “|
know you are going back—will you come to say good-bye to me before you go?’



Helooked hard at her and answered, “1 am not sure.”

She laughed—and the music of the laugh stayed with him until he saw her again. She quoted, very
oftly—

“ Time stoopsto no man’s lure:
And love, grown faint and fretful,
With lips but half regretful
Sghs, and with eyes forgetful
Weeps that no loves endure.”

He said, with ironic amusement, “Don’t they? How do you know?’
“Empiricaly,” she answered, and |et the one word stand aone.

“Maybe. Has it struck you that we are the hub of awheel made of staring Troyarboreans—I made
that word al by mysdf, and it’s up to you to gpplaud me. But | don't like quite so much audience. What
do we do next? | mean, in order to get out of this publicity?”

“What do you want to do?’ she asked.

“Theintelligent and hospitable Todd told me there would be chops for lunch. That, if | know him,
means haf asheep, or thereabouts. The villageislistening, on that outer circle. Be careful.”

Shereflected over it. “Four o' clock?’ she asked at |ast, with agleam of human mischief inthe eyeshe
had known, so far, as no other than boding and fateful.

“Four o' clock isthe nearest hour I'mto,” he said. “Work it out, and subtract yourself plus me from
the answer. Plus, remember!”

Shesaid, “You areafool.”

“Columbus discovered a continent,” he retorted. “1 think you’ ve gone one better. Y ou said four
o'clock. | say four o' clock. Two mindswith but asingletime.”

“Youidiot!”
“Why the pronoun? Don't be redundant.”

Sheleft him. Adol phus stopped licking himsdf, and followed her, and Geeswent dowly, indifferent to
curious gazing, toward theinn.

CHAPTER VI
THE MADNESS OF JEROME NAYLOR

“Y’SEE, g, poor little Phyllis—I reckon them chopsain’t fit f'r yu to eat. | done’em mesdlf, but
she'sdl hu't an’ shook up bethat blasted brute—an’ | ain't done no taters. Yu'll ha to overlook,
sr—I’mall shook up too. Y’ see, Phyllis—”

“That’Il do, Todd. I’ d sooner eat raw chops or none at al than see you worried like this. Y ou go and
look after the girl—stop bothering about me. | can look after mysalf—it wouldn’t be thefirst time |’ ve
doneit. Stop bothering, and hustle back to her.”

“Mr. Firth’slookin’ arter her, sr. An’ dl you're payin’ me, an’ me not lookin' arter you likel
ought—"



“Todd, if you say one moreword I’ [l heave a chop at you—I can spare one without bothering, and
two if you don’t shut up. Buzz off!”

With astare that became amost agrin before it ended, Todd went to the door. There he said, “If you
want anything, ar—"

“Y eah, peace and chops,” Geesinterrupted. “Leave meto it, and go and keep an eye on that girl,
as—" He ended the sentence to the closed door—"1 know you' re yearning to. Naturally.”

Aninquiry, later, told him that the girl would recover from the shock of the hound' s attack in aday or
two. She had some sort of heart trouble, Firth said, but it was not serious.

Firth smiled. “ And you' re coming along to eet thisevening?’

“If the gods are good. Do we talk bugs?’

“Wetdk whatever you like”

“I'll be dong before seven-thirty, or bust. Count on me,” Geestold him.

Four o' clock, IraWarenn had said. It was haf past three when Gees told Firth to count on him, and
set off onfoot for Wren'sfarm. He had himself fully under control again, now: facing her for thelast time
before setting out for London (for he had finished with Naylor, and the eighteen-guinea cheque might go
hang!) he would not attempt to excuse himsdf. She could think what she liked—

Abruptly came the redlisation that she had dominated al that sequence of events. He had to admire
her for the way in which she had kept her head, impelled the boar to save Phyllis and destroy the hound,
and then controlled first the horse and after it Naylor himsalf, rendering both impotent againgt her. They
had had no chance, but had receded from her aswaves from arock. Y es, arock. She had lost no iota of
her composure. He, Gees, had been shaken by the sight of aman gone baresark, shaken so that he
resorted to asmall foolishness to cover hisloss of saf-control. She had stood apart from and over al that
had happened, unmoved and dominant.

Pd e sunlight emphasized the shabbiness of the farmhouse frontage. Emphasized, too, the ridiculous
gppearance of Adolphusthe boar, not lying down, but sitting up as he leaned againgt the wal not far from
the doorway, with abig patch of plaster over the wound the hound had made behind his shoulder. He
turned his head to give Gees alook in which was permission to passin, and therewasin it, too, an
admission that Adolphus was exceedingly sorry for himself. Loss of blood, probably accounted for his
gate. Lying beside him was Peter the cat, in his fashion keeping watch over the pig to see that he cameto
no harm—so Gees saw it. Or had IraWarenn posed the pair of them there for him to see? Never before
had he seen apig look sorry for itsdlf, but Adolphus expression was unmistakable. She could render
animas dmost human, so much power had she over them.

The door was open, and he saw her advance along the narrow halway, clad now in afleecy frock
that had the colour of the wallsin the green and crimson room, and he saw that she was wearing the
pendant of the turquoise-blue stone, and high-hedled shoes that toned in with the colour of the frock. She
sad, “1 thought you would have had the car,” with no preliminary greeting.

“I haven't,” he answered badly, standing on the doorstep and facing her. “If you mean you thought |
should drop in on my way to London, I’ ve got an appointment to dine with Firth this evening. The man
who took that girl off to dress her hurt thismorning.”

“I know.” She drew back a step. “Do comein, won't you? So you will be heretill tomorrow.” She
spoke the last sentence over her shoulder as he followed her dong the hallway, and turned in at the
doorway of the green and crimson room. Following her, he said, “ Yes, | shal be here some part of



tomorrow, at least,” and detested himsdlf for the bandity of thereply.

THE door of the room closed dowly, with no aid from either of them, and he heard itslatch click.
She, asked, “What is on your mind, Mr. Green? Something—I can seeit. Something... disturbing you.”

“Itisdigturbing,” he answered. “ Thefool | made of mysdlf and you called me this morning and
you—splendid. Y ou were splendid.”

She shook her head and smiled, the smile that was of her eyes and |eft her lips uncurved. 1 was
terrified,” she owned. “It was dl so swift—all passed so suddenly. | wasterrified—whatever | did was
automdtic, outside mysdf. Y ou—you helped by being silly, talking asyou did. Therelief of it—something
to divert my thoughts.”

“That makesyou till more splendid,” hetold her.
Shelaughed. “What isthis—amutud admiration party?’ she asked ironicdly. “Or afarewd|?’
“Neither, | hope,” he answered, and put emphasisintoiit.

“No?" Still more of irony sounded in the question. “Will you stay herein Troyarbour to seethe end of
Jerome Naylor, or shdl | cometo you in London? Our two ways have touched on each other, but they
must diverge again. You know it as| know it.”

“I do,” he agreed soberly. “I'd never travel your path. It ends—I told you where it ends, when you
showed it to me.”

“And | told you that isnothing to me,” she answered defiantly, haf angrily. “ Told you, too, that | have
passed fear. Y ou have not.”

“What made you quote Swinburne at meto-day?’ he asked abruptly.

She shook her head. “It cameinto my mind,” she answered. “‘ Time stoops to no man'slure.” Just
that. Therest that | quoted—his music, nothing else. It has—had no meaning. For mein relaion to you, |
mean. Where there is no beginning, there can be no end.”

“Quite s0.” He madeit an acrid comment. “ And now, al being said, do we say good-bye? Or am |
being boorish to my hostess?”’

“Till we have said good-bye, dl isnot said,” she retorted.

“Not worthy of you, that, Ira,” he said gravely. “It’ sthe sort of thing an ingenue might heave a a
casud partner at her first dance.”

“Perhgps—but | meant it. All is not said!”

Her eyeswere but alittle distance from his own. She gazed full at him as he spoke, and he too gazed,
intently, yet il he could not determine the colour of the eyes. They smiled—only the eyes. The scent of
her hair reached him, and with it came back Naylor’ s description of her—"alure unutterable.” It was
true.

Hesaid, “You areawitch. A witch—dangerous.”

“Thereisno magic. Y ou agreed—thereis no magic. Would you like sometea, Mr. Green? Ephraim
Knapper’ s boy will haveto go and milk the cows, soon, but | can get him to make us someteafirdt, if
you'd likeit. HE smy housemaid, which iswhy the other room looks o terrible. Would you like some
tea?’



“No. Teain herewould be like astarched collar round Adolphus neck. Like treacle on that frock
you're wearing.”

“Do you like my frock?’ She was no witch, but al woman, as she asked the question. “I put it on
pecidly.”

“It' s—well, the mere man always says the wrong thing if hetriesto say anything about what awoman
wears. And now | think of it—what became of the Stuff in those glasses?’

Shelooked puzzled. “What stuff? What glasses?’ she asked.

“When | went away from here, we left two full glassesthere—" he pointed at the ebony table on
which still stood the red lacquer bowl—and, pointing, saw in the bowl apowdery greennessthat he
knew might beincense of asort. “| remembered them, after I’ d gone, and—it was just an inconsequent
thought—" He broke off, rather lamely.

Shesad, “Yes. | put the contents of those glassesin aflat bowl, and Adolphus was very happy.
Quite muzzy, infact.”

“The swine actually appreciated the pearls”

Shefrowned. “1 don't likethat. Y ou know as | know that the pig is nearest to man in brain content,
not to be despised. | couldn’t say to any other class of animd, ‘Kill that dog!” and know he would not
harm the girl the dog wastrying to kill. Adolphusismy brave and loyd friend, more than any dog.”

Hesaid, acidly, “I gpologise. To Adolphus.”

“Sitthere.” She pointed at the divan, at apoint opposite the ebony table on which stood the bowl.
“Wa't.”

As he moved to obey the order, she turned and left the room. He saw the door swing closed behind
her, and heard the latch click. He knew there was a magic in thisroom, in spite of her denid of the
existence of magic. It wasin some way separate from the norma world outs de—time itself was different,
here. Turning as he sat, he looked up at the green and crimson sailsin the picture. Was the green sail part
of the painting, or did it move, an actudity rather than aflare of colour against the background of white
wall and blue sky? Blue like the stone she wore on her breast, white like the whiteness of her neck, green
like thefrock she had “put on specidly.” She was awitch. Thisroom was awitch’s parlour—

SHE returned, bringing the squat, ugly bottle and the two glasses of paper thinness, with stalkslike
threads. They had known, when those glasses were fashioned, how to render glasstensile and
malleable—the secret had gone with that of Roman cement, of interweaving living trees, of taming African
elephants to servitude. When she put the glasses down on the ebony table he took up oneto look at it,
and the bowl of it quivered on theimpossibly dender stem.

“Supposing | brokeit?’ he asked.

Shetook up the other glass, and tied aknot in the stem, to put it down again with the bowl awry.
“Well?" she asked.

Hetook up the glass, and found that he could untie the knot asif it had been made in alength of cord.
Hesaid, “I don't think | likeyou, Ira. Isthe moon made of green cheese?’

“Thereisn’'t any moon. It’'sjust asmuch anilluson astime and space—asyou and | are here. We are
thoughtsin agreaeter mind—all isathought in amind past our knowing—we are not, nor have ever been.
And yet we are—" She poured the crimson fluid into the glasses. “And that is. Instead of tea—you



wanted this.”
He asked, “How did you know | wanted it?" and laughed alittle,
“Because you remembered, and asked about it. Drink—with me.”

Lifting the glasshefdt it quiver on its stem, and drank hagtily. As before, he fdt the warmth of the
drink, atingling sweetnessthat yet was acid, a sensation rather than ataste. When he put the empty glass
down, she put hers down empty besideit, and refilled them both from the bottle. Then she seated herself
beside him on the divan, and the two filled glasses stood before them.

“Let metdl you,” shesaid. “Once on atimeyou werein agreen and slver room—not green and
crimson, likethis. Y ou had an illusion with you, and with her you drank—as you drink thiswine of mine.
But that was amagic drink, and you lost yourself—the illusion willed you to lose yoursdlf. Isthat not so?’

“How do you know? Y es, it was so, but how do you know?’

“When you and | held each other, | took you beyond space, for amoment. | saw al your mind, all
your thoughts and memories, like apicture. Things you yourself have forgotten—do you know that
nothing you have ever done or said or thought islost? That it isdl there, painted on the fabric of your
bran?

He nodded assent. “Yes, | know that. Memory may be faulty, but it isall there, asyou say. And you
could seeit?’

“Y our secretary—I don’t know her name. The girl who died, the man you brought to justice—they
hanged him for murder—an old man | think is your father—awoman who saved your life one night, and
afdling airplane that waslost in the see. And money you took—"

“Y ou are most decidedly awitch,” heinterrupted. “ Stop it!”

“It was there for meto read. | have passed fear. On the farther side of fear is power, sight,
hearing—you felt them al aspossble. | know them asredities. And you—you with your greater
knowledge of al that liesthis sde of fear—I want to persuade you to share that other sidewith me. To
be onewithmeinit.”

He shook hishead. “ That isforbidden,” he said. “I’m going to end my human lifein three dimensions,
not risk destruction trying to fathom the fourth, asyou do. | tell you—it isforbidden.”

“| say itisnot!”
“So Har-Ees said, and wrecked a continent.”
“What became of her?”’

“How should | know?’ He sounded amost querulous. “I’ d say the fishes scraped the mest off her
bones, if any fisheswere|eft dive after the convulsion that destroyed Atlantis. She died with the rest of
them. Very few escaped—your ancestors must have been among them.”

“I think you know dl thereisto be known on thisside of fear. And if you with your knowledge
passed it—if | could make you come past it and find your way as| am finding mine—Oh, don’t you see?
Wetwo might fold up theworld, ruleit—be godsinit!”

“The eternd thirgt,” he said dowly. “ Power—whether fit to useit or no. Damnation! | have known
women, and it isaways the same. Power over aman—the sense that they can control and hold him
down—or else power such asyou want. Y ou're so great, and yet so small. Y ou are all the same, you



women! To give as pleases you, and to take when it pleases you to take—and apart from your pleasure
aman may wait and question and hunger—you want power! Y ou’ d have me sharein this dominion—Ira,
you' re wonderful, were wonderful today, but you' re awoman, and you want meto follow aong your

pah!”
“Wdl?" She put amocking note into the question.

“To please you. Not that | and you may rule theworld, but that you and | may rule !’ vetrouble
enoughto rule mysdf.”

Shetook up one of the two glasses and handed it to him. “You areirrationa,” she said. “Drink again,
or I'll offer youtea.”

Helaughed. “It' sgetting late,” he said. “ Ephraim’s boy must have gone milking by thistime, and
you' d have to make the teayoursdlf. Still—here' sto Har-Ees, and Dark Lagny—and you!”

HE DRANK, as she drank with him, the second glass. For amoment he resisted the spell, knew why
the glasses had been | €ft filled when he had last gone out from this room. There had been no need of
them, then, for he had not refused Ira s “experiment.” Now, while the moment lasted, he knew that she
hed taken this drugging means of making him repest it, and then questioned inwardly—why should he
resst? For the effect of that second drink was such asto nullify cold reason, and leave in its place
contentment, almost indifference. So much so that, when as before she put her arms round him for that
strange, passionless embrace and willed him to hold her, hefdt little more than that she was good to
hold, evenin such afashion asthis.

“Stll!” She whispered the word. “Let me take you past Fear.”

So for the second time she tried to take him with her beyond time and space, but this experience was
not asthat other had been. He knew himself one with her, yet separated from her by dl infinity. He knew
light beyond light, sound beyond al sound, and the scent of al the flowers of Eden blended in with reek
from thefires of hell—yet hdl itsef was apart of the great scheme of things, and so part of the great
heaven that was, and yet was not. All incredibilitieswerered, and al reditiesincredible.

He saw apoint of radiance far off and, gazing at it, knew it was near—knew that he looked into the
light of her unknowable eyes. He shaped the thought—"1 lose and find you,” and she was not near, but
removed from him an infinity—she receded so far that he could not see her, yet shewaswarmin his
hold. If only he could get past Fear, he would comprehend this mystery.

Fear! A shape that had no shape, a Thing that stood inexorably between him and knowledge. He
knew that in this second experiment she had failed even more than in thefirst of them. In that, she had so
far taken him with her that he was very near on moving as she moved, near on comprehending the
rel ation between that fourth direction of movement with the three that he knew.

Now, there was aworld that he saw and felt and smelt and heard, a greatness that comprehended so
many dimensions as to have none—and it was not for him. Fear siood beforeit, asthe angel stood in the
gateway of Eden. Therewas along and difficult pathway leading to another gate by which one might
enter, apath untrodden by thiswitch’s feet. She was a trespasser who had no right there, one who at
some point would be judged for her trespass, and for the lawless use of the knowledge she had gained
from the Rod.

In some part of this experience he was able to see her and comprehend her misuse of her knowledge.
It was and yet was not wilful misuse. That she perverted it to so small an aim was adefect bred in her
race from the days of Oger and Wulfrana, a cancer of the mind that she could no more root out than an



oak can root out the mistletoe which lived on its sap. She had to pursue that feud to its end, he saw, to
adjust a baance that ought never to have been disturbed. He could see her and seethis of her, then.
Afterwards, back in normdity, he could not comprehend it. Only in this abnormality could he seewhy it
had to be. Between them, she and Jerome Naylor must redress the balance that Oger and Sigurd the
Volsung had thrown out of truth.

In thisagain was a mystery, for in human experience two wrongs can never add up to aright. But
beyond Fear is neither wrong nor right, he knew while this state lasted. All is, dl has ever been, and Al
will be—acompletenessin which gpparent right and apparent wrong are both, equaly, fulfilments of
infinite law, opposed facetsin infinite order, and of equa vauein it. Only beyond Fear, at apoint which
he could not reach, was this apparent contradiction reconciled. For him, it must remain uncomprehended.

And now he sank down and down, out from light and sound and scent into a darkness that was
infinite asthe light had been. Helost dl consciousness of Ira sholding him, tried desperately to retain
hold on himself and stay this plunge into measurel ess depths. Down and down and down, past al worlds
and suns, past the outermost nebulae of space, past dl of spaceitself, and far, far past time. Into
nothingness—was this death?

SOMETHING cold and wet across his forehead, and atang of brandy in his mouth. Lifting his hand,
he found the thing on his head was awet cloth, and he pulled it off, turning his eyesto see IraWarenn
knedling beside the divan on which he now lay flat—and the room was lighted by an incandescent
paraffin lamp which stood on one of the little ebony tables. So gazing at her, he saw that in her eyes
which he had not seen at any other time. There was no witch Ieft in her, only human woman, and in this
guise she had a power that hefelt.

“Y ou—I wasfrightened,” she said tremuloudy. “For you.”

Slowly he sat up, and swung hisfeet over the edge of the divan to Sit beside her. Hefdt noiill effect
after what he knew, by the lighted lamp, must have been aperiod of hours. He asked, “ Frightened? Why
should you be? 1’ ve been adeep, | suppose?’

“|l—couldn’t waken you,” shetold him. “Y ou were like one dead. And so—the brandy and the cold
water—I wasterrified.”

“Y ou, who have passed Fear,” he said dowly. “Y ou—afraid!”

“For you—whether | had taken the spirit of you so far that it could not return. Because—you don't
know theway as| do. And you lay so still, breathed so very little. | tried al ways—"

He made no reply, but sat Iooking before him until she bent to look up into his eyes. She asked,
“What are you thinking?’

“Y ou have found anew power,” he said. “ Y ou think you can take it to your use and roll the world up
inyour hands—after you have in some measure used it to destroy an enemy. Y ou see yoursdlf greater
than any other, and | think, in trying to get me to share the greatness, you have discovered how small you
are—how far from complete use of this power. Asyou yoursdf said, alittle child trying to walk,
staggering and clutching at thingsto hold you up.

“Not inyour lifetime, Ira, will thisuse of afourth direction be achieved. | think, mysdlf, that mankind
will never achieveit—will not be permitted to play with theworld in that way. | think that. It may be that
ageneration or two hence aman or woman here and there will have grown up to the use of this
knowledge—this tremendous knowledge. But until then, until one or more come fit and ready—"



“| want to tell you you arewrong—and | can't,” she said. “I don’t know. | fed, after this experience
with you, that | have not fully passed fear. Else, | should not fear the Singing of the sword—I do feer it,
because | cannot understand it. And when you lay there, dead dl but the breathing and the beating of
your heart—Oh, my dear! My dear! That | had |eft you there—lost you!”

“Why theemotion?’ he asked drily. “There was none when you held me to take me with you, and
asked meto hold you. It was dl-practical, part of an experiment outside emotion.”

“I wouldn't—" Sheleaned forward and spoke whisperingly, her face averted from hissight. “|
wouldn't let you know—"

“No?" He kept to amatter-of-fact tone. “Why let me know now?’

“Because—so near onlosing you, | mysdf learned... That I’d made you hold me asalover might
hold me, and held you, knew what might be, if... don’t you understand? Thefirst man’sarms, thefirst
man’ s strength, wakening me—why do you make metell you? Cheapen mysdlf to you by telling
you—why do | tell you? That | seem now not to belong to mysalf—if you could know what it wasto me
to look down on the shdl of you, and know the man himsdlf far off from me—"

“Very far off fromyou,” he said soberly. “Worlds and worlds and worlds avay from you—away
from al human things. So far that | asked if the darkness were degth. Beyond any point you have ever
reached in stepping out from the dimensions | know. Beyond al that is.”

“So near death! And I—my folly madeit.”

“Youwill giveit up?’ He put eagernessinto the question. “ Give up this forbidden knowledge—forget
it? Bejust awoman?’

She shook her head. “No. How could 1? Dark Lagny’ s daughter—how could 1? | would be two, not
one, and one of the two should be—I would have said dl for you, but you have no need of that one, |
know. And | must go aong the path | have entered, but—"

“Yes? He spoke the question after waiting along time.

“But if—if a some futuretime—" sheturned as she sat and looked full into his eyes—"*you will never
lose me, now. Not that you have any need of me, but I—you will never lose me. When | can walk fredly
inthat other state, | shall cometo you at times, to find whether you have any need of me. Any need of
me! The methat you held and in holding wakened—I am fully woman, now. The me that could take hold
on the ends of adistance for you and give you sight you could not get apart from me. | see ahundred
waysinwhich | might be of use to you—or, perhaps, mean to you something other than use. Not
now—when | have cometo my full power. Because then | shal be able to seeinto your mind, not need
to wait for your words.”

“Power,” he said sombrely. “And again and aways—power!”
“No! Something else. Something greater than power.”

She leaned toward him, and he knew the scent of her night-black hair, reached out to draw her
nearer—and then she sat erect as aknocking sounded on the outer door of the house. Gees stood up.

“Who dseisherein the house?’ he asked.

She shook her head. “Nobody. After Ephraim and his boy have gone, | am aone here. Why? Why
doyou ak?’

“All right,” he answered, and relaxed from tension. “Y ou said that nobody el se comesinto thisroom.



| wasthinking of you—for you. I—shdl | stay here whileyou seewho it is?’
She nodded, and, rising, looked up at him.

Abruptly he drew her close and kissed her, dl of alover’skiss. Felt her shuddering response, and the
ingstent, amost fierce clasp of her arms—she was dl woman for that moment. The knocking sounded
again, amore imperative rapping on the panel of the door.

“| shdl come back to you,” she whispered, and left him. And, looking at hiswrist watch, he saw that
it was ten minutes past eight. Firth would have had dinner one—it wastoo late to go to him now.

IRA WARENN went along the hallway and opened the door. Little light came out from the doorway
of the room in which she had left Gees, and she could see only the indistinct shape of aman facing her
from the step. And, since she had | eft the door of the green and crimson room open, dl the colloquy was
audible to Gees as he waited.

“Excuse me, miss—it's Hanson, from the Hall. To ask if Mr. Naylor has been here—if you' ve seen
anything of him.”

“I havenot,” she answered evenly. “1 should think thisisthe last place he would visit, after to-day,
urdy.”

“Prapsitis, miss—I don’t know about that. It was Mr. Firth asked me to come and ask you, haf an
hour or so ago.”

“And why—what isdl thisabout?’ she demanded coldly.

“Well, you see, miss—" the chauffeur-groom sounded apologetic over it—" after—after Mr. Naylor
had that sorter seizure to-day, an’ MissKilmain took him into the post-office—Mr. Firth was looking
after that girl from Todd' s place at the time. When he' d got her fixed up and taken her across—thisis
what he told me, miss—he went to the post-office to seeif he could do anything for Mr. Naylor. An’ he
found Mr. Naylor laid out senseless—he said Mr. Naylor was sick like aman is after concussion, an’
then just laid out dead to the world, so Mr. Firth left him like that. Then | comelookin’, down from the
Hall, because Mr. Naylor’'s horse come back without him. an’ Mr. Firth told me Mr. Naylor’ d most
likely bedl right soon, and then he’ d either walk back up to the Hall, or dseif hewasn't fit Mr. Firth'd
let me know, and I’d come down with the car to take the master back. Y ou see how it was, miss, me
waiting for him to come back?’

“Yes,” sheanswered. “ Go on—what happened?’

“I came down with the car just before it began to get dark, miss, and when | went to the post-office
MissKilmain said Mr. Naylor' d come around about a half-hour before, and went out seeming sorter
grange in himsdf—like asif he was gill abit dazed. So | thought he’ d gone home to the Hall, and drove
back up there. But he wasn't there; hadn’t been there, and | thought how Miss Kilmain said he looked
when he went out from her place, and what Mr. Firth said about concussion, and drove back down to
Mr. Firth’s place. And hetold me he' d seen Mr. Naylor wakin' up thisway, just before I’ d got to the
post-office with the car, and reckoned it wasn't hisbusiness. An’ then Mr. Naylor didn’t come back an’
didn’t come back, so | turned the car out again and come along here to ask you, because there was
nowhere esethisway he could go, unless he went dl the way out to the main road.”

“I have not seen him, and know nothing about him,” she said.

“Wdl, thank you very much, miss”



He turned away, and she closed the door on him. Presently sounded the whirr of astarting car, the
hum of itslow gear, and then al sound ceased. Irafaced Gees, back beside the divan.

“Areyou quite, quite sure you are yoursdf again?’ she asked. “ Quite sure | haven't harmed you with
my—my experiment?’

“Quite sure—Ira,” he answered and smiled at her. “But this—I heard all that man had to say—this
business of Naylor.”

“Hisbusiness, not mine,” she answered. “1 have played on him to some purposg, it seems. Heisvery
near the end, now.”

“Y ou clam—well, authorship, for this?’ he asked.

She nodded assent. “1 foretold the degths of the dog, and the woman, and the child,” she said.
“Foresaw, and made him think | caused them all. Planted fear in him—fear of me. It has been enough.
He knows the baresark tendency will develop in him—it isenough. He himsdlf has developed it by
fear—I have not. Do you see?’

“Mere auto-suggestion,” he remarked. “Y es. But how did you fore-know those three deaths? That
was not auto-suggestion.”

“No. Itispart of the knowledge that is on the Rod. A commonplace fortune-teller—if genuine—has
some small fragment of that knowledge. Is ableto see—it isnot foretelling at dl, but realising thet thereis
no such thing astime. Perhaps you can understand that alittle better than you could before you came
hereto me.”

“Thanksto you, | can,” he said soberly. “Even the fortune-teller gets alittle way outs de—has avague
consciousness of the ways you know. Y et not a consciousness at dl. I's actuated unconscioudy.”

“You areavery wiseman.” Sheamiled asshesadiit.
“I am not, but—"

He ceased speaking, and listened. She too stood tensed. From somewhere outside the house came a
sound that was between a shriek and aroar. She said “ Adolphus!” and started toward the door. Gees
followed her, out from the room and to the back door of the house.

She opened the door, and aflaring light rayed toward them, a reddish glow from the blazing straw
with which Adolphus' pen, placed well away from any other building, wasllittered. The pilesof it inwhich
the boar burrowed for warmth, normaly, were masses of red blaze, and the maddened animal, squealing
and roaring in terror, raced round and round the pen, by his movement fanning and accentuating the
flame. Iracaled to him—"Dolph! Dolph!” in agony of entreaty and fear, and ran toward the sty, Gees
following, but knowing that neither he nor she could do anything in time. And, as she neared the pen,
Adolphus charged with the fury of maddened despair, and smashed down the stout wooden railings on
the side farthest from the house. Gees saw him by the light of the burning straw, his hide hairless and
half-roasted, and then he had plunged away into the darkness.

Iracdled, “Dolph! Dolph—Oh, come back! Dolph?’

But it was usdess. Man isthe only anima that can comprehend and use fire—to dl others, even the
bravest and strongest of them, it isathing of terror, acause for madness. The boar plunged away
downhill, toward the only thing he knew that would hide him from this hell—the pond a which thefarm
animals drank—water. They heard the splash as he went in, and a choking, gurgling noise that stilled.
Again there was nothing about them but silence, for the straw had burned down to astill glow. And Ira



cdled “Dolph? Dolph?’

GEES went down toward the pond, and now she followed him. He struck amatch, and saw the boar
floating, sensdless or dead, out of hisreach. He would have waded in, but she held him back.

“No,” shesaid. “He s dead—I could see when you struck the third match. Shock—it isn’t the burns
that kill, ever, but the shock. Dolph is dead—I know it. Come away. Leave him.”

He stayed to strike another match, and hold it high over hishead. The night was till, desthly till with
alight haze clouding the air, and the match and its reflection on the water showed the boar floating, il
and hairless and pink from his burning—deed!

Irasaid, “Let usgo back. My father chose him out and began histraining. Doesit sound silly to say |
counted a pig among my friends?’

“I once made afriend of adog,” Gees sad. “ Adol phus was more than any dog, from what | saw of
him.”

“Dead!” Shetook hisarm and leaned against him. “Where do they go? Shal | see him again? Dol ph!
Loyd Dolph! Oh—" Abruptly sheflung her arms round Gees and broke into a passion of sobbing. “I
have s0 little—s0 very little—I who have dl the world to play with! Do you know? I—hold mefor alittle
while! Let me grievefor him! |—I—" Sheforced herself back to self-control. “You seemesilly. Tell
me—it wasonly apig! My—pig!”

“A living thing that looked up to you,” he said gravely. “Not slly, Ira—no red affection can ever be
slly, whether you spend it on adoll or achild or apig—itisal onething. You love”

She drew back from his hold, and turned toward the house. “I am beginning to understand,” she said.
“Yes. Because | love.” They came to the opened back door, and she looked aong the passage, which
cut straight through the house to the front. She said, “But | closed that door!” and stood looking aong the
hallway. Gees too |ooked, and saw that the front door stood opened wide.

Hesad, “Naylor!” and dmost leaped into the hdlway, leaving her behind. In long strides he reached
the doorway of the room into which she had shown him when hefirst entered this house, and, opening
the door went in. Utter darkness, but he struck another match and held it up. The oaken chest lay front
downward, and its carven lid was smashed and splintered, and soiled by the trampling of muddied feet.
He heard Irain the doorway and extinguished the match.

“Don’'t comein,” he said. “Nobody here—don’'t comein!”

As he turned toward the door he heard her footsteps recede, and then she returned, bearing the
lighted lamp from the other room. She stood holding it while she looked down at the broken chest, and
then put the lamp down on the table. Gees lifted the chest over on to its base, and heard the clank of
metd. He saw the shimmer of the sword blade, and the rolled parchments, but of the axe with the scribed
haft of narwhal horn there was no trace. Beside him Iralooked down.

“Hethought | wasdone here,” she said, very camly and quietly. “He lighted the fire over Adolphus
to draw me out from the house, and then camein to get the Rod. While we were out there he took it—"

She broke off and stood with her head bent toward the chest, listening. Gees listened too, and heard
thefirgt faint beginnings of the sword’ ssinging. A noise like trumpetsfar off, very far off, asit might have
been alittle echo of the noise of trumpets. Swelling, broadening and gaining in power, asif an army
marched hither from the far confines of the world. Until it was a song, aterrible song of power and hate
and strong purpose, amelody to drive men mad. A clangour that grew to its ultimate limit, asif the



marching army went by, and faded down and down and down until again it was no more than the faintest
of echoes, dying away to nothingness.

Geeslooked a the girl, and she stood smiling at the rifled chest.

“I know it now,” shesaid. “I don’t fear it any more. It isnot for me, the doom in that song, but for
him. Theend isto Dark Lagny, to me. To usVolsungs and children of the Hammer. The sword has
spoken, and the last of Oger’ s race goes down the way of deeth.”

“And the Rod?" Gees asked practicaly. “You set such vdueonit.”

“All that iswritten onit | know. Thevauel set on it wasthat he should not haveit, while he was il
ableto profit by the knowledge written on it. He has stolen it too late—nothing that ison it isof useto
him, because doom marches on him, now.”

Gees asked, “How do you know?’

“The sword has sung for the last time—it will not have avoice again, because | have read that song.”
Shetook up the lamp. “Let us go back to the other room. | know, | tell you. To you, perhaps, all thisis
foolishness, but | am Dark Lagny’ s daughter.”

Hefollowed her, and she put the lamp down on the ebony table near the head end of the divan—on
the other, the bowl which contained the herbs of incense stood, and with it the two glasses. Gees stood
irresolute, and she turned to smile at him.

“Two words of yours, when | grieved over Adolphus,” she said. “Do you know, aready that isalong
while ago? Something of the past?’

“Yes, | think | do know,” he answered.
“My little pig! | have Peter left—my cat. Nothing else.”
“No? And what were those two words of mine?’

“Yousad‘Youlove’ | haveno fear, no shamein telling you that istrue of me. Because of it, | would
even let Jerome Naylor go free of me and of any more harm, so much am | softened by it—but it istoo
latefor that. | might even—"

“What?" he asked, after waiting for the end of the sentence.

“No—not that. | will follow this path of mine, find my way aong the direction you will not know—do
not wish to know. And beall | seel may be, far greater than any other living, greater even than the
Adepts. Equa with the Powers outside and beyond space—"

“That' s near on blagphemy,” heinterrupted harshly.

“Cometo you as and when | will, perhaps unseen and unfelt by you, but there!” shewent on, asif he
had not spoken. “Because—I have no shame nor fear, | tdl you—because, unloved by you, | love. If—"

“If?" he echoed, a the end of another long pause.

“Once more put your arms around me, and kiss me—one moment of al you haveto live. That | may
tell you—not inwords.”

He held her, and she was aflamein hishold, an infinity of passon-swept tenderness. There needed
no words to end that “1f"—and then she thrust him away.



“Now go,” shesaid. “You know. When | in my turn can look into your eyes and say asyou
sad—'Youlove,’ | will not ask for power. Because the greater good will be mine. Now go—no more
words. Go.”

He went out to the night, and back toward Troyarbour and theinn.

CHAPTER VII
THE HAMMER OF THOR

THE haze of earlier evening had thickened to a chill, clammy reek as Gees went down toward the inn.
Not so opague as to be worth terming fog, but avapoury swirl that, with moonrise at hand, whitened the
dopeson either Sde of thelane. Init he saw ahead of him awavering, bobbing point of light which, ashe
neared it, reveded itsdf asahurricane lamp. The onewho carried it opped and held it high, standing in
the middle of the lane, and Gees a so stopped, fedling that he was undergoing ingpection. He made out
Phil Hodden' sfringe of whisker behind the light, and said, “ Good evening.”

Hodden asked, “Y u zeed un, zur?” with no preface of greeting.

“Seen nobody,” Gees answered, rather shortly. “Who isit you want to see?” Though, as he asked the
guestion, he knew.

“Zquire, zur. Gorn dl fulish, they zay, an’ we belookin’ f'r en!”

“Preciouslittle chance you' ve got of finding him, till daylight camesagain,” Geestold the man. “He Il
probably go back to the Hall of his own accord, if you leave him done.”

He redised, dmost as he spoke, that he had said too much, betrayed knowledge of Naylor's
aberration. Hodden lowered the lamp.

“Whut du yu know, zur?’ he asked, rather ominoudy.

“That I’ ve seen nothing of your squire,” Gees snapped in reply. “ Y ou tel me he' sgone foolish, and
you'relooking for him. That’ swhat | know. What else could | know about him?’

“I—I dunno, zur.” Hodden sounded apol ogetic, now. “But yu been along heer, so | reckoned
p’ raps—niver moind, though.”

He would have passed on, but Gees stopped him by getting directly in front of him. “What did you
reckon?’ he demanded sharply.

“I—himan’ her—Miss Wren—I heerd al what happened to-daay—hur owd boar killed his dawg,
an' if so be hewur like what he wor then, when he swore at Miss Wren—mad, like—" Hodden
floundered over his explanation, badly—"an’ yu been to hur plaace—I reckoned happen he went theer
too, anyu zeed en.”

“I have not seen him since hetried to ride Miss Warenn down this morning, and the woman Kilmain
picked him up and took him away,” Gees said, quite truthfully. “What’ smore, I'm not looking for
him—don’t want to see him. Y ou do as you like—good-night.”

He stood aside, and as Hodden passed him with arather sullen “ Good-night, zur,” went on hisway
toward theinn. So far as sight or hearing had told, Naylor was nowhere along the lane between Wren's
farm and this point, and Hodden would be out of luck if hewent on searching in that direction. Naylor
had got the Rod, and had not stopped short of arson to get it. He wanted no more than that from Ira.



Words she had spoken came back to Gees as he went on hisway. “No shame nor fear... Unloved
by you, | love.” That she should have spoken them, words that anorma woman would never have
spoken, was comprehensible. All her knowledge of life was empiric—she was not to be judged by
normal standards. Apart from the time for which her father had sent her away, she had dreamed hereina
solitude, rather than lived, and while she dreamed had come on a knowledge which rendered her
conscious of herself asapower. She had seen thisthing she had found as an acquisition that set her
above dl others. Here at the first beginnings of the path she meant to tread, she saw hersdf so far
advanced dong the path as to be able to command, to ask and have. Inadvertently, in that “experiment”
with him, she had wakened herself to full womanhood, and in consciousness of her power in other
directions saw no difference between confession of that awakening and statement of her intent to make
herself equal with powers beyond three-dimensiona comprehension. Seeing herself as greater than dl
others, should she not command al others? Not yet did she redlise that what she knew as a greater good
than power is not to be commanded, but iswayward as the winds, given and taken away asthe gods
will.

HE SAID, “You can't have both, Ira,” and opened the bar-room door to enter. Past nine o' clock,
and the table at which the worthies usualy sat was bare and unused, tonight. Up by the bar stood a
stocky being in dark box-cloth semi-uniform and gaiters, whom Gees guessed was Hanson the
groom-chauffeur, and Firth. They ceased talking and turned to look at Gees as he advanced, and Firth
shook his head.

“| waited for you till aquarter to eight,” he said.

“Sorry,” Gees answered contritely. “1—wadl, | smply couldn’t makeit. Y ou said you'd leave it open,
incasel couldn’'t.”

“Quite so—that'sdl right,” Firth told him. “ And—you’ ve heard that Mr. Naylor has vanished into
thinair, | expect.”

“Hashe?’ Remembering his encounter with Hodden, Gees achieved an air of surprise. “ Since when?
Y ou don’t mean—" He broke off, leaving an inference that Firth might have meant anything.

“Sincethisafternoon,” Firth told him. “Hewasin asort of comawhen | last saw him—that was on
MarthaKilmain's bed at the post-office—and after looking him over | decided he would stay like that for
some hours. | saw it astheresult of his seizure—you remember?’

Gees nodded. “Epileptic, perhaps,” he suggested.

“Not it!” The denid was emphatic. “He s never shown any tendency in that direction. No. The
symptoms appeared much more like those of concussion, to me.”

“Except that he did nothing this morning to get himsealf concussed, asfar as| could see” Gees
remarked. “One pint, please, Todd.”

“That isso,” Firth agreed, asthelandlord took out a glass tankard and went to the barrdl tofill it.
“Martha Kilmain says he seemed dazed when he got up and went out—along the lane toward Wren's
farm, or past Wren' stoward the main road. We smply don’t know where he went. About a dozen men
have turned out to look for him.”

“I went to Wren' sand saw Miss Warenn,” Hanson put in, “but she told me he hadn’t been there.
Said, too, that hewasn't likely to go there, and there’ sno harm in saying we al know that’ s quite true.”

“| don’t see your dozen men finding him, except by luck,” Gees observed. “An army might hide on



these downs, to say nothing of one man. Especidly in such ahaze asthereisto-night.”

“| diagnose amnesia,” Firth said. “And you'reright, of course—it will beluck and nothing eseif he's
found. Quite probably he will, turn toward the Hall automatically, and be & home by the time you get
back, Hanson. If you want me, you know whereto find me—it’ s getting late, and | think I'll get avay
home, now. | can do nothing here.”

“Thank ye very much for what ye ve done, Mr. Firth,” Todd remarked. “Heer, | mean, for Phyllis. |
took alook at her awhile back, an’ she'sdeepin’ quite comfortable. I’m much obliged to ye.”

“She’ll be nonetheworsein afew days time,” Firth said. “ Fortunately, the hound broke no
bones—that boar of Miss Warenn’swas on him and took him off her in time. Wonderful anima,
that—wonderful the way Miss Warenn has with animals, too. How she stopped the horse by looking at
it, and—" He broke off and glanced at Hanson, rather trepidantly. Gees knew he had been about to say
that Irahad stopped Naylor, too, but had thought better of it.

“Have one on me before you go,” Gees offered in the pause.
“No, thank you—I’1l get dong. Good-night, al.”

He went out and, a minute or so later, Hanson took up his drink and finished it, bade good-night to
Geesand Todd, and went hisway. Todd came and leaned on the bar, rather apprehensively.

“I dunno about cookin’ f'r you, sir,” hesaid. “ Y’ see, Phyllis mostly doesthe cookin’, an’ | madea
rare owd messo' them chops.”

“Therewill be some cold ham, and some pickles, and cheese,” Gees suggested. “ And what more
could the heart of man yearn to absorb? In aminute. Y ou' re afurrine—I’ m afurriner. What are they dl
saying, Todd? What' s the generd verdict on the Situation?’

“Y ou mean the frackass when the hound got mashed—glory be, what amessthat boar made o’ that
hound' s head!” Todd responded. “Ground it up like’d chew abit 0’ toast! A savage pig isaterrible

thing.”
“Isthat what they’ re saying?’ Gees asked, rather caudtically.

“Itan’t, gr. | don't quite like what they’re sayin’, neither. Miss Wren'sapleasant young lady, f'r dl |
know of her—she' sbeenright civil to me, the few times |’ ve spoketo her. An’ the nicest-lookin’ lady
betwixt heer an’ Portland Bill, asthe sayin’ goes. Y’ seewhat | mean, Sir. Take onelook at them eyes o’
hers, an’ you know she's straight, let done anyone bad couldn’t do what she'll dowi’ animals. They
know, do animals, an’ it take astraight one to handle’ em the way she can. Asf'r tales—well, to hell wi’
taed”

“Such as?’ Gees asked interestedly.

“Such as—but that warn’'t what | started to tell you, Sir, nor what you was askin' me. She' slike that,
but that there Ephraim Knapper an’ hisboy, an’ Tom Skinner the shepherd, an’ Jerry Hint—live over
t' other sde o’ Timms, Jerry do, so he don't often comein here. Them four isal what makesalivin’
outer Wren'sfarm. Y’ seewhat I'mtryin’ totdll you, Sr? Them an’ Miss Wren hersaf—no more.”

“It'scoming to me,” Gees answered. “Carry on.”

“WELL, sr, heer’ s Troyarbour, by the grace 0 God an’ Squire Naylor,” Todd said. “ So far’ swe
know, heain't got no relations—an’ if he do have any, we don’t know *em. If anything happened to
him—thisistheir way 0’ lookin’ at it, not mine, sr—if anything happened to him, what’ d become 0



Troyarbour? He spent money like water on keepin’ up the Hall, an’ dl thevillage live on him— ceptin’ of
them four | named. An’ thereain’t one of *em don’t know there swar betwixt him an” Miss Wren.

They’ ve kept quiet about it, an’ not took sides, so long as everything was al right—they reckoned he'd
find someway to drive her out.

“But then she cursed him, the day her father died, an’ hislady an’ the child up an’ died—both of em!
Troyarbour saysto itself—them two don’t matter, so long as nothin’ don’t happen to him, it says. Our
livin'ssafe, an’ we're on asoft time, so long as he's theer up a the Hall, an” weain't frettin’ about she.
But to-day was different. Shefaced him an’ brought him down, an’ | don’t know if you know, sir, how
oldfedin’ iskep’ diveinout o' theway placeslike this? Londy places, awvay from cinemasan’ buses?’

“I can guess—all you're getting a,” Geestold him. “Go on.”

“We refurriners, ir, both on us, so | can talk to you about it. They're sayin’, because she beat him
down to-day—there sno sayin’ she didn’t beat him down, because she did!—they’re sayin’ she'sgot
powers past the ord’ nary—sayin’ she’ sawitch, like there useter be years ago. Sayin’ if she'slet runon
likethis, she'll makethat curse 0’ hers cometrue on him, an’ then the Hall’ll be shet up an’ dl theland he
been farmin’ ’ Il go back to sheep feed—an’ wheer’ll they dl bef’r their comfortsan’ their livin's? 1 don't
say they’ll do anything, sr—duck her or any 0’ them old things they useter do to witches, but | don't like
thelook o' things. Not at al | don’t.”

“They’ rein adangerous mood, you think?’

“Not al, but some,” Todd answered. “That theer Fred Carphin—his Nettie got a soft job up theer at
the Hall—theer’ sthem which says’ tismore’ n asoft job, but | dunno about that. Sam Thatcher—an’
what Sam saysistook up by most. Timms, wi’ the farm next hers—he got a grudge about some grazin’
ground which he say oughter gowi’ hisland, not hers, an’ if her lease could be brokeit’d go to him.

“I could name ye dozens, dl countin’ their livin' outer theHall an’ dead againgt her, an’ if they don’t
find Squire Naylor to-night, an’ git outer hand—ignorance can be mighty cruel, sir, an’ we' realong way
from policean’ law, heer. | dunno. It might bedl wind an’ bluster, asthe sayin’ goes. It might. | dunno.”

“I will have ham, and pickled onions, and cheese, and the newest |oaf thereis, and lots of butter,”
Gees said softly. “ After that, Todd—thisisfor your ear done, you being afurriner like mysdf—after that,
I’'m going to take awak asfar asWren'sfarm, and heaven help anyone who wantsto keep hisliving if
he comes along there to preserveit! Collect the feast, Todd, and I’ll go along to the coffee room.
And—whilel think of it—give my loveto your little lady when she wakes up, and tell her shehasal my
good wishes for aquick recovery. Now get along—food, and I'll love thee to the degth, as Tennyson
sad. Then I'm off—dtrictly between oursdves.”

“Lord loveyoufor agood’un, sir. I'd hate anything to happen to Miss Warenn. An’, come
Chrigtmas, gr, we'regoin’ to get married, Phyllisan’ me. Because she' sthe best little girl betwixt here
an’ Portland Bill, asthe sayin’ goes, an'—an’ |’vefound it out.”

Geessaid, “Haf adozen pairs of the best gockings at five and deven—I’ll haveto work it out. Half
adozen, anyway, Todd. Leaveit to me—and if you don’t turn that ham out one time, there' Il be nothing
of you to leave anything to anybody! Y ou can consider yoursdlf warned.”

But Todd dwelt too far from amain road to appreciate the dogan. He went out of the bar asif
Naylor's hound were till dive and close behind him, and Gees, lifting the flap for himsdlf, followed at a
more leisurely rate of travel. He knew hewould bein timeto greet the ham.



The moon, westerning, lighted the haze of luminance, and Gees, looking up, noted the flattened side
of the orb and reflected that, once it had passed the full, it took on an aged look, like a man who has
passed hisvigour and is no more beloved of women. A sort of illustration of the fact that Timeisthe
untiring foe—wasiit because he himsalf was growing past vigour that IraWarenn had failed to stir him to
response? Y et he was young, aslife goes, and... no, it was not that, but the purpose which she put
before human love and human tenderness.

She wanted him for a purpose, not for himsdf. She wanted to make him one with her in that
purpose—though she had wakened to consciousness of love, she till relegated it to asecondary place,
sought power over him and to make him one with her in the pursuit of power. If helet her, shewould use
him, learn through him—

Curious beings, women. Giving asit pleased them to give—and no more. Utterly unselfish when
unsefishness was sdlfish—because it pleased them to be so—but never beyond that point. A woman
could rediseaman’ s hunger for her, find pleasurein it and hold him, hungering, while she pursued her
own ams—and yet love as IraWarenn was learning to love.

A whispering noise on the night stayed histhoughts. The moonlight half revedled agroup in the
shadows beside the bank that edged the lane, and he stiffened to rigidity, listening.

“Yu gotter hev light. Yucaan't duiti’ thedark.”
“The pond’ stheer. Yu'd seeif shefloated, surdly.”

Fred Carphin, that second speaker—and the purpose of the speech was plain. A third voice
said—"*Whaat du we du, then?’ and on that Gees moved forward, faced adozen or so of men, of whom
each one carried a hurricane lamp—buit the lights of dl the lamps had been extinguished. Therewaslight
enough to reved the faces of those who carried them, and among them dl that of old Sam Thatcher
stood out vindictive in expression, subbornly sullen, resentful of thisfurriner’ sinterference, and obvioudy
defiant of him.

Geessad, quietly, “Y ou men had better go home.”
Thatcher said, “an’ whu beyu totdl us?’

Geeswaked up to him. “If you were ten or twenty years younger, you old foal, I’ d tell you quitea
lot,” hesad. “Asitis, I'd hate to waken the lady you' re planning to injure by making arow. Go home!”

“Metu, mister?’ Fred Carphin stepped forward and sneered at him.

He reached out and took the man by histwo ears, and with one large foot swept the clumsy feet from
their hold on the ground. Carphin went down with athud and lay till, staring up asif he wondered what
had struck him. Gees looked over the rest, and, without raising his voice, asked, “Anyonedse? I'mdl
ready. Or will you go home, thelot of you, and stop this blasted foolery?’

“Y ou'm sweering,” Sam Thatcher reproved him coldly, “ Y u got no call to sweer a we. We reduin’
yu no harm, miger.”

Fred Carphin got up, dowly. He said, “Y u just about broke my back, mister, surely. Why'd yu du
thaat?’

“Go home, the damned lot of you!” Gees said with soft fierceness. “Home or to the devil—go!”

They dunk past himin sllence, and he counted them—eleven men to one. When they had gone, he
took up Fred Carphin’slamp that had been left behind through forgetfulness, and fdlt it over, to ascertain
that it was quite cold: they had wanted no lights for this errand.



He swung about at afaint sound, and faced Ira Warenn.

The sound of receding footsteps going along the lane had died out, but from the distance camethe
dight murmur of the men’svoices.

Shesad, “Why didn’t you let them? It would have been so funny. | wanted them to comein and try
to take hold of me—and find there wasn't any me! Take just the one step | can take, and laugh at them.”

“ And make them till more bitter against you,” he said sombrely. “I’ ve been hearing—that’ swhy |
cameto guard you—"

He broke off, gazing a her. Still in the green frock, which was grey in the moonlight—and the scribed
stone on her breast was faintly luminous, aphosphorescent blue. He said, “Youfool! You very lovely
fool! You arelovdy, Ira, and you'reachild playing with the lightning. Thinking to useit to scareflies off a
wall—why won't you get a sense of proportion into that head of yours—that very lovely head with the
hair you stole out of Proserpine’ s garden? Do you know, the sight of you makesme go al postic?If |
had the brains, I’ d sing odes to you, but that other side of you wantsto roll up the world and play with
it—and s0 you spoil yourself.”

“For you?’ She moved quite close to him and spoke softly, caressingly. “Do you mean | spoil mysalf
for you?’

“It'snight, Ira” hetold her gravely. “I’ d have you say no more than you would say in daylight. If—if
ever thisilluson turned to redity, I’ d want you to be ableto say in daylight al you think in the night.
You'recold—" He saw her shiver. “ Go back home, and fed yourself quite safe. They will not come
back.”

“|—I am not afraid of them,” she answered. “Y ou are cold. Not as| am. | wish | were cold, not
ignorant and silly. | want to be taught the language you speek, to know as you know.”

Hetook her by thearm. “Home,” he said practicaly. “Warmth and deep—they’ re what you need.
Thisfire of youwill burn you out, child—you' retoo intense, wanting to crowd dl lifeinto an hour, dl the
time. Those secrets you learned are egting you up—"

“If you knew them—I want you to know them!” she interrupted.

“Yes, | know you do.” Heimpelled her toward the house. “But I’m not perilling my lifeas| know it
by asking dl you ask of thegods. It isn't ssfe—you'll find that out if you keep on thisway you' ve begun.
Not safe, | tell you! And you' ve achieved your purpose, by thelook of things. A night out with this cold
clamminesswill probably put an end to Naylor, and leave you gloating.”

“Thatisnot al.” She moved along, his hand still holding her arm, to the doorway of the house. “Y ou
know itisnot al, but only a prelude—I have to accomplish that, and then | am freeto use dl the
knowledge | have gained. Secrets you cannot even guess—"

“Nor wishto guess,” heinterposed. “| refuseto play with lightning, refuse to go beyond normality.
Y ou have shown me enough.”

She stopped and faced him. “1t will soon be dawn,” she said. “Will you comein with mefor alittle
while? 1 think—all that the night must know is not yet done, and there is nobody but you | could ask to
seethe end of it with me. Will you comein?’

Pagt all worldsand suns, past the outer most nebulae of space...



HE STOPPED before the open door of the house, and saw the light ray out from the doorway of the
green and crimson room. “Why?’ he asked. “Why should I?1t' s very near on dawn, now.”

“But—pleasel” Her eyesreinforced the request.

Hefollowed her into the room he had begun to know, and moved toward the divan. She said,
“No—don’t it there. | want you to see the picture. And to find out—with you to see.”

“More of your magic?’ he asked, gibingly.

“Thereisno such thing as magic—you know it,” she said gravely. “Not—not in the materid world. In
the world of the spirit—yes. Y ou wakened amagic in me—but that is another thing, quite different, and
of nointerest to you, | know.”

“Do you know it?” He smiled as he asked it, but she shook her head and pointed at the bowl on the
little ebony table,

“Will you light it—the stuff in the bowl?” she asked. “ Drop alighted match? As—as Jerome Naylor
dropped alighted match and robbed me of afriend. | want to see—the picture will tell, if you light what
isinthe bowl. Whether—pleaselight it for me.”

“Why haven't you lighted it yourself? he asked curioudy as, taking out his cigarette lighter, he flicked
it and dipped the flame into the bowl, holding it down to the powdered herbs.

“It would not be the same,” she answered. “ Some day, | will tell you why. But now—yes, itisaight.
Stand back, here!”

He moved back beside her, reflecting that this was the second thing she had promised to tell him
some day—she meant to hold close to him, then. So far hisreflections went, and then dl thought of
abstract futures ceased as a cloud of greenish-blue smoke went up and broke againgt the ceiling, hiding
the wall on which the picture hung, and billowing downward to thin and cease to be, so that it did not
quite impinge on him or on the girl who stood quite beside him. So they two stood, and the smoke
thinned and thinned, until presently he saw the picture again, two boats moored againgt a quay—yet
were both boats moored, as he had thought when he first saw the picture?

Hefdt acrinkling of his spine as he watched, and heard the girl breathing audibly, dmost pantingly.
He saw the boat with the crimson sail move, and the sail swayed asif in awind. There was nobody
visible in the boat, but of its own balance or yielding to wind and tide it swayed, or seemed to sway, and
moved, swung about, and pointed first out from the picture—then, still swinging, out from the harbourage
toward the greying blueness of the farthest horizon.

Asif it had been aredity the pictured boat moved, and moved, gathering speed and growing smaller,
smaller, till the crimson sail was but a patch against the blue, a swaying, tossing patch that diminished and
was now no more than a speck, with the boat beneath it invisible.

“Surdly, thisisthe last fantasy!” Gees breathed.

“Nothing isred—nothing unred. All things are, and yet are not. Look again!” For he had turned his
head to look at her. “ A painted picture—nothing more. Look again.”

He looked, and saw the picture—one green-sailed boat againgt the line of quay. Still, a painted thing,
flat againgt the flatness of blue sky that hazed to grey on the horizon. He said again, “Thisisthe last
fantasy. Oh, witch, how do you do these things?’



“| do not do them. They are. Now do you know why | asked you to comein with me?’

He shook his head, and gave her no other answer. Thelast faint curl of smoke rose up from thered
bowl on the ebony table, and left only afluff of white, dead ash. Irawent to the window and swung back
the shutter. The greyness outside had lightened—it was now very near on dawn. She turned back and
faced Gees.

“These are mysteriesto you, because you will not go with me and understand them fully,” she said
deliberately. “ Thai—the passing of the crimson sail—it was a prefiguring. | know what must happen, and
itisvery near. Thelast fantasy, you said, but what must happen—uwhat | know will happen isbeyond
fantasy. Will you come out with me?1 think the timeis very near—Jerome Naylor' send.”

Hefollowed her out from the room, aong the passage, and into the chill of dawn’ sfirst beginning. The
moon had set, but the white haze of night was growing whiter by reflection from the as yet unrisen sun.
And therewasin the haze a cold like the chill of death, asif spirits from the underworld had risen up to
gtill the blood of men. A harsh, unnatura chill that was of itsaf afantasy, asit might have been abreath
from the ultimate coldness of sunless space.

THE white reek thinned, but the cold remained, as Gees followed the girl beyond the end of the
house to sight of Adolphus burnt-out pen, the farm buildings apart from the sight of the fire, and, growing
digtinct in the increasing light, the dope beyond, up which he had walked with her to the long mound of
the three thorns. She waited for him to draw level with her, and took hisarm. He saw the fine whiteline
of her throat above the collar of the green frock, and her hair, arippling darkness, uncovered.

“It'shitterly cold,” he said. “Let me go back and get you a coat or something.” And halted, faced
toward the height they had climbed.

“No. Thisfrock iswarm—I’m not cold. Why do you think for me like this? Why did you come
through the night to me asyou did?’

“Because it seemed the obvious thing to do,” he answered. “1 had an idea—and those men confirmed
it. You d told me you were alone here—I couldn’t let you face anything of that sort aone.”

“I have been done along time—until you came,” shesaid. 1 shdl beaoneagaintill | learn how to
come to you—to master the greater distancesin place of groping and stumbling over small steps.”

“Leaveitdone, Ira” heurged gently. “1 have seen enough to know—leave it aone, before you are
destroyed.”

She shook her head. “Nothing is ever destroyed,” she said. “Thereis change, but no death.
Y ou—you will go back to what you see as your sane world, and dl thisyou have known in alittle hollow
of the hillswill be to you no more than the shadow of adream. Y ou will say you dreamed it, and none of
it wasredl, becauseit isal outside your saneworld. When you see me again—"

“Isit ‘when’ or ‘if’ 7’ he asked in the pause.
“Areyou gill afraid of me?’ She asked the question abruptly instead of answering his.
“Of you thewoman—no,” he answered. “Of the witch—yes.”

“And if there were no witch?” She turned her head to look at him as she asked it, and her eyes
gmiled.

He shook hishead. “Youwon't giveit up,” he said, “won't be content with what you call my sane
world. You'll dwayswant to dip out aong that fourth perpendicular, play with the stars and fed yoursalf



something more than human—though you' re not. It slike adrug to you, atemptation too strong for you.
A wrong thing you won't give up until it has—destroyed you. Becauseit is wrong, and you know it.”

“Yes, | know it. And | will not giveit up.”

“Child, you're cold! I'm cold too.” He put hisarm round her and held her closeto him. “Why arewe
out herein this—this human iciness? What do you expect of it? Come back to your room.”

“No.” She pointed up at the long mound on the hilltop. “ There—it will al end there—all that began
with Sigurd’ sdying. Soon, very soon. And this cold—I cannot escapeit, no matter wherel go. Itisa
Presence, avery old Power. Soorn—now!”

The last word was an exclamation, and again she pointed toward the height. Then Gees saw how a
amadllish figure climbed the dope, from some sarting point between them and the village. A londly little
figure that went dowly, wearily upward to the mound.

“ItisJerome Naylor,” shesaid. “Last of Oger’s breed.”

“We ought to stop him,” he said. “ The man is mad—quite mad. He must have been wandering about
al night—he Il kill himsdf.”

“Heistoo far off—we could not stop him,” she dissented. “ And he will not kill himself. He hasthe
Rod in hishand, and while he holdsit hewill try to kill others, not himself.”

Then Gees remembered how he, holding the axe-haft in his grasp, had fdt the influence of the
weapon, had consciousnessthat it had killed many men. He said, “Y ou mean it makes him mad.”

“Baresark,” she answered, “and that is amadness, asyou know.”

He had amoment’s mind-picture of Naylor on the horse, riding-crop lifted as he tried to drive the
horse a her, and the murderous blaze in the man’s eyes. It wasin truth amadness.

“Y ou brought it on him,” he said accusingly.

“He brought it on himsdlf,” she contradicted. “Believed it would be, and so madeit. That ishis
fate—watch, and see.”

Holding her, he felt the cold about them lessen, and become no more than the rawness of dawnina
day of late autumn. Thefigure she had said was Naylor had reached the summit of the ridge, and now
climbed the stegpness of the mound. Gees said, “We ought to go up, make him come down and act like
anorma man. Thisis—’

“Inthat state, and with the axe in his hand, he would kill usboth,” sheinterrupted. “ A baresark man
has the strength of five—you could do nothing, while he holds the axe. And—Iook!”

NAY LOR gained the top of the mound, coming out to distinctness against the lightened sky at the
end on which, she had said, women had been stretched between the treesin old time. At the other,
men’s end of the crest, there grew a shape that was not a shape, agigantic shadow like adjinn cohering
from smoke to substance. It shrank to human semblance, became shaped, and was the figure of ahelmed
giant—Gees saw shadowy horns projecting from the helm, such asthe Norse warriors of old time wore,
and saw that the shape held avast hammer initsleft hand. And it wasal shadow, amereilluson against
the sky that reddened for the imminent sunrise, something with no more substance than acloud.

Geesasked, “Am | mad, too?” and he blinked to dispel this aberration of hissight. Usdesdly: the
shape wasthere.



Irasaid “We are children of the Hammer, Sigurd’ s children, and now the Hammer will destroy the
Rod. Jerome Naylor has seen it—look!”

Helooked again at her bidding, and shadowy Thor bulked againgt the skyline, soillusory that the
redness of the dawn was scarcely darkened by his shape, so nearly red that he dominated the height like
acrown on the brows of morning. He swung the vast Hammer lightly in hisleft hand, and hisright hand
beckoned the puny human with the Rod.

The gesture was a taunt—Jerome Naylor saw it, and ran along the summit of the mound, with the axe
uplifted in acceptance of the chalenge. Then again, though to himself and not in words, Gees questioned
if he were mad, for that other madman could see the shape. And Iracould seeit, but shewasmadina
different way, one in which she thought to step beyond limitations and be one with the godswho
interweave and yet are separate beyond the three dimensions that man knows.

While Naylor ran, Gees knew past dl doubting that hers was a madness which would bring her to
doom. Knew it as, up to that moment, he had not known, and tightened his hold on her asif hewould
hold her back from the path she meant to follow. He said “Turn back, Iral” but she shook her head and
pointed toward the height.

There Naylor faced the shape of Thor, and the great, shadowy Hammer that was now uprai sed,
poised like areed in the great Smith’ sleft hand, and ever interposed between the shadow and the axe
which the baresark madman tried to strike. Again and again he tried to reach past the guard of the
Hammer, of which the heavy head flicked with rapier swiftness, and Thor stood rock-like with head
thrown back and face upraised to the sky, asif it were nothing to him to guard against so dight an attack
asthis.

As he stood thus he sang, and again and for the last time Gees heard the song the sword had sung,
but now it was atiny echo that beat back and down from the day-veiled stars, a shadow of asong asthe
singer was no more than a shadow of a shape, yet it was strong and terrible, and while he listened Gees
knew that the old gods do not die, for thereis no death, only change. They passto other place and other
use, but they do not die.

For amoment Gees looked away from the summit of the mound, his gaze diverted by movement
lower down, and saw men running up the dope of the down. He counted five of them, men of the village
who had seen Naylor waving the axe in his madness, and went to save him—so they thought—from
himsalf. Gees saw them, and then looked again at the warring man and shadow silhouetted against the
reddening dawn.

The axe was wearying, moving more dowly, and Thor's song wasfiercer and moreterrible. The vast
Hammer that he wielded asif it had been afeather went up above his back-thrown head, came down
like alightning-flash on the scribed handle of the axe—and, as Naylor fell and lay ill, the terrible song
ceased. The shadow that was Thor turned its back on the fallen man, and went striding into the sunrise, a
deeper red on the redness of the sky that blended in with the fierce colouring, and presently ceased to
be.

The running men were near the top of theridge, now. Irashivered and held hersalf closeto Gees,
nestling for warmth. She said, “1 am very cold. Y ou see—I have not harmed him. All thiswasfated,
foreknown and foredoomed before | was—before Sigurd begot Dark Lagny. | am very cold—Iet usgo
back. Else, if | went up there, they might say | had struck him down—I in my strength against himin his
weskness. Come back with mefor alittlewhile—alittlewhile!”

Hefdt her shuddering with cold, and leaning more heavily on him asthey went back. Along the chill
corridor, and into the green and crimson room—he saw again the picture in which only the one sail rose



over the quayside, and afluff of white ash in the red lacquer bowl. Had the smoke from the bowl
bleached out that other sail, made theillusion of the boat’ s passing out from the picture?“Y et he had
seen the boat loosen from its mooring, swing about, and pass away.

Irasaid, “Hold me—not for love, but for warmth. | am so cold, and you are warm, solid and warm.
Close—hold me!”

So holding her, he saw faint colour come back into her face, and her lips that had been pale with the
cold reddened again. He felt her armstighten their hold on him, and her eyeslooked into his before they
closed assheyidded up her lipsto hiskiss. Yet inyidding chalenged, asked, and gave—the very soirit
of her, heknew.

“I am al woman, for you. Wakened, by you. No witch, to you. No longer my own, but part of you.
Ask, and | give—to you.”

HE SAID “Giveit al up, then, Ira. Be content asyou are. Thisisthe greater good—you know it
now. And you may tell mewhat | told you. Thereisno woman like you, if you will be just woman and
turn back from all therest. Ira?’

Shewhispered, “1 may say—you love?’
“Know it—" again he found her lipsand held them—*you!”
“I will cometo you—no! If | giveit dl up, you must come to me! Can 1?1 told it—can | let go?’

She drew back from him and stood, perplexed between the aim that had been hers so long and this
new urge that the first man to hold her wakened. He knew that she saw beyond the hour, into the future
in which the old knowledge would tempt her: he could sense the strugglein her mind, yet her next words
came as a shock—

“For this, Dark Lagny hung on a cross outside Eboracum.”

“So!” hesad heavily. “Choose. Thisisdl fantasy, but init | loveyou, Ira. Choose you, the dark ways
outsde time and space that will bring you to an end, or... magic. They say Dark Lagny had many lovers.
| would have you take on, and hold to... me.”

A heavy knocking on the outer door of the house startled her to redlisation of practica things. Leaving
him with no word of explanation, she went out, and he heard her voice at the end of the passage.

“Good morning, Ephraim. The boar’ s sty caught fire last night, and he was so badly burned that he
rushed into the pond and died there. | want you to get the body out and bury it—yes, at the far end of
the apple orchard. Please. Before you do anything €l se. Then come back to me, and I'll give you your
ordersfor theday.”

“Aye, miss. But if he'm only burnt, the meat’ Il be good.”
“Bury him, | tell you!” The order wasfiercely harsh.
“Aye miss. Yusays an' I'll duit.”

She came back into the room, changed, mistress of herself. For aminute or less she looked into
Gees eyes, and her own eyes softened.

“I must havetime,” shesaid. “Y ou ask meto forego so much. The patient search that has lasted
years, thegain | have had of it, the Sight of greater gain very near my hold, now that | had finished with



Jerome Naylor. All this, and againgt it—?"

She made a question of the last sentence. Gees, chilled, shook his head. He knew, even then, which
way her choicewould fall.

“Againg it, magic,” he said. “The only magic thereis, Ira. For me, to look at you and say—'I love.’
Till you have made your choice, | will not say it again. Nor may you.”

“Do you know how much we have lived through since last night?’ she asked after a pause. “ Adolphus
dead, the Rod gone, Naylor beaten down as we saw, and this new wakening, greater than al therest. |
think even | am tired and need timeto rest. And you?’

He knew he wastired, then—up to that moment he had not realised how great had been the strain of
the night and its happenings—and of the last tupendous, fantastic, incredible happening in the light of
dawn. He said, heavily—"1 too. Yes. | shall seeyou again beforel go, Ira. Be ableto think clearly
agan—seeyou—"’

With no further word he went out. As he went, he heard the clanking of paills—Ephraim’ sboy was
going to hismilking, Geesdivined. A smal, inconsequent thing—was anything in life other than smal and
inconsequent? One might live through what seemed great moments, but the smal things of lifewent on all
the time, inexorable, inconsequent, unescapable. Ham and eggs at The Three Thorns, abed on which to
deep and deep, to wake, perhaps, to sanity and normal things, other than this unrea fantasy in which old
gods swung hammers...

It was along, long way to the inn. When he got insde, he said, “1 want some ham and eggs,
Todd—Iots of ham and lots of eggs. Don’'t cook "em yet—I want adeep, fird. If you wake me before
I’'vedeptit out, I'll murder you. When I’ ve had it, ham and eggs.”

“Right you are, Sr. Nuthin’” went wrong?’

“Exactly that—nothing. Because | know now that nothing exigts, but everything isn't. Do you know
your Shakespeare, Todd?’

“Not too well, sir. Wrote plays, didn’'t he? | learned bits at school, an’ that sorter stopped me frettin’
about him. When you get them things, an’ parsean’ anadyse’ em, they go sour on you.”

“Quite so, but he wrote one grest truth that I’ ve had rubbed in since | cameto Troyarbour. ‘We are
such stuff asdreams are made of.” Y ou get that? Y ou’ re a dream—I’m a dream—all we do and say and
think is nothing but a dream, dreamed by—what?’

“‘Fraid that’ sway over me, sir. An’ if that brewer’s man don’t turn up with aload before noon, you'll
get no bitter to-night, because you got to give acask time to settle arter thefinin'sisputin. | hopehe's
somethin’ more solid'n adream.”

“I will now stagger up to—dream,” Gees said. “Ham and eggs when | wake, but not till. Let me deep
it out, if—"

Without ending the sentence, he went toward the stairs’ foot. As he went, he questioned whether
deep werefor him, in spite of hisweariness. But, lying down fully clothed as he was, he passed to
dreamlessnessadmost ingtantly. Ira, warm and pulsing in his hold, was amoment’ s recollection, and then

she passed—al| things passed.

At some point in the day he wakened enough to take off his shoes and, rousing more fully with the
movement, stripped off all he was wearing and got between the sheets naked as a bathed infant, the way
he liked best to deep. He did not ook at the time, and so did not know if it were still morning or past



noon, and, snuggling down between the warming sheets, went off again, to waken in darkness. Then he
lighted the candle beside the bed and, seeing that it was past Six 0’ clock, got out, yearned for the bath
that the inn could not provide, and after asimple wash went down, to find Todd hovering.

“I wasin two minds about comin’ up to wakeye, sir,” Todd informed him. “I reckoned you' d dep’ it
out long since, an’ must be bad.”

“I am bad. Which reminds me—how isthelittle lady?’

“She'spickin’ up surprisin’, sir. An'—I hopeit'sdl right wi’ you, Sir, but | told her you called her
that, an’ she near on cried wi’ pleasure. Y ou know what women are, Sir, | expect.”

“I don't, you don't, and nobody ever will,” Geestold him. “The eternd puzzle. Wdll, you tell thelittle
lady she' sdl that and then some, and I’ m glad she' s getting better. And thislittle matter of ham and
eggs—what about letting me do the cooking?’

“Oh, no, gr! | got Cowder’ swifeinto look arter Phyllis—I can't keep an eyeon her an’ the bar,
openin’ time. An" Mrs. Crowder’ sgot the eggsall laid out riddy, an’ the ham cut, f'r me to say the word.
An’ seein’ youwasup dl night an’ dep’ dl day—"

“How many eggs, Todd? The truth, and nothing but!”
“Shegot six laid out, Sir. | reckoned—"
“Don't! You simply can't reckon. Tell her to divide by two.”

CHAPTER VIII

THE SHATTERED ROD

“SUCH stuff as dreams are made of.” The miracle that Shakespeare was, the clothing he could put
on common things, making eterna verities of hisclowns, even! Sam Thatcher, and Jacob Cowder,
seated at their nightly table with their cronies, had been in the knowledge of that world-genius, were
figured as chorusin hiswork, for al time. They, too, were such stuff as dreams were made of—stuff for
his dreams, fixed for ever in his prose of comic relief from the poetry of his greater genius. Herein the
bar room of The Three Horns sat Bardolph and Nym, the two Dromios, Lance and Speed, the samein
essence to-day as when the world-genius portrayed them. So Gees reflected as, entering the bar-room,
he saw the worthies—but only for aminute, to-night.

For, acting in concert with Sam Thatcher, oneand al of them lifted their glass mugs, finished their
half-pints and, risng from their seats, sumped solemnly to the door, and out. Firth, up by the bar, stared
at the closed door as Gees advanced to join them.

“What' s hitten them al?’ he asked, more of Todd than of Gees.

“A dight disagreement | had with them thismorning, | think,” Gees answered him before Todd could
speak. “With them and afew others. | dunno, Todd—if my coming in hereis going to rob you of custom
likethat, I’ d better take my pint back to the coffee room and stop there.”

“Not you, Sir!'” Todd protested emphatically. “I make more outer you bein’ here than | do outer what
that lot'll spend in aweek. They takin' one night off ain't goin’ to hurt me. Y ou just stop whereyou like.
A pint you said, wasit, Sr?’

“One—as abeginning,” Gees assented.



“Makeit the end aswell, and come across and eat with me,” Firth suggested. “ Atone for your
previous derdliction.”

“I'm sorry, but I’ ve just stoked ham and eggsto the limit,” Gees answered. “My first meal to-day,
and | madeit abig one”

“Too bad!”* Firth shook his head. “ Tomorrow night?’

“If I'm till here—it’ svery good of you to persist likethis. But | doubt whether | shall be
here—probably leaving in the morning.”
jdh

“You'll stay for theinquest, | suppose?”’

Gees achieved an expression of surprise. “Inquest?’ he asked.

“Squire Naylor,” Firth explained. “It’l| be dmost formal, gpart from my evidence—| wasthe only
quaified medical man anywhere near. Last night—firg thing thismorning, rather. They didn’t find him,
and he appears to have wandered about al night and climbed to the top of the downsthis
morning—before sunrise. Mad as a hatter—must have been, by what the men who saw him say.”

“How—what makes them think that?’ Gees asked.

“He' d nothing more than athin indoor suit on—and out in the cold Al night, never going near the Hall,
asfar ascan betold. Inthe very firg of the morning he climbed up to that height overlooking the village,
and he' d taken some sort of old battleaxe—he s got trophies by the dozen up at the Hall, and | expect
he took this one down sometime or other, and picked it up again after he left the post-office yesterday.
That’ sthe only way to account for it—nobody €l se has any African or Eastern stuff of that sort round
here, as nearly as| know. Anyhow, he got to the top of that long mound, and there, they say, hedid a
sort of war-dance or something, waving the thing about while haf a dozen of them climbed up in the hope
of catching him and getting him back home and to bed. But they didn’t.”

“No?" Gees asked, and knew that, even if those men of the village had seen the shade with the
Hammer againgt which Naylor had fought, they would not have believed their own eyes.

“No,” Firth said. “Before any of them could get near him, he dipped and fell—they couldn’t see
exactly what happened, because of the dope, but | went up there to-day, and it looksto me asif he
skidded on the grass—it' s very dippery, as| found, myself—and fell so that the old battleaxe, or
whatever it is, struck him just over the solar plexus. Either the head or the shaft end—it doesn’t matter
which it was, and there’ sno telling, now. But theway | seeit, hefel on to the thing with one end on the
ground and the other striking against his breast, because the bone is driven in, and the bone handle of the
axeisliterally shattered to powder. By what | can see of the bit |eft in the axe-head, that shaft was very
old and brittle, and it smply crumbled when hisweight cameoniit.”

“I see-e” Gees commented thoughtfully, and remembered how—if he could believe hisown
eyes—the Hammer had shattered the Rod. Had that happened, or had Naylor fallen as Firth deduced,
splintering the ancient bone or horn by the sudden impact of hisweight on the end?

“That, as| seeit, finished him—he was stone dead when the men got up there. Shock following on
complete exhaugtion. I’d like to dissect the brain, to seeif there’ sany possibility of getting at the cause of
his seizure—but of course| shdl not be allowed to do it.

“It ssemsto methat the mania, whatever it was, held him to physica exertion up to thelimit of his
grength till the very last moment. That happensin agood many forms of mental derangement, you know.
The subject maintains afrenzy until he or she collgpses. Then coma—in his case, completdy exhausted



as hewas, death. He' d no stamina—there’ s nothing of him but skin and bone.”

“A tragedy for the village,” Geesremarked, remembering what Todd had told him. “That is, unless
someone takes over.”

“Asnearly as| can make out, be hadn’t asingleliving relative,” Firth said. “That, | suppose, isa
unique case, or very near it. Unlesshe made awill, it looks asif the Crown will benefit. But | must get
aong. Don't forget to-morrow night, if you're still here.”

“I'll remember,” Gees promised, and knew as he spoke that the promise was an empty one, for he
would be back in London before to-morrow ended. Thisfruitless“case” wasat an end, asfar ashewas
concerned. Irawould go her way ...

He brooded over it, done there with Todd, and almost unconscious, for thetime, of theman’s
presence. She was wonderful, like no other woman he had known, and he had been near on loving her in
thoselast minutes. Very near, until she chilled him with the reference to Dark Lagny’send. And she
would not give up her quest for forbidden things, but would go her way. Suddenly Naylor’ swords
recurred to hismind—

“Her ways are death.”

He had been right. But—death to her too?

“You'll have another, Sr—with me?’

“Makeit ahdlf, then, Todd, just to drink your hedlth. And | shal beleaving in the morning.”
“Hopeyou |l comethisway again, Sir, beforelong.”

“Ah!” Gees made the syllable non-committal, and took up the refilled glass. “Here' s happinessto you
andthelittlelady.”

“Thankye, sr. An’ al the best to you, wherever you go.”

CARS parked before the inn, uniformed policein evidence, a sober, black-coated individua who,
Gees decided, was Naylor's man of law, and another who was probably the coroner. Villagersturning
out in their Sunday best for the occasion—Gees backed his car out of the shed in mid-morning,
unchallenged by any one of them, and turned it to drive along the lane.

Hafway between the village and Wren' sfarm he swerved into a gateway and stopped. It appeared
the nearest point to the mound on which Naylor had died, and Gees wanted to see that height again
before he left Troyarbour—not to return, he told himself. He felt that he wanted never to see the place

again.

He climbed, steadily, and reached the top of the ridge. Climbed again, coming up to the women’send
of the crest where three thorns had once stood, and walking the length of the mound till he cameto
where Naylor had falen. He knew it must have been at that spot, because of the whitish fragments of the
axe-haft scattered among the dry, dippery grass. Tiny fragments, and even awhitish powder which
proved that the haft had been as brittle as a stick of chalk.

He had thought, as he climbed, that it might be possible to collect the splinters and reconstruct enough
of the Rod to read its runes, but one glance at the rubbly whiteness scattered there told him that it was
out of the question. Dark Lagny’ s knowledge was no longer to be read—unless those parchmentsin the
chest held it. If so, Irawould guard them. ..



He saw her asthe thought came to him, saw her appear at the women’s end of the crest and come
toward him. Her hair was uncovered—he had not seen it otherwise—and she wore the green frock and
pendant with the scribed stone. Her eyes were sombre as she faced him.

“I saw you,” she said, “and thought you might go—"
As hewould have gone, without attempting to see her again.
Theincomplete sentence told him she had known that as hisintent.

“l am going,” he answered. “But that isnot to say | should have passed your place without stopping
to say good-bye.”

“No?" She gazed at him steadily. “But | knew.”

He gave her no answer. At last she turned her head to look down toward the farm. “ And so—I
climbed thehill,” shesaid.

“Wasit necessary to climb?’ He put asatiric tinge into the query.

“Yes,” sheanswered smply. “I would not cometo you herein that other way. | think now | shall
never cometo you, never seeyou again.”

“Because you will perss—" he suggested, and left it incomplete.

She shook her head. “1 do not know,” she said dowly. “It seems now—now that Jerome Naylor is
dead—all the purpose of my lifeisended. Infinity iscold—I am cold! It isamood, and perhapsit will

pass. Asyou... pass.”

Again hewas near onlovefor her, and knew it. She waslike no other—not in awhole lifetime would
aman weary of the degp music of her voice, nor learn dl that her eyes could teach. He said, “Ira, if you
would be al human, not—not—" and did not end it.

“I know. Do you know, | believe at one and the sametimethat | shall cometo you, and that | shall
not see you again? That to meisamystery, but so it seemsto me now. That | shal cometo you—"

“Using that power you are learning?’ he asked in the pause.

“Or, perhaps, as| have cometo you here,” she answered. “1 do not know—it isdl dark. And that |
shdl not seeyou. Itisdl dark, and | cannot see how these two things can be.”

“Nor I,” he said thoughtfully. “They are—incompetible, cdl it.”

“When you have gone out from this place, and in thought ook back, it will appear to you that none of
these things happened—that you dreamed them,” she said dowly. “Dreamed me—perhapsthat is so,
and you are dreaming now. Or perhaps | dream—you! But to me some momentsin the dream areredl.
Thefirgt kiss of alover—s0 you kissed me. Standing with you to see how Jerome Naylor was struck
down by the Hammer. Holding you, taking you out from Timeto Sight, when you so nearly went past
Fear, but drew back, not knowing how small isthat step. For that moment, in the place beyond
moments, you were one with me, and | hold it here’—she laid her hand for a second over her heart—"as
red. | tell you thisbecause | shdl not see you again.”

“Yet, you say, you will cometo me,” hereminded her...

“Yet | shall surely cometo you. Because you came to me here and wakened another salf inme,
taught me—what have you not taught me? Theworld of the spirit in which the flesh must have part,
consciousness that only when both are given full play is completeness, possible, and that | may gain most



only by giving most—if you have need of me. Now go—do not answer—go! Alone. Until | cometo
you,”

He knew why she impaosed silence on him, and went sscumblingly down the side of the mound, to look
up before he began the easier descent of the hillsde, and see her standing, gazing down a him. Then he
went on, down to the car, and drove past the farm, along the tortuous windings of the lane, out to the
main road which meant normdity.

When he saw Blandford and the smooth rise of road beyond it, he began to question—how much of
what he remembered, how much of what he had experienced there a Troyarbour, had been red? It had
the qudity of adream aready. Ira, wonder-woman in those last moments—

“I may gain most only by giving most—if you have need of me.”

In that, he knew, she had voiced the completion of her womanhood—she understood what few
women ever learn. Was shereal, or adream-figure in afantasy he had dreamed? Had there ever been a
Squire Naylor—did Troyarbour exist? Was anything red?

“... such stuff asdreamsare made of...” A dtate that cut acrossthisworld, a state in which were
Presences beyond human comprehension—and she, Ira, sought to comprehend them! A state in which
time and space were not, into which she could move by taking one step. A step of the spirit? He had not
seen that she made any physical movement.

Incredible, dl of it. Preposterous! But she was very lovely, and if, some day, she should cometo him
and bring with her the knowledge that only by giving most might she gain most—

He heard the hum of histires on the three-dimensiond, tarred metdling of the road. Hewas going
back to London, to his office, to moreinquiries out of which cases might arise, to Miss Brandon. Out
fromadream...

“AH, THANK you, Miss Brandon.” Geestook the clipped sheets of typescript that the girl held out
to him, and nodded at the very comfortable chair which stood at the end of hisdesk, atrap in which to
imprison possible clients. “Do you mind stting down and talking this over with me?'Y ou digested that

report aswell astyped it, | hope?’

“Naturaly,” she answered, with anironic inflection, “If you wish to bounce your idess, thewall is
here”

She seated hersdlf in the chair—or rather, sank down into it—as she spoke, and Geesresumed his
swivel chair at the desk.

“| dictated it asfully and descriptively as| could,” he said, “with aview to clarifying my own
views—getting some sort of explanation. And find none. How doesit strike you?’

“All capable of explanation,” she answered. “Rationd explanation if one—well, accepts certain
postulates.”

“Ashow?’ he asked interestedly.
“What do you want explained?’ she asked in reply.

“She—IraWarenn, that is, because there is only one woman in this story—she vanished and
regppeared in my sight, by means of her use of the fourth perpendicular. That isto say, she actudly
moved in the fourth dimension. That for agtart.”



Miss Brandon' s brows drew together thoughtfully. She said. “ Suppose we consider this IraWarenn
hersdf, asthe start?’

“What do you want to consider about her?” he demanded.
“Y our reference to her in the report on the case.”

“Itisn'tacase. | didn’t do athing from start to finish, and | made nothing out of it—got bilked of
eighteen guineasthat I’ [l never see, now. Practicaly speaking, we can’t regard it as acase. Passthat,
though. Let me hear you on IraWarenn.”

“Very lovely, according to you. Also awoman of exceptiona abilities, an exceptiona woman in every
way. Very atractive. May | ask if you arein love with her, Mr. Green?”’

“Ask anything you like—I want to bounce my idess. I’ d say in answer to that—I don’t know. |
couldn’t tell you or even tell mysdlf without seeing her again. Until | see her again.”

“By the ‘until,” you indicate that you are,” she said coolly. “Now you have cited that vanishing and
regppearance. She didn’t.”

“Oh, yes, shedid!” hederided. “I saw it!”

“Asl said just now, an exceptiona woman in every way. That power over animals provesit—a
woman of dmost incredible personal magnetism, and therefore one possessed of tremendous hypnotic
power. She used that power on you, made you see what did not happen, just as an Eastern conjurer will
make you see a plant grow in apile of dust in the course of afew minutes. It did not ever happen.”

“Saysyou! All right, Miss Brandon, | want your explanations to compare with my own conclusions.
The laughter that scared those yokels at the inn? How do you account for it?’

“Perfectly smple. She was outside, unseen in the darkness.”
“Shewasn't—it sounded inside, not outside at al.”

“Ventriloquidly. | think, Mr. Green, you rather et your practical salf go to deep over this. Y ou know
aswell as| do what ventriloquists can do, theillusonsthey can create—"

“All right—all right, Miss Brandon. And when, as| told you in that report, she put her arms round me
and got me to hold her—not for any emotiona reason, as | said—when she took me into that other
world where | saw and heard and smelt and felt independently of her—saw things past the farthest edge
of human sght, and heard tones beyond the range of athree-dimensona ear—"

“In thosefirg experiments on you,” she said as he paused, “ she gained a certain hypnotic influence
over you. Inthis, with physical contact to aid her, she completed the influence, and all you saw and heard
and dl therest of it wasimpressed on your brain by hers. Sheis, asl said, awoman of exceptiona
abilities. Tremendous dbilities, | might cal them. But dl within three-dimensiond limits”

“Umm-humm! The practical mind—yes. The song of the sword?’
“You didn’t hear it. She made you believe you did.”
“The shgpe on the hill, with the Hammer?’

“Y our doctor Firth gave you the rational explanation of what happened there. Apparently none of the
men who tried to get to Naylor in time saw anything unusua—only you and IraWarenn saw it. That isto
say, by her hypnotic influence she created the picture in your mind, willed you to seeit. And the
axe-handle—naturdly, if agtrip of boneis preserved for ten or more centuries, it will crumble at the



dightest blow. Just asthe axe-handle crumbled.”

“I’ve seen Belgae skeletons dug out at Mai-Dun, near on eighteen centuries old, and you could have
used the leg-bones for walking sticks. They wouldn't crumble,” he objected acidly.

“Dug-up bones—yes,” shesaid. “They had been hermetically kept from the action of theair and
changing temperatures, not subjected to them—as this axe-handle was subjected, apparently.”

“Then you deny IraWarenn' s use of afourth dimenson?’ he questioned, after a pause for thought.
“Timeisthe fourth dimension,” she retorted coolly.

“Isit?Wdll, | grant you that. But this fourth—not fifth—into which she can move, smply abolishes
time. Init, thereisno such thing astime—as| saw it. Init, time and space do not exist. Y ou don't move
from one place to another in afraction of a second, because there are no seconds. Y ou are here—you
are there—and neither ‘here nor ‘there’ exids. Ininfinity, you don’'t move at al, because you are part of
infinity, which is beyond space. Where thereis no space, there can be no movement. Do you see?’

“| seethat you' re merely accepting the hypnoatic trance she thrust upon you, Mr. Green. You'll be
telling me next that she took you from thisworld into eternity, and you somehow managed to get back.”

“My dear girl—"
“I am not your dear girl!” sheinterrupted.

“All right—d| right! Let me get onwithit. | was going to say—you are in eternity here and now. The
reason you don’'t see yoursdlf so isthat you are bound by time, dragged aong by time, handcuffed to the
illuson we know astime. Thereisthe vaue of thisfourth perpendicular, as soon asman is spiritualy fit to
comprehend and useit. In his present Sate of development, he' d merdly tuck abig gun under each arm
and sail out dong the fourth perpendicular to daughter hisfellow man, or ese go out invisbly and spread
fase reportsto rig the stock markets and so make his pile by ruining the said fellow man. But to get back
towhat | was saying, themain value | can seein the use of thisfourth perpendicular isthat of absolute
freedom from time, erasure of it from among the dimensons we know.”

SHE shook her head. “ That’ stoo deep for me,” she said. “Y ou must grow old, surely? Humanity
can't beeterna.”

“Butit can, onceit’sreleased fromtime,” heindsted. “1 took in half alifetime of impressons, of new
knowledge, in thetimelessinstant | spent in that state with her, and Fear alone barred me out from
experiencing the other haf. | wasno older for it, or no more than asecond older, when | saw her
gtanding gpart from meinstead of holding me as a the beginning of the experiment.”

“Stll 1 say it wasdl hypnotic,” she perssted. “That she has unique hypnotic powers, and used them
onyou.”

“And on Naylor, you'd say,” he suggested.

“Undoubtedly. She hersdlf told you—according to this report—that auto-suggestion brought him
down to—well, to death, in the end.”

“I"ve agood mind to go back there,” he said abruptly. “With your solutionsfor everything fixed in my
mind, to seeif you'reright.”

“To seelraWarenn again,” she amended, dowly and with dmost agibein her voice. “Tofal ill
more under her influence, and—" She broke off, and smiled, asif the rest needed no words.



“Do you consider meaman, or achild?’ he demanded irritably.
jdnh

“All men are children,” she answered, smiling no longer. “Half the troubles of the world arise out of
women who refuse to believeit. To hold aman, awoman must give and go on giving, asto achild. What
isit | typed in this—her words, as you dictated them?‘ Gain most only by giving most.” Oh, sheisvery
wise, thislraWarenn! Y es, go back to her by al means. Y ou will not regret it, while sheredisesthat as
her means of holding—asthe only meansthereis”

“How do you know?’ he asked of her curioudy.

“Oh—what was your word? Empiric knowledge, say. Y es, empiric. Or perhaps, once, | gave and
gave and gave to the uttermost. Gained nothing for mysdlf, but found my reward in thegiving. | don’t
mean—I counted for nothing, and knew it, but the giving was its reward.”

“| shdl not go back,” he said with decision. “It isin your typing—or ought to be—shewill go her
W@/_”

“Bdieving it will bring her to you,” she commented reflectively. “Yes. | see. Sheisnot aswiseas|
thought. Withholding, she could not hold. It must be complete—she must not withhold.”

“Withhold what?’ he asked.

“What have you asked of her? To give up that way sheingsts on following. And whatever you might
ask—" Shedid not end it.

“Y ou're seeing me as a sort of monument to selfishness,” he said.

“Y ou are aman—I meant that to apply to any man, not merely to you. The best of them, aswell as
theworst.” He thought it over. “We haven't got far with this discusson, have we?’ he asked &t ladt,
rather caudticaly.

“Oh, quitealong way!” she dissented. “I’ ve bounced some of my ideas and watched them flatten and
expand—I’' m intensdy grateful to you, Mr. Green. But till | say al your experiences were hypnoticaly
produced illusions, dl originated in athree-dimensional mind—one of extraordinary capacities and
powers, though.”

“Isthat 07" he drawled, with atrace of scepticism that, he knew, she dways found exasperating.
“Andfor me, dl illuson—or deluson. But you haven't explained away everything yet.”

“I’ve given you rationd explanation, on every point you' ve brought forward,” she retorted with acid
triumph. “What e 2?7’

“How did the crimson-sailed boat unmoor itsalf and go sailing out of that picture? | saw that, clearly
enough.”

“THERE aretwo or three explanations.” She spoke dowly, thoughtfully. “ The most unlikely oneis
that there never was a crimson-sailed boat in the picture, but IraWarenn foisted it on your imagination to
impressyou at the finish with its disappearance. A more likely oneisthat there are dtill two boatsin the
picture, but with her very great powers of hypnotic influence she has blotted one of them out asfar as
you are concerned. | mean, if | looked at the picture, | should see both boats, but she has rendered you
incgpable of seeing that one. Wasthat sail the only crimson in the picture?’

“Asnearly as| remember—yes” he answered. “Anditisn’t atrick picture with clockwork
mechanism or anything of that sort. Flat water-colour painting, and avery good piece of work at that. |



noticed it particularly thefirst time | saw the room.”

“With that one touch of crimson in it—yes. And she asked you to light some stuff that rose up as
smoke and hid the picture from sight for atime. Which gives athird explanation. The smoke had a
bleaching effect on the crimson pigment, and on no other colour. It bleached out the sail, and the effect
darted a the edges, so that you saw the sail grow smaller until it vanished atogether.”

“Won't do.” He shook hishead. “I saw the boat swing about, and actually move toward the horizon.
Likeared boat.”

“Y ou thought you saw that happen,” she dissented. “You didn’t.”

“| seel” The causticism of those two words was amost vitriolic. “Now explain away how the cat got
in my car, two miles and more from its home and at a place where they stoned it away if they found
it—when | first went to see Naylor, | mean, and before | knew about Ira Warenn—except for what
Naylor told me, of course.”

She amiled, rather pityingly. “Can you or anyone control acat, or forecast whereit will go or what it
will do? That particular cat happened to have wandered so far, and inspected your car. Found awarm
leather cushion where you had been sitting, and settled down on it—quite naturaly. Y our being told that
it was stoned away is evidence that it haunted the Hall at times, which accountsfor its being there just
then. A pure coincidence—and amost important one, as| seeit, for when you told her about it you gave
her the idea that started the whole thing. She managed to convey to you the first impression that enabled
her to use hypnotic influence on you later.”

“Excdlent! All sovery logicd. Notilluson at al, but delusion. I’ ve not only been led up the garden,
but dumped in the ditch at the far end aswell. Welive and learn, don’'t we? Now tell me the why of it.
Shedid dl this—to what purpose?’

She shook her head. “Only one person can answer that question,” she said. “Ask it of IraWarenn
when she comesto you, or—as | believe you will in spite of everything you may say—when you go to
I,H.H

He sighed, heavily. “1 see. And my ideas won't bounce to-day—you’ re too beautifully, perfectly
logica. Now—" he sat erect in his chair—*I think you' ve got someinquiries| haven’t looked over fully.
If you'll fetch them in—but do have acigarettefird, just to show there snoiill-feding. Yes? Now alight.
Good! And I’'ll come dong to your room and go through theinquiriesthere. I’ ve got an uneasy fedingin
Spiteof dl your explanations—"

He did not end the sentence, nor did she agppear to expect him to define the feeling. In her room, he
seated himself on the corner of her desk, as usual, and began a scrutiny of the letters she handed to him.

“All this—this Troyarbour business, | mean—was amere waste of my time, from the practica point
of view,” hesaid. “Now let’ s see. Something with money in it—that’ swhat we want, Miss Brandon.
Lashin’sof money—areal wad of mazuma Let usbe drictly practica.”

FOR three days the subject of Troyarbour and al that had—or had not—happened there was
completely ignored by Gees and his secretary. She knew quite well that he resented her explanations,
and resented his resentment. Perhaps she resented gtill more the knowledge that IraWarenn wasin his
thoughts, and it might be even nearer than mere thoughts: for, as she had told him, she had given and
given and given, not only brain, but heart as well—to him, and he could not seeit! She wastoo near him,
shetold herself; she must contrive some reason, other than that of holiday, of getting avay for afortnight
or s0. He might miss her, then, and redlise dl that she did for him. In that way, he might see her as



essentia to him, or might find that he could do without her. It would be agamble, but—

Near on three years of dmost daily companionship: it wasinevitable, histaking her for granted. Also,
it must be stopped. Thus she reflected in mid-morning of that third day, after replacing her telephone
recaiver. Eventualy, Sghing, she got up from her seat at the desk and went dong to Gees' room at the
other end of the short corridor. He sat at his flat-topped desk with the morning’s Times opened before
him, and looked up & her inquiringly.

“Mr. Ferguson will be hereto see you at three-thirty,” she said.
“Ahl Umm-m! What did you make of him, Miss Brandon? Very Scotch, or just Scotch and soda?’
“The accent was there, but not noticesbly,” she answered frodtily.

“Horace Ferguson,” he mused doud. “Well, since he' s cdling, we get the two guinessinitia
consultation fee, anyhow. Also we find out what it’sal about. Hisletter told just asmuch as J. . Pol
Naylor's, and no more. Did you get ahint of the nature of histrouble on the telephone?’

She shook her head. “Hewouldn’t tell me, naturaly.”

A voice sounded to them, faintly, yet o clearly that Miss Brandon heard it as music, such aspeaking
voice as few women possess.

“I cannot seeyou. | cometo you, but | cannot—"

It seemed to Miss Brandon that the voice did not cease utterance then, but was cut off, asif by the
closing of a sound-proof door. She saw Gees start to hisfeet so suddenly asto send his chair crashing to
thefloor, and point past her toward the door of the room, and his eyes were wide with fearful
expectancy. Then sheturned her head, to look along the line that pointing finger of hisindicated.

She saw, as he saw, atress of rippling, lovely, night-black hair, suspended at the height of her own
head, close by thewall of theroom. A pace or more distant from thewall, ill, asif hung by a
thread—but there was no thread! Neither then nor at any later time could shetell how long both she and
Gees good in utter immobility, and the hair stood (so she would have expressed it) rather than was
suspended there. She knew only that it seemed avery long time.

Then thevoice again. Init infinite longing, and the pain of adesire forever denied fulfilment.

“You arethere, | know. | cometo you, but do not see you—do you remember? Thereisno return,
for me! | shdl never—"

Silence again. Miss Brandon started back with alittle gasp of fear. For the night-black tresswas
fdling, floating down, until it lay on the carpet. They two waited, till, expectant, but heard only faint
noises from the Streets outs de—except that Miss Brandon heard the beating of her own pulsein her
cars, asoundless sound.

Gees moved firg. He came out from behind the desk, and went dowly toward the place where the
hair lay, and, as he went, he held his hands apart and at full stretch before him—Miss Brandon knew
what he expected. What he hoped, she felt in her heart. She saw him grope like one in utter darkness,
heard him whisper—

“lIra? O, Iral”

Uselesdy. Hewon no reply, no sign of other presence than his own and Miss Brandon’ sin the room.
He stooped, took up the little scented tress—the scent that was IraWarenn—and held it againgt hislips.
Then he crushed it in his hold, and looked a Miss Brandon.



“Wdl?" he asked.
She said, whisperingly, “Not—not illuson. | waswrong.”
“She came to me—she did not see me—"

He went back to the desk and sat down, holding the night-black hair, so lately falen from Ira s head
asto seem Hill divewith her life, in hishand and gazing down &t it. He said, “No return. She will
never—I know. It was forbidden knowledge that she had, and used. And so They hold her, on the other
Sdeof Fear.”

“Sheis—you mean—sheis—dead?’ she asked fearfully.
Helooked up at her and smiled. “ Thereisno death,” he answered.
“ But—that—her hair—she was here!”

“No. Only this—this| hold—won through. The rest of her—she was never in thisroom, but was held
back. Y ou would have to see as she made me see, and then you would understand. Held back, and she
knew—told me—'Thereis no return, for me.” There is no return!”

He sat looking at the tress he held. Miss Brandon too looked &t it, and asked hersalf what must the
woman be whose hair was like that. All loveliness? Like her voice with its unforgettabl e cadences?

A sudden anger against IraWarenn surged in Miss Brandon as shelooked at Gees sitting there. The
woman had gone her way, thrown away hislove because she could not redlise that one must give dl and
go on giving dl, though she had known it. In time, barred out past return, she would fade in his
consciousness, but she had hurt him, and for that Miss Brandon hated her. Then Gees looked up.

“Y ou must ring the man who was coming in today, Miss Brandon,” he said, “and put him off till the
day after tomorrow. At the sametime, the day after to-morrow.

Y es. Then get on to the garage—I want the car in an hour from now. Can you deep hereto-night?’
“I—yes, | could,” she answered wonderingly.

“Just in case, if—I"d want you to be here and tell her I ve gone to Troyarbour to look for her there.
To reassure her, ask her to wait. To tell he—maybe she understands, now, and will give up that way of
hers because—well, one must give up everything to gain what she came to meto find. So nearly cameto
me, | mean. Do you understand?’

“Yes, | know. I'll stay heredl thetimetill you get back.”

“Good for you! Don't be... practical.” He smiled, and she knew gravity would have been better to
seethan agmilelikethat. “ Just be—be very gentle with her, if—"

“I know, Mr. Green. And for you sake | hope—"

He shook his head, smiling no more. “1 have no hope,” he said. “ She told me, thereis no return. Still,
| shdl go. That'sal, Miss Brandon. Y ou're aterribly good sport, and | do appreciateit.”

When she got back to her own room, she had to wipe her eyes before she could seeto did the
telephone number.

A THIN drizzle of rain obscured the crests of the downs and spoiled that day as, in early afternoon.
Gees drove dong the laneto pull in before the frontage of Wren'sfarm. Except for therain, it might have



been hisfirst coming to the place. Irene the sow was out in front with her litter, and fowls scratched and
chirrawked over bits of grit and whatever elsethey found as judtification for their patient industry. He got
out from the car and knocked at the closed door—knocked again, and yet again, waited, and then,
giving it up, went around to the back of the house.

A sound took him toward the farm buildings, past the charred desolation that had been Adolphus
pen, and he found Ephraim Knapper, cleaning out the cowshed in readiness, probably, for the evening’s
milking. Ephraim straightened himsalf, pushed back his greasy old bowler hat from hisforehead, and said,
“Arternoon. zur,” in aquestioning, friendly sort of way.

“Good afternoon,” Gees responded. “Miss Warenn—could | see her? I’ ve tried the front door, but
couldn’t get any answer.”

“Happen shebe zleepin’, zur,” Ephraim suggested. “I ain’t zeen her go out, an’ if she'sbeen goin’,
she'd towd me, | reckon.”

“When did you last see her?’ Gees asked.

“It'd be—lemme zee.” Ephraim scratched his cheek for inspiration. “ Aye, nigh on’leven, it'd be. Zhe
coom to back door theer—I wur fetchin’ haay—she coom to back door an’ stood a bit, an’ went
baack—dedn’t zay northin’, jes’ went baack. An’ shet the door. It wur nigh on ’leven when | zeed her.”

It had been eleven o' clock, or avery few minutes after, Gees knew, when he and Miss Brandon had
heard the voice—when he had seen the tress of hair that now was locked in the top drawer of his
dressing chest at theflat. She had cometo him.

“I’mgoing to seeif ether door isunlocked, Ephraim,” hesaid, “andif | cangetin, I’'mgoingin. You
don't know what may have happened to her between eleven o' clock and now, and she doesn’t answer
my knock. Y ou can come dong too, if you fed likeit.”

“Noa, zur, yu goo—I dooan’t wanter goo. Y u knows her, an’ yu looked arter her when they coom
along that mornin'—" He did not specify the occasion, but Gees knew what he meant.

“All right. Y ou carry on with what you haveto do.”

He went round to the front of the house again, and tried the door there with no more knocking.
Unlocked, it yielded as the handle turned, and he entered the passageway. The doors of both the rooms
that he knew stood open, and, standing between them in the hallway, he called softly—

“Ira? Whereareyou? Ira?’

But knew, as he called, that he would win no reply. After a pause, he entered the dingy room to
which she had firgt taken him.

The chest, with the ruined bits of itslid down in front, sood by thewall. It was empty: the parchments
and the sword had gone—charred bits of wood and blackish, leathery-looking fragmentsin the grate told
what had become of the parchments, and he did not look to see what had become of the sword that
would sing no more. There was nothing else that he wanted to see in the room, and he crossed the
hallway to enter the room of green and crimson, and stand before the divan to ook at the picture which,
once, had showed two boats moored against a quay, one with crimson sail, and one with green.

Now, no boat remained. Theline of the quay stretched before awhite wall, and back of it were white
houses, and the blue of the sky. To the right was the long perspective down which he had seen the
crimson sail grow smdl and smdler, and vanish. Abruptly he turned and went out, remembering
something Miss Brandon had said.



Hefound Ephraim again. “1 want you to come into the house,” he said. “Want you to look at
something with me.”

Following him, Ephraim wiped hisfeet carefully on atuft of grass outside the front door, and then
entered the room where the picture hung.

“A good picture, isn't it?’ he asked.
“Aye, zur. Right pritty,” Ephraim conceded.

“ And those two boats against the quay—at the edge of the water, there—" He reached out afinger
to indicate the spot. “They’ rewell done, don't you think?’

“Booats, zur? There bain't no booats!”
“Surely, man! A green sail and ared!”

Ephraim shook hishead. “Migter,” he said severdly, “you' m seeing things! Theer bain't no booats, an’
theer bain't no zallsi’ that picter, an”—he turned, suddenly accusng—"*yu knowsit!”

“All right.” Gees produced ahaf-crown, and handed it over. “1 was only fooling. That's all—you can
go.”

Ephraim stumped hisway out, muttering to himself, and for alittle while longer Gees remained before
the picture. Irahad told him that the passing of the crimson sail had been a prefiguring. Had the green sall
followed that same way, over the horizon, out from the picture?

A flurry of movement, and Peter the cat did his great legp to land on Gees' back.
“Peter! Oh, Peter!” Gees said chokingly.

At athought he went out to the car, the cat still on his shoulderslike anecklet that reached only from
ear to ear behind him. He turned and looked up at the house, and it was empty, dead. There was no
return for her. He had known it when he set out.

Hesaid to himsdlf, “You can't stedl acat. A cat isn't property—you can't stedl it.”

HE GOT into the car and seated himself at the whedl. Peter climbed down to the seat beside him,
looked up at him. He said, “ Yes, old chap, if you fed likeit. Because she loved you.”

He left the car by the kerb and went up the stairswith Peter in hisarms. It was then past eight o' clock
in the evening, and Miss Brandon came out from his office room, not her own, to stand gazing at him and
at theblack cat in hisasms.

“Y ouwon't haveto stay the night after all. Miss Brandon,” hetold her. “I’ ve brought alodger, a
permanency, unless he goes back on me. His name’ s Peter. Do you like cats? Cherry-coloured cats with
rose-coloured weskits, like this one?’

She came forward and stroked Peter’ s head, very gently. “He sjust lovely,” she said.

Gees put the cat down on the floor. “1’ll get him abasket,” he remarked. “One of those round ones
that'll just fit him when he folds himsalf up. And put afat cushion in it—to-morrow. Oh, Peter!”

Peter looked up at him for amoment, and then went exploring. He went along to Gees' office room,
and vanished inddeit,



“Y ou remember | told you about the picture?’ Gees asked the girl.
Shenodded. “And | said—"

“Yes, | know you did,” he said, as shedid not end it. “I got an ancient man to comein and see it with
me—he d not been hypnotised to see things that weren't there, or miss seeing things that were—"

“Don't, pleasel” sheinterrupted.
“All right—I won't. The green sail has gone too, now.”

“I don't understand—any of it,” she said perplexedly. “What—what will happen there now—at
Troyarbour? At her place?’

He shook hishead. “1 don’t know. It is nothing to me. | know, past any question, that | shall not see
her agan.”

Shesad, “I’'m so sorry, Mr. Green. For you.” Said it with absolute sincerity, but he made alittle
impatient gesture.

“Get your hat and coat, girl, and get away home, before | start weeping on your shoulder. These
things—the redl things—one faces them best alone. And | know now how redl thiswas. Good-night,
Miss Brandon.”

He passed her, then, going to his own room. Peter, seated-on the swivel chair at the desk, looked up
a him and emitted avery faint, small, questioning “Waow?’

Peter went to the door, and Gees, following him, heard the latch of the outer door click behind Miss
Brandon. Some time, perhaps, he would again think of her as Eve Maddeine, but not now—not tonight.
He saw Peter scratch at the door of hisroom, and opened it. Peter went straight in, and, as Gees
switched on the light, he saw the cat standing on his hind legs, clawing &t the top drawer of the dressing
chest.

Then Gees went to the drawer and, opening it, took out the tress of night-black, wonderful hair. Not
quite so wonderful now—nher lifethat had beeninit no longer madeit vibrant in hishold, and when he
lifted it to hislips the scent of her as he had known it was faded, dmost to nothingness. He said aoud,
“Ira? Oh, Iral”

No voice answered. No voice would ever answer, he knew.

Peter, at hisfeet, looked up and mewed piteoudy, persstently. Then Gees turned about, half-blinded
for the minute, and sstumbled into the other room with the cat running round him, looking up and mewing,
cdling. Before the fire Gees shook his eyes clear, and for the last timelaid the wonderful hair againgt his
lips.

“For you, Peter, this. Lest you should go on remembering and grieving—calling to her. Because she
loved you.”

Bending forward, he laid the tress among the red codls. It shrivelled to nothingness with alittle sound
that waslike asigh. It had vanished, gone beyond return.

After atime Geesturned about, and saw that Peter had gone on the segt of the swivel chair again,
where helay asif quite at home, quite content. When Gees scratched his head for him, he looked up and
purred.

TheEnd.
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