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A Valk in Wl f Wod

CHAPTER ONE

John and Margaret Begbie were sitting on a rug
besi de a track through the -Black Forest in Ger-
many when a man wal ked past them weeping
bitterly.

The children and their parents had been hav-

ing a picnic. They had left the car in a parking
area beside the road, and, carrying the rug and
the picnic things, wal ked back to where a w de
track |l ed steeply downwards fromthe road into
the shade of the trees at the forest's edge. Be-
tween track and roadway was a wedge- shaped
stretch of nobssy grass, where an old, battered
wooden si gnpost stood, and near it the nobssed

stunp of an enornous tree. They spread the rug
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beside this, full in the sun. To their left the
track |l ed on steeply downhill, to vanish into the
darkness of the forest. Ahead of themthe trees
grew nmore thinly, giving sunlit glinpses of the
wooded valley below. A river ran there, and
there, on its rocky hill, stood the ruined castle
that the Begbie famly had visited that norn-

ing. They could see, tiny in the distance, the



narr ow wooden bridge that spanned the dry

nmoat, and the hut where they had bought tick-
ets and postcards. Beyond the castle was the
glint of water where the river ran. Beyond that
agai n, and wherever the eye could travel, were
trees, trees and nore trees...

The forest was very quiet. The children's

father, drowsing after the nmeal, lay full length
besi de them asleep. Ms. Begbie had gone back

to the car; for her knitting, she said, but she
had been gone so long that the children sus-
pected that she, too, had dozed off in the sleepy
heat of the afternoon. No cars had gone by; no
one had passed that way at all, until the strange
man came down the track fromthe roadway.

He wal ked qui ckly, head down, and, though he
passed within a yard of them took no notice at
all of the two children and their father

John and Margaret stared after him sur-
prised and di sturbed. They had never seen a
grown man cry before, and besides, this man
did not seemto mnd who saw or heard him

H s breathi ng shuddered, and he-stunbl ed now
and then as if his tears blinded him but he
made no attenpt to w pe them away. They
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poured down his face and dripped onto the faded
red velvet of his coat.

That was anot her strange thing about him

the way he was dressed. He was the wong age,
and | ooked the wong kind of nan, to be wearing
the rather flanboyant costume he had on. A

long tunic of crimson velvet—ike a close-fitting
coat —€l othed himto the thighs®lt was buttoned
all down the front with gilded buttons, and
girded low on the hips with a studded belt of
worked | eather. Below it he wore sone kind of

| eggi ngs, or hose, of faded grey-blue, and shoes
of soft, scuffed-1ooking brown |eather. Over it
all went a cloak of the sane grey-blue as the
hose. This had a hood which had been pushed

back to hang behind over his shoulders, like a
collar. He went bareheaded. His clothes, odd

t hough they were, gave the inpression of once
havi ng been very good, and very expensive; but

t hey were sadly shabby now.

"A knife, too." John spoke softly, so as not to
wake M. Begbie. "Did you see? He had a | ong
knife at his belt."

"Well, yes," said Margaret, "but it's just part
of the costune, isn*t it? Renenber those danc-
ers we watched the other evening at St. Jo-



hann, doing the |ocal dances in peasant cos-
tume? The men were wearing knives |like that.
It won't be real. Not for use, | nean."

"I suppose not, but his clothes didn't | ook a
bit like those peasant costunes. For one thing,
they were sort of shabby, as if he wore them
every day. As if he was used to them The
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dancers we saw, well, they were just dressing
up. You could tell," he finished, rather feebly.

"Could he be a forester, or something?"

"I don't know. Did you see the chain round

his neck, with that big nedallion thing on it?
It |ooked like gold. Wiy would a forester—er
anyone, cone to that, who isn't a pop star—waear
a thing like that?"

"Imtation, to go with the costune.”

"But it wasn't costune. | told you—=

"Imtation, anyway," said Margaret decid-

edly. "It couldn't be gold, not a thing that size.
It would be worth a fortune, and he didn't | ook
rich.”

"No, but he didn't |ook Iike a peasant, either,"
sai d John obstinately. "He rem nded nme of

somet hing, but | can't renenber what. Whoever

he was, he | ooked..." He paused again, search-

ing for the right description, and failed to find
it. "He |l ooked so strange,” was all he could think
of . "Not just his clothes. Hinself."

"He was crying, you nmean," said Margaret.
"He didn't even see us. W might as well not
have been here at all."

The children | ooked at one anot her. Beside

them M. Begbie stirred in his sleep, but did

not waken. It was very quiet. A wood pigeon

flew out of the high treetops with a clap and
flurry of wings. A jay screaned in the distance,
and fromtine to time a wen flew down onto

the ferns nearby, with a shrill, cross little song.
But otherwi se the forest was still, with the
heavy, sleepy stillness of sumer.
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Not that it was really silent. If you lay with
your eyes shut, and really tried to listen to the
silence, you could hear it; it was made up of

t housands of tiny sounds which m ght be the

trees growi ng, or the toadstools pushing up

t hrough the pine needles, or the air breathing



gently through the twi gs overhead as the sun
heated the ground and the noisture drifted up-
wards fromthe nosses. Then there were the

i nsects; under and over and through all the si-
| ence was a steady throbbing humthat was- so
much a part of the forest that it seemed to be
inside the listener's brain, and not outside in
the wood. It was nade of the w ngbeats of nil-
lions of tiny insects, gnhats, bees, wasps, hover
flies. The forest humred silently, and the stil
air vibrated.

The children heard nothing of the i mense

secret life of the forest. They were still staring
at one anot her, and, as sonetinmes happens with
peopl e who know each ot her very well, each of

t hem sensed what the other was thinking.

" Somet hi ng awful had happened to him"

whi spered John. "Not just an accident, or get-
ting hurt—and anyway there was no sign of

t hat -but something really awful ."

"Li ke having a wound, deep inside," said
Margaret, "and bl eeding to death slowy, but
not telling anyone."

John, who was ol der, and perhaps | ess inag-

i native, | ooked doubtful, then nodded. It nust
be certainly true that the nan was in sonme bad
trouble, so bad that he seenmed hardly to know

A Valk in Wl f Wod 15

what he was doi ng or where he was going. He

had vani shed into the shadows of the forest as
if he had been a dream or a ghost. But they
could not get himout of their mnds. It seened
wong just to let himpass like that, and go his
way to suffer alone, wthout even offering help.

Not, of course, that there was anything they
could do. Al the sane..

"We could go just a little way," suggested
Margaret, "just to see where he was going."

She did not say why, and John did not ques-
tion it. Neither of themcould afterwards ex-
plain why it suddenly seenmed so urgent that
they should foll ow the stranger into the wood.
In the normal way they woul d have been thank-
ful that he had not noticed them and would
have kept out of his way until he had recovered
hi nsel f, but now a kind of conpul sion seened

to seize them Margaret was already on her feet.
John, though usually the nore cautious of the
two, hesitated only briefly before he foll owed
Suit.



"Al'l right, but we ought to wake Daddy and
tell him"

They thought about it for a nonment or two.

M. Begbie was really very fast asleep indeed,
and they remenbered vividly the times when

t hey had, by m stake, woken himup and net

the blast of his wath, and their nother's ex-
asperated reasoni ng: "Your father works very
hard and needs to rest. Leave him al one, now,
children, do, and go and play quietly sonewhere
else...."
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<(! don't think we'd better," whispered Mar-
garet. "At any rate, not until we're quite sure
there's somet hing wong. They're always telling
us not to disturb himwhen he's catching up on
his sl eep, and sending us away. And they did
both tell us to go for a walk this afternoon.”

"But not to go far."

"Well, it might not be far. And it'll be obvious
whi ch way we've gone. There's only the one
track."”

"Well, all right, but you know what we're sup-
posed to do. W'll leave a note telling them

where we' ve gone. Were's that pencil and pad
you were drawi ng with?"

So, very sensibly, that was what they did.

John wote: "Have gone down this track to ex-
plore. J and M" They put the note on the tree
stunp where the picnic basket stood, weighted

it dowmn with a coner of the basket, and then

very quietly, so as not to rouse M. Begbie, they
ti ptoed past the sleeping figure on the rug, and

followed the track downhill into the forest.
CHAPTER TWD
The track led fairly steeply downhill for sone

di stance, then levelled out as it curved deeper
into the forest. Here the trees crowded nore
closely together, imensely tall, each one trying
to push up beyond the others to reach the |ight.
There were no oaks or beeches any nore, no
branbl es and ferns and harebel I s beside the
track; only the snooth, straight trunks of the
pines, like pillars holding up the black thatch
of boughs that shut out the sunshine as effec-
tively as a roof. Even the floor of the forest grew
no more noss, but it did grow things nore col -
ourful and nore exciting. Everywhere anong



the tree roots and thick fallen needl es were cl us-
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ters of toadstools. Wite eggs pushed up to be-
cone weird-1ooking stinkhorns; brown balls
opened out into bronze and lilac wood blew ts;

and here and there, looking like illustrations
to a story about Elfland, were scarlet caps spot-
ted with white, the poisonous fly agarics.

"Don't touch them" warned John, as his sis-
ter stopped to | ook closer.

"I"'mnot going to! It's funny, isn't it, how these
are always the ones in the storybooks, with

gnonmes and things sitting on then? Just be-

cause they*re so pretty, | suppose, but really
when you | ook closely at some of the others,
they're just as pretty. Hey, John."

n \Mat ?u

"Qught we to go back now? W seemto have
been wal ki ng for ages, and there's no sign of
him"

"Perhaps we ought. Look, there's a tree lying
across the track at that bend there. Let's just
go as far as that."

The tree he spoke of was a huge, fallen pine
whi ch lay some di stance off, clear across the
way. They ran towards it. Beyond the fallen
trunk the track seemed to plunge even deeper
into the forest. It was |like a black tunnel be-
tween bl ack pillars.

John ki cked at the dead twi gs and broken

stuff that lay under the trunk. "He nust have
cone this way. It's the only path. He'd have an
awful job to make his way round all this—eh,

no, here's where he clinbed over. There's a foot-
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mark in the soft stuff, and—did he have a dog
with hin? | didn't see one,"

"Nor did I." Margaret canme to his el bow, peer-
ing. There was the footmark, deep and distinct
in the soft earth, and another, a pace fromit,
less distinct. Wth these, equally clear, were
pawprints, big ones, even bigger than the prints
that Tray made. Tray was their dog, who had

had to be left at honme. He was an Al satian



"Then it's probably a wolf," said John cheer-
fully. He grabbed at a branch above his head,
and began to clanmber up onto the fallen trunk
"Yes, he got over here, there's sone nud on the
trunk. There ought to be wol ves here, of coursel
Perhaps that's why he carried the Iong knife."

Mar garet | ooked round her uneasily. She

knew quite well that John was joking, but some-
how, in this enornous, dark and silent forest,
the idea of wolves did not seem strange at all
"What do you nean, there ought to be?"

John, bal ancing on the tree trunk, grinned
down at her. "Don't you renenber, when Daddy
was pl anning the picnic, they were | ooking at
the map, and he said that this wood was called
Vol f enwal d?"

Mar garet | ooked bl ank, because, though the

nane Wl fenwal d | ooks very like "wolf when

you see it witten on a map, it is actually pro-
nounced, in German, "Volfenvalt."

"Well," she began, "I don't see—*

"I't neans Wl f Whod," said John flatly.
"Ooh "
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"It said it on the signpost, too. Didn't you
noti ce?"

"No. "
"So he'd have to carry a knife."

"But if there really are wolves here," said
Mar garet reasonably, "why not a gun?”

"Wth that costune? A bow and arrow woul d
suit it better! 1've renmenbered what he re-
m nded me of now. It's—Here, hang on a mn-
ute!" John stopped abruptly, and began to
scranmbl e down on the far side of the tree.

"What is it?"

"Look, Meg, can you get over? Cone and see.
It's all right, I was only joking about the wol ves.
Only, can you get across, quickly?"

Mar garet soon cl anbered up after him and
dropped down on the other side of the tree trunk
John was standi ng anong the welter of fallen
branches. He poi nted down anong them , She



| ooked. There, shining anong the broken stuff
and dead pine needles, was a big gold neda
and a tunbl e of gold chain.

She found hersel f speaking in a whisper

"When he clinbed over the tree trunk, it nust
have caught on something, and with himcrying
i ke that”"

"He woul dn't even notice when he lost it,"

fini shed John. He stooped and picked the thing
up, balancing it in his hand. "It's pretty heavy,
it could have swung forward as he bent over

and slipped off sonehow. See, the chain's not

br oken or anything."

"What's on the nedal ?"
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John held it out on his palm The children

| ooked at it. It shone so brightly that, even in

the dimlight of the forest, they could see it quite
clearly. It was like a big coin. In the center was

a man's head, a young face, in profile, with hair
down to the shoulders. He wore a narrow circlet

like a crown. Below the portrait was what

seened to be a nane: OTHO They turned the

nmedal | i on over. Across the back was the single

word FI DELI S.

"The man we saw wasn't O ho," said John

"He's quite different, and ol der anyway. Fidelis
is Latin, | do knowthat. It's in our school notto.
It neans' faithful."'"

Margaret fingered the chain. It was beauti -

fully made, heavy but flexible, each Iink finely
engraved. "l think it's real," she said, awed.
"Real gold. It's so heavy. Gold's heavy, isn't it?
I know Mummy's gol d bracel et wei ghs an awf ul

lot."

John bal anced the thing again in his hand.

"It is heavy, yes. If it's real = He | ooked round
himat the silent forest, at the track vani shing
round a curve into darkness.

"If it's real," said Margaret, "it's terribly val -
uable. But even if it isn't, he'll want it back
Per haps we ought to go on and try to catch him

up?"

John nodded. "He's probably mssed it by

now, anyway, and he'll be on his way back. W'l

go just a bit farther. W can't very well |eave

it here, hanging fromthe tree. If it is real, then
anybody could pick it up, or anything. Jays take
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shiny things, don't they, and magpies? | did hear
a jay farther back in the wood."

"Al'l right. But let's run, shall we? It-it's
begi nning to get dark."

"Thafs only because the trees are so thick

here. It's hours still till sunset. Don't worry.
W'll just go as far as that bend, and if we don't
see him com ng back we'll go back ourselves."

"And t he medal ?" asked Margaret.

"W'|l give it to Daddy. He'll know what to
do. Leave it with the police, or sonething. Cone
on, then."

They ran on. The bend, when they got to it,
wasn't really a bend, just a curve, w th another
bend beyond that. And another... The track
narrowed, tw sting deeper between the trees.
Root s webbed the paths, l|ike snares nade of
rope. It was certainly growi ng darker. Margaret
tri pped, saved herself, and stopped. John had
not noticed. Running slightly ahead of her, he
was al ready out of sight.

"John! John! Let's go back now "

Sil ence. She realized, suddenly, that she

could no |l onger hear her brother's footsteps. But
before she had time to feel scared, she heard
himcalling. "Meg! Here it is! It's all right,
there's a house here! Come and see!™

She ran to catch up with him He was waiting
for her in a patch of rosy sunlight that shone
through a gap in the trees, like a spotlight on
a dark stage. The gap was to the right of the
track. There, down between the trunks, a little
path curved towards a clearing, where the sun
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pouring in, had all owed nbpsses to grow, and
ferns, and branbles and even flowers. And sone

of the flowers were garden ones; gone a bit wld,
per haps, as the garden had.

For there was, indeed, the remains of a gar-

den. It lay around a small cottage, so small, so
nossed and weed-grown, with walls and thatch

so exactly the colour of the forest, and merging
with the fading light, that it was a marvel they
had seen it at all

"I"I'l bet that's his house," said John. "He was
just on his way hone."



"And a fine old welcone he'd get!" said his
sister. "Just look at it! Those aren't curtains at
t hat w ndow, they're cobwebs, and the door's

not been opened for years!"

John | ooked at it doubtfully. "People always
use the back door in the country.”

'There's no snoke fromthe chi mey, either."

"Well, on a day like this? Anyway," said John
briskly, "we've got to try and return this gold
thing. Even if this isn't his house, the people
may know who he is, and we can leave it with
them Cone on."

They picked their way through the Iong

weeds and branbl es. There was a knocker on

the cottage door. It was rusty wi th neglect, and
squeaked when John lifted it. But it worked. He
rapped loudly at the door

CHAPTER THREE

What answered hi mwas sil ence; noreover, si-

I ence with an echo. | suppose there are few enp-
tier sounds than that of knocking which goes

on and on through a deserted house. And yet,
somehow, there was the feeling that the place
wasn't quite deserted; that soneone—sone-

thi ng—was still there, or had been until re-
cently. The place itself, the cottage, the crowd-
ing trees, seenmed to be |istening.

"He's not there," said John at |ength, rather
[ oudly.

"He nust be." It was Margaret, now, who felt
sure that the cottage was occupied. "He m ght
just be scared to answer."

"But that's silly. Wiy shoul d he be?"

"I would be, if | lived here, in the m ddle of
25
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t he wood, and soneone cane knocking just as
the sun was goi ng down."

"Well," retorted John, "but he's a grown man,
and—

"And I'monly a girl? Ch, sure! No, what |
really meant was, he may not want to answer.
He was crying, renenber."



John hesitated. "Yes, | see what you nean.

Al right, we'll give hima nmnute to—well, to
get hold of hinself, then we'll try the back door
And if there's still no answer, we'll give up.
Ckay?"

"Ckay. "

There had once been a flagged pat hway round

the cottage, close to the wall, but this was now
al nost conpletely covered with flowering weeds,
dai si es, speedwells, tiny bellflowers, purple and
bl ue and white. The creepers on the cottage
wal | s—+vy mainly, and honeysuckl e—were so

thick and wild, and sagged so far fromthe wall
in places, that the children had to | eave the
pat hway and push through the thick tangle of
brambl e and fern that had overgrown the flower
beds. Here and there tall spikes of foxgloves
spired up into the sunshine. Butterflies noved
sl eepily over the blackberry flowers.

They trod carefully round to the back of the
cottage. There had never been a garden here,

only alittle yard cleared fromthe forest grow h,
and floored with bricks beaten into the ground.
These were now slippery with nposs, and you

could go on themas quietly as on a carpet. In
the mddle of the yard was a well. It had a | ow
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par apet of nossy bricks with a frame over it
from whi ch hung a rope with a wooden bucket
att ached.

The chil dren paused by the well to | ook about
t hem

The back of the cottage was in fairly heavy
shadow, but sunshine still lighted the porch
roof, and the two wi ndows, one to either side of
t he doorway. The wi ndows had no gl ass in them
but there were wooden shutters fol ded back

agai nst the wall outside. These were unpainted,
but | ooked clean, and the children could see into
a corner of the nearer room which was fur-

ni shed after a fashion. There was a heavy chest
agai nst the wall and beside it a wooden st ool

A crucifix hung on the wall above the chest.

Reassured by this, they approached the door

Thi s was al nost hi dden under the weight of ivy
saggi ng fromthe broken porch. John touched
Margaret's arm and pointed. It was just pos-
sible to see, behind the curtain of ivy, that the
door stood open. And it gave straight into the
back room of the cottage.



The porch was so small that both children
could hardly crowd into it together. John knocked
at the hal f-open door.

Again, there was no reply. They waited a lit-

tle longer, then, very gently, John pushed at

the door. It swng a little wider. They could see
into the room

It was obvious that this was the main |iving
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and sl eepi ng room of the house. There was a

bed, with a tunble of blankets on it, a table, a
bi g bl ack cupboard in one corner, a wooden

bench, a chair with a faded bl ue cushion on the
seat, a couple of stools. A jug stood on the table,
with a mug nade of some dark metal, |ike pew

ter, and a wooden spoon. The fireplace held

not hing but a pile of cold ashes. From a hook

above it hung a black pot on a chain, like a
caul dron.
No one was there, nobody at all. Just the sane

silence, and the swiftly deepeni ng shadows of
the forest at sunset.

"Well," said John al oud, cheerfully, and with

a kind of relief, "that settles it. If he does live
here, he's been honme and gone out again. And

if it's not his house—=

"Ch, but it is,"” said Margaret, in a queer
voi ce. "Look. There, on the bed."

She pointed. There, anong the pile of blan-

kets, they could see it all quite clearly. Faded
vel vet, that even in this dimlight showed scar-
let; gilt buttons; a cloak of blue-grey with a
hood; bl ue-grey hose, and a studded belt. And

on the fl oor beside the bed, a pair of soft brown
shoes with pine needles still clinging to the

| eat her.

Wthout quite realizing what they did, both
children had entered the cottage and stood star-
ing down at the things on the bed. "The clothes
he was wearing," said Margaret. "He cane back
here, changed his things, and then went out
again. | knew they were fancy dress!"

A Valk in W f Wod 29

"Well, that's fine," said John. He dropped the
nmedal lion on top of the clothes. It went with a
clink and a shinmrer. "There. W can just |eave
the thing here for himto find, and go strai ght
back. We've been far |onger than we nmeant to.
Daddy' s probably fum ng—er else he's on the



way to nmeet us."

The t hought was sonehow rat her cheeri ng.

It was, indeed, suddenly quite dark. The sun

had set with great rapidity, and the crowdi ng
trees did the rest. The air was still warm but
the silence of the forest was deeper than before.
The insect hum had faded. No bird call ed.

Except the ow . One hooted, whisperingly far
away anong the pines. Then suddenly, another
answered, fromquite near at hand. Not the

whi spering tuwhoo this tine, but the dreadfu
screech that goes by in the night |ike nurder

| eaving the snmall creatures crouching, terrified,
in their hiding places.

"Your watch nust have stopped! Come on!"
cried Margaret, and, seizing John's hand, she
pul I ed himtowards the cottage door

Then she screaned. John did not scream but

he made a sound like a shrill gasp with no
breath in it. The two children, still holding
hands, shrank backwards till they came right

up agai nst the bed.

In the cottage doorway, yellow eyes fixed and
gl eam ng, jaws open and | ong tongue |olling,
stood an enornous wol f.

CHAPTER FOUR

The children stood quite still, rooted with terror
The wol f | owered his head, and his upper lip
lifted. The fangs were long and white, and

showed glistening in the twilight. He nmade no
sound, but his neck and back seened to swell

as the hair rose.

He was going to spring. Hi s haunches gath-
ered under him H's great nuscles bunched.

The terrifying nonent seened to |ast for

ever, but it can only have been a split second.
Just before the wolf noved, John yell ed—sone-
thing hal f savage and half scared—grabbed the
nearest thing to hand, and threwit. It was the
heavy gold nedallion. Only afterwards did they

realize that, at the very nmoment when John
31
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whirled the thing round his head |ike a chain
shot, the wolf had already turned to bolt. One
nmonent the door was bl ocked by his terrible
crouchi ng shadow;, the next, the doorway was
enpty, and he was gone, |like a ghost, into the
dusk of the forest. The chain and nedal lion
went whizzing after him They heard the soft,
swift gallop of the wolfs retreat, the clink and
rustle as the nmedallion flew out of sight anong
the brambles, then the stillness of the forest
cane back, |ike soneone shutting down a pad-
ded 1id.

Margaret found that she could nove. She ran

to the cottage door and shut it. There was a

t hi ck wooden bar. She lifted this and slid it into
pl ace, | ocking the door.

"Qui ck, John, the window Pull the shutters
tight!"

"No good," said John. He sounded breathl ess,

as well he might, and also just a little bit pleased
with hinself. Again, as well he might. "W can't
stay here. W'Ill have to chance it and go."

"But the wolf may conme back. Or Daddy wil |
cone for us. If we stay—

"That's the point, don't you see? W can't |et
himstart down through the forest if he doesn't
know there really are wolves there. W didn't
believe it ourselves, in spite of its being called
Wl f Wod. "

"The tracks," offered Margaret, w thout hope.
"He'd see them™

"W only saw t hem because we were foll ow
ing the man, and it's dark now. Anyway, even
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if he did see them that wouldn't nmake himturn
back. He'd cone to get us, wouldn't he? Look

we can take sonething, a weapon or sonet hing,

and we'll run the whol e way. Besides—

He stopped and his glance slid away from
hers.

"What ?" asked Margaret.

John said reluctantly: "Well, did you notice
anyt hi ng about the wol f?"

She hesitated, then he said it hinself.

"I got the idea that it was scared.”



Mar garet nodded sl owy. She knew that John

woul d have |iked to keep the credit for scaring
the wol f away. That was only natural. But he

had been brave, anyway, to stand up to it at all;

and now, because he didn't like admtting that
the wol f was scared, she could believe him She
said: "Well, | wouldn't have thought that if it
had been starving, or terribly wild and savage,
it woul d have run away just when a gold chain

t hi ng was chucked at it."

"No. But it was running already before
chucked it. You did see that? In fact, Mg, was
it really a wolf? Maybe it was that man's dog?"

"Then it's a pretty rotten dog if it runs away
fromtwo children who' ve broken into its mas-
ter's house. Tray wouldn't."

"Then it's a pretty rotten wolf, too," said John
"Whatever it is, | don't think it's terribly dan-
gerous, and we'd be far better getting back to
the car as quickly as we can, instead of waiting
here. Let's get something a bit bigger to scare
it with again, if it comes back." While he was
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tal ki ng he had been | ooking round for a weapon

of some sort. Now he cane up with a heavy stick

whi ch had been standing in the corner by the

door. "Look, this'll do fine. If there's another one
for you—=

"This*|I| be better," said Margaret, picking
somet hing up from anong the di scarded cl ot hes
on the bed. It gleamed in her hand. It was the
I ong knife that the weepi ng man had been car-
rying. "lIt's funny he went out wi thout it, but
lucky for us."

She could see from John's face that he was

wi shi ng he had found the knife for hinself. Her
hand tightened round it. "No, you keep the
stick. | like this better."

"You' ve never used a knife in your life."

"Nor have you, except to eat peas with."

They giggled, nore with nerves than because
they thought it was nuch of a joke. John gave
a grunt. "Well, fair enough. It takes strength
to bash with a cudgel —=

"But even a girl can stab with a knife?"

"You said it. Well, now or never. Let's go."
"What about the gold thing? It's sonewhere

out there in the branbles, and we'd never find
it now, even if we dared | ook for it."



"We' || just have to tell Daddy about it, and
cone back with himtomorrow. We'll have to

bring the knife and the stick back, anyway. And
if that really was a wol f, soneone in St. Johann
wi Il know about it, and Daddy wi |l know what

to do. Now conme on. Go carefully till we see if
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the track is clear at the front of the cottage,
then run |ike snoke."

They crept out of the doorway, |eaving the

door open as they had found it, and tiptoed to
the corner of the cottage wall. John peered
round. Not hing nmoved in the deep dusk of the
forest. There was no sound. He took a fierce grip
on the heavy-headed stick, and jerked his head

to his sister. Qickly, but still stealthily, the
children stole through the waist-high mass of
fern and branbl e, making for the crunbled wall
that marked the garden's boundary. If nettles
brushed them they did not notice. The herbs
crushed by their feet breathed a dozen sweet

and spicy scents out into the cooling air. Moths,
waking for the night, floated up fromthe dis-
turbed | eaves |ike feathers froma shaken pil -

| ow. Even the npbss underfoot seened to make

a soft, spongy sound as they trod on it, so quiet
was the forest.

Then they were scranbling across the broken
wal I, and under their feet was the snooth, pine-
carpeted floor of the forest.

They ran.

Up the first slope, where the path was still
faintly visible in the dusk. Into the twi sting
track, careful now of the tree roots that reached
like webs for their feet, and the occasional trap
of a fallen branch. Round the bend and al ong

the level, with the great trees enornous in the
dusk and windless air. The twilight snelted of
resin, and rotting tw gs, and of the scuffed pine
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needl es as they ran. Now and again a snall

sound woul d raise the hairs on their necks; sone
twi g, snapping of its own accord, would send
down a spatter of needles, or a fistful of dead
cones. The ow hooted again, not far away.

The forest was enpty. No shadows noved.
The track was enpty, too. No Father cane to
nmeet them They ran on

Here at |last was the fallen pine, and beyond
it the track started its Iong slant uphill towards



the road. It was fairly steep, but even if it had
been pitched like a house roof | doubt if the
children woul d have noticed, or slowed down for
it. They had | ong ago stopped trying to run qui -
etly; now, breathing hard, and no | onger turn-
ing to |l ook back, they pounded up the |ast |ong
stretch. The trees retreated fromthe track's
edge; there were open places, and foxgl oves pal e
in the dusk, and the feathery shapes of fern. A
wren, disturbed fromsleep, flewup into a tree
and scol ded shrilly. The sound echoed through

the forest like a fire alarm It nust be the sane
wen that had scol ded them before. There,

surely, just ahead, was the picnic place, and
above it the main road where the car was

par ked.

They reached it and stopped, fighting for

breath. They | ooked about them Then | ooked
again, bew ldered. It was certainly the sane

pl ace. There was the triangle of grass; there was
the signpost; there was the tree stunp where

John had left the note, and the place where the
rug had | ain.
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But no rug. No sign of Father. And, when
they had run up to the road, no sign, either, of
t he car. Not hi ng.

They stood in the mddle of the roadway and

| ooked at one another. It was so dark now that
hardly anything coul d be made out. The road
itself showed only as a dimgrey ribbon | eading
away over the brow of the hill. Down between

the trees, in the valley bottom where the castle
stood, they thought they saw a light, diny

twi nkling. But the place would be shut by now,
and it was a very long way away. And they both
knew how far it was back to their hotel. Agai nst
all belief, their parents had driven away and
left themhere alone, in the nddle of this dark
and deserted | andscape.

Margaret was fighting off a strong desire to
cry. Al should have been well, now, but in-
stead ... Now she had tinme to realize howtired
she felt, and how hungry. John, though he tried
not to showit, felt the same cold and stunned
di smay. The thing about being brave and re-
acting bravely to a strong crisis, like the ap-
pearance of the wolf, is that when it is over your
whol e nmind and body seemto suffer a | etdown.
He felt hungry, too, and found that the hand
that still gripped the knotted stick had begun
to trenble just a little. Wien he spoke, he had
to work hard to keep his voice cheerful, as an
el der brother shoul d.



' They rmust have thought we'd gone the other
way. They've gone to | ook for us along the road.
They' Il be back soon."
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"Perhaps this isn't the right place."

"Ch, it is. Wit a minute, look, isn't that ny
note still on the tree stunmp? Yes, well, that's
what's happened; that's why they' ve gone off;

he didn't see it. But | would have thought—eh,
Meg. | ookr

H s tone changed conpletely. He bent to pick
somet hi ng up. Hi dden under the ferns, where

it must have spilled fromthe rug as M. Begbie
lifted it, was a bar of chocolate; a big thick slab
of m |k chocol ate packed solid with nuts and
raisins.

"Thafs where it was! | thought we'd dropped
it on the way down fromthe car! Boy, oh, boy!
Here, halvers?"

He broke the slab in two, and handed one hal f

to Margaret. Both children ate eagerly. They
could hardly have found any food whi ch woul d

so quickly restore their strength and spirits. By
one consent they each ate half of the piece they
had, put the other half away in a pocket, then
clinmbed to the road again to take a drink from
the spring that bubbled in the bank above.

Then, once nore, they took stock. They stood

still, listening for the sound of the returning
car.
"Because," said John, "that's what'l|l happen

Daddy can't have seen that note, or he'd have

pi cked it up. Perhaps they thought we'd gone

al ong the road—been nervous of the forest,

maybe. They'll drive along for a bit, and when
they don't see us, they'll come back. In any case,
the only sensible thing to do is to stay right
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here. Like being | ost on a nountain or sone-

thing ... if you know people will cone |ooking

for you, stay where you are. They'll find us. And
that was all rot about the wolves. | don't believe
that creature was even a wolf at all. | think he

was that chap's dog, a sort of Alsatian cross or
something. Or else just a lost dog on the
scrounge, and we scared him There aren't

wolves in the forest, how could there be? If we
stay here, near the road, we'll be all right."

"And if they don't cone back for us?"



"They're sure to, aren't they? For all we know,
somet hi ng' s happened, |ike Mimmy bei ng taken

ill, and Daddy having to drive her back to St
Johann wi thout waiting for us. They'll cone.

And if they're not here by the tine it's light, in
the norning, we'll start wal king back towards

St. Johann. It's that way, and once we get to the
main road, we'll get a lift or something."

"Coul dn't we go now?" asked Margaret, wth
a hal f-gl ance behind her at the forest darkness.

"No," said John decidedly. "The best thing is

to stay where you are. Besides, it isn't safe to
stop cars at night and ask for lifts. W stay here.
You'll see, they'll soon be back, and probably
hoppi ng nad with us, too."

"It wasn't our fault."

"I know, but they never stop to think of that.
Vell, they'll be here soon. | just wish they'd |eft
the rug, but it's nice and warm and there's no
wind. Let's make a hollow in the ferns, and sit
down. "

The ferns were waist-high, and gave off a de-
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I'icious scent when crushed. The children soon

had a soft, draft-proof nest, with their backs

agai nst the tree stunp. They settled there, talk-
ing alittle at first, but in whispers, because the
ni ght was so still.

Then after a while, because of that same un-
broken stillness, they stopped tal king, and sat
rather close to one another for confort, listening
for the sound of the returning car.

CHAPTER FI VE

As soon as the horn woke the children, they
knew what it was, though neither of them had
ever heard a hunting hom before. The sound,

hi gh and silver and hollow as an echo, pierced
t he blue norning air and wound on over the
hillsides and back into the valleys |like the cal
of a herald w nd.

They sat up in their nest of fern, still half
asleep and stiff fromthe danps of dew, and, for
a few bew | dering nonents while they rubbed

the sleep fromtheir eyes, not renmenbering any-
t hi ng about what had happened or where they



Wer e.

Then it all cane back. The wal k through Wl f
41
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Wod, the cottage, the wol f-1ike beast, the dis-
appearance of their father and nother and the
car. ..

They junped to their feet. Sure enough, it

was mnorning. The sun was not yet up, but |ight
was grow ng, sparkling back fromthe wet ferns,
and drawi ng the dew upwards in curls of nist.
And the car had not cone back for them

They were | ooki ng about them wordl essly,

in di smay, when they heard the horn again.

This time it sounded much nearer. Wth it, ap-
parently approaching fast along the road from
the direction of St. Johann, cane the flurry and
t hunder of galloping hoofs. Alot of them A
troop. The air was suddenly full of the music of
bridl es, and the sounds of shouting and | aughter
and vi ew hal |l ooi ng, and the bayi ng of hounds.

"A hunt!" cried John, seizing Margaret's
hand. "Come on! There may be someone—

He didn't finish. As they began to run up to-
wards the road, sonmething fled down and past
them and vanished into the forest. A wolf, or
a creature like a wol f. They caught a glinpse
of the wild, golden eyes, the grey pelt tagged
with mud and danmp, the | ong nuzzle flecked
with froth, and the lolling tongue. Then the
creature was gone, and the hunt was al nost on
t hem

The hounds first, a score of big dogs, as
shaggy as the wolf itself, eyes and ears eager
for wol fhounds hunt by sight and not by scent.
Wiere the track forked dowmn fromthe road the
pack faltered, paused, broke up and cast around,
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mlling about among the trees at the forest's
edge. There may have been danger to the chil -
dren, but luckily there was no time to find out.
As John and Margaret scranbled up onto the
tree stunp and waved, the first of the riders
was there, cantering down anong the hounds,

to whip them back to the road. A dozen or so

ot hers checked their mounts on the road, wait-
i ng, while another man rode strai ght down the
track and drew his big bay up with a slither of
hoofs, just beside the children



Mar garet thought that he regarded t hem

with a good deal of curiosity, but all he did was
cry out: "Wich way?" And, unbelievingly, she
saw t hat his hand had gone to a pouch at his

belt and pulled out a silver coin.

Besi de her, she felt John draw breath to
answer, but, w thout quite know ng why, she
found hersel f | eani ng across-hi mand pointing,
not down towards the forest, where the wolf had
gone, but up along the sl ope above the road,
where the forest clinbed away towards the hill-
t op.

"There! He went up there! Only a mnute ago!
Hurry!™

The man flicked the coin to her, wheeled his
horse, and cantered back to the road. Wi ps
cracked, men shouted, a wonan's voice called
somet hing shrill and excited, and the hunt was
of f, the thunder of hoofs shaking the hillside.

The children got slowy down fromthe tree
stunp, and brushed the fern and grass from
their clothes. Then, still w thout speaking, they
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found the rest of the chocol ate and began to eat
it. This time it did not lift their spirits quite as
it should have done. Miunching it, they started
up the track to the roadway. Then stopped

where the signpost had stood. There was no

si gnpost. They | ooked, wi thout surprise, at the
nmuddi ed roadway, marked and pitted by the
horses' hoofs. There was no sign of the fanmiliar
tarmacadamroad at all; no parking area; no

tel egraph poles and wires; only a narrow dirt
road, like a farmtrack, beaten flat by hoofs.

"OfF course, it's a dream" said Margaret. The
t hought seemed to cheer her. Dreanms were
things that couldn't harmyou, and that cane
to an end.

"Of course."” John chewed chocol ate for a mn-
ute, thinking hard. "I suppose you noticed how
t hose peopl e were dressed?"

"Yes. Like Richard the Second, when the
school party saw it at Stratford."
"Mn" John swal |l owed chocolate. "Or like the
people in that story | was readi ng, about the
Hundred Years' War. | was telling you about
it; it was pretty exciting. That's what's hap-



pened. |'ve been reading too nuch, so |I'm having
this dream”
"Well, so aml," said Margaret, rather sharply.
"It's my dream and you're a part of it."

"I feel as if it's my dream and you're a part
of it."

"I 4+ suppose it nmust be a drean?" faltered
Mar gar et .

"What el se? There was a good tarnac road
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here yesterday, and it's gone. And | ook, so has
the note I left for Daddy! The chocol ate's the
only thi ng—Hey, Meg!"

n \Mat ?u

"That coin he threw you, just as if he was a
duke or sonething, and you were a poor peasant
girl.. .you put it in your pocket. Let's see."

She pulled it out, and they looked at it. It was
famliar. There was the head of the nonarch,
crowned. Above it was his nane: OTHO Dux.

"Just like the nedallion!" exclaimed Mr-
garet.

"Except that the man's older," said John.
"And | ook, it says OTHO Dux this time. Duke,

| suppose? Well, that's heads. Now for tails." He
turned the coin over.

Mar garet peered over his shoulder. "It's dif-
ferent. There was that Latin word on the other.
"Faithful," you said it nmeant. This has just got

a bird or sonething. Wat is it, John, an eagle?"

"Something like that. But look, it's got a
date.™

They | ooked at the date in silence: 1342.
"And the coin's new," said John at |ength.
"So was the nedallion."”

"CGol d al ways | ooks new. Anyway, the mne-
dallion's got to be older than this. The man-
Duke O ho—was young then, and maybe he

wasn't Duke yet, either. But you can bet he is
now. This coin's hardly been used. Well, it goes
with the clothes, doesn't it? And the horses, with
all the col oured harness, and bells, and those
huge wi de stirrups, and the awful spurs.”
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"And the lady. Did you see her? Sidesaddl e,
in green velvet, with a cloak."

"Here," he said, "put it away again. Pity it's
just a dreamcoin, it's probably valuable. Thir-

teen forty-two... | wish I could renmenber any
history at all! It's the Mddle Ages, that's all
know. And we're still in the same country as we

were |last night, and it does | ook pretty nuch
the same—=

"Except for the road, and the tel egraph
pol es—

"And the signpost, and | ook, there are lots
nore trees, and there's nore forest right down
into the valley instead of fields, and—=

"The castle!" cried Margaret. It was hidden
fromwhere they stood by a thicket of bushes.
"Don't you renenber? When we went round it
with Daddy they said it was fourteenth cen-
tury—eh, fourteenth. Then-that's no good."

"Yes, it is. Thirteen forty-two is fourteenth
century, same as 1980 is twentieth. Wat do

you bet it's still there, and brand-new, with al
flags flying? Cone on!"

They ran back to the tree stunp. There bel ow

them between the tree trunks, was the castle
onits hill, walls and towers and noat and

bridge, with the river running a little way be-
yond. But it was no brand-new fourteenth-cen-

tury castle. It was still a ruin, and the npat was
still dry.

For all that, there were differences. The road
| eading to the bridge, where Daddy had driven
them yesterday, was a mere track, no w der
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than the one where they stood. The bridge, even
was broken; hal fway across the reeds and nud

of the noat it had collapsed into a welter of
rotten tinber. There was no sign of the hut
where they had bought tickets; no sign of the
cottages beside the nmeadow where they had
parked the car.

They stared, at the scene in the silence of dis-
may. At length John put it into words. "No cas-

tle, no car park. No cottages, and the new bridge
is broken. Looks as if it's not the Mddle Ages
after all! And yet it's not our own century.... The



whol e thing's crazy!"

"Yes, and another thing," said Margaret

slowy. "That man who asked which way the

wol f had gone. He wasn't speaking German, was

he? And / certainly can't! But we are still in the
same place. It nmust still be Germany, even if

it's adifferent century. But it did sound like
English to ne, and | coul d understand what the

ot her people were saying to each other, too. It
was English, wasn't it? But why?"

"Dream | anguage, that's why!" said John

firmy though he understood no nore than his
sister. "Ever had a dream about |anding on a
strange planet, or talking to animals, or sone-
thing? 1'll bet if you dreaned about ancient
Rormre they'd be tal king English, too! The main
thing is, we can talk to them™

"Well, all right, but what do we do now?"

"It doesn't seemto matter nuch,"” said John
with a bravado he didn't really feel, "since it's
only a dream But one thing's for sure, no car's
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ever com ng down that beastly little road!

Wiat's nmore, we don't even know if St. Johann's
still there so it's no good starting to wal k. And
dreamor no dream |'mhungry. At |east we've

got some noney to buy food with, and we'll know
how to ask for it. So there's only one thing we
can do that nakes sense."

"Go back to the cottage, and ask the man to
hel p us?"

"That's it. If it's there."

Margaret gasped, then said firmy: "It'Il be

there. The castle's still there, after all, even if
it doesn't fit into one world or the other. And
when we saw the cottage yesterday it did | ook

as if it had been there, just the sanme, for
hundreds of years."

"Yesterday?" said John

She caught her breath again. "You nean that
was a dream too? Before we went to sleep? But
| remenber it quite distinctly, don't you?"

"If we're both still asleep on the rug beside
Daddy, then it was a dream and the wolf and
everything. And if we're dream ng, then we
can't come to harm can we? W might as well
pass the time sonehow And | really am hungry.
There nust be sonething to eat in that cottage,



whet her he's there or not."

"If heis, we can tell himwhere the nedallion
went . "

"And give himback his knife and stick," said
John. "We've still got those, so I'll bet the cot-
tage is still there. Yesterday nust have been

part of the sane dream™
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"So was the wolf," said Margaret. "Oh, yes,
it's the same dream He'll be there, and the wolf
will be somewhere, too. It went that way."

There was a pause. "l don't see what else to
do," said John at length. "Wait here for the hunt
to come back?"

"Having found that | sent themthe wong

way? Not likely! Let's go to the cottage. | |iked
t he weeping nman better than those people on

hor seback, sonehow. Here, do you want the

knife this time?"

But John kept to his stick. They started down
the track. The sound of the hunt had | ong since
gone. The forest was as silent as before. It was
not as frightening as it had been last night in
t he dusk, but they hurried, keeping rather close
toget her, and watching all the tinme for nove-
ment among the crowdi ng colums of the trees.

"Why did you send themthe wong way?"
asked John.

"Why do you think?"
"It was a wol f, you know. "

"So what?" retorted Margaret. "If it was the
sane wolf, and I"'msure it was, then it hadn't
hurt us. And did you see its eyes?"

John sai d nothing. He had seen its eyes. The
children wal ked on in silence after that, each
wonderi ng what they would do if the cottage
was not there, each convincing thensel ves that
they were dream ng, because this was the only
confort and safeguard they could think of in a
rather scary situation. Each, in consequence,
was sure that the other was only a person in a
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dream and therefore unreal, and unlikely to be
of help if any danger canme. It was not a com
forting idea. It lasted themall the way to the
cott age.



For the cottage, after all, was there. And not,

as Margaret half expected, newly built and with
its garden tidy and well planted; like the castle,
it |ooked pretty well the same as it had done
yesterday. This time they did not trouble to
knock at the front door. They wal ked round to

t he back, which they had left open in their hasty
flight.

It was shut.

Three seconds |ater both children were at the

wi ndow, peering cautiously into the room This
was just the same as yesterday, but for one
thing. The tunbl ed cl ot hes had gone fromthe
bed, and were flung over a chair. In the bed was
a man, asleep. He was lying facing the w ndow,
and they could see himclearly. It was the weep-
ing man of Wbl f Wod.

He opened his eyes, and saw t hem

CHAPTER SI X

Hal f an hour later the children were sitting at
the table in the cottage living room finishing
a strange but satisfying breakfast. The bread
was dark and coarse, and rather dry, and there
was no butter, but there was a strong, tangy

pi ece of honeyconb on a wooden di sh, and a

bow of the nost delicious wild strawberries.
The fire was burning merrily, and the room

| ooked as different fromyesterday as a new nest
does froma |ast year's one. Their host, shaved
and dressed, sat on a settle near the fire. He
woul d not take breakfast, but had drawn a cup
of ale froma barrel in the conmer. The children

had tumbl ers (which their host called goblets)
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of some strong, sweet drink tasting rather |ike”
honey.

To their relief, the "dream | anguage" worked
here, too. At first, when the sleeping man had
opened his eyes and seen them peering in at

hi m t hrough the wi ndow, they had been ner-
vous, and half inclined to run away yet again.
But instead of |ooking annoyed at being spied
on, he had seened glad to see them He waved

to themto stay where they were, and in a no-
ment or two came quickly out of the cottage,
wrapped in his grey cloak, and, before they had



time to say nuch nore than a shy "Good nom

ing," he had invited themin and found food for
them "and fire to dry your clothes, for there is
danger," he said gently, "in the danmps of the
nighttime forest."

So they ate and drank while he drew water
fromthe well outside, and went into the inner
roomto wash and dress hinself. Then, as he sat
with his ale, they told himtheir story, which,
sai d John, hesitating, was "only a dream really.
That is, if you don't mnd being just someone

in someone' s drean? Because it nust be a

dream Mummy and Daddy vanishing |ike that,

and the road and the signpost, and then all this
is so queer, this place, and— He stopped. He
had been going to say "your clothes, and the

way you talk," but that sounded rude, so he
finished, a bit lamely, "those people who were
hunting the wol f."

"I do not disdain to be part of your dream™
said the man. "In fact, in a nmonent | shall tel
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you why | amglad of it. But part, at |east, of
your tale is no dreamto ne. Wien | first saw
you, out there by the wi ndow, you were bearing
my knotted staff, and the little maid, Margaret,
had—f | mistook it or not—Ay own hunting

knife in her hand."

Margaret felt herself blushing. She had put

the knife down quickly on the table as she fol -
| owed her host into the cottage, and she had
seen John restoring the stick to its place with
the sane secretive haste. "Yes, | had," she con-
fessed. "But after we'd seen the wolf we were
scared of going back through the wood w t hout
any sort of weapon, so we borrowed them W
really did nmean to bring them back. We woul d
have come down again with Daddy, and brought
them In any case we'd have had to come back

to tell you where we found the amul et, and how
we*d thrown it away again, at the wolf."

For that it was an amulet, and not nerely a
nmedal | i on, their host had explained to them

al nost straight away. One of the first things
they had noticed, when he cane back, fully
dressed, fromthe inner room was that he had
the gold chain and anul et round his neck. He
had found it, he said briefly, anong the bram
bles. Its value to him he told them was as a
talisman, or anul et against evil; he said noth-
i ng about its being gold, though the children
were now convinced that it was. \Wen they told
hi m how t hey had found it beside the fallen tree,
he merely thanked themfor bringing it to the
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cottage, nor did he seemangry that John had
thrown it away again at the wolf.

Now, as Margaret spoke, he smiled. It was
amazi ng how the smle changed him When

they had first seen his face, distorted as it had
been by grief, it had still been a good face, a
face with, even, something noble about it in the
strongly marked brows and the pleasant nouth

and the | ongi sh, high-bridged nose. Now, as he
smled at them the lines of grief still showed,
and the inpression that sonething terrible had
been endured in the recent past, but his eyes
were kind, and about himthere was a sort of
eagerness and hope that had surely not been
there before.

"I never doubted you, little naiden. You were

wel cone to anything that ny poor cottage could
afford you. I amonly sorry that the wolf fright-
ened you so. Yet, you tell me, you turned the
Duke's hunt away fromhis trail, and sent them
coursi ng away through the upper forest. Wy

did you do that?"

"Because | hate hunts,"” said Margaret. "And
the wol f hadn't hurt us. In fact we both thought
he was scared of us hinself. Have you seen hin®
Is he really a wolf? Is he tame?"

The man shook his head. "No. He is wild in-
deed, a fierce wolf of the forest—but only in
dar kness. \Wen you saw himfirst, at the cot-
tage door, the darkness had barely begun to fall
It was the half-light, the ow-1ight, when the
hour hangs, as they say, between the wolf and

t he dog."
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The children | ooked at himcuriously. "Wat
do you nean?" asked John

"He was still tame enough—dog enough—to

be afraid of hurting you. But he knew that, in
a few minutes' time, when darkness cane fully,
he woul d not be able to help hinmself, and woul d
attack you. So he fled, even before you picked
up the anulet to throw at him'

"I see. | thought the anulet nust be nagic,
or something. | couldn't inagine a real wolf run-
ning away fromit otherw se."

"Perhaps it is. | told you that | held it as a
talisman agai nst evil."



John finished his last slice of bread, drained
his goblet, and wi ped his nmouth. He had noticed
that their host w ped his nmouth, very neatly,
with the back of his hand, so apparently it was
the thing to do. "You said you were going to tel
us about that. How did you find it?"

"It was certainly no easy task." Their host
regarded his hands rather ruefully. They were
long and fine, but showed the marks of recent

scratches. "It was deep anong the thorns and
nettles, and took me quite a time, even though
| saw where it fell. It was the first thing | did

when | got back here, to go and look for it. |
knew that | would not be able to sleep until |
had it safely once again."

" But - "

"Yes, but how did you know?"

Bot h children spoke at once, then were silent.
Margaret had not neant her question to sound
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so abrupt, and found herself flushing. The man's
eyes cane to her, quickly.

"Yes?" he pronpted gently.

Margaret swallowed. "lI'msorry, but | don't
understand. How di d you know t he nmedal | i on—
the amulet, | nean—fell in the branbles? You

lost it up in the forest at the fallen tree. But you
went and | ooked for it before we told you about
the wol f, or anything. And you just said you saw

where it fell. How?"

"Do you mean," asked John, "that you were
here when the wol f canme?"

"Yes." He regarded them as he spoke with a
grave, sad look that held a touch of shane. Then
he | ooked down at his hands again. There was

a pause. Neither of the children could have spo-
ken. Sonehow, they no | onger felt any surprise.
But what he said next was the strangest of al

t he strange things that had happened:

"I was here, and you saw nme. You see, | am
the wol f."

A dream thought Margaret, it is a dream

And of course, if | amdreanming, it's quite ob-
vious that the weeping man is the sane creature
as the wol f of the wood. That could even be why
he was weepi ng, because he knew t he day was



al nost over and he must go back to his lair—

his cottage—and take off his man's cl othes, and
run out, like a slavering beast, into the darkness
to hunt and to kill. She shivered. They had cone
to that lair, she and John, at twilight, just as
the strange and awfal transformati on had taken
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pl ace. The man-wol f —“werwol f" was the word

she renenber ed—rust have still been |urking

near by, and had heard them Perhaps he had

t hought they were thieves. He had cone snarl -
ing to the cottage door, but seen only a couple
of children; seen, too, that the precious amul et
(whi ch he nust have mi ssed when he un-

dressed) had been returned to him and checked
hi nsel f on the very verge of springing at them
Even with the darkness falling, even through
the hooting of the ow, he had nanaged to con-
trol the savagery of his wolfs nature, and to
force hinmself to run fromthe children before he
harmed them

When they saw hi m agai n, at daybreak, he

was fleeing in desperation fromthe hunt to get
back to his cottage before the daylight change
overtook him Once there, and a man again, he
had plunged into bed, and the sleep of exhaus-
tion. If she had not sent the hunt the wong
way, they mght well have caught and killed
himwhile he was still a wolf. They woul d not,
as she had done without realizing it, have seen
somet hing human and familiar in the creature's
wild, yellow eyes.

They were certainly the same eyes. She could

see it now, quite clearly, though the man's eyes
were not quite the same clear yellow as the

wol fs, but a light, golden brown with hazel
lights in them good eyes. H s hair was dark

and long and carefully dressed, his skin snooth
and wel | barbered, and his hands, though
roughened wi th peasant's work, were snooth
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and finely shaped, not hairy a bit, and the nails
were short..

She gl anced up, saw hi m wat chi ng her, and
went scarlet.

He | aughed. "And ny teeth are not wol ves
teeth, either," he said.

"I didn't—<+ wasn't— she stanmered.

"Little maid," he said, "it would anmaze ne
not at all were you to run scream ng fromny



cottage! But you are brave, and you have noble
manners, and indeed, it would ill becone ne to
hurt you, wolf or man, when | owe ny life to
you, and hope to owe you how rmuch nore."

He | eaned forward and put another |og on the
fire. "You are dry now, and you have eaten and
drunk enough? Then be confortable, because it
istine |l told you ny story."

CHAPTER SEVEN

My nanme [said the werwolf] is Mardian, and
once | was the servant and friend of the Duke
whose nen you saw hunting nme today. He is

Duke Ot ho, the ruler of this country, who hol ds
the castle that lies beyond the forest's edge. Wy
father was chief counsellor to Gho's father,
Duke Hil debrand, and fought at his right hand
intinme of war. Gtho and | were brought up
toget her, and grew up as conpani ons and cl ose
friends, sharing everything, pleasure and pun-
i shments alike. When the ol d Duke died, ny
father followed himw thin the week; and so

O ho and | hoped to do al so when our tinme cane.

You would snmile were | to tell you of the vows
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we took as boys, of the blood-nmingling and the
long m dnight talks... and how t he amul et that
you have seen becanme the synmbol of the faith
and trust we had vowed to one another.

| shall tell you [he went on] how this cane
about .

Wien G ho and I were first come to nanhood

at fifteen, we exchanged tokens. There was a
goldsmth at the castle-he is dead now—whose
work was fanmous. W had hi m make us two

anmulets of gold, as like as two peas, save that
on one was the portrait of O ho, and on the other
my own. Then we exchanged them with vows

| shall not tell you of, boys' vows and nmen's. It
i s enough now to say that the trust between us
was kept unbroken, and that when G ho be-

cane Duke of the realm | was at his right hand,
and of all who surrounded himat his court,

there was no man he woul d sooner trust with

his Iife and all his secrets than ne, Mrdian.

Then, after a few years, a terrible thing hap-
pened. One day a raiding party, led by a certain



count who was no friend of my master's, cane
riding straight across the Duke's |land, and fel
inwith Gho hinmself, who was out hunting.

There was a skirm sh, well-armed troopers

against lordlings attired for the hunt and lightly
armed, and in the fighting Duke O ho was

wounded. The raiders drew off at that, the affair
havi ng gone further than the Count, even in his
mal i ce, intended. But the Duke, in falling from
his horse, caught his spur in the stirrup, and,

t he charger being hurt and bolting, was dragged
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some way before | could stop his horse and raise
him He recovered, but fromthat day to this he
has been lanme, and sits in his chair, or in a
chair carried here and there by his servants.

That was five years ago. It followed that in
matters of war—such as the expedition to pun-
i sh Count Sigismund—+ had to | ead the sol diers;

and in every other matter that needed a sound
body. And you may guess what happened. The
Duke's young son, Crispin, who was not yet ten
years old at the tine of the accident, grew to-
war ds manhood hardly remenbering his father's
prowess as a soldier and man of action, but | ook-
ing nore and nore to ne, Mardian, as a hero

to follow and admire. To a young boy, the Duke
to whom nmen turned for w sdom and j udgment

was of small account beside a fighting man. |
had to train him because nmen nust fight and
dukes must lead them but-always | strove to
keep Duke Ot ho first in his |ove.

For a tine all went well enough. Then cane

anot her tragedy. The Duchess, Ot ho's | ady wife,
fell sick and died. This happened when Prince
Crispin was twelve years old. After this it could
be seen that the Duke grew paler and nore si-

[ ent, and sonetines—when he was nost in

pai n—short-tenpered, and angry at snmall frets.
He spoke harshly on occasions even to nme, and
showed scant patience with the prince. Wen

| talked with the boy and tried to rmake him
under st and, Duke Ot ho grew angry again, and
charged me with stealing his son's |ove.

Then one day, when in his pain and bitterness
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he accused ne of this, and even of wanting to
usurp his dukedom he was overheard by a
courtier who hinself nursed that very anbition
This was a man called Al nmeric, whom| had

al ready suspected of plotting against the Duke's
life and against the right of the young prince



to succeed him

At first Alneric, believing that | nust have
begun to hate the master who spoke so harshly

to nme, tried to tenpt me fromny all egi ance

with the prospect of power and gain. Wen he
saw that | was faithful, he grew afraid that |
woul d report to the Duke what had passed. So

he tried to have nme killed, first by poison, and
when that failed, by the dagger in the dark

Wien that, too, failed, Alnmeric turned to sor-
cery.

| do not want to weary you, or to frighten you
with the tale of how the spell was cast, but for
a year and nore | have been as | am now. By

day | amstill Mardian, but the night, as you
have seen, forces the wolf-shape on nme, and with
it the wolfs appetite and lust for blood. Wth
sunri se the bl oodl ust goes, and my man's shape
and mnd return, but the nenories and the

shame remain.

Each night I, the wlf, go to the castle, to
watch there for ny eneny, but he is too wary

to venture out. | wait till dawn—sonetines
dangerously overlong—n the frail hope that ny
lord the Duke will cone out to see the hunt.

Each day, in the grey hours between dawn and
sunrise, while | still loiter in wolfs form they
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cone as you saw them in winter and sunmer
alike, and they try to kill me. Alneric has of-
fered a rich reward for the head of the "great
wol f," but he hinself dare not ride out with the
hunt. He knows that, if | were to see him |
woul d drag himfromhis horse and kill him

t hough the hounds tore ne to pieces the next
nonent .

When | first suffered enchantnment | fled to

this cottage. Here, years ago, an ol d wonman
lived who had been nurse to sonme of the children
of the castle, ampbng them G ho and nysel f. She
was a good soul, a wi sewonan, and a heal er

but sinmple folk are ignorant, and took her for
a witch. She died years back, but even so no
villager would venture here, or even into this
part of the forest. So no one sees the working
of the dreadful spell that binds me. Here | am
saf e.

But here, too, | have been trapped, waiting
through all these Iong nonths for a chance to
break the spell. A chance that may have cone,

at last, through you



Here Mardian fell silent, sitting with bowed
head, staring at the fire. The flames were dyi ng
down now, but the room grew warm as the

nmorni ng sun rose higher

He sat for so long that the children ventured
at length to speak. His last sentence had star-
tl ed them consi derably, and excited them too.
Questions were buzzing in their m nds.

""But why can't you just go to himyourself?"
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asked Margaret. "In daylight, | nean, when you
aren't a wolf? You could tell him everything,
just as you're telling us—=

"And he'd believe you," put in John eagerly.
"I'f he saw the spell working, he'd have to,
woul dn't he?'* He hesitated. "Hasn't he sent
search parties out? |I'd have thought that sol -
diers would have to go anywhere, even into a
witch's wood, if they were told to! O— He

st opped.

"Or?" pronpted Mardian gently.

"Or does he think you left himof your own
accord? Do you nean he hasn't even tried to get
you back?"

"But even if you quarrelled," began Margaret
hotly, "he ought to know*

"There was no quarrel," said Mardi an quickly.
"You nust not bl ame Duke Qtho. He has not
searched for nme because he has not even nmi ssed
nme." He paused, nodding. "Yes, you nmay well

| ook amazed. But my story is not yet done. |
have not yet told you of the strangest and nost
terrible enchantment of all. The w cked Al neric
has taken ny form and appearance, and |lives

at the castle as 'Lord Mardian."'

They st ared.

"Peopl e think he's you?" This was Margaret.
And from John

"You nmean he | ooks just |ike you?"

"Exactly like. To all appearances 'Mardi an’

has never left the castle. | know all this, because
sometines | travel, in disguise, to a village be-
yond the forest's edge to get food, and | listen
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in the marketplace for news. Alnmeric has no



anmul et, of course, but he has told Duke O ho
that it is lost, and the Duke accepts this. Wy
shoul d he not? He does not suspect a spell.™

"But if you did go to himand showed himthe
amul et ?" insisted Margaret.

"I'f he saw both of you together, he'd know it
was a spell, and that you were the right one!™
cried John.

Mardi an sniled at the eager way in which

they took his part, but it was a rueful snmile
"Alas, | cannot hope even to enter the castle. |
amtold that all comers are stopped in the outer
barbi can by "Mardi an's' soldiers and put to ques-
tion. I would be recognized, and killed, and the
armul et taken fromnme. O | would be shut in

t he dungeon and shown only after dusk—and

then you I mow what they would do to the wild
grey wolf who was locked in their trap! The

Duke hinself, were he to see ne then, would
raise no finger to stop them"

"Then how do you thi nk—=2" John cl eared his
throat and tried again. "You said that perhaps
the tine had cone for the spell to be broken?"

"It is nore than time," said Mardian strongly.
"For the Duke's sake, and for the sake of the
realm the attenpt nust be nade very soon."

He straightened in his chair, his strange eyes
fixed on the children, and gl owi ng al nost I|ike
a wol fs eyes. "I have heard other things in the
mar ket pl ace. The Duke never |eaves the castle
now, and nmen fear that his health is failing,

t hough his physicians can find no cause. It is
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said, too, that 'Mardian's' power grows, and that
he keeps Prince Crispin with himconstantly,

as if he is indeed winning himaway fromhis
father. | believe that if the Duke di es soon—by
enchantnent or through sonme other means—

then Crispin hinself would only be allowed to
live long enough to bequeath the dukedomto
Almeric. After that he, too, would die."

"And the Duke really thinks that it's you
doing all this?" cried Margaret.

"What else is he to think? He believes his
eyes. Is it any wonder that, as | heard, he has
torn his own anulet fromhis neck, and | ocked
it awmay out of sight?"

John found that his heart was thunping
hard. It all came back to the amulet, the gol den
t oken that had brought themto the cottage and



into this strange and di sturbing dream He

nmoi stened his lips. "And since you can't get near
t he Duke, soneone else has to try? Wth the
amulet? Did you nean that it is nagical ?"

Mar di an | ooked fromone to the other of them

H s | ook was so sad and worn that Margar et

drew breath, inmpulsively, to say that they
woul d do anything, anything.. .but John touched
her arm and she was silent. They waited, the
only sound the rustle of the dying fire.

Mardi an did not answer John's question di-
rectly. He glanced round himat the hunble
cottage room then spoke, slowy, to the fire.

"Whien O ho and | were children, no ol der
than you are now, the wi sewonan told us, in
this very room that for every evil spell there

A Valk in W f Wod 69

is arenmedy, and that for all evil there is good
in the other armof the balance. | have cone to
bel i eve through these dark days that these two
amul ets, cast in love and faith and vows of hon-
our, may hold some power that may be the an-
swer to Almeric's w ckedness. Power there cer-
tainly must be. Wen the enchanter drugged

me, ready to cast his spell, he stripped my body
of all ny clothing. Yet when he drove nme out
into the forest to suffer the life of a werwol f, |
found that the amulet was still round ny neck."

He paused. Through the open door of the cot-
tage came, startlingly beautiful in the silence,
the rich fluting of a blackbird s song. As if it
had been a signal, the werwolf raised his head
and spoke to them straightly.

"You ask if there is nmagic to hel p you agai nst
magi c. | do not know. | only know that in one
short nonth Prince Crispin-will be fifteen, and
that his father the Duke will be dead. And in
this time of need you have conme to nme. You are
young, no nore than children, but you had the
courage to face the great wolf, and later you
saved himfromhis killers, for no other reason
than that you saw his frightened eyes. And you
were brought to ny door by the amulet. This is
why |, Mardian, amcontent to put ny fate, and
so much nore, into your hands."

John and Margaret | ooked at one another, not

quite knowi ng what to say, but Mardian lifted

a hand, and got to his feet. "No, say nothing yet.
I am going out now, to walk in the forest, and

| eave you to tal k between yoursel ves. \Wat |

70 Mary Stewart



have asked you to do will not be easy and may

i ndeed prove perilous. But | will not use per-
suasi on. You nust decide freely, and for that |
will |eave you alone." He stopped in the sunlit
doorway, | ooking back. "I shall cone back at

nm dday, when the sun stands over the clearing.
If you decide to help ne you will still be here.

If not, go with ny blessing, but be sure to get
clear of the forest before dusk, or | may not be
able to answer for nyself again.”

Go? Where to? The children did not say it
al oud, but the werwolf sniled.

"Don't be afraid that you will not find your

way hone. | believe that, if you do not vow your-
selves to me, you will cone safely out of the
spel |l before norning. For spell it is," he added

with a |l ook of pity, "and no dream ny dears,

as you had hoped. This is real, as your own tine
is real, and there is suffering to be won or to be
escaped from It is for you to choose. Choice is
man's right, and for that | |eave you free."

He turned and went out into the sunlight,
| eaving the children to thensel ves.

You may i magi ne the discussion that fol-

lowed. | do not think that John and Margar et
were any braver or better than npst children
Besides, in spite of what Mardian had said, they
tended still to think that such a strange expe-
rience could only be a dream and so there could
be no real danger to them whatever they un-
dertook to do. It was a storybook adventure, no
nore, and they would waken fromit the no-
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ment danger threatened, to find thensel ves

safely back in their own famliar world. And,

like any other children who read a | ot of stories,
they believed that this one nust end happily,

that with faith and courage and the right ac-
tions, everything would conme out right in the

end. Besides this, the glinpse they had had of

the courtiers, and the prospect of actually seeing
and living in a court such as they had read of
many times, was very exciting. Danger was

hardly to be believed in; the adventure was the

t hi ng.

So they spent hardly any tinme at all in ar-
gui ng whet her or not they should help the wer-
wol f. It did not occur to themto refuse. They
knew that if you find sone person or creature

i n desperate need of help which you can supply,
you have a human duty to supply it, even if it
coul d i nconveni ence or even hurt you to do so.



This, after all, is how the greatest and best
deeds in the world have been done, and though
the children did not say this aloud, they knew
it inside thensel ves wi thout even thinking
about it.

What they really argued about, and were stil
argui ng about when the werwol f came back at
noon, was exactly what he would want themto
do.

It sounded sinple enough. "Al meric cannot

suspect two children of anything, |east of all of
plotting with nme," said Mardi an. "Though he
hinself is an enchanter, he will not be expecting
anot her spell to be working against him He
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cannot know that you would dare to walk into
Wl f Wod, so he will not think you dangerous.
Let us hope he will not even notice you. | nust
not enter the castle, but I can show you how you
may go in and mx with the people there, unti
you can comne near enough to Duke Otho to have

a private word with him" He | ooked at John
"Sooner or later, if you mix with the other boys,
you will be called on like his other pages to do
hi m some ki nd of service. When that happens,

as it surely nmust, then you rmust show himthe

amulet, and tell himny story. Above all, let no
one but he touch it, or even see it. Put it straight
into his hand. He will renenber the vows we

made, and know that the amulet is a call from

me for his help and trust. After that, it is with
him He will know how to deal with Al meric.
Cripple or no, he is not Duke for nothing."

He slipped the amulet from his neck, and

handed it to John. The boy received it gingerly,
alnost as if he feared it might burn him He

| ooked doubtfully at the werwolf. "But what if
he sinply doesn't believe me? Wat if he thinks
we just found the thing, and have cone for a
reward or sonethi ng?"

"Then hope is done. If trust dies, and vows
cone to count for nothing, then | nust stay a
forest wolf till they hunt me down to death.
There will be no nore reason for me to stay a
man, " said the werwol f.

CHAPTER EI GHT

The deci sion once taken, it was as if a | oad had
been lifted fromall of them fromthe children
because sonehow t hey knew this was what they



ought to do—what the enchantnent happened
for," as Margaret put it—and fromthe werwolf,
because he was sure that the children's coning
meant that the time was near for the breaking
of the spell.

"How do we get into the castle?" asked John
"If everyone is stopped and searched—

"There's a secret way. | shall show you the
way in nyself. It leads to a secret roomthat no
one knows of except nyself and the Duke. W

used it as boys, but have not been there for many
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years. You will not be found there. | shall take
you there at night, so that you can wait and

hi de until norning, then, when you hear the
castl e waki ng up, you nust watch your chance

to slip out and mingle with the other young-
sters. Take tine, and have patience, and you
will soon leamthe way of things. And in tine
you may be sure that your chance will cone to
approach the Duke."

""In tine,'" repeated John. "1 know, but
what's bothering ne is, what will our parents
say? We've al ready been away all night—=

"No," said Mardian. 'Time is not the sane.

You will find, when you get home, that they
will not even have m ssed you. So forget your
own concerns, of your charity, and | et us nmake
our plans, for time here is growi ng short."

John nodded. It seened reasonable. In fact

both he and Margaret were already finding it
hard to remenber what "hone" and "the holi-
day" had been like. Already they seenmed to be-
long to this strange, rather alarm ng, renote
and magi c age where dukes ruled in lonely cas-
tles, and evil nen anbitious of power stole a
good man's |ife and happi ness and condemed
himto a long prison. They were too young to
know t hat every age is the sane, for nen do not
alter. But the trappings alter, and it nust be
admtted that the two of themthoroughly en-
joyed trying on and choosi ng the cl othes that
their host produced fromthe chest in the other
room

"There should be some garnments here to fit
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you," he said. "Od @ulda spent all her tine
mendi ng and nmeking for the children. Many a



time she saved Gt ho and nme a whi pping, and
made our torn hose as good as new after sone
escapade. Here, little maid, try these."

It was like the best kind of dressing-up. The
cl othes were real ones, not makeshifts or stage
clothes; the belts were real soft calfskin and the
buckl es were silver-gilt studded with stones—
turquoi ses for John, garnets for Margaret. Most
of the garnents were worn, and nmended here

and there, because, with everything handwoven
and handmade, as Mardi an expl ai ned, they had

to last for many years. Certainly, when at |ast
they were dressed to their satisfaction, both
children | ooked as if the cl othes had bel onged
to themfor a long tine.

There was a nmirror, speckled and dimw th
di suse like everything else in the room It
seened to be made of metal, and was spotted
with rust. They studied thensel ves.

John wore hose—tights—n thick wool the

colour of ivy leaves, and a dark-blue woollen
tunic. He had rather hankered for a bright one
of robin red, but the werwolf had shaken his
head.

"It were best," he said, "to keep to the dark
colours, and the greys. There may be need to
hi de, and to go softly in darkness."

So Margaret was in a grey dress which cane

down al nost to her ankles, with a full skirt and
long close-fitting sleeves. Over it went a |oose,
sl eevel ess garnent of deep reddi sh brown; Mar-

76 Mary Stewart

dian called this a surcoat, and said that the
colour was "nurrey." She carried a little purse
of stitched | eather at her belt, with her hand-
kerchief and the silver piece that the huntsnman
had thrown to her. Both children found shoes
that fitted easily, a kind of ankle-boot with
poi nted toes, of skin as soft as washl eat her
What pl eased John perhaps nobst about his cos-
tume was that fromhis belt was hung a hunting
knife sonmething |ike the one that Mardian

wore. It was thrust through the straps of his

| eat her pouch. Its hilt, like the belt and pouch
was set with turquoises, and it was very sharp

"I"ll have to watch not to cut ny nouth," he

said, feeling it. Then he | ooked up, w de-eyed,

at the werwolf. "I knew—+ didn't know-how

did I know that?" he stanmered, then said won-
deringly: "Do | really use this knife for eating?"

Mar di an nodded. "Yes. Do you not do so in



your home and in your own tine?"

John knitted his brows, trying to remenber.
"Well, yes, in a way, but not like this. But | do
know how you do it. Does this really nean that
we, well, that we sort of bel ong here?"

"I think so. | think that already you are part
of this world. You will not feel strange. Has it
not struck you with wonder that you and | al -
ready tal k the same | anguage, yet you told ne
that you had cone froma | and across the sea,
and knew not hi ng of the | anguage of this coun-
try?"

"We'd al ready wondered about that," said
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John, "then we decided we were dreanming. It
sounds just like English to us."

"Aren't you tal king English, M.—+tord Mar-
di an?" asked Margaret.

"I think," said their host, "that you had better
not call me Mardian. You will have to keep that
for the false Lord Mardian, and you nust make
no mstake. Call me Wlf. It's a good enough
nane, and an easy one. No, little maid, | do not
speak 'English.'" And to nme your nane sounds
like "Gretta," and John's is 'Hans.' Now |isten.
I f anyone asks you who you are, tell themthis,
and say that you are the grandchildren of the
Lady Gisel. She is very old, and has |ong since
| ost count of all her descendants. Besides, her
m nd wanders now, and she lives in a world
where past and present are confused and dim
Even i f she says she does not know you, no one
wi || doubt you. For the rest, your parents are
dead, and you are wards of Duke Otho. This
means that if any suspicion falls on you, you
wi |l be taken to the Duke, which is what we

want. But | doubt if anyone will suspect you at
all. Now, little Gretta, if you should be ques-
tioned, what will you say?"

Quite without thinking about it, Margaret

found herself dropping a little curtsy, her grey
skirts held wide. "So please you, sir, we are
Hans and G etta, wards of the Duke hinself,

and the Lady Gisel is our grand-dane."

The werwol f was smiling. "You see? You need
have no fear that those in the castle will think
you strange. Now, Hans, take the amulet and
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put it in your pouch, and keep it close. Then we



must talk, and quickly. See, the afternoon is
drawi ng on al ready, and once the sun sets, you
know that | shall be able to tell you nothing
nore. Cone, let us go back to the other room
and you shall eat and drink again, and we will
make our plans."

They followed himinto the outer room "Wlf,6"
began Margaret, then stopped.

"e\WWhat troubles you, little maid?"

She hesitated, then said in a rush: "I don't
want to hurt your feelings, but you did say you
were going to take us after dark to the castle,
and show us the secret room Well, if you' re—
| mean, if you change—

"If I ama wolf after dark, how can you cone
near ne w thout danger?"

"Yes," said Margaret, mserably.

He | ooked down at her for a monment with

t hose sad eyes, then turned away to the w ndow.
He spoke with his back to the children. "Because
as soon as the twilight falls | shall go out into

the forest, in ny beast form and kill, and eat
my fill. After that—enly after that—+ can count
nmysel f safe. You will be able to trust nme unti
nor ni ng. "

"Ch, but we do trust you— began John

The werwol f turned quickly. "Do not do so!

Wait until | have been out, and cone again."

He added strongly: "As soon as the sun sets you
must go into the inner roomthere, and | ock the
door and put sone heavy barrier—the cl ot hes-
chest —agai nst it. \Watever you hear, do not
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open the door. | cannot answer for myself.

Pl ease believe me. And close the shutter on the
wi ndow, and drop the bar. Do not open the door.

| shall come back after the noon has risen, when
all is safe. Wen you see noonlight through the
shutters, open them and watch for ne. Do you
under st and?"

"Yes. We promse," said John

"But there's sonething I don't understand,"”

put in Margaret. "Wn't it be awfully danger-
ous—for you, | nean—+to go up to the castle with
us?"

"As dangerous as any other night, but there
is no choice, since we cannot go by daylight. You



could not find the way into the secret chanber

wi thout ne. Nor can I, in nmy wolf-form open

wi ndows and doors to go in nyself. So we go at

ni ght, together. Now—= this with a quick glance
at the sky outside, "I nust tell you how we will
enter the castle. See, | have made a draw ng of
it, and here, near the drawbridge, is the w ndow
where once Gtho and | pulled out the bars and
made a private way...."

As the sun dropped at |ast bel ow the tops of
the trees, the werwolf rose, folded the parch-
ment, and put it away on the shelf in the coner
cupboard. During the warnth of the day, the
fire had been allowed to die down. Now he

ki cked the remaining | ogs aside to bl acken
harm essly on the hearth.

He turned and caught Margaret watching
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him In spite of herself she | ooked scared. He
spoke gravely.

"You nust not be afraid of what is to cone
now. Do as | have bidden you, and you wil I
surely be safe. If the enchantment is stronger
than I know, then you have your knife, Hans.
And you, little maid, shall have this." And he
reached into the cupboard again and took from
it a wooden box filled with what Margaret rec-
ogni zed as pepper.

"Even a forest wolf would quail before this,"

he said, with a wy look. "It is a powerful spice,
and one of great value. O d Gulda had a taste

for spices and strong relishes, so when O ho and

| served our turn as pages at the Duke's table,

we contrived—do not ask me how —+o bring her

such things fromtime to time. She used them
sparingly, and sone of her hoard still remains
here." He took a pinch, sniffed at it cautiously,
then grimaced. "As | hoped, it has |ost none of
its power. So, costly though it is, do not scruple
to use it! You promi se ne this?"

"I promse."

He handed her the box, then shut the cup-

board door. "And now we nust nake ready. Go
into the inner room and bar the door as | have
told you, and put up the shutters on the w ndow.
Try not to be afraid of me. That woul d be the
bitterest thing of all, were | to harmyou, or
even make you fear ne."

The children went into the inner room Just
as the~door closed behind them Margaret saw
Mardi an turn away, not |ooking at them his



A Valk in Wl f Wod 81

shoul ders stiff and his head bent as if he was
nerving hinself for what was to cone. On a
sudden i mpul se she ran back to him and took
hi s hand between both of hers.

"Don't worry any nore, dear WIlf. W' re not
afraid, and we'll nanage. W know what to do
and we'll do exactly as you say. |I—+ hope it
doesn't hurt too nuch."”

H s hand closed tightly over hers. "Tonight

will be the first night that | have not suffered
it quite alone. Good night, little nmaid. Good

ni ght, Hans. W shall see each other later in
the night, but | shall not be able to speak with
you. Now | wi sh you good fortune for the nor-
row. '

They left himthen, and shut the door. They

ran to push the heavy chest up against it, and
drive in the peg that held the latch fast. Then
they barred the shutters, -and, hol di ng hands
rather tightly, sat down on the chest to wait.

John heard it first. A sort of sliding thud, as
if a heavy body had fallen to the floor, then the
nmoani ng, very soft, but somehow so terrible that
he wanted to cover his ears to shut it out. Sud-
denly, as if it had been chopped off, the npaning
stopped, to be foll owed by an even nore dreadfu
silence. Then cane a new sound, a |ong, whining
yawn as if a big animal had just woken from

sl eep. There cane the scratch and scrabbl e of
claws on the wooden floor. Then a new kind of
whi ni ng, eager and savage, and after that a

| ong, soft snarl that raised the hairs along their
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arms and nmade them clutch each other's hands
nore tightly than before, and turn on their un-
confortable perch to watch the door

The paws approached it, with a stealthy click-
ing of claws on wood. Sonething sniffed and
snuffled al ong the gap at the bottom of the door
More whining, and a slavering sort of how, that
choked off sharply as the heavy body hurl ed
itself at the door.

The stout door creaked, rattled, and held

firm Once, twice, the wolf flung his full weight
against it, his great claws raking down the

pl anks, his breath com ng short and hard and
snarling. The children ran fromthe door, across
the dark room to crouch under the shuttered

wi ndow. John had his knife drawn ready, and



Margaret clutched the pepper-box wi th shaking
fingers. They crouched there, their eyes on the
gap at the bottom of the door, where the wild
brute that was the enchanted Mardi an | eaped

and how ed for their bl ood.

He went at last. They heard himrace across

the roomand out into the garden. But just as
they drew breaths of relief, he was there at the
wi ndow beside them He could reach it easily.

Hs claws rattled the shutters. The whining
breaths were alnmost in their ears. They ran
again, this time to a far corner of the room and
huddl ed there.

He had warned them but they had expected
nothing like this. They began for the first tine
to understand the full cruelty of Mardian's fate.
During the day he slept, or ate sparingly of
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bl ack bread with cheese or honey, but every
night this gentle and nobl e man was dooned to
hunt and kill sone living thing. Wrse than
that, he was dooned each day to renenber what
he had done, and to think of it, not like a rea
wol f, but like a man. He had | ocked the children
away |ike this because he had known the awf ul
frenzy that would overtake him and the rea
danger the children risked fromhim If he were
even to scratch themw th those dreadful claws,
he woul d suffer fromit as nuch as they. But he
could not help hinmself...

Then suddenly it was all over. The wolf left
the wi ndow. They did not hear himcross the
garden, but fromthe dark forest beyond the
ruined wall they heard the Iong, eerie wolf-how
that lifts the hairs along the hearer's spine.
Then sil ence.

A long silence, and the hooting of the ow .
The children went back to sit on the clothes-
chest, and to watch the cracks in the shutters
for the rising of the noon.

It rose perhaps an hour later. It seenmed a
very long hour to John and Margaret, waiting
in the dark with nothing to do, and only the
com ng advent ur e—whi ch now seemed di s-

tinctly real and rather frightening—+to talk
about. But at last the noonlight showed, white
and strong, between the shutters, and they
coul d unfasten them and watch for Wlfs re-
turn.

At | ength he cane.
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One nonment the clearing was quite enpty,

with moonlight falling on the tangl ed branbles,
and the foxglove spires standing up like silver
ghosts; the next, the wolf was there, trotting
out fromthe cover of the pines into the white
nmoonl i ght. They could see himas clearly as if
it were day, the gleam ng eyes, the lolling
tongue, and the black snears of blood on his
jaws and chest. Neither then nor at any ot her
time did they let thensel ves wonder what he

had found to kill and eat, but he had certainly
fed. He slipped quietly across the ruined wall
into the cottage garden, then turned aside to
put his nuzzle down to the |ong, wet grass, and
rolled, cleaning the horrible stains fromhis
coat. That done, he stood and shook hinself,
then trotted to the cottage door and | ooked side-
ways up towards their wi ndow, with one paw

rai sed, like a dog asking to be let in.

"He wants us to conme out now. " Margaret's
voi ce was not exactly shaking, but it was not
st eady.

"Well, so we cone out," said John, rather
gruffly. "And silly idiots we'd | ook, wouldn't we,
if it wasn't the right wolf?"

But it was the right wolf. They haul ed the

chest away fromthe door, pulled the peg out

and lifted the latch and went out, rather cau-
tiously, into the other room He was waiting for
them there. He was bigger even than they re-
nmenber ed, bigger than any ordinary wol f, far

bi gger than their dog Tray. Hi s shoul ders were
level with Margaret's chest, and if his head was
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up, his eyes could neet hers on a level. But his
head was down as he faced them and hia tail,
too. He was renmenbering what his wolfs na-

ture had made himdo, and with his man's brain
he was ashaned

| think it was at that noment that the chil-
dren, without saying anything to one anot her
first realized how much they hated the fal se
enchanter. However it was done, he had to be
destroyed. However it had to be done, they
would do it. Men who so inprison and degrade
ot her men deserve the worst.

Nei t her of the children made any attenpt to
touch Wl f or caress him as one would a dog.
John slipped the knife back into its sheath, and
Margaret went quietly to put the pepper-box

back on its shelf in the cupboard. Then they

pi cked up their cl oaks—John's black and his



sister's dark brown—and put them on

John tapped his pouch. "I've got the amul et
safe,” he told the wolf.

"And |'ve got food in case we need it," said
Margaret, showi ng the big pocket inside her

cl oak. She added carefully, just as she would
have done if he had still been the Duke's coun-
sellor: "W are ready now, Lord Mardian."

The werwol f turned and trotted out into the
nmoonl i ght, and the children followed him

CHAPTER NI NE

The last time the children had gone up through
the forest they had been running in fear from
the wol f. Now they went with Wl f hinself for
their guide and guardian. At first they could
see very little, and went cautiously, waiting till
their eyes grew used to the darkness. Once Mar-
garet stunbled over a tree root and woul d have
fallen, but the wolf was cl ose beside her, and
she only went to her knees, saving herself with
an arm flung over his back. After that she kept
a hand on his ruff. He, being a creature of the
ni ght, could see in darkness as well as any cat
or ow .

The track turned uphill. They scranbl ed past
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the fallen pine, and soon after that cane out
into the white moonlight. There was the picnic
pl ace, and the tree stunp where the signpost

had stood. The children neither hesitated nor
spoke, but John did give one swift, sidelong Iook
at the tree stunp, as if expecting to see some-
thing there. H s | ook was nore puzzl ed than
curious, but next noment he had forgotten what
had puzzled him and trotted on with the others.
Presently they cane to the place where the way
to the castle left the upper road.

The wol f stopped, and the children with him
They stood bew | dered. If the castle had been
whol e and lighted, and buzzing with activity,

t hey woul d not have been surprised. But it was
not. It was a ruin, just as it had been before.

And this was the castle that Wl f want ed
themto enter for him to find its Duke, and



plead with himfor his friend's life? The two
children stared in amazenent at the enpty

shell of stone on its distant hill. Then | ooked at
the wolf, in pity and in dread.

Then sonet hi ng happened that really did

bring the gooseflesh out along their skin. The
wol f sat down, lifted his grey head towards the
nmoon, and once nore let out that long, terrible
how . The sound spoke of grief and terror and

i mense loneliness, and it filled the night. The
children, clutching one another's hands, found

t hensel ves backi ng away fromthe savage sound.

Then, as suddenly as it had started, it stopped.
Wl f fell silent once nore, and got to his feet.
H s head was up and his ears alert. He threw
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them a | ook over his shoulder, then trotted for-
ward. He seenmed undi smayed by what they had

seen. Margaret whispered: "It must be part of
the enchantment. He forgot to tell us," and then
they followed himdown the track until it

brought them al nost to the edge of the noat.

Here WIf stopped again. They waited.

Not hi ng noved. There was no sound or sign

of life. Margaret | ooked across the reedy nud

of the noat at the rocks out of which the castle
wal | s seenmed to grow like cliffs. The place was

a deserted ruin. There were eyel ess w ndows

where saplings grew, and stars showed through

the arches of some tower that nust once have

been the bell-tower of a chapel. The castle's tur-
rets still thrust up against the sky, sone of them
br oken, but others still show ng the pointed

wi tches' hats of their roofs gleam ng to the
nmoon. The castle's great gate gaped open, giving
on a deserted and rubble-filled courtyard. In the
top of the archway showed the rusting spikes

of a portcullis. Approaching this, a narrow
wooden causeway | ed across the mud of the

moat. It |ooked rotten, and in places had crum
bled to nothing. It stopped sone twenty feet
short of the gateway. There had once been a
drawbri dge across the gap; now there was not h-
ing but a pair of snapped and rotting chains.

The wol f noved. He slipped silently off the
track, which was here banked up for the ap-
proach to the causeway, and slunk, lowto the
ground, into the deep shadow under the bank
The children followed him not understandi ng
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nmovi ng carefully. When all three were hidden
in the shadow bel ow t he bank. Wl f |ed them



forward, right to the edge of the npat. He did
not pause there, but, throw ng another gl ance
over his shoulder at the children, inched for-
ward into the reeds.

It was an unpl easant crossing. The wolf went
ahead, trying the surface and show ng themthe
way, but still they got their feet soaked and
t heir hose nmuddy, before at length they scram
bl ed out on the far side. Here Wl f turned
sharply away to the left, into the shadow of a
crunbling buttress. They followed him scram
bling up to the very roots of the castle wall
dinging to the rough stones, they crept on
round the foot of the wall, until at |length WlIf
st opped once nore, and crouched, waiting.

When they cane up with himthey saw t hat

besi de him half hidden by a tangle of ivy and
el derberry, was a barred window. It was only

a foot or so above ground level. It was the kind
of hal f-wi ndow that one can sometines see
throwing light into a basement. This must be
the window to Wl fs secret room His yell ow
eyes were fixed on them gleanming in the noon-
light. He panted with tiny whining sounds, as

if he could not help hinmself. They coul d guess,
fromthe way he | ooked at the wi ndow grating,
then back at the children, that once nore he
was suffering fromthe hel pl ess frustration that
tortured the once powerful Lord Mardian.

John fell on hi& knees by the w ndow, and
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laid hold of the rusty grating. Margaret ran to
help him but there was no need. In a couple of
tugs the grating came | oose, as if, without the
rust to hold it in place, it mght have fallen from
the frame long since. It lifted out cleanly, Iike

a square of trellis. John laid it aside. WIf went
past himlike a shadow, and vani shed into the

bl ack gap. Wth the barest hesitation, John fol -

| owed, and then Margaret heard hi m whi sper

"Come on. It's all right. There's nobody here."
As if he needed to tell ne that, thought Mar-
garet, as she in her turn crept through the w n-
dow frane. John reached to help her. She wig-
gl ed through, reached the floor, and stood up
Then she saw what John neant. The ruined

castl e they had seen, the crunbling causeway,
the enpty noat—-all these were, indeed, part

of the enchantnent; an enchantnent that stopped
at the walls. Now that they were inside, the
castl e was conpl ete, occupi ed, furnished, just



as the real Mardian had known it. The secret

room though dusty and apparently unused, was

dry and showed no signs of decay. As her eyes
grew used to the dark she could see a table in
the middle of the room a chair and a stool, sone
enpty shelves, and a big cupboard |ike a ward-
robe. And in a corner of the opposite wall, a
door, with a heavy iron latch

Wl f gave one | ook round the room as if re-
menbering things long forgotten, then ran
straight to the door. He flung that | ook of com
mand at John. The boy lifted the |atch, and care-
fully began to open the door, waiting all the
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time for the betraying creak of unused hinges.
But there was none. The door opened quietly.

Cautiously the children peered out. Al was

well. WIf had told themthat the secret room
opened into the castle cellars, and now they
found thensel ves | ooki ng out between the shapes
of two enornous vats of wine. A |adder stood

agai nst the nearer of the vats, show ng where
the cellarer had been up to lift the lid and test
the contents. Dust was thick on the floor boards,
and cobwebs hung festooned everywhere. The

walls of the cellar were lined with wooden

pl anks roughly pegged together, and the outside
of the secret door was covered with these, so
that, when it was shut, there was nothing to
betray its existence but the thin cut in the

pl anks across the top of the door. There was no
handl e, only a knothole in the wood, where a
finger, inserted, could find the peg of the latch
The door was pl aced between the two vats far-
thest fromthe w ndow, so that even when the
cellarer cane with his candle or honed | antern,
the vats threw shadows so big and bl ack that

no secret door could be suspected.

WIf had told themthat the cellars and store-
roonms stretched right under this part of the cas-
tle. They could see, dinmy, that the place was
very big. It was in plan like a huge stable, with
stalls twenty feet wide and as deep again, bay
after bay of barrels and bottles and jars, and

| ocked chests of grain and salted nmeat. The

pl ace was a silent, echoing vault of darkness,
snelling deliciously of wine and grain and
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spi ces. Somewhere a tub of yeast scented the

air. Faint scurrying told of the presence of nice,
and perhaps (thought Margaret, with a quick-

eni ng pul se) rats. Once, when there was a scurry
and a squeak near at hand, she felt the wolf



besi de her tense and crouch; then he rel axed,
she coul d i magi ne how sheepi shly, and becane
Wl f again, l|eading themforward past the bays
of chests and bal es and bottles.

They turned a conmer, and there ahead of

them was a wi de stone stairway lit by another

hal f-wi ndow, with its grating still in place.
There was no gl ass. Cool night air came in, and
with it the rays of the nmoon, lighting the steps.
At the top was a big door, which was shut. They
ran up the steps, and John took the great iron
handl e in both hands. He had to use a fair

amount of strength to lift it.. Like the door of
the secret room this one opened silently. Again,
the children peered through.

They saw what Wl f had told themto expect:

a wide stone corridor, lit by a torch which hung,
snoki ng and spluttering a bit, in an iron
bracket. There were doorways to left and right,
but the doors were all shut. Beyond the torch
they could see, faintly, that the corridor was
barred by another door. This would open into

t he | obby between the kitchens and the great
hall. It was the way they would have to go to-
nOr r Ow.

But tonight they nmust stay hidden. They
turned to go back to the secret room This tine
the wol f did not go ahead to' guide them He
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lingered for a moment, | ooking back at the shut
door of what had once been his famliar hone.
Then, slowy, he began to follow the children
down the steps. He reached the w ndow. He
stopped abruptly in the patch of bright noon-
light and sat back on his haunches. H s head
went up.

"Quick! He's going to how!" gasped John

In a flash Margaret was on her knees beside
Wl f, and her arns were round his neck. "Wl f!
Wl f, dear! Hush! You nust not!"

She could feel the dreadful sound welling up
inthe wlfs throat, as if from some deep spring
of grief in his body. Then he checked, swall owed,
and his teeth clicked shut on the sound before

it was born. The grey head noved, the tongue
licked Margaret's cheek |like a kiss, and he ran
down ahead of them out of the noonlight, and
back through the dark cellar.

The three of them slipped through the narrow
gap between the sixth and seventh vats. The



door of the secret room shut behind them Wbl f
ran to the wi ndow, and paused with his paws
on the sill, ready to | eave them

"We' || remenber everything," prom sed John
"W'|l be all right, really, sir."

"We' || be terribly careful," Margaret assured
him "and the spell's sure to work beautifully,
so please don't worry."

"And don't try to come back in daylight, what-
ever happens," added John. "I'Ill put the grating
back now, and we'll come down here every night
if we can, and let you in."
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"And perhaps quite soon," finished Margaret

softly, "the Duke hinself will be here with us,
waiting for you. Dear Wl f, take care. W really
will do just as you told us."

The wol f slanted one | ong, |last |ook at them
then turned and | eaped through the w ndow,

and was gone. John clinbed to the sill, |eaned
out and lifted the grating, and wedged it back
into place. Seconds |ater, from somewhere not

far off, they heard the |ong, sobbing how of the
wol f in roonlight.

"CGoodness! Look!" excl ai ned John.

Margaret knelt on the sill beside him and
t hey | ooked out together.

The nmoon, high and full, lighted the steep
rocky slope down to the noatside. But where

t hey had picked their way across through the
mud and rushes, there stretched, now, a w de
expanse of shining water, girdling the castle.
The causeway, unbroken, led across it, to dis-
appear fromtheir sight behind the castle but-
tress.

They were safe within the castle—within the
spell. For them at last, the world of Mardian
and Duke O ho was conplete. Though it was

out of their sight they knew that the draw

bri dge, whol e and new, would be drawn up

agai nst the gleam ng portcullis. There would be
flags flying fromthe towers, and gil ded weat h-
ercocks catching the noonlight. There would be
lights in the wi ndows, and bustle in the court-
yard. But for Wl f-Mardian, back on the far side
of the noat, alone in his cruel enchantnent, the
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pal ace of his lord had once nore vani shed, to be



repl aced by a wasted ruin.

They turned back and began to unpack the

t hi ngs they had brought. They dared not I|ight
a candl e, but the glinpses of noonlight showed
t hem enough. They found some bread and rai -
sins, and ate them each took a swig of the
strong, sweet drink fromthe flask Mardian had
given them then they wapped thenselves in
their warm cl oaks, and resigned themnmselves to
waiting till norning.

CHAPTER TEN

They had not thought they coul d sl eep, but the
excitement and strain of the day, and perhaps

t he enchantnment, too, told on them They fel
soundly asleep, curled there on the floor, and
slept until the norning sun sent a bright slant-
i ng beam t hrough the w ndow, and woke t hem

John sat up, stretching, and yawned, then

junped up and ran to the wi ndow. Qutside,

bright in the sunlight, glittered the w de water
of the noat, and across the causeway, clattering
and cal ling, canme carts and peopl e.

"Like a market," said Margaret, at his el bow
They're bringing things in to sell to the castle
peopl e, eggs and vegetabl es and things. There's
99
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a donkey with panniers, and big jars in them
| wonder what's in the jars? And | ook, there's
a peddler, with a tray slung round his neck."

"And a cart with oxen," said her brother.
"And—eh, here's the hunt coni ng back! They
must have been out again at dawn. W never
heard them | wonder—+ suppose they were
after Wl f again."”

Both children craned to | ook. The market peo-
ple were making way for the gay troop of riders
who cl attered now over the causeway. There
were the hounds, there the chief huntsman on
his big bay horse, and there was the same | ady
dressed in green. "And the prince," said Mar-
garet. 'That nust be the prince. See, on the
white horse. He's awfully like his father—the
young man on Wl fs amulet. Well, they haven't
caught Wbl f. They've got nothing with them
W' d see easily fromhere, if they had.”

And if they have killed himdown there in the



forest, thought John, we shan't know until to-

ni ght, when he doesn't come back here to the

wi ndow. And by then it may be too late for us.
But he said none of this aloud. He turned from

t he wi ndow, and began to tidy his clothes. "W'd
better get out of here. Everyone's around now,
and if there's a crowd it'll be easier to mx in
and not be noticed. Did you say you'd brought

a conb? After you. Thanks. Now, we'd better go
if we want sonething to eat. Remenber, WIf

sai d everyone got up terribly early, and they
have di nner at about nine, and then nothing
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more till suppertinme. | wonder what they have?
' m hungry enough to eat anything."

"Probably just as well. It'Il be things |ike her-
ring pie and | anpreys and boars' heads and
smal | beer," said Margaret.

"Whatever it is, | hope there's lots of it. And

| arge beer, too, for choice. Let's go, then. W' ve
got it all straight, haven't we? If we get sepa-
rated, or if things get tricky, we neet again
here. And back here at night, anyway, if it's
possi bl e. R ght?"

"Right. Let's get it over, and the sooner the
better. I'"'mstarving.... Only," added Margaret,
"let's find what WIf called the privy chanber
first, shall we? I've forgotten which door it was
on the plan."

"The third, in the passage upstairs. It'll only

be a hole in the floor, if it's anything |Iike ones
|'ve seen in medi aeval ruins before. Marga-

ret-"

n \Mat ?u

"It's queer, isn't it, the way we can be stil

our sel ves—you know what | nean, |ooking at

all this as if it was still something in a story-
book—and yet at the same tine we sort of [ook
right and we know how to talk, and nore or |ess
what to expect.... And have you nore or |ess
forgotten what happened before we net Wl f?

| have, just about. | do renenber sonething

about a note left on a tree stunp..."

Mar garet nodded solemly. "It's the sane
with me. | don't renenber any note, but there
was a bl anket on the grass somewhere, and we
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found a sweet neat —hocol ate, that's it—
and... and that's about all | do remenber. It



nmust be an awfully powerful spell. Wich is just
as well," she finished, "because it's got to stop
anyone in the castle guessing about us, and it's
my guess this is going to be a pretty difficult
day."

"You're telling me," said her brother. "Wll
cone on, let's get started. If we don't go now
there'll be nothing till supper, remenber!”

They peeped out of the secret door. There was
no one about, no sound, no novenent. They

made their way through the cellar, up the steps,
and out into the deserted corridor beyond. They
found the privy chanber—whi ch was, indeed,

just a tiny stone roomwith a hole in the floor
| eadi ng down, presumably, into the noat-—and
then tiptoed along the corridor, and let them
sel ves cautiously through the second door

And here their luck ran out. They turned a
corner to find thenselves face to face with a
man in a long blue robe, who wore a flat cap
with a silver buckle, and carried a parchnent
roll and a bunch of keys. Behind himwere two
ot her men, young, in plain russet clothes that
| ooked li ke servants' livery. The eagl e badge
was worked in yellow on the breasts of their

t uni cs.

The children stopped dead. So did the man,

| ooking at themin surprise. At |east, thought
John, bracing hinmself for what was to come, it
isn't the enchanter. WIf told us he | ooked ex-
actly like him like Mardian. And it can't pos-
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sibly be the Duke. Mdrre like a steward or sone-
thing, and on his way to the cellars for the small
beer... He wanted to | augh, and this stopped
himfrom being frightened. He took Margaret's
hand and | ooked up at the man, half | aughing,

hal f scared—exactly the | ook of a boy caught

out in some not very bad m schief.

This was how the steward, for such he was,
read it.

"What are you doi ng here, boy?" he asked
sharply. "Way are you not in the hall with the
rest? CGod's wounds, is there not enough work

for you all, with the serving? And nmy | ords just
back from hunting, and hungry enough to eat
their horses?"

"I"'msorry, sir. | was just on ny way. And
did—and did the hunt find their quarry?"

"The great wol f?" The man | aughed. " Not



they. No sight of himthis dawning, so they say.
So he still roans the woods, ny young cockerel
to eat disobedient children. Were have you
been? And what is this wench doi ng here?"

"Please, sir, she is ny sister."

At that nonment a large lady in black, with

a headdress honed |ike a Hi ghland cow, swept
into the corridor, saw Margaret, and gave a lit-
tle scream half of anger, half of shock

"The shamel ess wench! The little hussy! Wll
nmy young nmadam and what do you here?"

"It was the little dog, madam " Margaret had
had time to think, but even so, she spoke so
glibly that she surprised even herself.

"What little dog?"
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"Pl ease, madam | do not know. But | saw it
running this way, and thought it was one of ny

lord's, and was lost, so | ran after it, and—

"And | saw ny sister com ng here, so ran after
her to fetch her back," said John virtuously.

The steward eyed hi mdoubtfully, then gave
a nod.

"Well, there's naught here for you to steal
And if | find a single box noved, or cask
broached in the cellarage yonder, I'Il see you

whi pped nysel f. What's your nane?"

"Hans, sir. The Lady Gisel is ny grand-
dare. "

Another little shriek fromthe |ady in black,

who seized Margaret's arm and sl apped her

hand smartly. tThen all the nore shame to you

for running off like that! What would ny Lady
Gisel say—+f she could say anything at all, that
is, poor lady, with her wits so sadly astray! For
whi ch we may be thankful, perchance, for she
need never know of such conduct. So cone your
ways, young madam to the nurseries!'* And be-
fore the children coul d exchange nore than a

| ook, she rustled off up the corridor, with Mar-
garet firmy held in tow.

"And you, too, boy! Get you to the hall, and

stir yourself about the serving. Begone, rascal!"
snapped the steward, aimng a cuff for John's
head. John dodged, and ran

It was easy enough to tell where the hall and



ki tchens were, because of the noise. John paused
in the doorway, staring, startled and a bit con-
fused.
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The great hall was an enornous room wth

hi gh arched wi ndows bl azing in the norning

sun. Shafts of sunlight fell slanting along a floor
thickly strewn with rushes, where dogs w an-

gl ed for food anbng peopl ed feet. Down both

sides of the hall were long narrow tables, at

whi ch peopl e sat on benches, eating with their
fingers fromwooden platters. Across the far end
of the hall was a raised dais with another table
on it, which ran the width of the room This
tabl e was covered with a white cloth, and here
sat nmen and wonen better dressed, who ate off
silver. At the center of this table was a tall chair
with a high carved back, like a throne, and in

it sat a man who nust be the Duke. The dishes

in front of himwere of gold, and there was a big
gol d vessel beside him shaped beautifully Iike

a ship. Wthout know ng how, John recognized

this for the nef, the precious vessel filled with
spi ces to season the Duke's neat. Near it stood
the great saltcellar, marvellously rmade from
gold and silver for the Duke's own use. Above

the great chair was a canopy draped with crim
son silk and held by a great, carved gol den ea-
gle, with a crown on its head.

The Duke hinmsel f was soberly dressed in dark
blue. On his head was a dark-blue vel vet cap
with a scarf of dusky crinmson twi sted round it,
one end of which hung down over his shoul der

The cap was fastened with a gold brooch where

a red stone flashed and sparkl ed. Anot her

brooch glinted at his shoulder, and there were
rings on his hands. He was turning a tall gol den
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gobl et round and round in his fingers, and | ook-
i ng, thought John, sadder than anyone, even a
duke, ought to | ook. As sad, alnost, as Wl f had
| ooked when they had first seen him

He felt his breath shorten. For there, on the
Duke's left, in another tall chair al nbst as
grand as the Duke's own, sat Mardi an

In spite of all that WwIf had told him it took
a few seconds for John to realize that this nan,
"Mardi an" in every detail, must be Alneric the
enchanter. It was all there, the dark thin face,
the narrow tawny eyes, the long, elegant hands,
the slant of the head and the grave courtesy

wi th which he said something to the Duke be-
side him The Duke turned slightly, inclining



hinself to Iisten. Sonething swing, glinting,
on his breast; John drewin his breath. Round

t he Duke's neck he could see the heavy w ought -
gold chain, and on his breast the anul et.

Wt hout even thinking about it, John found

that his hand had slid into the pouch at his belt,
and he was fingering Mardian's anulet. So

Duke Ot ho wanted to forget his displeasure,

hopi ng, perhaps, that all mght still be well be-
tween hinself and his old friend. He still wore
the token. There was hope, then, for the "faith
and trust'* on which Mardi an had ventured the
children's safety and his own life.

The enchanter spoke again, smling. The

Duke nodded, with an answering smle, but
somehow his face was still sad. He gave a hal f-
gl ance at the chair on his right, which stood
enpty. The prince? He had been with the hunt-
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ing party. No doubt the enchanter was waiting,

wi th some eagerness, to know if Wl f had been
caught and killed. The Duke, indifferent, had
gone back into his silent nusing. John's fingers
ti ghtened on the amulet. Just you wait, Al-
meric, just you wait. If the Duke only knew. ..

He was shaken rudely out of his thoughts. A
steward, bustling past with a platter of steam
ing food, called sharply: "You, boy! Look sharp
and serve at the kitchen end!"

John saw then that a positive stream of boys,
dressed much as he was, were hurrying to and

fro between the tables and the big door at the
foot of the hall. He ran after them and found
hinmself in the kitchens. He had no tine for nore
than a quick sight of the high, blackened roof,

t he gapi ng caves of the chi meys where great
fires blazed, and cooks, sweating and scarlet-
faced, basted and stirred, or heaved great trays
of hot pasties and pies out of the ovens. Sonmeone
thrust a dish into his hands, and he grabbed it
and turned to follow the nearest boy back into
the hall.

The next hour or so was a blur. People seened

to eat as much as lions in a zoo, and drink gobl et
after goblet of ale or wine to wash the food down.
There was not time to be nervous, or to worry
about bei ng di scovered. No one even noticed

hi m except to hand food to himor to tell him

to hurry, or to bring nore. He began to enjoy

hi nsel f. He grew neat-handed, and, after al-

nost falling flat on his face in the dirty rushes
when one of the dogs fled yapping under his
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feet, he learned to thread his way anong the
dogs, and to dodge the other hurrying servants
and pages. He learned, too, to dodge the bones
and ot her scraps which the diners flung over
their shoul ders when they had fini shed gnaw
ing them He even, |ike the other boys, managed
to grab a few good pieces for hinmself off the
platters, and gobble them quickly and greedily
in the few nonents of waiting in the kitchens.
The food was good, hot and spicy, and strange
to his palate, but after the excitements of the
ni ght and norning he felt ravenous. He won-
dered if Margaret had managed to get dinner

too, but he did not have tinme to worry about
her. What worried himwas the growi ng know -
edge that his chances of com ng anywhere near

t he Duke were very sl ender indeed. The high
tabl e was served—en bended knee—by stew

ards and pages in black velvet trimred with
silver. By the Duke's chair stood a page with a
crown enbroi dered on the breast of his tunic;

he was a slightly built, fair boy of John's own
age. He handed the Duke's food and poured his
wi ne, then knelt with a steaning silver bow
while his master washed his hands and dried
them on a white napkin. No one el se came near
the Duke at all. At the back of the dais was
ranged t he body-guard, a dozen folly arned
men, whose spears glinted in the sunlight. It
was plain that Duke @ ho's servants were spe-
cially chosen, and equally plain that the duca
chanber | ai ns watched them carefully all the
time. The Duke hinself paid no attention to
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them He ate little, and spoke |ess, and John
never saw hi m address anyone but the fal se en-
chanter at his left hand.

And Al meric? He sat back in his chair, at-
tentive to anything the Duke said, but appar-
ently wat chi ng—and noticing—all that went on
in the hall. Gccasionally his glance rested on
the prince's enpty chair, and then his snile
deepened. John found it hard not to watch him
but he was sure that Al neric had not noticed
hi m anong the crowd of other bustling pages.
Why shoul d he? He could hardly know all the
boys in the castle. So John ran, and served, and
snat ched food as he went, and wondered how on
earth he was ever to cone near the Duke, and
what on earth had happened to Margaret.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

When Margaret and John nade j okes about

"only a girl," they were nmeant as jokes. But
now, as she was scol ded, and sl apped, and hus-
tled off to the wonen's roons, she saw how, in
the past, girls really had had something to com
pl ain about. The lady in black seemed to think
it downright wi cked of her to have been found
near the kitchen quarters, talking to her own
brother. She read Margaret a long | ecture on
nodesty, which apparently meant sitting stil
on a hard chair with your back straight, your
hands in your |ap, and your eyes cast down,
"when any man speaks to you, young nmadam

i renenber that!"
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Even John? thought Margaret furiously, but
trying to find it funny. She bit her Iip on what
she woul d have liked to say, and concentrated
on keeping her head and her tenper, and on
menori zi ng the maze of corridors and stairways
that led in the end to the wonen's side of the
castle. There, ampong the girls and nurses and
tunmbl i ng babies of the "nurseries," she was
pushed with a sharp command to "Stay here,
madam and nind your manners, or it will be

a whi pping the next time you' re found straying
where you have no busi ness!"

Li ke John, she found that there were so many
peopl e that she was hardly noticed. The castle
was, in fact, like a small town or a |large, over-
crowmded village: it had a big m xed popul ation
who did not all know each other. Wen one of

t he nursenuai ds asked her who she was, she told
the story of "ny Lady Gisel" as WIf had bid-
den her, and the woman only nodded, | ooking

a bit sorry for her, and told her to get to table
and break her fast, then go out into the garden
to join the others at ball.

"Ball" was what she woul d have call ed pig-
in-the-mddle, and she was rather good at it.
The garden was a wide strip of grass, with

fl ower beds along the edges, and, on the side
away fromthe castle, a |ow battlenented wall
edging a steep drop to anot her garden bel ow
The | ower garden was al so edged by battle-
ments, and a long, straight drop to the noat.
There seened to be no way down; it rmust be out
of bounds, at any rate to the girls.
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The gane went on, the other girls ran, and

threw and called. The sun was warm and the

beds were full of scented flowers, roses, jasm ne,
pi nks. Some | adies wal ked in the sun, others

sat on the seats along the terrace wal ks and

tal ked or sewed, while the children, with kilted
skirts, played on the grass. The | adies' dresses
were beautiful, in rich blues and greens and
shades of rose, with long flow ng sleeves |ined

wi th enbroidery. Their hair was braided up

under pretty coronets, or el aborate headdresses
fromwhich white veils fluttered in the breeze

It was all very charnming, very colourful, and
very boring. Margaret thought enviously of

John, on the livelier side of the castle, and won-
dered how he was getting on. Sonehow or other

it | ooked | ess and | ess possible for John and
herself to help poor WIf. Getting here had been
exciting, and rather easy, and beconing part of
the castle's bustling life had been easy, too. But
it was hard to see what she could do here. It
didn't | ook, she thought crossly, as if she would
even get a sight of the Duke. If she had to spend
all her time with the wonen and girls, then al

Wl f's plans for her had been for nothing. She
could not even help John..

She m ssed an easy catch, and there were

shrieks fromthe other children. The ball, flying
past her, shot over the | ow battl enment that

edged the garden. Angry with herself for at-
tracting attention, Margaret ran to see where

it had gone. It had | anded on the | awn bel ow

She | eaned over. There was a boy, a youth of
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about fourteen, sitting in the sun on a stone seat
at the foot of the wall. He stuck out a foot, and
fielded the ball as it rolled to his feet.

"Here!" called Margaret.

She thought there was surprise on the boy's
face as he | ooked up, but he smiled pleasantly
and threw the ball. She caught it, then threw
it as hard as she could to the far side of the
upper garden. The other children ran after it.
For the nonment, no one was | ooking at her
Quietly, picking up her skirts, she slipped be-
hind a thick bush of nyrtle, where there was

a stone seat by the terrace wall. She sat there,
twi sting her body to crane over and watch the
garden below. Al at once, things had becone
nore interesting. The boy who had returned the
ball was soneone she had seen before. Prince
Crispin hinself.

"Mbdesty," said Margaret to herself. "I'lI



show t hem nodesty! |'mfar too nodest to play
silly ball ganmes on the lawn. |f anyone sees ne
here | shall fold ny hands and sit as straight
as a poker and |l ook at the ground.... But in the
meantime |'mgoing to have a real good | ook at
the prince."

Yes, it was the sane boy. He | ooked, she

t hought, rather nice, but a bit pale and perhaps
sickly. Now that he was no longer smiling his
face was heavy and his eyes dull. He had sat
down again, and was busy pulling a sprig of
jasmne to shreds in his fingers. He seened to
be waiting for soneone.

There was a sound of footsteps. The boy
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| ooked up and his face altered. A man, wal ki ng
fast, was conming along the path towards him

It was Alneric, the enchanter. Though Mar-

garet knew straight away who this nust be,

she, like her brother, could hardly believe that
the tall man with the dark hair and tawny eyes
was only a shadowy copy of Wl f-Mardian. He

| ooked up, and for a noment she felt a shock of
real fear, as if he could |l ook right through the
tangl ed boughs of myrtle and see her watching
him But he | ooked away i nmedi ately and

spoke to the youth.

That was anot her shock. It was one thing

seei ng the man who | ooked exactly |ike Mar-

dian; it was another hearing Mardi an's own

voi ce, grave and steady and kind, just within

a few feet other. Margaret's heart gave a bound,
t hen qui ckened to a fast beat of excitenent. She
m ght, after all, be going to | earn sonething of
val ue. She sat as still as a nouse in the shadow
of the nyrtle bush, listening.

She had nissed the first word or two. The
prince was speaking: "—Not hungry," he was
sayi ng, sounding rather surly, or perhaps just

unhappy.

"What talk is this?" came Mardian's voice
"Are we to have peopl e thinking that you, too,
are ailing?"

"What does it matter what they think? It sick-

ens ne, going into the hall. My father does not
seemto notice, but | see themall... watching
himall the time, sideways, as if they are won-
dering if he will even live |ong enough for ne
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to reach ny nane-day." The prince's voice



changed. "Were do these runpurs cone from
Mardi an, tell ne that? He is lame, yes. He is
sonmetines in pain, yes. But he is not sick, and
he is very far fromdying. So why do nmen I|ike
Brand and Gsric and the rest cone fawni ng near
me all day, and what are they saying to you
when they crowd in comers and whi sper behind
thei r hands?"

"No nore than that they are troubl ed about

t he Duke your father." The grave voice hesi -
tated, as if reluctant to go on. Then Al neric
continued: "As you have just said, your nane-
day is near, and on that day you rnust be reck-
oned fit to govern beside your father... or, if
need be, alone. So you nust be man enough now
to bear the truth.”

"What truth?"

"That Duke OGtho is indeed sick, and, if no
cure can be found soon, is even likely to die.
You may be Duke yourself sooner than you had

i magi ned. "

There was a short, shocked pause, then the
boy's voice: "I don't believe it! Mardian, you
must be wrong! The physicians—

' The physicians have done all they can, and
now t hey shake their heads."

"I know Do you think | have not spoken with

t hem nysel f? They hum and haw and pull their
beards, but it's my belief that they have no idea
what ails him And what could it be, that these

| earned nen cannot recogni ze and treat? Mel -
ancholy, they call it... .Wll, but nmelancholy is
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not a sickness! And where does it conme fronf

It cannot be grief for my nother. Al grief
passes, and it is two years now. Wiy can he not
put grief aside? Besides, we have spoken to-

get her about it, and he said it was not that. He
cannot explain it hinself. He is like a man
drugged, or drowni ng, he says, who cannot sum
mon up the strength to strike out for shore. My
| ask you a question?"

A "Of course.”

"You do not—+the Duke and you are recon-
i ciled, are you not?"

A "Reconci |l ed? Wien did we ever quarrel, to
need a reconciliation?"

"He has spoken bitterly to you, you know
that."



"It is his right," said the false Mardian. "Do
you not know me well enough to know that ny
| ove and | oyalty have never-wavered?"

(Pig, thought Margaret. Pig.)

It seened that sonething in the enchanter's
voice did not ring quite true, even to Crispin.
He nust have shown it, for Al neric added,
rather sharply: "Wiy do you ask? Wat has the
Duke sai d? Have | not been the sanme to him as
ever?"

There was a brief pause. "Of course,” said
Crispin.

"This tal k of drugs— The enchanter spoke
forcefully. "How could the Duke be drugged? He
eats with his other lords, and all his food and
wine is served to himby either Denis or Justin,
the two ducal pages. They are totally to be
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trust ed—and besi des, they taste everything
t hensel ves. Drugs? Nonsense!"

"OfF course," said the prince again, quite wth-
out expression. "That's exactly what the Duke's
chi ef physician said, when | talked with him
this morning."

"You talked with hinf? But, ny dear boy, |
told you to | eave such matters with ne... wth
his advisers. Wat did he tell you?"

"He could tell ne nothing, except that it
seened as if the Duke was under enchantnent."

Al meric |aughed. "But this is nonsense, too.
He was jesting!"

"Perhaps. He said that he could see no reason
for the sickness. It was |like a spell that takes

away the will to do, or even to live. My father's
linbs are not withered, yet he cannot wal k. Had
he the will, the doctors say, he could stand, and

in due time leamto wal k again. And certainly
he could ride. Yet for years now he has kept
within the castle, and will try nothing and go
nowhere. Does this not seemlike enchant nment
to you, Mardian?"

There was anot her pause. Then Al meric

spoke, slowy. "You are right. | was wwong to
try and keep the truth fromyou. This 'nelan-
choly' of your father's... you say it is not a sick-

ness, but you are wong. It is like a fell disease,
whi ch takes away the very will to live. There



is ananme for it. Men call it the 'wolf-sickness.'
Have you not heard the nane? Wiy do you
think we ride out daily to catch and slay the
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cruel beasts that harry the peasants' stock, and
spread the disease abroad, the wol fs pl ague?”

"For sport, | thought." The prince sounded
surpri sed.
"Yes, but for nore than that. | tell you, Cris-

pin, that if we could but catch and sl ay that
great wolf, then the | esser beasts of the pack
woul d | eave the forest, and the sickness would
abate."

"You mean, ny father would get better?"

"Who can say? But for alnbst two years now
the great wolf has ravaged the countryside, and
t he Duke has been a sick man."

"I'f that isn't magic, what is?"

"Magic lies in belief,"” said Al meric.

"And my father would believe this hinmself?"

"Why shoul d he not? The doctors will tell him
there is something init. Al |earned men know
of the wolf-sickness. And all nmen know that evil
men can change t hensel ves into wol ves, and
bring death and destruction."”

"Like Almeric," said the prince.

(Up in her hiding place, Margaret junped as
if pricked with a pin.)

Al neric nust have done the sane. H's voice
shar pened. "Like whon?"

"Don't you renenber hinf? That vile char-

acter who left the court rather suddenly a couple
of years ago. My father distrusted hi mand so

did you. | renenber hearing you say so."

"Ah, yes, | remenber now. "

"You renenber he vani shed quite suddenly?
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Per haps he turned hinself into a wolf. Per-
haps—

"This is fool's talk," snapped Al mneric.



"I think you forget yourself!" Crispin's voice
changed. (1 do believe he dislikes him for all he
thinks this is Mardian, thought Margaret.)

There was a sharp pause. Then the enchanter
said hunmbly: "Forgive ne, my prince. | spoke
too hastily. But all this talk of nagic—

""Well, but you spoke of it yourself, of nen
changi ng thensel ves into wolves. | was only
repeati ng what some of the people are saying.
Csric told ne that once he'd heard Al neric
speak about magic arts, and he was wonderi ng
if Alneric hinself could be the great wolf."

(And put that in your pipe and snmoke it!
t hought Margaret, huggi ng herself behind the
nmyrtl e boughs.)

There was silence bel ow. Perhaps Al neric

could think of nothing to say. It was the prince
who went on, briskly: "You're right, that's fool -

i shness. But tal king of the great wolf.. .seriously,
Mardi an, 1've had an idea. My father was asking
only yesterday how | would like to cel ebrate ny
nane- day, apart fromthe usual cerenonies.

Why don't | say that what 1'd really like is a
grand ducal hunt? A wolf-hunt, lasting all day
until the time for feasting? If | could persuade
him for ny sake, to venture out in alitter, even
a short way, just to watch the hunt—=

"Nol "

"Why not?" Crispin sounded surprised. "I'd
have t hought we should try anything that
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woul d persuade himto venture outside the

wal | s once nore, and the next time it will be
easier. If he hinmself believes this sickness could
be magical, then the sight of the great wolf it-
sel f —and perhaps that day we mi ght be |ucky

and catch him.."

H's voice trailed off, enquiringly. Margaret
woul d have given a lot to be able to see the
enchanter's face. Wen at |ength he spoke, his
voi ce was as snooth and pl easant as ever. "Of
course you are right. It was ny anxiety and | ove
for your father that made ne protest. Let us
talk about it later, my dear prince, and not a
word to anyone else; this is our secret. Indeed,
anything that mght bring G ho out of his set-
tled nmel ancholy is to be tried. But for you, wth
your great day so near at hand... do not count
too much on anything. What you are best to do
isto fit yourself to help your father rule, and
t hen, one day, to succeed him Like you, | mnust



put nmy grief aside, and think of the future,
when | can care for you and stand your friend,
as | have done in the past. WIIl you not accept
this friendship, and forget the doubts which
sonmetines, lately, | have felt, to nmy sorrow?"

"A man who does not accept friendship is a

fool ," said the prince. His voice was still rather
crisp. "But a prince who trusts any man w t hout
proof is a fool. WII you give me proof of your

| ove, Mardi an?"

"What nore can | give? Another anul et?"
asked that gentle, rueful voice.

(The swi ne, thought Margaret, behind the
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nmyrtl e boughs. She craned farther. She could
just see them The prince had got to his feet.
The two of them were moving away, their voices
growi ng fainter.)

"That was one trust | mslaid," said the en-
chanter.

"No, not an anul et, your oath."

""Wich you*ll have in any case in a few days*
ti me when your nane-day conmes? But of course.

I will swear anything to you, any tine, ny
prince. But let the swearing be private. Should
t he Duke come to hear of it, he might well think
that you and I were too quick..."

The voi ces faded. But in any case Margar et
woul d have heard no nore. Footsteps sounded

on the flagstones just beside the nyrtle bush,
and the swish of a skirt. The Hi ghl and Cow
She switched round on the seat, straightened
her back and sat, hand in |lap, eyes down, the
very picture of a nodest young girl resting in
t he shade.

The footsteps stopped right in front of her. It
was not the Hi ghland Cow. The skirt was of
grass-green silk. The trailing sleeves were |lined
with white nir. Margaret |ooked up, into the

eyes of the |lady who had ridden with the hunt.

CHAPTER TWELVE

The | ady was dark and beautiful, with black
hair bound with gold, and green eyes. The green
eyes were staring very hard at Margaret. She
spoke sharply. '"Wat are you doi ng here? Wy



are you not with the others?"

Margaret realized, all at once, that the gar-
den was quiet; the children had all gone. One
or two of the ladies still sat there with their
stitchery, and a coupl e of gardeners were work-
ing in a coner, being directed by an elderly
worman in grey. But otherw se the place was

enpty.

"Madam we were playing at ball, and I was

too hot. | was resting. I will go now," said Mar-
garet quickly, junmping to her feet.

123

124

Mary Stewart

The lady in green put out a hand to stop her.
"A nmoment." The hand took Margaret by the
chin, lifting her face. "Wo are you, girl?"

'The Lady Grisel is ny grand-dane," said
Margaret. It was all she could do not to pul
hersel f away. The lady's nails were sharp, scor-
i ng her chin.

The green eyes narrowed, consideringly. "I
have seen you before, have | not?" asked the

| ady.

"Why, yes, madam " stammered Margaret.

"Many a tine, with the other children... You
woul d not remenber ne, though we speak of
you often—=

"Speak of ne? Wiy?" demanded the | ady.

Margaret w dened her eyes in a | ook of in-

nocence. "Wy, because you are so beautiful

And your gowns , . . your mantles . . . you are
the nost beautiful of all the ladies in the castle,
| think."

The cruel hand rel eased her. The | ady was

smling. ""Well, little maid. | thank you!" But
she still lingered, staring. "I could have sworn
the strangest thing . . . Have you ever been

outside the castle, child?"
"Never, madam "

"And the Lady Gisel is your grand-dane.
What is your nane?"

"Gretta, madam"

"And your not her?"



Mar garet drooped her head, whispering: "M
not her, alas, is dead." She was wonderi ng,
wildly, if her own nother's nane would do. I|so-
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bel —-was 1sobel a likely name? If the green | ady
checked with Lady Gisel, who, nercifully, was
cuckoo, it was to be hoped she coul dn*t remem
ber what her daughters and daughters-in-Iaw

had been cal | ed.

Then she was saved. A young woman in scar-

| et appeared at the other side of the garden
"Bl anchefl ower!" she called, and the lady in
green turned quickly, waving. "Comng!" She

gl anced back at Margaret. "Go your ways, sweet
child."

She tripped off, and vani shed in the shadow
of a stone archway.

The sweet child stood quite still, with her |ong
skirts clutched tightly in her hands. Her nind
was racing. It would only be a matter of tine
before the green | ady renenbered where she

had seen little Getta, who "had never been out-
side the castle." Renenbered her, standing at
the fork in the track, with a boy, watching the
hunt. Renenbered her strange cl ot hes, her

nost i modest ways, the silver coin she had
accepted fromthe huntsman. And renenbered

that she had misdirected the wol f-hunters.

Even if no one guessed at the truth, things
could get very awkward indeed for Getta, who
had |ied, and been forward, and had mni sbehaved
herself in every way. At the worst, discovery
woul d nean betrayal for both children. At the

| east, it could nean punishnment for herself. She
had not |iked the sound of that whipping she

had been promni sed.

There was only one thing to do. Little as she
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liked the idea, she must get back into hiding,
into the secret room and wait till she saw John
again. Then they coul d deci de what best to do.

She was | ucky. Lady Bl anchefl ower was no-
where to be seen. She nanaged to slip through
the crowded roons unobserved. Soneone—the

ki ndl y nursernai d—all ed after her: "This way,
Gretta! Where are you goi ng?"

' Taki ng a nessage for Lady Bl anchefl ower!"
call ed Margaret, and waved, sniling, as she



ran.

Luckily, she remenbered the way, and in a
few m nutes found herself, breathless and al one,
runni ng down the dimcorridor that led to the
cellars. Somewhere away to one side she could

hear the noise fromthe kitchens. She let herself
into the cellar, and stole past the great sleeping
vats of wine. One, two... siXx, seven, here it was.
Like a rabbit bolting into a safe hole she slipped
in through the secret door and found herself

once nore in Wl fs room

Time went by. The sun left the wi ndow. The

light mellowed to |ate afternoon. Margaret grew
bored, and then hungry. She had been rather

too excited to eat nuch at "dinner"—which to

her had been breakfast-ti ne—and now she

faced, with dismay, the prospect of waiting unti
John came back to the secret room after serving
supper in the great hall. Even then she could
not be sure that he would bring food with him

She explored the room of course, but the big
cupboard was | ocked. Not that there would be
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food there, and the steward had said that every-
thing in the storeroons was | ocked, too. She
wondered if she dared venture out again and

try, or even if she should go up for supper in the
nurseries, and risk neeting Lady Bl anche-

flower. But just as she nmade up her mnd that,

what ever happened, she must find food, she

heard a stealthy sound outside the door, and the
latch Iifted.

It was John. And, wonder of wonders, he had
brought food, lots of it. He unwapped the |inen
napki ns and put it out on the table. There was
white bread, and sone big pieces of poultry, a
chunk of pasty, and sonme fruit and ot her things
she did not recognize. But they were all food,
and they snel |l ed gorgeous.

"I didn't knowif you'd get anything nuch in

the nursery roons," he said, "and there was
masses in the kitchens. I"'mafraid it's all cold
now, but | thought we mght as well stock up
because you never know-hey, you must be
starving!"

"I am" Margaret bit into a pasty. "l suppose
there was plenty, but | was too nervous to eat
much. Then | suddenly realized | would prob-
ably have to miss supper, too. |'ve been sitting
here pl anning how to break into the stores out-
side. "



"Why d' you have to mi ss supper? Wat's hap-
pened?"

"No, you first. | say, this turkey's super! What
a size! Go on. Wy did you cone down so early?
D d soneone suspect you?"
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"It's not turkey. It's swan. And that bit's pea-
cock. Meg, you should just see the way they do
themup, all the feathers and tail, the |ot!
They're fixing themup now in the kitchens,

ready for supper. Just wait till | have tinme to
tell you everything! But we'd better exchange
news first. No, no one suspects ne. | really cane
down to get out of joining the boys' games in

the courtyard!" He made a face. "You should see
them Bl ack eyes and broken noses are the | east

of it! It's all war ganmes, of course, nmock fights
and tilting at the quintain—that's a sort of tour-
nanent practice—and they really do hamer

at it. The nmaster-at-arns is in charge, and he's
areally tough type. | don't think I'd have | asted
very long therel™

"You m ght have. If the spell's really work-
i ng, you might have been good at it. You' re good
at— she paused, trying to renenber, and fail-
ing, "—at ganes and things at hone, aren't

you?"

"Well, | didn't dare risk giving nyself away.

It was lucky | did come now, as it happens. I'IlI-
have to go back soon, anyway. Supper starts in
about an hour, and I'mon a sort of team now
It's funny, the boys waiting at table are all no-
bl es, not kitchen boys or servants or anything.
They wait on their own fathers, even. Anyway
I"'mon a team Nobody's bothered to ask me any
guestions. And three people have called ne Lio-
nel, so perhaps the real Lionel has left, or died,
or something. Died, quite likely, because they
talk as if lots of people die when they're only
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young. Perhaps | look a bit Iike this Lionel, or
somet hi ng? Anyway, it's all right, and I'm get-

ting the hang of it, and nobody seens a bit sus-

pi ci ous. "

He tal ked on while she ate, feeling better

every minute. He finished: "In a way, if it wasn't
so serious, it's alot of fun—enly | can't quite
see how |I'Il ever get near the Duke."

"You couldn't just wait about, and seize the



chance to run up and kneel down in front of him
and ask for an audience? It sounds awmfully sim
pl e, but sonetimes the sinplest things work
best."

"I mght, | suppose. But it's risky. If | chose
the tine badly, and Alneric was there, | could
end up in the dungeon, or worse, and | don't fee
like trying it."

"Then perhaps Denis or Justin will die young,
and you'll be pronmoted to wait on the Duke,"
said Margaret, biting into a chunk of something
sweet that snelled of alnmonds. "This is smash-
ing, it's like marzipan."

"They call it marchpane. Mist be the sane

thi ng. What do you nmean, Denis and Justin?

Are they the Duke's pages? | saw one of them
waiting on himthis nmorning, but | daren't ask
hi s name, because peopl e woul d have thought

it funny that | didn't know How do you know?
What did you find out?"

"Not much, only that | think Wl Fs wong

about the prince. | don't think he's Alneric's
loving little lapdog at all. | think he suspects
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hi m of sonet hing, but doesn't know what. |
overheard themtal king."

"You di d? Good for you! Tell ne!"

"Actually, it was rather funny, if it hadn't
made ne so furious." And Margaret, with
pauses for chewi ng, told John her story. She
finished with the green | ady, and her reasons
for running away to hide.

Her brother said thoughtfully: "Pity. It m ght
mean you do have to stay hidden here. Let's
hope she doesn't spot nme as well. That really
m ght jog her nmenory. 1'll have to keep out of
t he way when the hunt goes out tonorrow. But
you-"

"If I have to stay |locked in here, I mght as
well not be in the castle at all," said Mrgaret
crossly. It really had been a very boring after-
noon.

"All we can do is wait, and tell Wl f when he
cones. He won't be able to talk to us, but he
m ght want you to go back to the cottage with
him"

"And | eave you here al one?"
"I know. But it can't be for long."
"It mght be days. Bother that green wonman!"



A creaking noise, "followed by a crash, drew
them towards the wi ndow, to gaze out across

t he swan-furrowed moat. The drawbridge was

being lifted. The castle was settling in for the
ni ght .

John spoke quickly. "Look, Meg, sorry, but

"Il have to go. I'll bring nore food down after
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I'"ll be back in tinme for Wil f."

"You can't be sure of that. Supper night go
on for ages. Wat about hel ping ne shift the
grating? It's heavy, isn't it?"

John hesitated. "We'd better |leave that till

dark, in case anyone notices it's gone. I'll try to
get back, but if WIf conmes before | do, | think

you could nove it. Don't try to lift it. Just push
it out flat, see? But best leave it till he actually
cones. Ckay?"

"Al'l right."
"Don't worry," John said cheerfully, "every-

one's far too busy upstairs to think about us at
all. You'll be all right till | get back. Cheer up
Better be bored here than beaten upstairs!”

"Goodness, yes!" said Margaret. "Well, at
least 1'll see WIf. You' d better go, but do be
careful I'"

"You bet your boots!" said John, and went.

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

It may have been pure luck, or it may-as the
children ever afterwards believed—have been

part of the spell that had sent them back in the
nick of tine to help WIf that John shoul d have
found that very evening a chance to come near

t he Duke.

It was a very long chance, and no nore than

a chance. The children's father had often told
themthat luck, in life, depends |argely on one-
self. W are given chances, and after that it is
up to us. If we have neither the courage nor the
wit to grasp themand follow them up, then they
are gone, and gone for ever. At |east we nust

try. The people who never do so are those who
133
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spend an ol d age of regret and bitterness. Wich
is all to say that, late on that sane evening, the
chance cane, and, dangerous though it was,

John took it.

After he left Margaret in the secret room he
made his way back towards the kitchens, and
soon was plunged once nore into the frantic
busi ness of fetching and carrying. He felt him
sel f safe enough from di scovery. People were
recogni zi ng himnow, and calling himHans, and
not Lionel. No one had tine to renenber that

t hey had not seen him before today.

It was John's turn to serve wine. It was nuch
sinmpler to carry the big jug round, refilling the
goblets, than it had been to run to and fro with
platters of food. He had tinme to watch the people
at the top table.

Toni ght the Duke | ooked very regal. He wore

a long robe of dark crinson, trinmred with fur

and he had a gold circlet on his head, like a
crown. He still wore the anul et. Beside him sat
Prince Crispin, equally splendid in anber vel -
vet. John watched himwi th interest. Crispin

was very like his father, and had, as Margaret
had observed, the sanme rather pale and tired

| ook, alnobst as if the same spell were working

on himas on his father. Al nmeric, on the Duke's
ot her side, |ooked alert and cheerful, and tal ked
busily to the |l ady beside him For the |adies
were in the hall for the evening neal, as grandly
dressed as the nen, and eating just as much.
Drinking, too. To John's eye, the table manners
were awful. Peopl e grabbed food fromthe plat-
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ters before they were set down, and sopped their
bread in the comon di sh even after they had
been chewing it. They handed each other gob-
bets of neat with their fingers, and drank from
one another's cup. If your own cup chanced to
be enmpty, you drank from your neighbour's vyell-
ing (usually with your mouth full) for the near-
est page with the wi ne-jug.

The manners farther up the hall were a good

deal better, and at the top table they were al -
nost normal, but down at the kitchen end of the
hal | the pages were alnost run off their feet, as
men and wonen stuffed thenselves with food,

and drank nore and nore, and got noisier and



noi sier, until some of them even slept where
they sat, their heads on one another's shoul ders,
or on the table itself, anong the greasy rem
nants of the neal

John realized, suddenly, that the high table

was enpty. The Duke had been carried out, and
his courtiers had followed. As if at a signal, the
boys and nmen who were serving left the hal

and crowded into the kitchens to get food for

t hensel ves. M ndful of Margaret, he went with
them seizing the cleanest |inen napkin he could
find to wap the food in. No one questioned him
or seermed to think it strange that he should

want extra food. Several of the boys, he noticed,
had gone off still eating, their pouches stuffed
with sweetnmeats. In the hall the nmen were re-
nmovi ng the tabletops fromtheir trestles, and
shifting themw th the benches back agai nst the
wal I s. Dogs prow ed everywhere, nosing for
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scraps. People were settling down to sleep nore
or less where they lay. No one appeared to notice
when John, with the napkin full of food, and an
earthenware jug still half full of wine, left the
ki tchen and slipped away.

No one was about except a man who seened

to be some kind of lamplighter. He carried a

long stick with a bow at the end full of flaring
tinder, and he was going from bracket to bracket
along the walls of the corridors, lighting the
torches for the night.

John hesitated. Fromwhat the steward had

said that nmorning, and fromthe talk in the

ki tchens, he knew that the pages were not al -
lowed in this part of the castle. He would have
turned and gone back, and waited for the |anp-
lighter to finish his work, but the man had seen
him To John's relief the fellow nmerely grinned,
eyei ng the napkin and the w ne-jug, then w nked
and jerked a thunmb towards the first of the cel-
| ar doors.

"He's down yonder," he said, and went off,

whi st i ng.

He? John hesitated again, but he nust either
go on, or go back and risk being kept in the
kitchen, or nmade to sleep anbng the crowd in
the hall. He let hinmself through the door, and
hurried on.

"He" proved to be a boy of about John's own

age. He was sitting on the floor beside the door
of the privy, hugging his arnms to his body as

if in pain.



John stopped. "Wat's the matter?"
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"Not hi ng," said the boy, nmuffled. He sat with
his face turned away from John, The nearest
torch was sone way away, high on the wall and
flaring badly, but John thought the boy | ooked
very pal e.

"What are you doi ng down here, then?"

"What are you doi ng yoursel f?" retorted the
boy, with a flicker of spirit.

"I came to eat ny supper in peace, that's all
The | anplighter thought 1'd come to share it
with you. Do you want sone?"

He hel d out the napkin. At the sight of the

food the boy shuddered, and his face took on a
sort of greenish tinge. "No. Take it away. Leave
me alone, I'mall right."

This was so obviously untrue that John ig-
nored it. "Have you been sick or sonething? *

The boy nodded, keeping his face turned

away. John stood, undecided. He could hardly

carry the food through to the secret roomwhile
the boy was there. Besides, he |ooked really ill,
however nmuch he denied it. John had al ready

seen, in the rough life of the castle, how harshly
t he other boys treated anyone who admitted to

any sort of weakness. He sat down beside the

boy.

"Look," he said kindly, "you don't have to
pretend to nme. | won't tell. But if you're sick
then for goodness sake have some sense and see
soneone about it."

The boy shook his head dunmbly. John, peer-
ing closer, caught, in the unsteady |light, the
glimer of a badge on the breast of his tunic.
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It was a crown. Then he recogni zed the boy. It
was the fair page in black velvet who had waited
on the Duke that norning.

"Why, you're the Duke's page, aren't you?"

"Yes. |'mJustin. Wo are you?"

"My nane's Hans. But what is the matter,

then? If you've been sick— He stopped. A
dreadf ul suspicion cane suddenly into his mnd



This boy would have had to taste the Duke's

food and wi ne. John said sharply: "You nust

tell me what it is! Is it sonething you ve eaten
or drunk? If it is, the Duke will have to be told.
You must know that."

"Yes, | know. It's not that." He | ooked up
then, and as he turned towards the light, John
saw that his face was badly narked, as if he
had been in a fight. Hs Iip was cut, and had
bled freely down his chin, and the bl ood had
dried there. There was a graze on one cheek
and one eye was rapidly blackening. It seened
likely, fromthe way he held hinself, that he
had been kicked in the stonach.

"You | ook as if you had been in the Crusades,"”
said John, relieved. What he actually thought
was, You look as if you've been in a rough-
house, but this was how it cane out, in the
strange | anguage that canme so naturally to him
"What happened to the other fellow?"

"Not hi ng much. There were four of them |

did try, but— Justin put his head down agai n.
John heard a small sob, and the nmuttered word
"coward. "

"OfF course you're not a coward! Anybody
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woul d get clobbered if four bullies set on him
What had you done?"

"Not hi ng. Only—=+'m no good at sports and al

that kind of thing. The Duke chose nme because
I"'mneat with ny hands, and quiet, and because

| can sing. He likes music. | didn't ask to be
chosen. They call ne girlish, and nake nock

of me. Then this afternoon | mssed the quintain
three times running, and they said | had to be
di sci plined."

"Who? The master-at-arns?" John coul d not

hel p feeling thankful that he had decided to

m ss the "sports" that afternoon. (But maybe |I'd
have marked them too, he thought grimy.)

"No. Onh, no. After he had gone," said Justin.

"I see. Well, look, even if it means telling on
them you'll have to see a physician. You needn't
tell himwho it was, if you' re afraid to. But your
father's bound to find out, isn't he? | suppose
he' s here?"

"No. He was taken prisoner by Count Sigis-
mund. He hasn't been ransomed yet."



"Even so, soneone's bound to guess what's
happened. You can't keep out of the Duke's way

for ever. As soon as he sees your face, he'll guess.
The Iip's swelling already, and that eye's going
to be a real beauty. | didn't see you in the hal

tonight, did I?"

"No. It wasn't ny turn. It was Denis's. But

now he's off duty, and | have to take the Duke's
posset in to him If only Denis could do it for ne
toni ght, then perhaps by tonorrow |I'd | ook al
right, and the Duke woul d never guess."

AWk in W f Wo<

He | ooked beseechingly at John. "You seem

kind. You're not like the others. Wuld you find
Denis for ne, and ask hin®"

"Wait a monent." John's heart had begun to

t hunp. "You have to take what in to the Duke?"

"Hi s posset. The drink he takes late at night
before he sleeps. | ought to be there now, but

| dare not let himsee me. He'll find out who did
it, and he'll punish them And then they'Il kil
me, or make ny life horrible=

"Look, stop worrying, will you? I'll see to it
for you, | prom se. Were's Denis likely to be?"

"I'n the antechanber by the Duke's private
stair. He'll be asleep by now, | expect."

Al the better, thought John, but he did not
say it aloud. He persisted with his questions,
t hough Justin | ooked as if he m ght be sick
again at any nonent. "And the Duke's drink?
How do you nake it?"

"Denis knows," said the boy faintly. He rested
his forehead on his knees again. John caught

a few phrases... "Golden cup... pan for heating
the mlk . . . the wine he likes . . . the spices
and herbs will be ready...."

Ch, will they? thought John- But there was

no tine to wonder what woul d happen once he

was in the Duke's private roons and face to face
with the job of m xing a posset-—whatever that

m ght be. He said quickly: "All right, 1'll see to
it. But if I'"'mto get into the private roons to
find Denis, 1've got to look as if | have sone

right there. W'd better change clothes. Quick,
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["lI'l help you. Mne'1l1 be warmer for you, any-
way. "



He was stripping off his own tunic as he

spoke. The ot her boy, half-dazedly, did the

sanme, and soon John, neat in black velvet with

t he ducal crown on his breast, was hel ping Jus-
tin into his own warmtunic. As he buckled his
belt back on, a thought struck him and he
quietly slipped the dagger fromits hangers and
tucked it into the napkin with the food- It wasn't
likely that anyone would be allowed to carry

arnms into the Duke's presence.

"Now, do you want ne to hel p you back into
the hall? O shall | send soneone to you here?"

But Justin, full of relief and gratitude, would
not hear of it. Al he wanted, he said, was for

John to go quickly, and find Denis. "I'd rather
you went straight away, truly! 1'll just go back
in there for a bit, and wait till |I'mbetter."

So John pulled himto his feet and hel ped him
into the little room There was a shelf above the
door, and here John reached up to push the bun-
dle of food. No tine to take it to Margaret, but
she would hardly need it yet.

"Look, I've hidden the food up here. If you do
want some, help yourself, but don't take it all,

will you? D you want a drink of w ne?"

"No, thanks."

"Then I'1l take the jug with ne. It'll look as
if 1"'mrunning an errand. Stay there till you're
better, and don't worry. 1'll be back as soon as

I can." He shut the door on the sick boy, then
ran as fast as he could back towards the part
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of the castle where he knew the Duke's private
roonms to be.

He found his way easily, by sinply asking for
Deni s whenever he met anyone who was stil
awake and sober. But when he got to the big
ant echanber outside the ducal roons he asked
no more. He had his own reasons for not want-
ing to find Denis.

The ant echanmber was crowded with people.

Most of these—the Duke's gentl emen—were

sl eeping. But nen-at-arns, fully armed and

alert, stood by the walls. The fire had burned

| ow, but torches cast a fair ampunt of light. The
roomwas very warm The walls were hung with
thick curtains of arras, and the air was snoky
with the torches and the dying fire. At the far
end of the chanber a wide, curving stair led up
towards the tower room where the Duke slept.



John paused in the doorway, |ooking around
cautiously. To his relief he could not see Denis
anywhere. Clutching the wine-jug, and hoping
that he | ooked Iike a page who had been sent

for in a hurry, he took half a step forward into
t he ant echanber.

Then stopped short, as he caught a novenent

in the shadows on the private stair. H s heart
| urched as he recogni zed Al neric. The enchant -
er came softly down fromthe Duke's roons, and
started straight across the antechanber to-
war ds the door where John was standi ng.

John stood rooted, his mind in a whirl. If he
went on, the enchanter m ght stop and question
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him But it would be even nore dangerous if
Al meric shoul d see hi mdodge back and hide..

"Mardi an!'" call ed soneone softly. Over near
the fireplace a man beckoned. The enchanter
turned, and went across to speak to him

John pulled at the heavy folds of arras beside
t he door. There was space between this and the
chanmber wall. He slipped quickly into its shel-
ter. Now he could see nothing. He waited, I|is-
tening. It seened an age, but it was only a few
m nut es before he heard the rushes rustling as
soft footsteps approached the doorway. The en-
chanter's robe brushed the arras. He neither
paused nor gl anced asi de. He went.

John gave himhalf a mnute nore, then

slipped out from behind the arras and ran across
the roomto the stairway. There were two guards
at the foot. They nade no nove to stop him One
of themsaid, with a grin: "Late, aren't you?
Don't blame you for dodging Lord Mardian. It's
one of those nights, so | ook sharp now, or the
Duke m ght have the skin off you, too."

John nmuttered sonething, and ran between
the two of them and up the curving stair to the
| andi ng outsi de the Duke's door

This was the danger-point. To his imense
relief, there was no sign of Denis here, either.
But there were nore guards, one to either side
of the big iron-studded door. And these two
stopped him Their spears flashed down to cross
in front of the door, as one of them said:

"You're not Justin. Who are you?"

The ot her reached out, took the jug from
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John's hand, and sniffed at it. "Wat's this? This
isn'"t for the Duke, is it? Seens |ike the ordinary
supper-stuff to nme."

"Well, it is, but the rough red' s better for heat-
ing up with the herbs and spices," said John
glibly. He tried to grin, though he was very
nervous. "l should know, | have to taste it for
him"

The man handed it back. "Ch, aye, we know
that. You're not likely to be carrying poison
But where's Justin? It's his night, isn't it?"

"Yes, but the Duke's asked for nme. Seems |'m
to be trained, too. |I'mHans," said John, as if
t hat shoul d expl ain everything. Then, on an in-
spiration, he added; "Lionel's brother. Didn't
you know?"

"Lionel's brother? Now you nmention it, you've

got a look of him Al right, youngster, in you
go. He's a bit glumtonight, | warn you, so let's
hope for all our sakes that you can m x a good

W ne- posset."

The spears lifted. John went through. The
door shut behind him He had done it. He was
in the Duke's private room

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Margaret, left to herself, went back to sit on the
wi ndowsi | I . She ni bbl ed the marchpane, watch-

i ng the deepening colour of the sky and its re-
flections in the npat, and waiting for the "hour
between the wolf and the dog," after which Wl f-
Mar di an had promi sed to cone.

Now t hat the drawbridge was up, there was
no com ng and goi ng al ong the road beyond the

water; no sound at all, not even the hooting of
the ow .
It grew darker. The roomwas still warmfrom

the day's sunlight. She found herself nodding:
she had not had rmuch sleep last night. In the

end, with the stillness, and the good neal, she
147
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dozed of f soundly, and did not wake until sone
time later, when a sound startled her out of
sl eep.

VWl f? She | eaned towards the wi ndow. It was
qui te dark outside. She could see nothing, hear
not hi ng.

John comi ng back? Yes, that nust be it. The
sound had cone from beyond the door, in the
big cellarage. She got up thankfully, stretching.

Then stiffened, straining to hear

Not John. It was a heavier tread, and whoever
it was cleared his throat; a man. The steward,
then, or the cellarer cone to tend the vats?

No, not the steward. He came straight for the
secret door, and she heard his finger groping in
the darkness for the knothole. The latch Iifted.

No time to dislodge the grating, and cl anber
out of the window. And in the roomitself there
was only one place to hide. Opposite the door
was the big cupboard, jutting fromthe wall. It
was | ocked, but between it and the coner of the
roomwas a deep recess where she coul d hide
wel | enough, though any search of the room
woul d be bound to discover her. She edged her
way into the comer, past sonme ancient gar-
ments of |eather that hung from a wooden peg.
They were stiff with disuse, and they snelled
rat her nasty, but once she had pushed through
them and steadied themfromrattling, they

hung in front of her, like a rotten curtain.

Not a nonent too soon. The door opened, and
t he newconer entered. He had a lantern with
him which threw his shadow across the fl oor
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and up the wall. For a brief nonment it showed
sharply against the wall opposite Margaret's
corner and she recognized it. It was the w cked
enchanter, Al neric.

She shoul d have known, of course. Al of them
shoul d have known. It was the one thing none

of them had thought of: that if the Duke thought
this was Mardi an, he woul d assune that "Mar-

di an" knew of the secret they had shared as
boys. He nmust have spoken to hi mabout the
secret room Lane as he was, the Duke could

not come here hinself. But it was no | onger

Wl fs secret. It was Alneric's, too



Margaret's heart was beating in fast, fright-
ened t huds.

Why had Al nmeric come down tonight? Did he

guess, or hope, that sone day WlIf mght cone
back to the place which once he had shared with
his friend? O had he discovered John, and
somehow got their secret out of hin? O per-
haps, since Alneric was, after all, an enchanter
he had found out everything by his magic art....

He was coning towards her corner. She held

her breath. The soft footsteps stopped, and there
was the sound of a key in the cupboard door

The door opened, creaking. He began to lift
things fromthe shelves, and carry themto the
table. The yellow | antern-Iight cast heavy shad-
ows. He had not noticed the traces—foot marks

in the dust, crunbs fromthe neal —that the
children nust have left. He had not seen

agai nst the darkness outside, that the w ndow
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grating was not fast in its sockets. He was intent
on what ever he was doi ng.

There were chinki ng sounds, and then sone-

thing that sounded like stirring, spoon on gl ass.
Through it all cane the soft, sweet, yet terri-
fying sound of the enchanter hunming to him

sel f.

She could tell fromthe sound that he had his
back to her. Very cautiously she parted the stiff
fol ds of |eather, and peered through.

The enchanter's tall formwas bent over the

table in the center of the room On the table
stood the things he had brought fromthe cup-
board, flasks and bottles, a |leather bag tied with
cord, a wooden box with a | ock, and somethi ng

that | ooked Iike a burner with a netal tripod

over it. He had poured liquid into a big gl ass
flask, and was stirring this.

The lantern was snoking a little; she could

snell it, sharp and hot. It gave a strong, yellow
light. She could only hope that if John cane

back now, he m ght see a crack of |ight above

the door, and be warned. And if Wl f should

cone across the mpat, he might be warned as

wel I .

At that very nmoment she heard it; the |ong
nmour nful howl of the great wolf in the night
out si de.

The enchanter heard it, too. He lifted his
head. She ducked back, cl osing her peephol e,



but not before she had seen his face. He was
smling. He left the table and wal ked to the
wi ndow. He passed very near to Margaret. The
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hangi ng | eat her garnents stirred as his sleeve
touched them but he noticed nothing. He stood
| ooki ng out of the wi ndow, and | aughed again,
softly to hinself.

"Al as, ny poor Mardian." The grave voice

was gently nocking. Margaret's flesh crept. It
was horrible to hear Mardian's own voi ce nock-
ing his tragedy. "Come, then, my poor man-wolf.
Cone near, and let me talk to you. If | could but
make you tell me where the amulet is hidden

The one thing that is |acking; the only dan-
ger... But soon this will cease to trouble ne.
The tine is alnost out, and then it will not
matter that the Duke has ceased to hold ' Mar-
dian' in his heart. Crispin will be mne, mne
for Iong enough. | shall see that Duke O ho does
not live out the nmoon, and once he is gone | can
do what | please with the boy." Again the soft
chuckle. "Ch, yes, Crispin, will fall heir to much
el se besides the dukedom Wen he has foll owed
his father, why, then, ah, then, the dukedom
will be mne, with all the wealth and power ny
magi ¢ masters prom sed ne! And you, my poor
wol f, will be hunted to death in ny forests, by
day and by night...."

The wol f howl ed. The sound was nuch nearer
Margaret listened fearfully for the noises that
woul d tell her he was crossing the noat. But
the Iighted wi ndow may have warned him He

did not cone, and presently the enchanter went
back to the table and to his brew ng.

Agai n the soft chanting. She risked anot her
| ook. He had lighted the burner, and pushed the
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trivet over it. On this was standing the flask of
liquid that he had been mixing. It was a deep
reddi sh-purple in colour. Alnmeric stirred it with
a long, pale stick that mght have been nade

of ivory or bone. Margaret thought that he

| ooked anxi ous. She wat ched, ready to duck

back again behind the folds of |eather. But he
was intent on the flask as it heated over the

yel |l ow fl ame.

At length, after what seened a long tineg,

steam began to rise fromthe flask, grey steam
that curled thinly up. The liquid bubbled at the
edges. Margaret could snell the sweet, pungent
scent of it. It caught at her throat, so that she



was afraid that she might cough. The enchanter
reached to a small bag of soft |eather that hung
suspended froma cord round his neck. From

this he took, so carefully that she knew it rmust
either be very costly or very deadly, a small

pi nch of powder between thunb and forefinger.

He sprinkled this on the surface of the liquid.

| mredi ately the snoke changed colour. It

went white and thick, then green, green as a
slinmy pool. The snell changed, and becane

sweet and light, like linme flowers. Al nmeric
twitched the flask aside fromthe flame, and set
it down on the table to cool. Margaret drew back
out of sight. The enchanter came across to the
cupboard, and opened the door again. He was
nmovi ng thi ngs about on the shelves, |ooking for
sormet hi ng.

She knew that the open door of the cupboard
woul d hide her fromhim She parted the |eather
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and peeped again. The flask of |iquid stood
there, no |l onger smoking. It was darker, surely,
al nost bl ack, l|ike strong nedicine, or poison...

A nmovenent in it caught her eye. She watched

it, puzzled. What could there be in that hot lig-
ui d? Then she realized that it was a reflection
She could see, mrrored small in the curved side
of the flask, the tall figure of the enchanter
turning fromthe cupboard with a goblet in his
hand.

And he could see her. As she shrank back
again that gentle, terrifying voice spoke, with
a new note init:

"So? Whoever you are who has come into ny

parl our to watch and to spy, be wel come. There
is alot you can tell me before you drink this
drink for ne. Come out of your comer, and |et
us tal k."

"Now, " said the enchanter, "who are you?"

"I'f you please, nmy lord, ny name is Getta
and | + was exploring."

"In the cellars? | would have thought so
young a nmaid woul d have been afraid of what
she nmight find here."

"What she nmight find here?" faltered Mar-
garet. She could not help a guilty glance at the
apparatus on the table, and she saw his eyes



narrow, as he replied:

"Why, yes. Spiders and rats and toads and
suchli ke horrors. "

"Ch," said Margaret.
"And in the dark, too," added Al neric gently.
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Even t hough he | ooked and sounded so |ike

Wl f - Mardi an, Margaret did not need to rem nd
herself to be afraid of him She junped as his
voi ce changed. "Come now, we will have no lies.
I can make you tell nme the truth, be sure of
that. Come here."

There was nothing for it but to obey him She
went towards him unwillingly. She stopped a
yard away, but his hand shot out and he gri pped
her by the arm drawing her right up to him

H s hand was very cold and his eyes | ooked an-
gry. She felt herself shiver

"Now, tell me again. Who are you and what
are you doi ng here?"

Agai n, and nearer still, the wolf how ed. Mar-
garet | ooked down at the floor, so that he would
not see her expression. She said quickly: "I am

the Lady Gisel's granddaughter. |I—+ am not

afraid of spiders, and | detest the games the
other girls play, so | went exploring. | found the
secret door, and there was this room |-+ tried

to open the cupboard, but it was |ocked. |

t hought it would be fun to hide here. | had sone
mar chpane, so | sat to eat it, and | fell asleep
Then | heard you coming, and | was frightened.
I've run away on ny own before, you see, ny

lord, and they caught me, and | was beaten

SO0—

"As you shoul d be beaten again," said the
enchanter, snmoothly. "But you are a pretty
maid, and it would be a pity to hurt you. So,
since you have found my secret, you shall stay
here with ne, and help nme do nmy work."
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She swal | owed. Sonmehow this was a bit nore
frightening than his anger had been. "What
work, ny |ord?"

He stooped his head forward, like a bird of

prey. "Wy, making nedicine for our lord the
Duke. This wol f-sickness is too slow, it is tinme
to help our dear Duke on his way. Spells grow
thin with tinme, little nmaid, and have to be re-



newed. So nedi ci nes nust be brewed, too, from
time to time, even for ny Lord Mardian."

"For MardianTl cried Margaret, caught off
her guard.

It was a bad mistake. He did not speak, but
stared at her in silence, while she felt the col our
drai ni ng from her cheeks.

At | ast he spoke. "So. A pretty maid cones
exploring, in the dark, to the secret room A
pretty maid who, it seens, knows nore than she
has told nme. Well, ny dear, you shall tell ne
now. Look at ne."

She had to. She tilted her head up and net

his eyes. And now, at |ast, she saw sonething
that could never be confused with WIlf. Al-
nmeric's eyes were, indeed, the same col our as
Mardi an's, but where WIlfs were clear and

deep and sad, the enchanter's were hard and
shal | ow as agate stone. She saw herself reflected
in them small and distorted, as in the flask
She had the strangest feeling that she was bei ng
drawn up, up, into them as a wisp of steamis
drawn up into the sun until the pool is enpty,
So her m nd was being drawn up from her by

t he power of the enchanter's eyes. Soon she
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woul d have no strength left to deceive him She
would tell himall she knew. ...

From t he bank of the npbat outside cane the
how of the wolf.

The enchanter's eyes went blank. As if he had

| oosed her froma chain, Margaret jerked herself
free of his grip, and ran towards the w ndow.

She junped to the sill and shoved at the grating.
It fell out with a crash. But that was as far as
she got. The enchanter was after her in two |ong
strides, and dragged her back into the room

He pulled her round to face himagain. To her
amazement, he was laughing. "So that's it, ny
innocent little maid! | knew there was somne-

t hi ng about you that even I, with ny nagic,
could not put a nane to. You belong to that foo
Mar di an, the beast who runs in the forest....
Wll, ny pretty, he is running his last. It was
foolish of himto use you. Wen he sent you
here, he gave nme a hostage. O shall we say,
rather, that he gave ne the bait that will drag
hi m here onto ny hook?"

She coul d hear the sounds clearly fromthe
nmoat. She struggled and kicked in the enchant -



er's grasp, and screaned, with all her strength:

"Run away. WoIf! Ifs him He's here! Al-
nmeric's here! Run!"

The enchanter did not try to silence her. She
could feel himshaking with laughter as he held
her agai nst him She shouted again, but it was
no use. WIf was across the noat. He was com
ing at a plunging run up the bank through the

| ong grass and the bushes. He was at the w n-
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dow. Hi s great body bl ocked out the night. H's
fangs were bared and snarling, his eyes glaring
like | anps, not yellow now, but red with a
dreadful rage. He growl ed |ike an earthquake,
and the great paws cane scranbling over the
sill.

"Run away. Wolf!" shrieked Margaret again.

"No," said the enchanter. There was a knife

in his hand. He held it against Margaret's side.
She gasped and stood rigid. And now he did
clanmp his other hand tightly across her nouth.
The werwol f stopped dead, the snarl dying in
his throat.

"No," repeated the enchanter. "Come in, ny
dear Mardian. Conme in, and cone quietly.
Now. "

CHAPTER FI FTEEN

The Duke was sitting beside a fire of |logs. He
had taken off his robe and crown, and was
dressed in a loose-fitting furred gown and soft
shoes. He was not alone. On a stool near his feet
a boy sat, with his back to the door, playing a

| ute and singi ng.

The Duke seened very tired. Far from bei ng

angry at his page's | ateness, he took no notice
of John at all. Nor did the singer, and for this
John was very thankful, since he recognized the
latter inmmediately. It was the page who had

wai ted on the Duke at supper-time. Denis him

sel f.

Once nore he stood at a loss, his mind whirl -
159
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ing as he tried to decide what to do. Denis mnust
have noticed Justin's absence, and taken his



pl ace, perhaps to save him from puni shnent. So
had the posset already been made? If so, the
Duke woul d send him John, straight away; or
nore probably, question himas soon as he saw
that the newconer was not Justin, but a stranger
I f that happened, John would have to tell his
story, whether Denis was still there to hear it
or not. He was hardly likely to get such another
opportunity to show Wlfs amulet to the Duke.

But the Duke nmade no nove. He sat with

head bent, staring into the fire, seem ngly | ost
in the nmusic. John, whose hand was in the pouch

at his belt, clutching the precious anul et, now
let it drop back into its hiding place, and | ooked
around him He noticed two things: there was

no cup on the small inlaid table beside the

Duke's chair, and at the other side of the room

hi dden from both Denis and his master by a tal
carved screen, stood a table with all the appa-
ratus for the posset, with a golden chalice stand-
ing enpty and waiti ng.

So the Duke's drink had not yet been pre-

pared. John tiptoed quickly across to the table.
Besi de the chalice he saw a bow of mlk, and

a copper pan with a long handle, for heating the
mlk at the fire. Atall gilded jug held wi ne, and
there were a great many jars and carved wooden
boxes. The spices and herbs, he thought uneas-

ily, eyeing them and wondering where, anong

all these conplicated ingredients, Alneric's
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poi son | urked, and how he contrived that the
two pages should not suffer fromit.

But he did not waste rmuch thought on this.

He had had tine to think now, and realized that
he need not, in fact, mx the posset at all. The
Duke was not likely to notice the drink when
once he had the chalice in his hands. For there
was one way in which John could hand himthe
amul et wi thout even Denis seeing it....

The screen hid himfromthe others in the

room He took the amulet from his pouch and
dropped it silently into the enpty chalice. Over
it he poured just enough of the wine fromhis
own jug to hide it. The rest of the w ne went
into the copper pan. He did not touch the gil ded
jug, or the bow of nilk.

The song seened to be conming to an end. Per-
haps now Denis woul d be sent away. John lin-
gered, shifting things about on the table, and
maki ng di screet m xi ng noi ses.

The | ast note faded. The Duke sai d: "Thank



you," then, raising his voice a little, "Justin?
Make haste to heat the drink, boy. It grows
late.... That |ast stave again, Denis, so please
you. "

The notes rippled. The boy's voice rose again.
There was nothing for it. He would have to pre-
tend to m x the drink. John ran his hands

qui ckly over his hair, gave a tug to Justin's
tunic, then carried pan and chalice over to the
heart h.

He set the chalice down. There was an iron
trivet to one side of the fireplace, and on that
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he put the copper pan to heat. Keeping his face
turned to the fire, he knelt there on the hearth,
hol ding the pan by its long handl e, and trying
to control the sharp beating of his heart. The
fire burned against his face, but he was shiv-
ering with nerves and excitemnent.

The wine in the pan was bubbling at the

edges. John withdrew the pan fromthe flames

and poured a little of the hot stuff into the cup
H s hand was shaking. Sonme of the w ne spilled.

A string of the lute twanged harshly, out of
tune. In the mddle of a phrase, the nusic
stopped. The Duke | ooked up

Denis said breathlessly: "My lord! This boy!
This is not Justin, and he's not one of the pages.
I've never seen himbefore!”

The Duke said: "So? Who are you, boy?"

John set the pan back on the hearth, and got
to his feet. He turned, with the golden cup held
carefully between his hands.

The Duke | ooked himup and down. Hi s eyes
were cold. "Well?"

"My Lord," John began, hurriedly. "Justin
was ill, and asked ne to send Denis to you in-

stead. But | could not see himanywhere, so—

"I asked who you were."
"My nanme is Hans," began John, but the

other boy interrupted him He had junped to

his feet and gone over to the table, pushing back
the screen.

"He's made your drink with his own w ne, ny
lord! He hasn't used the mlk, and the herb
boxes and jars haven't been touched! Look
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here's the jug he brought with him It wasn't
here before.”

Al'l at once the Duke did not |ook sad or tired
at all. He sat up straight in his chair, and his
eyes went to the earthenware jug standing on

the tabl e anong the silver and gold and carved
wood. Then he shouted al oud:

"Quard! Ho, there, guard!"

The door swung open. The two guards cane
running in. At a gesture fromthe Duke they
closed in, one to either side of John, and held
hi m f ast .

"Don't let himspill the wine," said the Duke
sharply.

John had not noved. It had all happened too

qui ckly. The wi ne rocked in the cup, but it did
not spill. The Duke put an el bow on the arm of
his chair, and sat, chin on fist, regarding John
in silence. It was a rather frightening silence.

John licked his lips. They were very dry. It
was now or never, in spite of the presence of
Deni s and the guards. But before he could say
anyt hi ng the Duke spoke again, coldly. "Is it
true that you are a stranger to my court?"

"Yes, my lord."

"Then | think you had better begin by telling
me who you are, and where you cone from Wo
is your father?"

There was a kind of relief, at last, in telling
the sinple truth. "You would not know him sir.
It is true that | don't cone fromthis dukedom
but this does not matter, truly. 1'Il tell you
everything, but you will understand it better if
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first of all you will let me give you the nessage
that | bring fromthe Lord Mardian."

The Duke frowned. "From Mardi an? Wy, he
was here only a few m nutes ago. \Wat non-
sense is this? Wat sort of nessage? He sent
you with that jug of w ne?"

"No, |-+ brought the wine nyself." John hes-
itated, wondering howto go on. It was hard to
think, with the men's hands gripping his arns,
and the Duke's icy grey eyes boring into his.



Wl f had insisted that the anul et nust be put
straight into the Duke's hands, in private.
Could he really hand it to himhere, in front of
t he guards and the boy?

Then he junped as the Duke said, to one of
the guards: "Go and send to find ny Lord Mar-
di an, and beg himto come here."

"W/" cried John.

The man checked, halfway to the door. The
Duke signed to himto stay where he was. "I

t hought so. Wat sort of nessage do you bring,
that Mardian could not give ne himsel f? O
that you dare not repeat in front of hinP"

There was obviously no help for it. "The nmes-
sage is in the wine," cried John

"I"'msure it is," said the Duke drily. "A nmes-
sage from Count Sigi smund, perhaps?"

"No, no! If you would only take it"!" But

when he tried to thrust the chalice forward to-
wards the Duke, the guard's grip tightened on
his arm so roughly that he cried out.

The man said hoarsely: '"There's something
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in the cup, ny lord! You can see it, under the
wi ne!"

The Duke*s brows went up, though he did not

| ook surprised. He had not glanced at the man.
He kept staring at John. "The nessage, no
doubt? Well, Hans, you have brought it here.
Now deliver it in a seemy way.'*

"Sir?" stanmered John, not understandi ng,
but beginning to feel really frightened. The
guard still held himso that he could not nove.

"Perhaps you had forgotten," said the Duke,
"that ny pages taste ny wine before ny cup is
given to me? Yes, | thought you had. Let him
go." This to the guard, who rel eased John's arm
"Now, drink," conmanded the Duke.

John's heart was beating wildly, but through

the fear came relief. He had quite forgotten the
tasting. At least he could prove that the w ne

was not poi soned, and then, surely, the Duke

woul d ask to see what was within the cup? Wth-
out a second's hesitation he lifted the chalice to
hi s nout h.

But before the wine could do nore than wet



his |lips the Duke spoke again, one word, and
the cup, struck from John's hand by the guard,
went spinning to the floor. The w ne spl ashed
out across the boards. The amulet flew ringing,
into the firelight.

There was a sudden, conplete silence. The

Duke, still as death in his chair, stared down
at the amulet. The singer, the two guards, never
nmoved. Then the Duke's hand crept up to touch
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t he gol den token that hung still at his breast.
He | ooked up at John

"Sir," said John breathlessly. "That was the
nmessage. May | talk to you now, please?"

The Duke did not once interrupt as John told

his story. At a sign fromhim Denis had picked
up the anulet, and all the time John tal ked the
Duke hel d Mardian's anulet in his hand, turn-

ing it over and over, so that the firelight caught
the lettering: OTHO-FI DEUS-OTHO. The guards

had nmoved away, and stood beside the door

John came to the end of his story. "And ny
sister's down there now, in the secret roomthat
Wl f showed us. Wl f—Mardi an—prom sed to

cone back there every night if he could. He

m ght be there now. If you would only cone

down, ny lord..." He swallowed. "You see, he

has to stay a wolf till daybreak, but if only you
were there, and could wait till dawn, and woul d
stop anyone killing himor harming him you

woul d see the change, and know it was all true.
| don't know what wi |l happen, nmy lord, or how
Almeric's spells can be broken, but it must be
true that they can be broken sonehow, or why
have ny sister and | been brought here, and
why has everythi ng happened |ike this?" And

he | ooked round at the gaping Denis, the wait-
ing guards, the firelit chanber with the spilt
wi ne on the fl oor.

There was a pause. The Duke had not once
taken his eyes fromJohn's face. It was inpos-
sible to tell what he was thinking, or if he be-
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lieved a word of the story. John found that he
was trenbling. If the Duke did not believe him
if Wwif did not come, who knew what kind of
harsh fate might be waiting for Margaret and

hi nsel f ? They had been brought here to break
the spell; if they did not succeed, would they
ever get back safely into their own world and
their own tine?



The Duke's hand cl enched suddenly, tightly,
on Mardian's amulet. He turned to the guards.
There was no sign now of fatigue or sickness.
H s voice was crisp and hard

"Call the captain on duty, and wake rny

gentl emren. The servants, too, to carry ny chair.
W will go down nowto this roomin the cel-

| arage, and see if we may learn the truth of this
strange tale." He turned to Denis. "And you, see
that the wine in the golden jug, and all the

m xi ngs for the posset, are kept for ny physi-
cians to exam ne. Now, does anyone know

where ny Lord Mardian is? The man—as this

boy woul d say-whom we know as ny Lord

Mar di an?"

No one did. The cold eyes cane back to John

"You have told ne a strange tale, of sorcery and
vi ol ence and treachery. Because of this anulet,
which is the sign of trust and faithful ness, |
have |istened to you, and | am prepared to be-
lieve that what you tell me may be true. But |
cannot proceed against ny Lord Mardi an, whom

you call Alneric, without proof. If the great wolf
of Wl fenwald is indeed a werwol f, condemed

by sorcery, then he nust yield hinself to our
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mercy until this tale be proved true, or else
shown to be lies."

"Ch, he will, he will!" cried John. "Just wait
till daylight, and don't let themkill him and
then you'll see! Please, Lord Duke, let's all go

straight down to the cellar, now"

In a moment all was noi se and hurrying. The

door was thrown open, and one of the guards

went shouting for the Duke's captain and his
soldiers. Denis ran to stand guard over the table
with the wi ne and spices. Soneone cane run-

ning with his master's sword, and knelt to gird
it on. Servants hurried in with poles, which they
t hreaded t hrough sockets at the sides of the
Duke's chair. Torches were brought, there were
shout ed commands, and the orderly tranp of

feet.

Suddenly, through all the noise, could be
heard a shrill cry, and a boy cane running. It
was Justin, the bruises showi ng black on his
pal e face.

"My lord, ny lord! There's a great wolf in the
cellarage, and ny Lord Mardian is there with

it! I was in the privy chanber, and | heard him
go by. Then | heard voices, and went to | ook



t hrough the cellar door, and saw Lord Mardi an
with a young girl, and a knife in his hand, pro-
tecting her with his life against a wolf! My lord,
it was the great wolf hinself!"

CHAPTER SI XTEEN

Down in the secret roomthe dreadful nonent

seened to last for ever. WIf crouched just inside
the window, rigid as a statue, the snarl frozen

on his jaws. Margaret could not nove at all

Almeric's hand gripped her so tightly against
hi mthat she could hardly breathe. In his other
hand the knife gl eaned.

The enchanter seened quite calm She could
feel the steady beat of his heart against her. He
spoke to Wl f.

"Keep your distance! Yes, that's it. Stay ex-
actly there. If you make any nove towards ne,
or if you try to escape through that w ndow, |
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t hi nk you know what will happen to this child.
Yes?"

Wl f snarled, and stayed just where he was.

Al meric | aughed. "What a good beast it is! And
you, child—did you say your nane was Gretta?—
if I take ny hand fromyour nmouth, you wll
make no sound. |s that understood?”

Mar garet managed to nod. The hard hand

nmoved, but his grip on her remai ned. She nade
no attenpt to cry out again, and the enchanter
nodded his approval. "Good, good. How very
sensi ble."”

"They woul dn't hear me anyway," said Mar-
garet. Her voice sounded hoarse and sullen. She
rubbed at her sore lips.

"No. And even if they did, and came here to

| ook for you, they would listen to ne, rather
than to you, and they would certainly do ny

bi ddi ng, and kill your friend the werwolf. How
right you are, ny pretty dear! And | was right,
t oo, about you, was | not? You belong to the

wol f, and he sent you here. Well, we shall go
presently, you and |, where you can talk to ne
and tell me all | want to know. But first to cage

this wild beast up fast, to wait for our sport wth



him"

Margaret did cry out at that. WIf did not
stir. She could see that she was indeed a hos-
tage; while the enchanter held her in his grip,
the werwol f woul d do exactly as he was bi dden
even if it neant his death.

There was no point any longer in pretending.
Mar garet spoke breathlessly, straight to him
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"Wl f, dear, run away now It's all right! He
can't really hurt ne, you know It's just a dream
or a spell! You know it is!! Al | have to do now
is wake up, so go now, quickly! Please, WIf!"

She did half believe, half hope, that this was
true, but it was still very brave of her to say it,
with the enchanter's grip on her feeling very

real indeed, and the enchanter's laughter in her
ear. And when WIf nade no nove at all, she

could not help the swift relief that swept through
her .

Al meric had stiffened as she spoke. Now he
nodded with satisfaction. "Yes. | thought you
woul d see it nmy way, Mardian the werwol f! So
now, since this chanber holds secrets that |
woul d like to keep secret, you, wolf, will go
ahead of us out into the big cellar.... Slowy,
now, slowy, if you wish the little maid to stay
unhurt... Now, wait where | can see you, at the
end of the cellar, away fromthe stairs. Yes,
there. Now stay! Stay! Lie down!"

Al the time he was tal king he hinself was

nmovi ng after Wbl f, out of the secret room He
edged carefully between the wine vats, reaching
out swiftly to pull the door shut behind them
Margaret heard the | atch drop. Now, whatever
happened, Wl f could not escape without somne-

one to lift the latch for him He was caged, I|ike
a beast. And what made it all extra horrible

was that Al neric, when he spoke to him used

the kind of voice that people sonetines use to
dogs. Margaret, scared as she was, still felt her-
self flushing with shame and rage. She had a

172 Mary Stewart

sharp inmpul se to hack Almeric on the shins, but
managed to stop hersel f when she saw how Wl f,
even as he obeyed the harsh commands, showed

a kind of dignity. He noved quietly to the cel-

lar's end and | ay down, head on paws, like a
waiting lion. Though his eyes still had a watch-
ful glare, and his ears were Hat to his skull, he

| ooked cal m and his cal mess hel ped her



Almeric, too, was watchiul. It was obvious

that he dared not make even the smallest ms-

take. Slowy, still holding Margaret, he began

to back the length of the cellar towards the stone
stai rway.

As he went, he tal ked. "Now, as you see, ny

dear Getta, your friend the werwol f cannot es-
cape... not, that is, until he resumes his man's
shape, and has a hand to unfasten the latch

And wel | before that time | shall have called
nmy friends hither, and we shall do the dukedom
a service inridding it of the plague of Wl fen-
wald.... Quietly, now If you kick ne, be sure

| shall hurt you. And be sure, my pretty naid,
that if this is a dream you are caged in it as
fast as your Wlf is in his cellar!™

"Where are you taking nme?" She wanted to
sound brave again, but her voice was thin and
a bit squeaky with fright.

"To ny own chanber, where |I shall have lei-
sure to question you, wthout having to keep
watch on the wolf all the while."

"I shan't tell you anything! There's nothing
totelll"

"Two statenents, neither of which is true,"
A wvalk in Wl f Wod 173

he said calmy. "Have you stopped being sen-

si bl e? The werwol f rmust have told you his story,
and you know who | am You also found out, in
the secret roomyonder, that | have the power
to make you tell ne anything I want to know.

And since you spied on my work there, you wll
al so know that | have, in this pouch here on ny
breast, a magi c powder with which to work—er

to renew—the wolf-spell. Mrdian needs it no

| onger; he will be dead before dawn; but how
woul d you, little Gretta, like to take his place?"
" Nor

From his smile she thought -hoped—that he

was only trying to frighten her still nore. She
was trying desperately to think. There was no
poi nt in hanging back, or talking to delay him

there were hours yet to go to daybreak, when
Wl f could becone a nan again; and |ong before
that Al meric woul d nake sure that he was

killed. But—and it was a big "but"—the en-
chanter obviously did not know or suspect any-

t hi ng about John. If only he could be got out of
t he way before John came down to the cellar



then John would be able to let WIf out, and the
two of them could cone to her rescue through

the sleeping castle. And then at |ast Wl f would
have the chance to tackle his eneny, and per-
haps break the spell.

"Al'l right," she said sullenly. "Wat do you
want me to tell you?"

"About the charm"”

"What charn?" They were hal fway al ong the
cellar now Still Wl f had not noved, except
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that his head was up, and the glare had gone
fromhis eyes. H's ears, which had been laid flat
back, were erect, as if he was listening to sone-
thing outside the cellar.

Behi nd her, at the head of the stairway, she

t hought she heard a faint sound, as if the great
door had opened. Her heart lurched with fright.

John! She risked a swift glance over her shoul -

der. Not hing. The door was shut. '"Wat charn®"

she asked again, rather wldly.

Al meric gave her a sharp little shake. "Try

not to be stupid! The amulet, Getta, the anu-
let! The anulet that no doubt Mardian has en-
trusted to you to bring into the hands of Duke
O ho. The silly boyhood gift with its silly notto,
that alone could make Otho listen to a tale as
wild as any child' s bedtine story, of werwolves
and magi ¢ and noonshi ne! Wy el se are you

here? Wiy el se woul d Duke Ot ho ever |end an

ear to you, a child? You have the anul et,
Gretta, or you know where it is. So tell ne.
Waer e?"

"Ch, that thing! | didn't knowit was a charm
| haven't got it."

"Are you still trying to pretend to me?" he
said angrily.

"No, oh, no! What would be the use? | only
meant | haven't got it on nme. | hidit."

They had al nost reached the foot of the stair-
way. She went thankfully. Perhaps after al
they woul d be out of the way when John cane.
But first she nust let WIf know where to find
her.
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She turned his way, to see with sone alarm
that he was on his feet now, standing with ears



erect and head cocked slightly to one side. She
knew that look. It was the way Tray stood when
he coul d hear (or snell or see) somnething not
percepti ble to humans. She rai sed her voice,

tal king quickly and loudly so that Wl f could
hear her clearly, and John, if he was approach-
i ng the door, would be warned that something
was w ong.

"Lord Almeric, you've guessed that the wolf
brought ne here, and bade ne give the amul et
into the Duke's hands. That was | ast night. But
| couldn't come near the Duke, only to the
wonen' s roons, and so. Lord Al neric—=

"Stop shouting!" snapped the enchanter. "And
so?"

"After dinner," gabbled Margaret, without

| owering her voice at all, '"when we were in the
garden—that's the upper garden where the girls
play—+ hid it below a bush. | buried it. Lord

Al nmeric!"”

They had reached the stairs now. Carefully,
wat ching Wl f all the time, Alneric began to
back up them

"Whi ch bush?"

"The third, | think, or was it the fourth? Not

far along fromthe little um |—=
"Wi ch unf"

"I's there nore than one? | don't renenber.
But | could find it if we went there now Lord
Al neric—

Then she heard what Wbl f had heard seconds
176 Mary Stewart

before. A sound in the corridor beyond the great
door. Someone coming, with no secrecy at all.
John had not heard her. Here he came, with the
precious anulet still in the pouch at his belt,
ready for Alneric to take, and destroy them all

She drew a sharp breath of terror, and
screamed as |loudly as she coul d:

"No, no, no! He's here, Alneric's here! Al-
neric's hereF

The hand cl anped across her nouth again,
cutting off the scream In the same noment, she
realized that it was not just one person ap-
proachi ng, but a whole crowd of people. They
were not jostling and talking |ike an ordinary



crowmd, but coming swiftly and in order, like a
troop of soldiers.

And that, when the door opened and she
strained round to | ook, was exactly what she
saw.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

To the Duke's sol diers and gentl enmen, Mar-
garets cry seened to echo what Justin had just
told them There, on the steps of the cellarage,
stood the man they knew as Mardian, with a

girl clasped to him facing the nenacing crouch
of the great wolf. He was armed only with a
knife, and the girl had been screamng wth
terror—sonet hi ng about Alneric. Sonme of those
present thought, like Crispin, that the wolf

m ght i ndeed be the missing Al neric.

Al meric hinmsel f, though taken by surprise at
t he sudden cl anour at the door, recovered him
sel f quickly. Keeping his hand tightly across
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Margaret's nouth, he backed a step higher, call-
i ng breathlessly:

"A rescue! A rescue! The beast broke in from
the nmoat, and would have killed this child!" To
t he newconers, pressing in through the door-
way in the wake of the Duke's chair, it |ooked
as if he were protecting her with his own body.
"It's the great wolf hinself!" cried Al meric.
"Kill himnow, and rid the | and of this nost

accursed pl ague!"

There was the whine of steel as swords

whi pped out. John shouted desperately: "No!"
and at the sanme nmonent the Duke's voice rang
out, clear and commandi ng:

"Stop! Put up your swords!"

At the sound of the Duke's voice three things
happened. Alneric, starting violently, whirled
round to face his master. He relaxed his hold
of Margaret, who broke free. WIf, in swift and
deadly silence, bunched his great nuscles to

[ aunch hinsel f at |ast towards his eneny.

What m ght have happened then it was hard
to guess. If WIf had actually sprung on Al -



nmeric, one of the swords would surely have
caught and cut hi m down. But Margaret,

shrieking: "No, Wlf, no!" ran, not away from

t he dreadful beast, but straight to him and
flung herself on her knees beside him w th both
arnms clasped tightly round his neck

And the great wolf of Wl fenwal d stopped

short in his tracks. The bristling hair flattened
al ong his back. The red glare died fromhis eyes.
Hi s head went down. As the servants set the
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Duke's chair at the foot of the steps, Wl f sank
to the floor in front of it, and laid his head at
his master's feet.

Into the awed silence, Al neric said hoarsely:

"Sorcery! This is evil sorcery! The girl is a wtch!
I found her at the table in that room yonder—

our room O ho! You may see the potions and

spel I s she was concocting! You need | ook no fur-
ther for the cause of your ailnments!"

"Sorcery indeed," said the Duke, "and cer-
tainly evil. Well, we shall soon prove the truth
of it." He spoke to Margaret kindly. "Cone here
to me, child."

Margaret stood up. Her |egs were shaking.

She went and stood by John, near the Duke's

chair. John murnured under his breath: "He

has it. He'll believe us. It'll be all right, you'l
see. "

The children stood rather close together

hol di ng hands. All at once their adventure—

whet her dream or spell or reality—-had changed,
like noving into different air, and had becone
somet hi ng sol etm and splendid and terrible.

There sat the Duke in his gilded chair, wapped
in his cloak of royal scarlet. He had | ooked no-
where except at the great wolf lying at his feet.
H s face was very pale, but conposed and stern.
When he spoke, he did not raise his voice, but
his words fell into such a silence that you woul d
have t hought every nman there was hol ding his
breat h.

He spoke at last, with courtesy to Al mneric.
"My lord, you al so have been accused of sorcery.
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No, be silent now. You will, with this beast, and

with these children, stand trial of it soon." Then



he spoke straight to Wl f, at his feet. "And you
if you are truly what these children would have
me believe, you need fear nothing. But my peo-
ple fear you, so, until the truth is known, you
will let thembind you, while we wait for nmom
ing. Bring the chains and bind them both."

At this, the fal se enchanter began to protest,
but already the soldiers were holding him They
bound his wists together with chai ns—gently,

for to themthis was still the Lord Mardi an,
friend of Duke O ho. Those who approached the
wol f did so nervously, but he never stirred, and
presently they had hi m shackl ed wi th heavy

chai ns. Because they were afraid of him and

per haps because they were still afraid of Al-
nmeric, they used himroughly. The children

wat ched, distressed, until they saw how the

Duke wat ched, too, with something in his face
that had not been there before. And all the tine,
hi dden in his hand, he held the amul et.

When the chains were fast, he spoke again.

"Now we will go up to the terrace garden, to
wait for daybreak. The children will stay with
ne."

It was still dark outside. They all trooped up

to the terrace where Margaret had first seen
Almeric with the prince. The servants carrying
the torches ranged thensel ves back agai nst the
wal | of the upper garden. The snpke fromthe
torches drifted upwards through the overhang-
ing nyrtle bushes. A pair of sleepy peacocks,
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roosting there, stirred, protesting, then fled
squawki ng at the sight of Wlf. There were little
orange trees, in tubs, set along beside the | ow
outer battlenent. They snelled rich and sweet.
There was no wi nd, and the grass was heavy

with dew.

The servants set the Duke's chair down facing
the battlenent. In front of him beside the or-
ange trees, Alneric and the wolf stood face to
face in their chains. No one spoke. Tinme passed.
Almeric did turn, once, towards the Duke, aa if
to speak, but Otho said quietly: "Friend, of your
courtesy, be silent now until the test is made.
In atrial of faith, what has the true Mrdian
to fear? Afterwards, if you are indeed ny friend,
we shall speak together, and | prom se you that
your reconpense shall be great."

The enchanter could do nothing but fall si-
lent. But his fettered hands were cl enched
agai nst his breast, and his lips noved, as if



trying, even here, for a spell

Sonmewhere, down in the distant village, a
cock crowed.

Wl f lifted his head. Hi s chains clanked. Al-
nmeri ¢ made a sharp novenent, as if of sudden
fear.

The children | ooked at one another. They

were both remenbering, in the same nmonent,

t he change that had taken place in the cottage.
They thought of Wl f s shame then, and his tal k
of "suffering." The change fromwolf to man

m ght not be so dreadful and humiliating as the
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one they had overheard, but they remenbered
somet hi ng el se about it.

"Go on," whispered Margaret. "Tell him"

John | eaned forward, and spoke briefly, under

his breath, to the Duke. The Duke sniled, and

wi thout hesitation lifted the cl oak of royal scar-
let, lined with fur, which his gentl emen had

t hrown round hi magainst the chill of the night
air. He handed it to John, who ran to where

Wl f stood, and threw it over him so that only
hi s head showed.

The cock crowed again. They had put the
torches out a while ago. The stars were fainter
The sky was changi ng col our

The night-tine clouds thinned, became grey
snoke, broke up like ripples on a quiet shore.
And over the ripples, brushing their edges with
gol d, washing through and over themwth

waves of light, came day.

And then, at |ast, the sun.

It shone full on the terrace, right in the eyes
of the assenbl ed people. For a few nonents

they could see nothing, then, all in the blink of
a dazzled eye, it happened.

The chains fell, clanging, fromA neric, from
Vol f. ..

There was no Wl f. Where WIf had stood

there was Mardian, tall and upright, clothed in
the dignity of the royal mantle. A pace from

him like a reflection seen in a glass, stood the
fal se Mardi an, his hands clutching in sudden
terror at the little | eather bag that was hung
round his neck. It could be seen that the chains,
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in falling, had torn the soft |eather, and there,
trickling and then pouring fromthe bag, cane

a white powder as fine as sand. It ran down his
robe, over his feet, over the hands that, scrab-
bling to stop it, clutched and curled Iike claws.
He was nout hi ng somet hing that did not sound
like words at all. The powder spattered on the
dewy grass. Where it fell, the dew began to
snoke.

For a few nonments of time the two Mardi ans

stood there, face to face. Then the enchanter
throwing up his head, gave a great cry that
changed to sonething Iike a how. As the com
pany stared in horror, he seened to shrink, then
to shrivel and fall on the grass at Mardian's
feet.

"Seize him" comuanded the Duke. The nen-

at-arnms | eaped forward, but found thensel ves
grabbing at enpty air. There was not hi ng but

a patch of burnt grass with a pile of clothes, and
the enchanter's long knife. Down below in the

nmoat sonet hi ng spl ashed, swi nmmng. A grey

shape sl unk ashore on the far bank, and fled

away into the darkness of Wl f Wod.

The astoni shed sil ence was broken by a sud-

den clanour. Prince Crispin, newy risen from
bed, with a dozen or so conpanions of his own
age, cane racing and clattering along the ter-
race. They were dressed for riding, and carried
bows and spears and hunting horns. "To the
hunt!" they shouted. They crowded excitedly to
the battlements, pointing and exclai m ng.
"There! Did you see it? No, not there, farther
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over. There he is! The wolf hinmself! W shal
have good sport today! To horse, to horse!"

Their shouts died to muttering, and the nut-
tering to silence. No one was taking the slight-
est notice of them For there, in front of the
chair that had carried himfor five weary years,
Duke Ot ho stood upright and smiling. At his

feet knelt Mardian, his hands between those of
his friend. Then the Duke raised him saluting
himwith a kiss, and solemly, as if it were a
cer enony—whi ch of course it was—hung round

Mardi an' s neck, once nore, the amul et narked

FAI THFUL.

At this a great shout went up. Men who only



hal f understood, but who had seen enough to
know t hey had w t nessed wonders, clasped one
anot her and | aughed and shouted. The Duke

and Mardi an stood hol di ng one anot her's hands,
and smling.

"Father!" cried Prince Crispin. "Are you
cured?" Then, when no one answered or even
| ooked at him "WII soneone kindly tell ne
what is going on? Mardi an? What's happened,
Mar di an? Mar di anV

But Mardi an coul d only shake his head, for
once agai n—but with very different tears—he
was weepi ng.

FAREWEL L

The children wal ked out across the drawbridge.
Bel ow t hem the nmoat glimrered in the rich

light of late afternoon. They were sleepy from
the feasting, and half dazed w th happi ness and
t he spl endour of the celebrations in the castle.
They reached the roadway. Ahead of themrose
the trees of Wl fenwal d, green in the sunlight.
They turned to | ook back.

Mar di an was standing at the other end of the
bridge, in the center of the great gateway. He
l[ifted a hand in salute. Behind himthe castle
stood, sunlit and solid, fluttering with flags and
alive with nmusic and rejoicing. The Duke's stan-
dard flew fromthe tallest tower
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Fromthe direction of WIf Wod a voice was
calling them by nane: their father's.

"Margaret! John!" And there he was, coning
down the road towards them "Tine to go!" he
cal | ed.

They ran to neet him The tarnmacadam of

the road was hot, sweating in the heat. The sun
flashed fromthe w ndscreen of the parked car
Behind themthe ruined castle lifted its enpty
turrets to the afternoon sky.
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