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Editor’s Note

The tales in this collection focus on two areas related to cryptozoology. The
hunt for “wild men,” or non-human bipedal primates, has long been a passion
for many investigators. Even the possibility of hidden groups of humans has
elicited wide speculation. “Wendigo” (spelled variously by different authors),
is aname from Native American mythology that has been associated with bigfoot
folklore. Along with a mythological creature, “wendigo” refers to a psychological
phenomenon, and that element plays out in Catherwood’s story.

The Machen tales that are the bulk of this anthology are prefaced by an
essay that Machen wrote about “little people.” This provides intriguing insight
into the stories that follow. While these may not be the best of his tales, they
have the distinctive atmosphere that marks him as an author worth reading.

The Lovecraft story included is taken from a story he wrote very early and
published in a small writer’s publication. This is taken directly from that
publication, courtesy of the Brown University library special collections
department. You will find only minor differences between this and the current
“in-print” version which is supposed to be a revision of the story. (I did make a
few small corrections in spelling to this text, but it is essentially as it first
appeared.)

As always, some minor editing has been made to a few of the stories. The
most significant is probably the changing of one famous mistake in the
Blackwood tale — the home country of one character was changed after its
first mention, and Blackwood apparently forgot to go back and change it. You
will also notice that an implicit racism affects many of these tales — in some
cases this comes from the author’s own background, while in others it is a
reflection of the chosen characters in the stories.

I continue to seek new stories for future anthologies. The next will probably
focus on undiscovered plant life, but I would like to get back to zoological tales
if I can locate enough of them.

Chad Arment
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The Little People
Arthur Machen

I have been looking into a very odd book, and I am going to tell the story of
the Asiki, or Little Beings, first observing that the singular is Isiki. Well, it is said
that the Asiki were once ordinary, human children, but were caught, when
young and defenceless, by wizards or witches, and were dragged into the black
depths of the forest, where there was no help for them, where no one could
hear their cries. The wizards cut off their tongues as a first measure; and so
they never speak again, and cannot inform against the magicians. They are
then carried away, and hidden in a secret place, where they are subjected
to magical processes which change their whole nature, so that they are no
longer mortal. They forget their homes, their fathers and mothers and all their
kinsfolk. Even the hair of their heads changes. Instead of being crisp wool, it
becomes long and straight and hangs down their backs. At the back of their
heads they wear a curious comb-shaped ornament, made of some twisted
fibre. This they value almost as part of their life, just as in another quarter of the
world there are people who drive motor-cars and cherish little images and
idols and grotesque figures, which are believed to constitute a most powerful
protection. These Asiki will sometimes be seen walking on dark nights, and
are occasionally met on their walks. It is believed that if a person is either
naturally fearless, or made fearless by charms and spells, and dares to seize an
Isiki and snatch away the comb, the possession of this mascot will bring him
great wealth. But he will not be allowed to remain in peaceful possession of it.
The Isiki, in a state of misery and desolation, will be seen wandering about the
place where the magic comb was taken from it, endeavouring to get it back.
And as late as the year 1901 strange things were told of these Little People in
Libreville, French Congo. A certain Frenchman, known to be a Freemason,
returning from his restaurant dinner to his house one evening, noticed a small
figure keeping pace with him on the other side of the road. He called out,
“Who are you?” There was no reply; the figure kept on walking, advancing and
retreating before him.

A few nights later, a negro clerk in some trading house met the Isiki near the
place where the Frenchman had encountered it. And the Little Being began to
chase the negro. He ran for his life, and told his master, the trader, what had
happened. He got laughed at for his pains, and the next night the trader told
the tale to a select company of white men and black women, the Freemason



being present. And he said, “Your clerk did not lie; he told the truth. I have
myself met that Little Being, but I did not try to catchit.” Then the black women
spoke of the odd comb-ornament, and of how the Asiki treasured it, and of the
good fortune it would bring to anybody who could capture it. Whereupon the
Frenchman—otherwise the Freemason—said, “As the Little Being is so small,
the very next time I see it [ will try to catch it and bring it here, so that you can
see it and know that this story is actually true.”

Soon after, the Frenchman and the trader went out at night and tried to find
the Isiki. No Little Being was to be found, but a few nights later the Frenchman
met it near the place where it had been seen before. He ran forward and tried
to catch it, but the Isiki eluded him. However, he succeeded in snatching the
comb, and ran with it towards his house. The Little Being was displeased and
ran after him to recover the charm. Having no tongue, it could not speak, but
holding out one hand pleadingly and with the other motioning to the back of its
head, it made pathetic sounds in its throat, thus pleading that its treasure should
be given back to it. It followed the Frenchman till the lights of his house began
to shine, and then it disappeared. The Frenchman showed the comb to his
friends, both black and white, and all agreed that they had never seen anything
like it before. From that night the Isiki was often seen by negroes, who were
afraid to pass that way in the dark. It followed the Frenchman persistently,
pleading with its hands in dumb show, and making a grunting noise in its throat.
The Frenchman got tired of all this, and made up his mind that he would give
the comb back. And so next night he took it with him; and also a pair of scissors.
The Little Being appeared and followed him. He held out his hand, with the
comb init. The Isikileapt forward and snatched at the talisman and secured it,
and the Frenchman tried to catch the Isiki. The Little Being was too agile,
however, and escaped; but the Frenchman snipped off a lock of the long straight
hair with his scissors, and brought it home and showed it to his friends.

Such is the story told by Dr. Robert H. Nassau, an American missionary, who
had worked for forty years in Africa. He seems to fear that his tale will be
regarded as incredible. It seems to me, on the contrary, highly probable.
Naturally, one dismisses that part of it which relates to the process by which
these Little Beings are made, and that part of it which ascribes to them
immortality. The Little People were not made out of little woolly piccaninnies
by the magic arts of the wizards; and probably, if one could be caught and
examined, it would be found that it had a tongue in its mouth, like any other
human being. The fact is that here, in all likelihood, we have a pretty exact
parallel to the Little People of our own folk-lore: the Daione Sidhe of Ireland,



the Tylwyth Teg of Wales. The substratum in both cases is the same: an
aboriginal people of small stature overcome and sent into the dark by invaders.
In Britain and Ireland the dark meant subterranean dwellings made under the
hills in the wildest and most remote parts of the country; they will point you out
the place of these dwellings in Antrim to this day, and tell you that they are Fairy
Raths. And in nine cases out of ten you may accept the statement with entire
confidence; so long as you define “fairies” or “the People” as small, dark
aborigines who hid from the invading Celt somewhere about 1500-1000 B.C.
And in Africa the dark meant the blackness of the forest; places hidden in the
thickest tangle of trees and undergrowth, protected, perhaps, from all outsiders,
black or white, by a maze of narrow paths winding in and out of a foul swamp.
And as to the legend of the torn-out tongues, of the guttural noises made by the
Asiki; is it not the case that the Little People of the genuine Celtic tradition are
also silent? Iwill not be sure; but I incline to think that this is so. They beckon,
they gesticulate, they are seen by Irish countrymen playing at hurly: but they
say nothing—the reason being that they do not speak the language of their
conquerors. I have seen a monoglot Englishman in Touraine behaving much
as the Isiki behaved to the Frenchman at Libreville, even to the making of
unearthly sounds and the indulging in antic gestures. But he only wanted milk
with his tea. And there is this further parallel between the Little Beings of Africa
and the Little People of Ireland. Both are on a curious borderland between the
natural and the supernatural. Both are able to “propagate procerity”—I use an
elegant phrase of Dr. Johnson’s. This is formally asserted of the Asiki; and in
Celtdom we have the legends of the changeling, the little, dark creature found
in the cradle of the big, red-haired Celtic baby. And both are material and
capable of dealing with material things and of making use of them. Miss
Somerville has strange tales of them which are of our own day. Miss Somerville
herself had seen the shoe that was found on the lonely hill. It was of the size
that a child of about a year old might use, but it was heavily made, in the
fashion of a workman’s brogue, and had seen hard wear. And, again, she tells
the story of two servants sent on a sudden errand at night. They were driving a
car, and at the entrance of a certain town, the harness broke. And there they
found a little saddler’s shop, open in the dead of night, and two little men
within—described with a shudder as “quare”—to whom the servants told their
trouble. They were terrified almost out of their senses; they would not stay in
the shop: but the work was done, and done well.

We have here a state of mind which is very hard to understand. What can
an Immortal want with a workman'’s leather shoe? And how should Beings of
another order from that of man, Beings to be beheld with awe and dread of the



spirit, undertake saddlery repairs on demand? One would say that the belief
that such things are so is impossible; but yet it exists in Ireland, probably to this
day; and it is much like the negro belief as to the Asiki.

It is interesting to note, by the way, that Fairyland in Ireland seems strongly
associated with leather. There is the matter of the fairy brogue, there is the
adventure of the fairy saddlers; and then there is the Leprechaun, who is a fairy
cobbler. He is, clearly, a distant cousin of the Asiki. And if, in spite of all his
efforts to distract you, you continue to regard him with a fixed gaze, your
reward will be a crock of gold.



The Red Hand
Arthur Machen

The Problem of the Fish-Hooks

“There can be no doubt whatever,” said Mr. Phillipps, “that my theory it the
true one; these flints are prehistoric fish-hooks.”

“I dare say; but you know that in all probability the things were forged the
other day with a door-key.”

“Stuff!” said Phillipps; “l have some respect, Dyson, for your literary abilities,
but your knowledge of ethnology is insignificant, or rather non-existent. These
fish-hooks satisfy every test; they are perfectly genuine.”

“Possibly, but as I said just now, you go to work at the wrong end. You
neglect the opportunities that confront you and await you, obvious, at every
corner; you positively shrink from the chance of encountering primitive man in
this whirling and mysterious city, and you pass the weary hours in your agreeable
retirement of Red Lion Square fumbling with bits of flint, which are, as I said, in
all probability, rank forgeries.”

Phillipps took one of the little objects, and held it up in exasperation.

“Look at that ridge,” he said. “Did you ever see such a ridge as that on a
forgery?”

Dyson merely grunted and lit his pipe and the two sat smoking in rich
silence, watching through the open window the children in the square as they
flitted to and fro in the twilight of the lamps, as elusive as bats flying on the
verge of a dark wood.

“Well,” said Phillipps at last, “it is really a long time since you have been
round. I suppose you have been working at your old task.”

“Yes,” said Dyson, “always the chase of the phrase. I shall grow old in the
hunt. But it is a great consolation to meditate on the fact that there are not a
dozen people in England who know what style means.”



“I suppose not; for the matter of that, the study of ethnology is far from
popular. And the difficulties! Primitive man stands dim and very far off across
the great bridge of years.”

“By the way,” he went on after a pause, “what was that stuff you were
talking just now about shrinking from the chance of encountering primitive
man at the corner, or something of the kind? There are certainly people about
here whose ideas are very primitive.”

“I wish, Phillipps, you would not rationalize my remarks. If I recollect the
phrases correctly, I hinted that you shrank from the chance of encountering
primitive man in this whirling and mysterious city, and I meant exactly what I
said. Who can limit the age of survival? The troglodyte and the lake-dweller,
perhaps representatives of yet darker races, may very probably be lurking in
our midst, rubbing shoulders with frock-coated and finely draped humanity,
ravening like wolves at heart and boiling with the foul passions of the swamp
and the black cave. Now and then as [ walk in Holborn or Fleet Street [ see a
face which I pronounce abhorred, and yet I could not give a reason for the thrill
of loathing that stirs within me.”

“My dear Dyson, I refuse to enter myself in your literary ‘trying-on’ department.
I know that survivals do exist, but all things have a limit, and our speculations
are absurd. You must catch me our troglodyte before I will believe in him.”

“I agree to that with all my heart,” said Dyson, chuckling at the ease with
which he had succeeded in “drawing” Phillipps. “Nothing could be better. It’s
a fine night for a walk,” he added taking up his hat.

“What nonsense you are talking, Dyson!” said Phillipps. “However, I have
no objection to taking a walk with you: as you say, it is a pleasant night.”

“Come along then,” said Dyson, grinning, “but remember our bargain.”

The two men went out into the square, and threading one of the narrow
passages that serve as exits, struck towards the north-east. As they passed
along a flaring causeway they could hear at intervals between the clamour of
the children and the triumphant Gloria played on a piano-organ the long deep
hum and roll of the traffic in Holborn, a sound so persistent that it echoed like
the turning of everlasting wheels. Dyson looked to the right and left and conned
the way, and presently they were passing through a more peaceful quarter,



touching on deserted squares and silent streets black as midnight. Phillipps
had lost all count of direction, and as by degrees the region of faded respectability
gave place to the squalid, and dirty stucco offended the eye of the artistic
observer, he merely ventured the remark that he had never seen a
neighbourhood more unpleasant or more commonplace.

“More mysterious, you mean,” said Dyson. “I warn you, Phillipps, we are
now hot upon the scent.”

They dived yet deeper into the maze of brickwork; some time before they
had crossed a noisy thoroughfare running east and west, and now the quarter
seemed all amorphous, without character; here a decent house with sufficient
garden, here a faded square, and here factories surrounded by high, blank
walls, with blind passages and dark corners; but all ill-lighted and unfrequented
and heavy with silence.

Presently, as they paced down a forlorn street of two-story houses, Dyson
caught sight of a dark and obscure turning.

“I like the look of that,” he said; “it seems to me promising.” There was a street
lamp at the entrance, and another, a mere glimmer, at the further end. Beneath
the lamp, on the pavement, an artist had evidently established his academy in
the daytime, for the stones were all a blur of crude colours rubbed into each
other, and a few broken fragments of chalk lay in a little heap beneath the wall.

“You see people do occasionally pass this way,” said Dyson, pointing to the
ruins of the screever’s work. “I confess I should not have thought it possible.
Come, let us explore.”

On one side of this byway of communication was a great timber-yard, with
vague piles of wood looming shapeless above the enclosing wall; and on the
other side of the road a wall still higher seemed to enclose a garden, for there
were shadows like trees, and a faint murmur of rustling leaves broke the
silence. It was a moonless night, and clouds that had gathered after sunset had
blackened, and midway between the feeble lamps the passage lay all dark and
formless, and when one stopped and listened, and the sharp echo of reverberant
footsteps ceased, there came from far away, as from beyond the hills, a faint
roll of the noise of London. Phillipps was bolstering up his courage to declare
that he had had enough of the excursion, when a loud cry from Dyson broke in
upon his thoughts.



“Stop, stop, for Heaven'’s sake, or you will tread on it! There! almost under
your feet!” Phillipps looked down, and saw a vague shape, dark, and framed in
surrounding darkness, dropped strangely on the pavement, and then a white
cuff glimmered for a moment as Dyson lit a match, which went out directly.

“It's a drunken man,” said Phillipps very coolly.

“It's a murdered man,” said Dyson, and he began to call for police with all
his might, and soon from the distance running footsteps echoed and grew
louder, and cries sounded.

A policeman was the first to come up.

“What’s the matter?” he said, as he drew to a stand, panting. “Anything
amiss here?” for he had not seen what was on the pavement.

“Look!” said Dyson, speaking out of the gloom. “Look there! My friend and
I came down this place three minutes ago, and that is what we found.”

The man flashed his light on the dark shape ant cried out.

“Why, it’s murder,” he said; “there’s blood all about him, and a puddle of it
in the gutter there. He’s not dead long, either. Ah! there’s the wound! It’s in the
neck.”

Dyson bent over what was lying there. He saw a prosperous gentleman,
dressed in smooth, well-cut clothes. The neat whiskers were beginning to
grizzle a little; he might have been forty-five an hour before; and a handsome
gold watch had half slipped out of his waistcoat pocket. And there in the flesh
of the neck, between chin and ear, gaped a great wound, clean cut, but all
clotted with drying blood, and the white of the cheeks shone like a lighted
lamp above the red.

Dyson turned, and looked curiously about him; the dead man lay across the
path with his head inclined towards the wall, and the blood from the wound
streamed away across the pavement, and lay a dark puddle, as the policeman
had said, in the gutter. Two more policemen had come up, the crowd gathered,
humming from all quarters, and the officers had as much as they could do to
keep the curious at a distance. The three lanterns were flashing here and there,
searching for more evidence, and in the gleam of one of them Dyson caught



sight of an object in the road, to which he called the attention of the policeman
nearest to him.

“Look, Phillipps,” he said, when the man had secured it and held it up. “Look,
that should be something in your way!”

It was a dark flinty stone, gleaming like obsidian, and shaped to a broad
edge something after the manner of an adze. One end was rough, and easily
grasped in the hand, and the whole thing was hardly five inches long. The
edge was thick with blood.

“What is that, Phillipps?” said Dyson; and Phillipps looked hard at it.

“It’s a primitive flint knife,” he said. “It was made about ten thousand years
ago. One exactly like this was found near Abury, in Wiltshire, and all the
authorities gave it that age.”

The policeman stared astonished at such a development of the case; and
Phillipps himself was all aghast at his own words. But Mr. Dyson did not notice
him. An inspector who had just come up and was listening to the outlines of
the case, was holding a lantern to the dead man’s head. Dyson, for his patrt,
was staring with a white heat of curiosity at something he saw on the wall, just
above where the man was lying; there were a few rude marks done in red
chalk.

“This is a black business,” said the inspector at length; “does anybody know
who it is?”

A man stepped forward from the crowd. “I do, governor,” he said, “he’s a
big doctor, his name’s Sir Thomas Vivian; [ was in the ‘orspital abart six months
ago, and he used to come round; he was a very kind man.”

“Lord,” cried the inspector, “this is a bad job indeed. Why, Sir Thomas Vivian
goes to the Royal Family. And there’s a watch worth a hundred guineas in his
pocket, so it isn’t robbery.”

Dyson and Phillipps gave their cards to the authority, and moved off, pushing
with difficulty through the crowd that was still gathering, gathering fast; and the
alley that had been lonely and desolate now swarmed with white staring
faces and hummed with the buzz of rumour and horror, and rang with the



commands of the officers of police. The two men once free from this swarming
curiosity stepped out briskly, but for twenty minutes neither spoke a word.

“Phillipps,” said Dyson, as they came into a small but cheerful street, clean
and brightly lit, “Phillipps, I owe you an apology. I was wrong to have spoken
as [ did to-night. Such infernal jesting,” he went on, with heat, “as if there were
no wholesome subjects for a joke. I feel as if | had raised an evil spirit.”

“For Heaven'’s sake say nothing more,” said Phillipps, choking down horror
with visible effort. “You told the truth to me in my room; the troglodyte, as you
said, is still lurking about the earth, and in these very streets around us, slaying
for mere lust of blood.”

“I will come up for a moment,” said Dyson, when they reached Red Lion
Square, “I have something to ask you. I think there should be nothing hidden
between us at all events.”

Phillipps nodded gloomily, and they went up to the room, where everything
hovered indistinct in the uncertain glimmer of the light from without. When
the candle was lighted and the two men sat facing each other, Dyson spoke.

“Perhaps,” he began, “you did not notice me peering at the wall just above
the place where the head lay. The light from the inspector’s lantern was
shining full on it, and I saw something that looked queer to me, and I examined
it closely. I found that some one had drawn in red chalk a rough outline of a
hand—a human hand—upon the wall. But it was the curious position of the
fingers that struck me; it was like this”; and he took a pencil and a piece of
paper and drew rapidly, and then handed what he had done to Phillipps. It
was a rough sketch of a hand seen from the back, with the fingers clenched,
and the top of the thumb protruded between the first and second fingers, and
pointed downwards, as if to something below.

“It was just like that,” said Dyson, as he saw Phillipps’s face grow still whiter.
“The thumb pointed down as if to the body; it seemed almost a live hand in
ghastly gesture. And just beneath there was a small mark with the powder of
the chalk lying on it—as if someone had commenced a stroke and had broken
the chalk in his hand. I saw the bit of chalk lying on the ground. But what do
you make of it?”

“It's a horrible old sign,” said Phillipps— “one of the most horrible signs



connected with the theory of the evil eye. Itis used still in Italy, but there can be
no doubt that it has been known for ages. It is one of the survivals; you must
look for the origin of it in the black swamp whence man first came.”

Dyson took up his hat to go.

“I think, jesting apart,” said he, “that [ kept my promise, and that we were
and are hot on the scent, as I said. It seems as if | had really shown you
primitive man, or his handiwork at all events.”

|
Incident of the Letter

About a month after the extraordinary and mysterious murder of Sir Thomas
Vivian, the well-known and universally respected specialist in heart disease,
Mr. Dyson called again on his friend Mr. Phillipps, whom he found, not as usual,
sunk deep in painful study, but reclining in his easy-chair in an attitude of
relaxation. He welcomed Dyson with cordiality.

“I am very glad you have come,” he began; “I was thinking of looking you
up. There is no longer the shadow of a doubt about the matter.”

“You mean the case of Sir Thomas Vivian?”

“Oh, no, not at all. I was referring to the problem of the fish-hooks. Between
ourselves, I was a little too confident when you were here last, but since then
other facts have turned up; and only yesterday I had a letter from a distinguished
F. R. S. which quite settles the affair. I have been thinking what I should tackle
next; and I am inclined to believe that there is a good deal to be done in the
way of so-called undecipherable inscriptions.

“Your line of study pleases me,” said Dyson.

“I think it may prove useful. But in the meantime, there was surely something
extremely mysterious about the case of Sir Thomas Vivian.”

“Hardly, I think. I allowed myself to be frightened that night; but there can be
no doubt that the facts are patient of a comparatively commonplace explanation.”



“Really! What is your theory then?”

“Well, | imagine that Vivian must have been mixed up at some period of his
life in an adventure of a not very creditable description, and that he was
murdered out of revenge by some Italian whom he had wronged.”

“Why Italian?”

“Because of the hand, the sign of the mano in fica. That gesture is now only
used by Italians. So you see that what appeared the most obscure feature in
the case turns out to be illuminant.”

“Yes, quite so. And the flint knife?”

“That is very simple. The man found the thing in Italy, or possibly stole it
from some museum. Follow the line of least resistance, my dear fellow, and
you will see there is no need to bring up primitive man from his secular grave
beneath the hills.”

“There is some justice in what you say,” said Dyson. “As I understand you,
then, you think that your Italian, having murdered Vivian, kindly chalked up
that hand as a guide to Scotland Yard?”

“Why not? Remember a murderer is always a madman. He may plot and
contrive nine-tenths of his scheme with the acuteness and the grasp of a
chess-player or a pure mathematician; but somewhere or other his wits leave
him and he behaves like a fool. Then you must take into account the insane
pride or vanity of the criminal; he likes to leave his mark, as it were, upon his
handiwork.”

“Yes, it is all very ingenious; but have you read the reports of the inquest?”

“No, not a word. I simply gave my evidence, left the court, and dismissed
the subject from my mind.

“Quite so. Then if you don’t object I should like to give you an account of the
case. | have studied it rather deeply, and I confess it interests me extremely.”

“Very good. But I warn you I have done with mystery. We are to deal with
facts now.”



“Yes, it is fact that [ wish to put before you. And this is fact the first. When
the police moved Sir Thomas Vivian’s body they found an open knife beneath
him. It was an ugly-looking thing such as sailors carry, with a blade that the
mere opening rendered rigid, and there the blade was all ready, bare and
gleaming, but without a trace of blood on it, and the knife was found to be
quite new; it had never been used. Now, at the first glance it looks as if your
imaginary Italian were just the man to have such a tool. But consider a
moment. Would he be likely to buy a new knife expressly to commit murder?
And, secondly, if he had such a knife, why didn’t he use it, instead of that very
odd flint instrument?

“And I want to put this to you. You think the murderer chalked up the hand
after the murder as a sort of ‘melodramatic Italian assassin his mark’ touch.
Passing over the question as to whether the real criminal ever does such a
thing, [ would point out that, on the medical evidence, Sir Thomas Vivian hadn’t
been dead for more than an hour. That would place the stroke at about a
quarter to ten, and you know it was perfectly dark when we went out at 9.30.
And that passage was singularly gloomy and ill-lighted, and the hand was drawn
roughly, it is true, but correctly and without the bungling of strokes and the bad
shots that are inevitable when one tries to draw in the dark or with shut eyes.
Just try to draw such a simple figure as a square without looking at the paper,
and then ask me to conceive that your Italian, with the rope waiting for his
neck, could draw the hand on the wall so firmly and truly, in the black shadow
of that alley. It is absurd. By consequence, then, the hand was drawn early in
the evening, long before any murder was committed; or else—mark this,
Phillipps—it was drawn by some one to whom darkness and gloom were
familiar and habitual; by some one to whom the common dread of the rope
was unknown!

“Again: a curious note was found in Sir Thomas Vivian’s pocket. Envelope
and paper were of a common make, and the stamp bore the West Central
postmark. [ will come to the nature of the contents later on, but it is the
question of the handwriting that is so remarkable. The address on the outside
was neatly written in a small clear hand, but the letter itself might have been
written by a Persian who had learnt the English script. It was upright, and the
letters were curiously contorted, with an affectation of dashes and backward
curves which really reminded me of an Oriental manuscript, though it was all
perfectly legible. But—and here comes the poser—on searching the dead man’s
waistcoat pockets a small memorandum book was found; it was almost filled
with pencil jottings. These memoranda related chiefly to matters of a private



as distinct from a professional nature; there were appointments to meet friends,
notes of theatrical firstnights, the address of a good hotel in Tours, and the title
of a new novel—nothing in any way intimate. And the whole of these jottings
were written in a hand nearly identical with the writing of the note found in the
dead man’s coat pocket! There was just enough difference between them to
enable the expert to swear that the two were not written by the same person. |
will just read you so much of Lady Vivian’s evidence as bears on this point of
the writing; I have the printed slip with me. Here you see she says: ‘1 was
married to my late husband seven years ago; [ never saw any letter addressed
to him in a hand at all resembling that on the envelope produced, nor have |
ever seen writing like that in the letter before me. I never saw my late husband
using the memorandum book, but I am sure he did write everything in it;  am
certain of that because we stayed last May at the Hotel du Faisan, Rue Royale,
Tours, the address of which is given in the book; I remember his getting the
novel A Sentinel about six weeks ago. Sir Thomas Vivian never liked to miss
the firstnights at the theatres. His usual hand was perfectly different from that
used in the note-book.’

“And now, last of all, we come back to the note itself. Here it is in facsimile.
My possession of it is due to the kindness of Inspector Cleeve, who is pleased
to be amused at my amateur inquisitiveness. Read it, Phillipps; you tell me you
are interested in obscure inscriptions; here is something for you to decipher.”

Mr. Phillipps, absorbed in spite of himself in the strange circumstances Dyson
had related, took the piece of paper, and scrutinized it closely. The handwriting
was indeed bizarre in the extreme, and, as Dyson had noted, not unlike the
Persian character in its general effect, but it was perfectly legible.

“Read it aloud,” said Dyson, and Phillipps obeyed.

“‘Hand did not point in vain. The meaning of the stars is no longer obscure.
Strangely enough, the black heaven vanished, or was stolen yesterday, but that
does not matter in the least, as I have a celestial globe. Our old orbit remains
unchanged; you have not forgotten the number of my sign, or will you appoint
some other house? [ have been on the other side of the moon, and can bring
something to show you.’”

“And what do you make of that?” said Dyson.

“It seemns to me mere gibberish,” said Phillipps; “you suppose it has a meaning?”



“Oh, surely; it was posted three days before the murder; it was found in the
murdered man’s pocket; it is written in a fantastic hand which the murdered
man himself used for his private memoranda. There must be purpose under
all this, and to my mind there is something ugly enough hidden under the
circumstances of this case of Sir Thomas Vivian.”

“But what theory have you formed?”

“Oh, as to theories, I am still in a very early stage; it is too soon to state
conclusions. But I think I have demolished your Italian. I tell you, Phillipps,
again the whole thing has an ugly look to my eyes. [ cannot do as you do, and
fortify myself with cast-iron propositions to the effect that this or that doesn’t
happen, and never has happened. You note that the first word in the letter is
‘hand.” That seems to me, taken with what we know about the hand on the
wall, significant enough, and what you yourself told me of the history and
meaning of the symbol, its connection with a world-old belief and faiths of dim
far-off years, all this speaks of mischief, for me at all events. No; [ stand pretty
well to what I said to you half in joke that night before we went out. There are
sacraments of evil as well as of good about us, and we live and move to my
belief in an unknown world, a place where there are caves and shadows and
dwellers in twilight. It is possible that man may sometimes return on the track
of evolution, and it is my belief that an awful lore is not yet dead.”

“I cannot follow you in all this,” said Phillipps; “it seems to interest you
strangely. What do you propose to do?”

“My dear, Phillipps,” replied Dyson, speaking in a lighter tone, “I am afraid I
shall have to go down a little in the world. I have a prospect of visits to the
pawnbrokers before me, and the publicans must not be neglected. I must
cultivate a taste for four ale; shag tobacco I already love and esteem with all my
heart.”

I1I

Search for the Vanished Heaven

For many days after the discussion with Phillipps Mr. Dyson was resolute in
the line of research he had marked out for himself. A fervent curiosity and an



innate liking for the obscure were great incentives, but especially in this case of
Sir Thomas Vivian’s death (for Dyson began to boggle a little at the word
“murder”) there seemed to him an element that was more than curious. The
sign of the red hand upon the wall, the tool of flint that had given death, the
almost identity between the handwriting of the note and the fantastic script
reserved religiously, as it appeared, by the doctor for trifling jottings, all these
diverse and variegated threads joined to weave in his mind a strange and
shadowy picture, with ghastly shapes dominant and deadly, and yet ill-defined,
like the giant figures wavering in an ancient tapestry. He thought he had a clue
to the meaning of the note, and in his resolute search for the “black heaven,”
which had vanished, he beat furiously about the alleys and obscure streets of
central London, making himself a familiar figure to the pawnbroker, and a
frequent guest at the more squalid pot-houses.

For a long time he was unsuccessful, and he trembled at the thought that
the “black heaven” might be hid in the coy retirements of Peckham, or lurk
perchance in distant Willesden, but finally, improbability, in which he put his
trust, came to the rescue. It was a dark and rainy night, with something in the
unquiet and stirring gusts that savoured of approaching winter, and Dyson,
beating up a narrow street not far from the Gray’s Inn Road, took shelter in an
extremely dirty “public,” and called for beer, forgetting for the moment his
preoccupations, and only thinking of the sweep of the wind about the tiles and
the hissing of the rain through the black and troubled air. At the bar there
gathered the usual company: the frowsy women and the men in shiny black,
those who appeared to mumble secretly together, others who wrangled in
interminable argument, and a few shy drinkers who stood apart, each relishing
his dose, and the rank and biting flavour of cheap spirit. Dyson was wondering
at the enjoyment of it all, when suddenly there came a sharper accent. The
folding-doors swayed open, and a middle-aged woman staggered towards the
bar, and clutched the pewter rim as if she stepped a deck in a roaring gale.
Dyson glanced at her attentively as a pleasing specimen of her class; she was
decently dressed in black, and carried a black bag of somewhat rusty leather,
and her intoxication was apparent and far advanced. As she swayed at the bar,
it was evidently all she could do to stand upright, and the barman, who had
looked at her with disfavour, shook his head in reply to her thick-voiced
demand for a drink. The woman glared at him, transformed in a moment to a
fury, with bloodshot eyes, and poured forth a torrent of execration, a stream of
blasphemies and early English phraseology.

“Get out of this,” said the man; “shut up and be off, or I'll send for the police.”



“Police, you,” bawled the woman, “I'll——well, give you something to fetch
the police for!” and with a rapid dive into her bag she pulled out some object
which she hurled furiously at the barman’s head.

The man ducked down, and the missile flew over his head and smashed a
bottle to fragments, while the woman with a peal of horrible laughter rushed to
the door, and they could hear her steps pattering fast over the wet stones.

The barman looked ruefully about him.

“Not much good going after her,” he said, “and I'm afraid what she’s left
won'’t pay for that bottle of whisky.” He fumbled amongst the fragments of
broken glass, and drew out something dark, a kind of square stone it seemed,
which he held up.

“Valuable cur’osity,” he said, “any gent like to bid?”

The habitues had scarcely turned from their pots and glasses during these
exciting incidents; they gazed a moment, fishily, when the bottle smashed, and
that was all, and the mumble of the confidential was resumed and the jangle of
the quarrelsome, and the shy and solitary sucked in their lips and relished again
the rank flavour of the spirit.

Dyson looked quickly at what the barman held before him.

“Would you mind letting me see it?” he said; “it’s a queer-looking old thing,
isn’t it?”

It was a small black tablet, apparently of stone, about four inches long by
two and a half broad, and as Dyson took it he felt rather than saw that he touched
the secular with his flesh. There was some kind of carving on the surface, and,
most conspicuous, a sign that made Dyson’s heart leap.

“I don’t mind taking it,” he said quietly. “Would two shillings be enough?”

“Say half a dollar,” said the man, and the bargain was concluded. Dyson
drained his pot of beer, finding it delicious, and lit his pipe, and went out
deliberately soon after. When he reached his apartment he locked the door,
and placed the tablet on his desk, and then fixed himself in his chair, as resolute as
an army in its trenches before a beleaguered city. The tablet was full under the



light of the shaded candle, and scrutinizing it closely, Dyson saw first the sign
of the hand with the thumb protruding between the fingers; it was cut finely
and firmly on the dully black surface of the stone, and the thumb pointed
downward to what was beneath.

“It is mere ornament,” said Dyson to himself, “perhaps symbolical ornament,
but surely not an inscription, or the signs of any words ever spoken.”

The hand pointed at a series of fantastic figures, spirals and whorls of the
finest, most delicate lines, spaced at intervals over the remaining surface of the
tablet. The marks were as intricate and seemed almost as much without design
as the pattern of a thumb impressed upon a pane of glass.

“Is it some natural marking?” thought Dyson; “there have been queer designs,
likenesses of beasts and flowers, in stones with which man’s hand had nothing
to do”; and he bent over the stone with a magnifier, only to be convinced that
no hazard of nature could have delineated these varied labyrinths of line. The
whorls were of different sizes; some were less than the twelfth of an inch in
diameter, and the largest was a little smaller than a sixpence, and under the
glass the regularity and accuracy of the cutting were evident, and in the smaller
spirals the lines were graduated at intervals of a hundredth of an inch. The
whole thing had a marvellous and fantastic look, and gazing at the mystic whorls
beneath the hand, Dyson became subdued with an impression of vast and
far-off ages, and of a living being that had touched the stone with enigmas
before the hills were formed, when the hard rocks still boiled with fervent heat.

“The ‘black heaven’ is found again,” he said, “but the meaning of the stars is
likely to be obscure for everlasting so far as I am concerned.”

London stilled without, and a chill breath came into the room as Dyson sat
gazing at the tablet shining duskily under the candle-light; and at last as he closed
the desk over the ancient stone, all his wonder at the case of Sir Thomas Vivian
increased tenfold, and he thought of the well-dressed prosperous gentleman
lying dead mystically beneath the sign of the hand, and the insupportable
conviction seized him that between the death of this fashionable West End
doctor and the weird spirals of the tablet there were most secret and
unimaginable links.

For days he sat before his desk gazing at the tablet, unable to resist its
loadstone fascination, and yet quite helpless, without even the hope of solving



the symbols so secretly inscribed. At last, desperate he called in Mr. Phillipps
in consultation, and told in brief the story of the finding the stone.

“Dear me!” said Phillipps, “this is extremely curious; you have had a find
indeed. Why, it looks to me even more ancient than the Hittite seal. I confess
the character, if it is a character, is entirely strange to me. These whorls are
really very quaint.”

“Yes, but | want to know what they mean. You must remember this tablet is
the ‘black heaven’ of the letter found in Sir Thomas Vivian’s pocket; it bears
directly on his death.”

“Oh, no, that is nonsense! This is, no doubt, an extremely ancient tablet,
which has been stolen from some collection. Yes, the hand makes an odd
coincidence, but only a coincidence after all.”

“My dear Phillipps, you are a living example of the truth of the axiom that
extreme scepticism is mere credulity. But can you decipher the inscription?”

“I undertake to decipher anything,” said Phillipps. “I do not believe in
the insoluble. These characters are curious, but I cannot fancy them to be
inscrutable.”

“Then take the thing away with you and make what you can of it. It has
begun to haunt me; I feel as if [ had gazed too long into the eyes of the Sphinx.”

Phillipps departed with the tablet in an inner pocket. He had not much
doubt of success, for he had evolved thirty-seven rules for the solution of
inscriptions. Yet when a week had passed and he called to see Dyson there
was no vestige of triumph on his features. He found his friend in a state of
extreme irritation, pacing up and down in the room like a man in a passion. He
turned with a start as the door opened.

“Well,” said Dyson, “you have got it? What is it all about?”

“My dear fellow, I am sorry to say [ have completely failed. I have tried every
known device in vain. [ have even been so officious as to submit it to a friend
at the Museum, but he, though a man of prime authority on the subject, tells
me he is quite at fault. It must be some wreckage of a vanished race, almost, |
think, a fragment of another world than ours. I am not a superstitious man,



Dyson, and you know that I have no truck with even the noble delusions, but |
confess | yearn to be rid of this small square of blackish stone. Frankly, it has
given me an ill week; it seems to me troglodytic and abhorred.”

Phillipps drew out the tablet and laid it on the desk before Dyson.

“By the way,” he went on, “I was right at all events in one particular; it has
formed part of some collection. There is a piece of grimy paper on the back
that must have been a label.”

“Yes, I noticed that,” said Dyson, who had fallen into deepest disappointment;
“no doubt the paper is a label. But as I don’t much care where the tablet
originally came from, and only wish to know what the inscription means, I paid
no attention to the paper. The thing is a hopeless riddle, I suppose, and yet it
must surely be of the greatest importance.”

Phillipps left soon after, and Dyson, still despondent, took the tablet in his
hand and carelessly turned it over. The label had so grimed that it seemed
merely a dull stain, but as Dyson looked at it idly, and yet attentively, he could
see pencilmarks, and he bent over it eagerly, with his glass to his eye. To his
annoyance, he found that part of the paper had been torn away, and he could
only with difficulty make out odd words and pieces of words. First he read
something that looked like “in-road,” and then beneath, “stony-hearted step”
and a tear cut off the rest. But in an instant a solution suggested itself, and he
chuckled with huge delight.

“Certainly,” he said out loud, “this is not only the most charming but the
most convenient quarter in all London; here I am, allowing for the accidents of
side streets, perched on a tower of observation.”

He glanced triumphant out of the window across the street to the gate of the
British Museum. Sheltered by the boundary wall of that agreeable institution,
a “screever,” or artist in chalks, displayed his brilliant impressions on the
pavement, soliciting the approval and the coppers of the gay and serious.

“This,” said Dyson, “is more than delightful! An artist is provided to my hand.”



I\Y%
The Artist of the Pavement

Mr. Phillipps, in spite of all disavowals—in spite of the wall of sense of whose
enclosure and limit he was wont to make his boast—yet felt in his heart
profoundly curious as to the case of Sir Thomas Vivian. Though he kept a brave
face for his friend, his reason could not decently resist the conclusion that Dyson
had enunciated, namely, that the whole affair had a look both ugly and
mysterious. There was the weapon of a vanished race that had pierced the
great arteries; the red hand, the symbol of a hideous faith, that pointed to the
slain man; and then the tablet which Dyson declared he had expected to
find, and had certainly found, bearing the ancient impress of the hand of
malediction, and a legend written beneath in a character compared with which
the most antique cuneiform was a thing of yesterday. Besides all this, there
were other points that tortured and perplexed. How to account for the bare
knife found unstained beneath the body? And the hint that the red hand
upon the wall must have been drawn by some one whose life was passed in
darkness thrilled him with a suggestion of dim and infinite horror. Hence he
was in truth not a little curious as to what was to come, and some ten days after
he had returned the tablet he again visited the “mystery-man,” as he privately
named his friend.

Arrived in the grave and airy chambers in Great Russell Street, he found the
moral atmosphere of the place had been transformed. All Dyson’s irritation
had disappeared, his brow was smoothed with complacency, and he sat at a
table by the window gazing out into the street with an expression of grim
enjoyment, a pile of books and papers lying unheeded before him.

“My dear Phillipps, l am delighted to see you! Pray excuse my moving. Draw
your chair up here to the table, and try this admirable shag tobacco.”

“Thank you,” said Phillipps, “judging by the flavour of the smoke, I should
think it is a little strong. But what on earth is all this? What are you looking at?”

“I am on my watch-tower. [ assure you that the time seems short while |
contemplate this agreeable street and the classic grace of the Museum
portico.”

“Your capacity for nonsense is amazing,” replied Phillipps, “but have you



succeeded in deciphering the tablet? It interests me.”

“I have not paid much attention to the tablet recently,” said Dyson. “I
believe the spiral character may wait.”

“Really! And how about the Vivian murder?”

“Ah, you do take an interest in that case? Well, after all, we cannot deny that
it was a queer business. But is not ‘murder’ rather a coarse word? It smacks a
little, surely, of the police poster. Perhaps I am a trifle decadent, but I cannot
help believing in the splendid word; ‘sacrifice,” for example, is surely far finer
than ‘murder.’”

“l'am all in the dark,” said Phillipps. “I cannot even imagine by what track
you are moving in this labyrinth.”

“I think that before very long the whole matter will be a good deal clearer for
us both, but I doubt whether you will like hearing the story.”

Dyson lit his pipe afresh and leant back, not relaxing, however, in his scrutiny
of the street. After a somewhat lengthy pause, he startled Phillipps by a loud
breath of relief as he rose from the chair by the window and began to pace the
floor.

“It’s over for the day,” he said, “and, after all, one gets a little tired.”

Phillipps looked with inquiry into the street. The evening was darkening,
and the pile of the Museum was beginning to loom indistinct before the lighting
of the lamps, but the pavements were thronged and busy. The artist in chalks
across the way was gathering together his materials, and blurring all the
brilliance of his designs, and a little lower down there was the clang of shutters
being placed in position. Phillipps could see nothing to justify Mr. Dyson’s
sudden abandonment of his attitude of surveillance, and grew a little irritated
by all these thorny enigmas.

“Do you know, Phillipps,” said Dyson, as he strolled at ease up and down
the room, “I will tell you how I work. 1go upon the theory of improbability. The
theory is unknown to you? I will explain. Suppose I stand on the steps of St.
Paul’s and look out for a blind man lame of the left leg to pass me, it is evidently
highly improbable that [ shall see such a person by waiting for an hour. If [ wait



two hours the improbability is diminished, but is still enormous, and a watch of
awhole day would give little expectation of success. But suppose I take up the
same position day after day, and week after week, don’t you perceive that the
improbability is lessening constantly—growing smaller day after day? Don’t
you see that two lines which are not parallel are gradually approaching one
another, drawing nearer and nearer to a point of meeting, till at last they do
meet, and improbability has vanished altogether? That is how I found the black
tablet: I acted on the theory of improbability. It is the only scientific principle I
know of which can enable one to pick out an unknown man from amongst five
million.”

“And you expect to find the interpreter of the black tablet by this method?”
“Certainly.”
“And the murderer of Sir Thomas Vivian also?”

“Yes, I expect to lay my hands on the person concerned in the death of Sir
Thomas Vivian in exactly the same way.”

The rest of the evening after Phillipps had left was devoted by Dyson to
sauntering in the streets, and afterwards, when the night grew late, to his
literary labours, or the chase of the phrase, as he called it. The next morning
the station by the window was again resumed. His meals were brought to him
at the table, and he ate with his eyes on the street. With briefest intervals,
snatched reluctantly from time to time, he persisted in his survey throughout
the day, and only at dusk, when the shutters were put up and the “screever”
ruthlessly deleted all his labour of the day, just before the gas-lamps began
to star the shadows, did he feel at liberty to quit his post. Day after day this
ceaseless glance upon the street continued, till the landlady grew puzzled and
aghast at such a profitless pertinacity.

But at last, one evening, when the play of lights and shadows was scarce
beginning, and the clear cloudless air left all distinct and shining, there came
the moment. A man of middle age, bearded and bowed, with a touch of grey
about the ears, was strolling slowly along the northern pavement of Great Russell
Street from the eastern end. He looked up at the Museumn as he went by, and
then glanced involuntarily at the art of the “screever,” and at the artist himself,
who sat beside his pictures, hat in hand. The man with the beard stood still an
instant, swaying slightly to and fro as if in thought, and Dyson saw his fists shut



tight, and his back quivering, and the one side of his face in view twitched and
grew contorted with the indescribable torment of approaching epilepsy. Dyson
drew a soft hat from his pocket, and dashed the door open, taking the stair with
arun.

When he reached the street, the person he had seen so agitated had turned
about, and, regardless of observation, was racing wildly towards Bloomsbury
Square, with his back to his former course.

Mr. Dyson went up to the artist of the pavement and gave him some money,
observing quietly, “You needn’t trouble to draw that thing again.”

Then he, too, turned about, and strolled idly down the street in the opposite
direction to that taken by the fugitive. So the distance between Dyson and the
man with the bowed head grew steadily greater.

\Y
Story of the Treasure-house

“There are many reasons why I chose your rooms for the meeting in
preference to my own. Chiefly, perhaps because I thought the man would be
more at his ease on neutral ground.”

“I confess, Dyson,” said Phillipps, “that I feel both impatient and uneasy.
You know my standpoint: hard matter of fact, materialism if you like, in its
crudest form. But there is something about all this affair of Vivian that makes
me a little restless. And how did you induce the man to come?”

“He has an exaggerated opinion of my powers. You remember what I said
about the doctrine of improbability? When it does work out, it gives results
which seem very amazing to a person who is not in the secret. That is eight
striking, isn’t it? And there goes the bell.”

They heard footsteps on the stair, and presently the door opened, and a
middle-aged man, with a bowed head, bearded, and with a good deal of
grizzling hair about his ears, came into the room. Phillipps glanced at his
features, and recognised the lineaments of terror.



“Come in, Mr. Selby,” said Dyson. “This is Mr. Phillipps, my intimate friend
and our host for this evening. Will you take anything? Then perhaps we had
better hear your story—a very singular one, [ am sure.”

The man spoke in a voice hollow and a little quavering, and a fixed stare
that never left his eyes seemed directed to something awful that was to remain
before him by day and night for the rest of his life.

“You will, I am sure, excuse preliminaries,” he began; “what I have to tell is
best told quickly. I will say, then, that I was born in a remote part of the west of
England, where the very outlines of the woods and hills, and the winding of the
streamns in the valleys, are apt to suggest the mystical to any one strongly gifted
with imagination. When I was quite a boy there were certain huge and rounded
hills, certain depths of hanging wood, and secret valleys bastioned round on
every side that filled me with fancies beyond the bourne of rational expression,
and as I grew older and began to dip into my father’s books, [ went by instinct,
like the bee, to all that would nourish fantasy. Thus, from a course of obsolete
and occult reading, and from listening to certain wild legends in which the
older people still secretly believed, I grew firmly convinced of the existence of
treasure, the hoard of a race extinct for ages, still hidden beneath the hills, and
my every thought was directed to the discovery of the golden heaps that lay, as
| fancied within a few feet of the green turf. To one spot, in especial, | was
drawn as if by enchantment; it was a tumulus—the domed memorial of some
forgotten people, crowning the crest of a vast mountain range; and [ have often
lingered there on summer evenings, sitting on the great block of limestone at
the summit, and looking out far over the yellow sea towards the Devonshire
coast. One day as I dug heedlessly with the ferrule of my stick at the mosses
and lichens which grew rank over the stone, my eye was caught by what seemed
a pattern beneath the growth of green; there was a curving line, and marks that
did not look altogether the work of nature. At first [ thought [ had bared some
rarer fossil, and I took out my knife and scraped away at the moss till a square
foot was uncovered. Then I saw two signs which startled me; first, a closed
hand, pointing downwards, the thumb protruding between the fingers, and
beneath the hand a whorl or spiral, traced with exquisite accuracy in the hard
surface of the rock. Here I persuaded myself, was an index to the great secret,
but I chilled at the recollection of the fact that some antiquarians had tunnelled
the tumulus through and through, and had been a good deal surprised at not
finding so much as an arrowhead within. Clearly, then, the signs on the
limestone had no local significance; and I made up my mind that | must search
abroad. By sheer accident  was in a measure successful in my quest. Strolling



by a cottage, I saw some children playing by the roadside; one was holding up
some object in his hand, and the rest were going through one of the many
forms of elaborate pretence which make up a great part of the mystery of a
child’s life. Something in the object held by the little boy attracted me, and |
asked him to let me see it. The plaything of these children consisted of an
oblong tablet of black stone; and on it was inscribed the hand pointing
downwards, just as I had seen it on the rock, while beneath, spaced over the
tablet, were a number of whorls and spirals, cut, as it seemed to me, with the
utmost care and nicety. I bought the toy for a couple of shillings; the woman of
the house told me it had been lying about for years; she thought her husband
had found it one day in the brook which ran in front of the cottage: it was a very
hot summer, and the stream was almost dry, and he saw it amongst the stones.
That day I tracked the brook to a well of water gushing up cold and clear at the
head of a lonely glen in the mountain. That was twenty years ago, and I only
succeeded in deciphering the mysterious inscription last August. I must not
trouble you with irrelevant details of my life; it is enough for me to say that [ was
forced, like many another man, to leave my old home and come to London. Of
money | had very little, and [ was glad to find a cheap room in a squalid street
off the Gray’s Inn Road. The late Sir Thomas Vivian, then far poorer and more
wretched than myself, had a garret in the same house, and before many months
we became intimate friends, and I had confided to him the object of my life. |
had at first great difficulty in persuading him that I was not giving my days and
my nights to an inquiry altogether hopeless and chimerical; but when he was
convinced he grew keener than myself, and glowed at the thought of the riches
which were to be the prize of some ingenuity and patience. I liked the man
intensely, and pitied his case; he had a strong desire to enter the medical
profession, but he lacked the means to pay the smallest fees, and indeed he
was, not once or twice, but often reduced to the very verge of starvation. [
freely and solemnly promised, that under whatever chances, he should share
in my heaped fortune when it came and this promise to one who had always
been poor and yet thirsted for wealth and pleasure in a manner unknown to
me, was the strongest incentive. He threw himself into the task with eager
interest, and applied a very acute intellect and unwearied patience to the
solution of the characters on the tablet. I, like other ingenious young men, was
curious in the matter of handwriting, and I had invented or adapted a fantastic
script which I used occasionally, and which took Vivian so strongly that he was
at the pains to imitate it. It was arranged between us that if we were ever
parted, and had occasion to write on the affair that was so close to our hearts,
this queer hand of my invention was to be used, and we also contrived a
semi-cypher for the same purpose. Meanwhile we exhausted ourselves in



efforts to get at the heart of the mystery, and after a couple of years had gone by
I could see that Vivian began to sicken a little of the adventure, and one night
he told me with some emotion that he feared both our lives were being passed
away in idle and hopeless endeavour. Not many months afterwards he was so
happy as to receive a considerable legacy from an aged and distant relative
whose very existence had been almost forgotten by him; and with money at
the bank, he became at once a stranger to me. He had passed his preliminary
examination many years before, and forthwith decided to enter at St. Thomas’s
Hospital, and he told me that he must look out for a more convenient lodging.
As we said good-bye, | reminded him of the promise I had given, and solemnly
renewed it; but Vivian laughed with something between pity and contermnpt in
his voice and expression as he thanked me. I need not dwell on the long struggle
and misery of my existence, now doubly lonely; I never wearied or despaired
of final success, and every day saw me at work, the tablet before me, and only
at dusk would I go out and take my daily walk along Oxford Street, which
attracted me, I think, by the noise and motion and glitter of lamps.

“This walk grew with me to a habit; every night, and in all weathers, I crossed
the Gray’s Inn Road and struck westward, sometimes choosing a northern track,
by the Euston Road and Tottenham Court Road, sometimes [ went by Holborn,
and sometimes by way of Great Russell Street. Every night [ walked for an hour
to and fro on the northern pavement of Oxford Street, and the tale of De Quincey
and his name for the Street, ‘Stony-hearted step mother,’ often recurred to my
memory. Then I would return to my grimy den and spend hours more in
endless analysis of the riddle before me.

“The answer came to me one night a few weeks ago; it flashed into my
brain in a moment, and I read the inscription, and saw that after all I had not
wasted my days. ‘The place of the treasure-house of them that dwell below,’
were the first words I read, and then followed minute indications of the spot in
my own country where the great works of gold were to be kept for ever. Such
a track was to be followed, such a pitfall avoided; here the way narrowed
almost to a fox’s hole, and there it broadened, and so at last the chamber would
be reached. I determined to lose no time in verifying my discovery—not that I
doubted at that great moment, but I would not risk even the smallest chance of
disappointing my old friend Vivian, now a rich and prosperous man. Itook the
train for the West, and one night, with chart in hand, traced out the passage of
the hills, and went so far that [ saw the gleam of gold before me. I would not go
on; I resolved that Vivian must be with me; and I only brought away a strange
knife of flint which lay on the path, as confirmation of what I had to tell. I



returned to London, and was a good deal vexed to find the stone tablet had
disappeared from my rooms. My landlady, an inveterate drunkard, denied all
knowledge of the fact, but I have little doubt she had stolen the thing for the
sake of the glass of whisky it might fetch. However, [ knew what was written
on the tablet by heart, and [ had also made an exact facsimile of the characters,
so the loss was not severe. Only one thing annoyed me: when I first came into
possession of the stone, | had pasted a piece of paper on the back and had
written down the date and place of finding, and later on I had scribbled a word
or two, a trivial sentiment, the name of my street, and such-like idle pencillings
on the paper; and these memories of days that had seemed so hopeless were
dear to me: | had thought they would help to remind me in the future of the
hours when I had hoped against despair. However, | wrote at once to Sir
Thomas Vivian, using the handwriting I have mentioned and also the quasi-cypher.
[ told him of my success, and after mentioning the loss of the tablet and the fact
that [ had a copy of the inscription, [ reminded him once more of my promise,
and asked him either to write or call. He replied that he would see me in a
certain obscure passage in Clerkenwell well known to us both in the old days,
and at seven o’clock one evening, | went to meet him. At the corner of this by
way, as | was walking to and fro, I noticed the blurred pictures of some street
artist, and I picked up a piece of chalk he had left behind him, not much
thinking what [ was doing. I paced up and down the passage, wondering a
good deal, as you may imagine, as to what manner of man I was to meet after
so many years of parting, and the thoughts of the buried time coming thick
upon me, I walked mechanically without raising my eyes from the ground. I
was startled out of my reverie by an angry voice and a rough inquiry why [
didn’t keep to the right side of the pavement, and looking up I found I had
confronted a prosperous and important gentleman, who eyed my poor
appearance with a look of great dislike and contempt. I knew directly it was
my old comrade, and when I recalled myself to him, he apologized with some
show of regret, and began to thank me for my kindness, doubtfully, as if he
hesitated to commit himself, and, as I could see, with the hint of a suspicion
as to my sanity. I would have engaged him at first in reminiscences of our
friendship, but I found Sir Thomas viewed those days with a good deal of
distaste, and replying politely to my remarks, continually edged in ‘business
matters,’ as he called them. I changed my topics, and told him in greater detail
what I have told you. Then I saw his manner suddenly change; as I pulled out
the flint knife to prove my journey ‘to the other side of the moon,’ as we called
it in our jargon, there came over him a kind of choking eagerness, his features
were somewhat discomposed, and I thought I detected a shuddering horror, a
clenched resolution, and the effort to keep quiet succeed one another in a



manner that puzzled me. [ had occasion to be a little precise in my particulars,
and it being still light enough, [ remembered the red chalk in my pocket, and
drew the hand on the wall. ‘Here, you see, is the hand,’ I said, as | explained its
true meaning, ‘note where the thumb issues from between the first and
second fingers,” and I would have gone on, and had applied the chalk to the
wall to continue my diagram, when he struck my hand down much to my
surprise. ‘No, no,” he said, ‘I do not want all that. And this place is not retired
enough; let us walk on, and do you explain everything to me minutely.” |
complied readily enough, and he led me away choosing the most unfrequented
by ways, while I drove in the plan of the hidden house word by word. Once or
twice as [ raised my eyes I caught Vivian looking strangely about him; he seemed
to give a quick glint up and down, and glance at the houses; and there was a
furtive and anxious air about him that displeased me. ‘Let us walk on to the
north,” he said at length, ‘we shall come to some pleasant lanes where we can
discuss these matters, quietly; my night’s rest is at your service.” [ declined, on
the pretext that [ could not dispense with my visit to Oxford Street, and went on
till he understood every turning and winding and the minutest detail as well
as myself. We had returned on our footsteps, and stood again in the dark
passage, just where I had drawn the red hand on the wall, for | recognized the
vague shape of the trees whose branches hung above us. ‘We have come
back to our starting-point,’ [ said; ‘I almost think I could put my finger on the
wall where I drew the hand. And I am sure you could put your finger on the
mystic hand in the hills as well as I. Remember between stream and stone.’

“I'was bending down, peering at what [ thought must be my drawing, when
I heard a sharp hiss of breath, and started up, and saw Vivian with his arm
uplifted and a bare blade in his hand, and death threatening in his eyes. In
sheer self-defence I caught at the flint weapon in my pocket, and dashed at
him in blind fear of my life, and the next instant he lay dead upon the stones.

“I think that is all,” Mr. Selby continued after a pause, “and it only remains
for me to say to you, Mr. Dyson, that [ cannot conceive what means enabled
you to run me down.”

“I followed many indications,” said Dyson, “and I am bound to disclaim all
credit for acuteness, as | have made several gross blunders. Your celestial
cypher did not, I confess, give me much trouble; I saw at once that terms of
astronomy were substituted for common words and phrases. You had lost
something black, or something black had been stolen from you; a celestial
globe is a copy of the heavens, so | knew you meant you had a copy of what



you had lost. Obviously, then, I came to the conclusion that you had lost a
black object with characters or symbols written or inscribed on it, since the
object in question certainly contained valuable information and all information
must be written or pictured. ‘Our old orbit remains unchanged’; evidently our
old course or arrangement. ‘The number of my sign’ must mean the number
of my house, the allusion being to the signs of the zodiac. I need not say that
‘the other side of the moon’ can stand for nothing but some place where no
one else has been; and ‘some other house’ is some other place of meeting, the
‘house’ being the old term ‘house of the heavens.” Then my next step was to
find the ‘ black heaven’ that had been stolen, and by a process of exhaustion |
did so.”

“You have got the tablet?”

“Certainly. And on the back of it, on the slip of paper you have mentioned,
I read ‘inroad,’ which puzzled me a good deal, till I thought of Grey’s Inn Road;
you forgot the second n. ‘Stony-hearted step’ immediately suggested the phrase
of De Quincey you have alluded to; and I made the wild but correct shot, that
you were a man who lived in or near the Gray’s Inn Road, and had the habit of
walking in Oxford Street, for you remember how the opium-eater dwells on his
wearying promenades along that thoroughfare? On the theory of improbability,
which I have explained to my friend here, I concluded that occasionally, at all
events, you would choose the way by Guildford Street, Russell Square, and
Great Russell Street, and I knew that if | watched long enough I should see you.
But how was I to recognize my man? I noticed the ‘screever’ opposite my
rooms, and got him to draw every day a large hand, in the gesture so familiar to
us all, upon the wall behind him. I thought that when the unknown person did
pass he would certainly betray some emotion at the sudden vision of the sign,
to him the most terrible of symbols. You know the rest. Ah, as to catching you
an hour later, that was, I confess, a refinement. From the fact of your having
occupied the same rooms for so many years, in a neighbourhood moreover
where lodgers are migratory to excess, I drew the conclusion that you were a
man of fixed habit, and I was sure that after you had got over your fright you
would return for the walk down Oxford Street. You did, by way of New Oxford
Street, and [ was waiting at the corner.”

“Your conclusions are admirable,” said Mr. Selby. “I may tell you that [ had
my stroll down Oxford Street the night Sir Thomas Vivian died. And I think that
is all I have to say.”



“Scarcely,” said Dyson. “How about the treasure?”

“I had rather we did not speak of that,” said Mr. Selby, with a whitening of
the skin about the temples.

“Oh, nonsense, sir, we are not blackmailers. Besides, you know you are in
our power.”

“Then, as you put it like that, Mr. Dyson, I must tell you I returned to the
place. I went on a little farther than before.”

The man stopped short; his mouth began to twitch, his lips moved apart,
and he drew in quick breaths, sobbing.

“Well, well,” said Dyson, “I dare say you have done comfortably.”

“Comfortably,” Selby went on, constraining himself with an effort, “yes, so
comfortably that hell burns hot within me for ever. [ only brought one thing
away from that awful house within the hills; it was lying just beyond the spot
where [ found the flint knife.”

“Why did you not bring more?”

The whole bodily frame of the wretched man visibly shrank and wasted; his
face grew yellow as tallow, and the sweat dropped from his brows. The
spectacle was both revolting and terrible, and when the voice came it sounded

like the hissing of a snake.

“Because the keepers are still there, and [ saw them, and because of this,”
and he pulled out a small piece of curious gold-work and held it up.

“There,” he said, “that is the Pain of the Goat.”

Phillipps and Dyson cried out together in horror at the revolting obscenity of
the thing.

“Put it away, man; hide it, for Heaven’s sake, hide it!”

“I brought that with me; that is all,” he said.



“You do not wonder that I did not stay long in a place where those who live
are a little higher than the beasts, and where what you have seen is surpassed
a thousandfold?”

“Take this,” said Dyson, “I brought it with me in case it might be useful”; and
he drew out the black tablet, and handed it to the shaking, horrible man.

“And now,” said Dyson, “will you go out?”

The two friends sat silent a little while, facing one another with restless eyes
and lips that quivered.

“I'wish to say that I believe him,” said Phillipps.

“My dear Phillipps,” said Dyson as he threw the windows wide open, “I do
not know that, after all, my blunders in this queer case were so very absurd.”



The Novel of the Black Seal
Arthur Machen

Related by the Young Lady in Leicester Square
Prologue

“I see you are a determined rationalist,” said the lady. “Did you not hear me
say that [ have had experiences even more terrible? Itoo was once a sceptic,
but after what I have known I can no longer affect to doubt.”

“Madam,” replied Mr. Phillipps, “no one shall make me deny my faith. [ will
never believe, nor will I pretend to believe, that two and two make five, nor will
I on any pretences admit the existence of two-sided triangles.”

“You are a little hasty,” rejoined the lady. “But may I ask you if you ever heard
the name of Professor Gregg, the authority on ethnology and kindred subjects?”

“I have done much more than merely hear of Professor Gregg,” said Phillipps.
“I always regarded him as one of our most acute and dear-headed observers;
and his last publication, the ‘Text-book of Ethnology,” struck me as being quite
admirable in its kind. Indeed, the book had but come into my hands when [
heard of the terrible accident which cut short Gregg’s career. He had, I think,
taken a country house in the west of England for the summer, and is supposed
to have fallen into a river. So far as [ remember, his body was never recovered.”

“Sir, [ am sure that you are discreet. Your conversation seems to declare as
much, and the very title of that little work of yours which you mentioned
assures me that you are no empty trifler. In a word, I feel that | may depend on
you. You appear to be under the impression that Professor Gregg is dead; I
have no reason to believe that that is the case.”

“What?” cried Phillipps, astonished and perturbed. “You do not hint that
there was anything disgraceful? I cannot believe it. Gregg was a man of clearest
character; his private life was one of great benevolence; and though I myself
am free from delusions, I believe him to have been a sincere and devout
Christian. Surely you cannot mean to insinuate that some disreputable history
forced him to flee the country?”



“Again you are in a hurry,” replied the lady. “I said nothing of all this. Briefly,
then, [ must tell you that Professor Gregg left this house one morning in full
health both in mind and body. He never returned, but his watch and chain, a
purse containing three sovereigns in gold, and some loose silver, with a ring
that he wore habitually, were found three days later on a wild and savage
hill-side, many miles from the river. These articles were placed beside a
limestone rock of fantastic form; they had been wrapped into a parcel with a
kind of rough parchment which was secured with gut. The parcel was opened,
and the inner side of the parchment bore an inscription done with some red
substance; the characters were undecipherable, but seemed to be a corrupt
cuneiform.”

“You interest me intensely,” said Phillipps. “Would you mind continuing
your story? The circumstance you have mentioned seems to me of the most
inexplicable character, and I thirst for an elucidation.”

The young lady seemed to meditate for a moment, and she then proceeded
to relate the

Novel of the Black Seal

I must now give you some fuller particulars of my history. I am the daughter
of a civil engineer, Steven Lally by name, who was so unfortunate as to die
suddenly at the outset of his career, and before he had accumulated sufficient
means to support his wife and her two children.

My mother contrived to keep the small household going on resources which
must have been incredibly small; we lived in a remote country village, because
most of the necessaries of life were cheaper than in a town, but even so we
were brought up with the severest economy. My father was a clever and
well-read man, and left behind him a small but select collection of books,
containing the best Greek, Latin, and English classics, and these books were
the only amusement we possessed. My brother, | remember, learnt Latin out
of Descartes’s Meditationes, and I, in place of the little tales which children are
usually told to read, had nothing more charming than a translation of the Gesta
Romanorum. We grew up thus, quiet and studious children, and in course of
time my brother provided for himself in the manner I have mentioned. 1|
continued to live at home; my poor mother had become an invalid, and
demanded my continual care, and about two years ago she died after many
months of painful illness. My situation was a terrible one; the shabby furniture



barely sufficed to pay the debts | had been forced to contract, and the books I
dispatched to my brother, knowing how he would value them. [ was absolutely
alone; I was aware how poorly my brother was paid; and though I came up to
London in the hope of finding employment, with the understanding that he
would defray my expenses, I swore it should only be for a month, and that if I
could not in that time find some work, [ would starve rather than deprive him
of the few miserable pounds he had laid by for his day of trouble. I took a little
room in a distant suburb, the cheapest that I could find; I lived on bread and
tea, and [ spent my time in vain answering of advertisements, and vainer walks
to addresses I had noted. Day followed on day, and week on week, and still |
was unsuccessful, till at last the term [ had appointed drew to a close, and |
saw before me the grim prospect of slowly dying of starvation. My landlady
was good-natured in her way; she knew the slenderness of my means, and I
am sure that she would not have turned me out of doors; it remained for me
then to go away, and to try to die in some quiet place. It was winter then, and
a thick white fog gathered in the early part of the afternoon, becoming more
dense as the day wore on; it was a Sunday, [ remember, and the people of the
house were at chapel. At about three o’clock I crept out and walked away as
quickly as I could, for  was weak from abstinence. The white mist wrapped all
the streets in silence, a hard frost had gathered thick upon the bare branches of
the trees, and frost crystals glittered on the wooden fences, and on the cold,
cruel ground beneath my feet. I walked on, turning to right and left in utter
haphazard, without caring to look up at the names of the streets, and all that
I remember of my walk on that Sunday afternoon seems but the broken
fragments of an evil dream. In a confused vision I stumbled on, through roads
half town and half country, grey fields melting into the cloudy world of mist on
one side of me, and on the other comfortable villas with a glow of firelight
flickering on the walls, but all unreal; red brick walls and lighted windows,
vague frees, and glimmering country, gas-lamps beginning to star the white
shadows, the vanishing perspectives of the railway line beneath high
embankments, the green and red of the signal lamps—all these were but
momentary pictures flashed on my tired brain and senses numbed by hunger.
Now and then I would hear a quick step ringing on the iron road, and men
would pass me well wrapped up, walking fast for the sake of warmth, and no
doubt eagerly foretasting the pleasures of a glowing hearth, with curtains tightly
drawn about the frosted panes, and the welcomes of their friends; but as the
early evening darkened and night approached, foot-passengers got fewer and
fewer, and I passed through street after street alone. In the white silence |
stumbled on, as desolate as if I trod the streets of a buried city; and as I grew
more weak and exhausted, something of the horror of death was folding thickly



round my heart. Suddenly, as I turned a corner, some one accosted me
courteously beneath the lamp-post, and | heard a voice asking if [ could kindly
point the way to Avon Road. At the sudden shock of human accents I was
prostrated, and my strength gave way; I fell all huddled on the sidewalk, and
wept and sobbed and laughed in violent hysteria. | had gone out prepared to
die, and as I stepped across the threshold that had sheltered me, I consciously
bade adieu to all hopes and all remembrances; the door clanged behind me
with the noise of thunder, and I felt that an iron curtain had fallen on the brief
passage of my life, that henceforth I was to walk a little way in a world of gloom
and shadow; I entered on the stage of the first act of death. Then came my
wandering in the mist, the whiteness wrapping all things, the void streets, and
muffled silence, till when that voice spoke to me it was as if | had died and life
returned to me. In a few minutes [ was able to compose my feelings, and as |
rose I saw that [ was confronted by a middle-aged gentleman of pleasing
appearance, neatly and correctly dressed. He looked at me with an expression
of great pity, but before I could stammer out my ignorance of the neighbourhood,
for indeed I had not the slightest notion of where | had wandered, he spoke.

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

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

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

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

“You were wrong to give in so completely,” he said, when [ was silent. “A
month is too short a time in which to feel one’s way in London. London, let me
tell you, Miss Lally, does not lie open and undefended; it is a fortified place,
fossed and double-moated with curious intricacies. As must always happen in
large towns, the conditions of life have become hugely artificial, no mere simple
palisade is run up to oppose the man or woman who would take the place by
storm, but serried lines of subtle contrivances, mines, and pitfalls which it needs



a strange skill to overcome. You, in your simplicity, fancied you had only to
shout for these walls to sink into nothingness, but the time is gone for such
startling victories as these. Take courage; you will learn the secret of success
before very long.”

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

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

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

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

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

Such was my introduction to Professor Gregg, and can you wonder that the
remembrance of despair and the cold blast that had blown from the gates of
death upon me made me regard him as a second father? Before the close of
the week | was installed in my new duties. The professor had leased an old
brick manor-house in a western suburb of London, and here, surrounded by
pleasant lawns and orchards, and soothed with the murmur of ancient elms
that rocked their boughs above the roof, the new chapter of my life began.
Knowing as you do the nature of the professor’s occupations, you will not be
surprised to hear that the house teemed with books, and cabinets full of strange,
and even hideous, objects filled every available nook in the vast low rooms.
Gregg was a man whose one thought was for knowledge, and I too before long
caught something of his enthusiasm, and strove to enter into his passion of



research. In a few months I was perhaps more his secretary than the governess
of the two children, and many a night [ have sat at the desk in the glow of the
shaded lamp while he, pacing up and down in the rich gloom of the firelight,
dictated to me the substance of his Textbook of Ethnology. But amidst these
more sober and accurate studies | always detected a something hidden, a
longing and desire for some object to which he did not allude; and now and
then he would break short in what he was saying and lapse into reverie,
entranced, as it seemed to me, by some distant prospect of adventurous
discovery. The textbook was at last finished, and we began to receive proofs
from the printers, which were entrusted to me for a first reading, and then
underwent the final revision of the professor. All the while his wariness of the
actual business he was engaged on increased, and it was with the joyous laugh
of a schoolboy when term is over that he one day handed me a copy of the
book. “There,” he said, “I have kept my word; | promised to write it, and it is
done with. Now I shall be free to live for stranger things; I confess it, Miss Lally,
I covet the renown of Columbus; you will, [ hope, see me play the part of an
explorer.”

“Surely,” 1 said, “there is little left to explore. You have been born a few
hundred years too late for that.”

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

I could see excitement boiling beneath his words, and in his face was the
heat of the hunter; before me stood a man who believed himself summoned to
tourney with the unknown. A pang of joy possessed me when I reflected that I
was to be in a way associated with him in the adventure, and I, too, burned
with the lust of the chase, not pausing to consider that I knew not what we
were to unshadow.

The next morning Professor Gregg took me into his inner study, where,
ranged against the wall, stood a nest of pigeonholes, every drawer neatly



labelled, and the results of years of toil classified in a few feet of space.

“Here,” he said, “is my life; here are all the facts which I have gathered
together with so much pains, and yet it is all nothing. No, nothing to what I am
about to attempt. Look at this”; and he took me to an old bureau, a piece
fantastic and faded, which stood in a corner of the room. He unlocked the
front and opened one of the drawers.

“A few scraps of paper,” he went on, pointing to the drawer, “and a lump of
black stone, rudely annotated with queer marks and scratches—that is all that
drawer holds. Here you see is an old envelope with the dark red stamp of
twenty years ago, but I have pencilled a few lines at the back; here is a sheet of
manuscript, and here some cuttings from obscure local journals. And if you
ask me the subject-matter of the collection, it will not seem extraordinary—a
servant-girl at a farmhouse, who disappeared from her place and has never
been heard of, a child supposed to have slipped down some old working on
the mountains, some queer scribbling on a limestone rock, a man murdered
with a blow from a strange weapon; such is the scent I have to go upon. Yes, as
you say, there is a ready explanation for all this; the girl may have run away to
London, or Liverpool, or New York; the child may be at the bottom of the
disused shaft; and the letters on the rock may be the idle whims of some
vagrant. Yes, yes, [ admit all that; but  know I hold the true key. Look!” and he
held out a slip of yellow paper.

Characters found inscribed on a limestone rock on the Grey Hills, | read,
and then there was a word erased, presumably the name of a county, and a
date some fifteen years back. Beneath was traced a number of uncouth
characters, shaped somewhat like wedges or daggers, as strange and outlandish
as the Hebrew alphabet.

“Now the seal,” said Professor Gregg, and he handed me the black stone, a
thing about two inches long, and something like an old-fashioned tobacco-
stopper, much enlarged.

[ held it up to the light, and saw to my surprise the characters on the paper
repeated on the seal.

“Yes,” said the professor, “they are the same. And the marks on the limestone
rock were made fifteen years ago, with some red substance. And the characters
on the seal are four thousand years old at least. Perhaps much more.”



“Is it a hoax?” | said.

“No, I anticipated that. I was not to be led to give my life to a practical joke.
[ have tested the matter very carefully. Only one person besides myself knows
of the mere existence of that black seal. Besides, there are other reasons which
[ cannot enter into now.”

“But what does it all mean?’ [ said. “I cannot understand to what conclusion
all this leads.”

“My dear Miss Lally, that is a question I would rather leave unanswered for
some little time. Perhaps I shall never be able to say what secrets are held here
in solution; a few vague hints, the outlines of village tragedies, a few marks
done with red earth upon a rock, and an ancient seal. A queer set of data to go
upon? Half a dozen pieces of evidence, and twenty years before even so much
could be got together; and who knows what mirage or terra incognita may be
beyond all this? Ilook across deep waters, Miss Lally, and the land beyond may
be but a haze after all. But still I believe it is not so, and a few months will show
whether | am right or wrong.”

He left me, and alone I endeavoured to fathom the mystery, wondering to
what goal such eccentric odds and ends of evidence could lead. I myself am
not wholly devoid of imagination, and I had reason to respect the professor’s
solidity of intellect; yet I saw in the contents of the drawer but the materials of
fantasy, and vainly tried to conceive what theory could be founded on the
fragments that had been placed before me. Indeed, I could discover in what |
had heard and seen but the first chapter of an extravagant romance; and yet
deep in my heart I burned with curiosity, and day after day I looked eagerly in
Professor Gregg’s face for some hint of what was to happen.

It was one evening after dinner that the word came.

“I hope you can make your preparations without much trouble,” he said
suddenly to me. “We shall be leaving here in a week’s time.”

“Really!” I said in astonishment. “Where are we going?”
“I have taken a country house in the west of England, not far from Caermaen,

a quiet little town, once a city, and the headquarters of a Roman legion. It is
very dull there, but the country is pretty, and the air is wholesome.”



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

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

The days passed quickly; I could see that the professor was all quivering
with suppressed excitement, and I could scarce credit the eager appetence of
his glance as we left the old manor-house behind us and began our journey.
We set out at midday, and it was in the dusk of the evening that we arrived at a
little country station. I was tired and excited, and the drive through the lanes
seems all a dream. First the deserted streets of a forgotten village, while |
heard Professor Gregg’s voice talking of the Augustan Legion and the clash of
arms, and all the tremendous pomp that followed the eagles; then the broad
river swimming to full tide with the last afterglow glimmering duskily in the
yellow water, the wide meadows, the cornfields whitening, and the deep lane
winding on the slope between the hills and the water. At last we began to
ascend, and the air grew rarer. Ilooked down and saw the pure white mist
tracking the outline of the river like a shroud, and a vague and shadowy
country; imaginations and fantasy of swelling hills and hanging woods, and
half-shaped outlines of hills beyond, and in the distance the glare of the
furnace fire on the mountain, glowing by turns a pillar of shining flame and
fading to a dull point of red. We were slowly mounting a carriage drive, and
then there came to me the cool breath and the secret of the great wood that
was above us; | seemed to wander in its deepest depths, and there was the
sound of trickling water, the scent of the green leaves, and the breath of the
summer night. The carriage stopped at last, and I could scarcely distinguish
the form of the house, as I waited a moment at the pillared porch. The rest of
the evening seemed a dream of strange things bounded by the great silence of
the wood and the valley and the river.

The next morning, when I awoke and looked out of the bow window of the
big, old-fashioned bedroom, I saw under a grey sky a country that was still all
mystery. The long, lovely valley, with the river winding in and out below, crossed
in mid-vision by a mediaeval bridge of vaulted and buttressed stone, the clear
presence of the rising ground beyond, and the woods that | had only seen in
shadow the night before, seemed tinged with enchantment, and the soft breath



of air that sighed in at the opened pane was like no other wind. [1ooked across
the valley, and beyond, hill followed on hill as wave on wave, and here a faint
blue pillar of smoke rose still in the morning air from the chimney of an ancient
grey farmhouse, there was a rugged height crowned with dark firs, and in the
distance [ saw the white streak of a road that climbed and vanished into some
unimagined country. But the boundary of all was a great wall of mountain, vast
in the west, and ending like a fortress with a steep ascent and a domed tumulus
clear against the sky.

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

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

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

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



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

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

Yet, with this image of mystery haunting my thoughts, I surrendered wholly
to the charm of the country. Above the faded house on the hillside began the
great forest—a long, dark line seen from the opposing hills, stretching above
the river for many a mile from north to south, and yielding in the north to even
wilder country, barren and savage hills, and ragged commonland, a territory all
strange and unvisited, and more unknown to Englishmen than the very heart of
Africa. The space of a couple of steep fields alone separated the house from
the wood, and the children were delighted to follow me up the long alleys of
undergrowth, between smooth pleached walls of shining beech, to the highest
point in the wood, whence one looked on one side across the river and the rise
and fall of the country to the great western mountain wall, and on the other
over the surge and dip of the myriad trees of the forest, over level meadows
and the shining yellow sea to the faint coast beyond. I used to sit at this point
on the warm sunlit turf which marked the track of the Roman Road, while the
two children raced about hunting for the whinberries that grew here and there
on the banks. Here, beneath the deep blue sky and the great clouds rolling,
like olden galleons with sails full-bellied, from the sea to the hills, as I listened
to the whispered charm of the great and ancient wood, I lived solely for delight,
and only remembered strange things when we would return to the house and
find Professor Gregg either shut up in the little room he had made his study, or



else pacing the terrace with the look, patient and enthusiastic, of the
determined seeker.

One morning, some eight or nine days after our arrival, I looked out of my
window and saw the whole landscape transmuted before me. The clouds had
dipped low and hidden the mountain in the west; a southern wind was driving
the rain in shifting pillars up the valley, and the little brooklet that burst the hill
below the house now raged, a red torrent, down the river. We were perforce
obliged to keep snug within-doors; and when I had attended to my pupils, I sat
down in the morning-room, where the ruins of a library still encumbered an
old-fashioned bookcase. I had inspected the shelves once or twice, but their
contents had failed to attract me; volumes of eighteenth-century sermons, an
old book on farriery, a collection of poems by “persons of quality,” Prideaux’s
Connection, and an odd volume of Pope, were the boundaries of the library,
and there seemed little doubt that everything of interest or value had been
removed. Now, however, in desperation, | began to re-examine the musty
sheepskin and calf bindings, and found, much to my delight, a fine old quarto
printed by the Stephani, containing the three books of Pomponius Mela, De
Situ Orbis, and other of the ancient geographers. I knew enough of Latin to
steer my way through an ordinary sentence, and [ soon became absorbed in
the odd mixture of fact and fancy—Ilight shining on a little of the space of the
world, and beyond, mist and shadow and awful forms. Glancing over the clear
printed pages, my attention was caught by the heading of a chapter in Solinus,
and I read the words:

Mira De Intimis Gentibus Libyae, De Lapide Hexecontalitho,

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

The odd title attracted me, and I read on:

Gens ista avia et secreta habitat, in montibus horrendis foeda mysteria
celebrat. De hominibus nihil aliud illi praeferunt quam figuram, ab humano
ritu prorsus exulant, oderunt deurn lucis. Stridunt potius quam loquuntur; vox
absona nec sine horrore auditur. Lapide quodam gloriantur, quem
Hexecontalithon vocant; dicunt enim hunc lapidem sexaginta notas ostendere.
Cujus lapidis nomen secretum ineffabile colunt: quad Ixaxur.

“This folk,” I translated to myself, “dwells in remote and secret places, and



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

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

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

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

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

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

“I make sixty-two,” I said at last.

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

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



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

“But, Professor Gregg,” | cried, breathless, “the seal, the seal. Why, it is the
stone Hexecontalithos that Solinus writes of; it is Ixaxar.”

“Yes,” he said, “I suppose itis. Or it may be a mere coincidence. It never does
to be too sure, you know, in these matters. Coincidence Kkilled the professor.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, I have no doubt as to that. I may have to walk a mile or two at the most,



but I am sure to find just the boy I require.”

I thought the professor was joking, but, though his tone was airy enough,
there was something grim and set about his features that puzzled me. He got
his stick, and stood at the door looking meditatively before him, and as [ passed
through the hall he called to me.

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

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

Two hours later Professor Gregg returned. I met him as he came down the
road, and asked quietly if he had been able to find a boy.

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

“When is he coming?”

“To-morrow morning at eight o’clock. Anne will show him what he has to
do, and how to do it. At first he will go home every night, but perhaps it may



ultimately turn out more convenient for him to sleep here, and only go home
for Sundays.”

I found nothing to say to all this; Professor Gregg spoke in a quiet tone of
matter-of-fact, as indeed was warranted by the circumstance; and yet I could not
quell my sensation of astonishment at the whole affair. I knew that in reality no
assistance was wanted in the housework, and the professor’s prediction
that the boy he was to engage might prove a little “simple,” followed by so
exact a fulfilment, struck me as bizarre in the extreme. The next morning |
heard from the housemaid that the boy Cradock had come at eight, and that
she had been trying to make him useful. “He doesn’t seem quite all there, |
don’t think, miss,” was her comment, and later in the day I saw him helping the
old man who worked in the garden. He was a youth of about fourteen, with
black hair and black eyes and an olive skin, and [ saw at once from the curious
vacancy of his expression that he was mentally weak. He touched his forehead
awkwardly as | went by, and [ heard him answering the gardener in a queer,
harsh voice that caught my attention; it gave me the impression of some one
speaking deep below under the earth, and there was a strange sibilance, like
the hissing of the phonograph as the pointer travels over the cylinder. I heard
that he seemed anxious to do what he could, and was quite docile and
obedient, and Morgan the gardener, who knew his mother, assured me he was
perfectly harmless. “He’s always been a bit queer,” he said, “and no wonder,
after what his mother went through before he was born. 1did know his father,
Thomas Cradock, well, and a very fine workman he was too, indeed. He got
something wrong with his lungs owing to working in the wet woods, and never
got over it, and went off quite sudden like. And they do say as how Mrs. Cradock
was quite off her head; anyhow, she was found by Mr. Hillyer, Ty Coch, all
crouched up on the Grey Hills, over there, crying and weeping like a lost soul.
And Jervase, he was born about eight months afterwards, and, as I was saying,
he was a bit queer always; and they do say when he could scarcely walk he
would frighten the other children into fits with the noises he would make.”

A word in the story had stirred up some remembrance within me, and,
vaguely curious, I asked the old man where the Grey Hills were.

“Up there,” he said, with the same gesture he had used before; “you go past
the ‘Fox and Hounds,’ and through the forest, by the old ruins. It's a good five
mile from here, and a strange sort of a place. The poorest soil between this
and Monmouth, they do say, though it's good feed for sheep. Yes, it was a sad
thing for poor Mrs. Cradock.”



The old man turned to his work, and I strolled on down the path between
the espaliers, gnarled and gouty with age, thinking of the story [ had heard, and
groping for the point in it that had some key to my memory. In an instant it
came before me; I had seen the phrase “Grey Hills” on the slip of yellowed
paper that Professor Gregg had taken from the drawer in his cabinet. Again I
was seized with pangs of mingled curiosity and fear; I remembered the strange
characters copied from the limestone rock, and then again their identity with
the inscription of the age-old seal, and the fantastic fables of the Latin geographer.
I saw beyond doubt that, unless coincidence had set all the scene and
disposed all these bizarre events with curious art, I was to be a spectator of
things far removed from the usual and customary traffic and jostle of life.
Professor Gregg I noted day by day; he was hot on his trail, growing lean with
eagerness; and in the evenings, when the sun was swimming on the verge of
the mountain, he would pace the terrace to and fro with his eyes on the ground,
while the mist grew white in the valley, and the stillness of the evening brought
far voices near, and the blue smoke rose a straight column from the diamond-
shaped chimney of the grey farmhouse, just as | had seen it on the first morning.
I have told you I was of sceptical habit; but though I understood little or
nothing, [ began to dread, vainly proposing to myself the iterated dogmas of
science that all life is material, and that in the system of things there is no
undiscovered land, even beyond the remotest stars, where the supernatural
can find a footing. Yet there struck in on this the thought that matter is as really
awful and unknown as spirit, that science itself but dallies on the threshold,
scarcely gaining more than a glimpse of the wonders of the inner place.

There is one day that stands up from amidst the others as a grim red beacon,
betokening evil to come. [ was sitting on a bench in the garden, watching the
boy Cradock weeding, when I was suddenly alarmed by a harsh and choking
sound, like the cry of a wild beast in anguish, and I was unspeakably shocked
to see the unfortunate lad standing in full view before me, his whole body
quivering and shaking at short intervals as though shocks of electricity were
passing through him, his teeth grinding, foam gathering on his lips, and his face
all swollen and blackened to a hideous mask of humanity. I shrieked with
terror, and Professor Gregg came running; and as I pointed to Cradock, the boy
with one convulsive shudder fell face forward, and lay on the wet earth, his
body writhing like a wounded blind-worm, and an inconceivable babble of
sounds bursting and rattling and hissing from his lips. He seemed to pour forth
an infamous jargon, with words, or what seemed words, that might have
belonged to a tongue dead since untold ages and buried deep beneath Nilotic
mud, or in the inmost recesses of the Mexican forest. For a moment the thought



passed through my mind, as my ears were still revolted with that infernal
clamour, “Surely this is the very speech of hell,” and then I cried out again and
again, and ran away shuddering to my inmost soul. I had seen Professor Gregg’s
face as he stooped over the wretched boy and raised him, and | was appalled
by the glow of exultation that shone on every lineament and feature. AsIsatin
my room with drawn blinds, and my eyes hidden in my hands, I heard heavy
steps beneath, and I was told afterwards that Professor Gregg had carried
Cradock to his study, and had locked the door. I heard voices murmur indistinctly,
and I trembled to think of what might be passing within a few feet of where |
sat; [ longed to escape to the woods and sunshine, and yet I dreaded the sights
that might confront me on the way; and at last, as | held the handle of the door
nervously, | heard Professor Gregg’s voice calling to me with a cheerful ring.
“It’s all right now, Miss Lally,” he said. “The poor fellow has got over it, and I
have been arranging for him to sleep here after to-morrow. Perhaps I may be
able to do something for him.”

“Yes,” he said later, “it was a very painful sight, and I don’t wonder you were
alarmed. We may hope that good food will build him up a little, but I am afraid
he will never be really cured,” and he affected the dismal and conventional air
with which one speaks of hopeless illness; and yet beneath it [ detected the
delight that leapt up rampant within him, and fought and struggled to find
utterance. It was as if one glanced down on the even surface of the sea, clear
and immobile, and saw beneath raging depths and a storm of contending
billows. It was indeed to me a torturing and offensive problem that this man,
who had so bounteously rescued me from the sharpness of death, and showed
himself in all the relations of life full of benevolence, and pity, and kindly
forethought, should so manifestly be for once on the side of the demons, and
take a ghastly pleasure in the torments of an afflicted fellow creature. Apart, |
struggled with the horned difficulty, and strove to find the solution; but without
the hint of a clue, beset by mystery and contradiction. I saw nothing that might
help me, and began to wonder whether, after all, [ had not escaped from the
white mist of the suburb at too dear a rate. I hinted something of my thought to
the professor; I said enough to let him know that I was in the most acute
perplexity, but the moment after regretted what [ had done when I saw his face
contort with a spasm of pain.

“My dear Miss Lally,” he said, “you surely do not wish to leave us? No, no,
you would not do it. You do not know how I rely on you; how confidently I go
forward, assured that you are here to watch over my children. You, Miss Lally,
are my rear-guard; for let me tell you the business in which I am engaged is not



wholly devoid of peril. You have not forgotten what I said the first morning
here; my lips are shut by an old and firm resolve till they can open to utter no
ingenious hypothesis or vague surmise, but irrefragable fact, as certain as a
demonstration in mathematics. Think over it, Miss Lally; not for a moment
would I endeavour to keep you here against your own instincts, and yet I tell
you frankly that I am persuaded it is here, here amidst the woods, that your
duty lies.”

I was touched by the eloquence of his tone, and by the remembrance that
the man, after all, had been my salvation, and I gave him my hand on a promise
to serve him loyally and without question. A few days later the rector of our
church—a little church, grey and severe and quaint, that hovered on the very
banks of the river and watched the tides swim and return—came to see us,
and Professor Gregg easily persuaded him to stay and share our dinner. Mr.
Meyrick was a member of an antique family of squires, whose old manor-house
stood amongst the hills some seven miles away, and thus rooted in the soll, the
rector was a living store of all the old fading customs and lore of the country.
His manner, genial, with a deal of retired oddity, won on Professor Gregg; and
towards the cheese, when a curious Burgundy had begun its incantations, the
two men glowed like the wine, and talked of philology with the enthusiasm of
a burgess over the peerage. The parson was expounding the pronunciation of
the Welsh II, and producing sounds like the gurgle of his native brooks, when
Professor Gregg struck in.

“By the way,” he said, “that was a very odd word [ met with the other day.
You know my boy, poor Jervase Cradock? Well, he has got the bad habit of
talking to himself, and the day before yesterday I was walking in the garden
here and heard him; he was evidently quite unconscious of my presence. A lot
of what he said I couldn’t make out, but one word struck me distinctly. It was
such an odd sound, half sibilant, half guttural, and as quaint as those double I's
you have been demonstrating. I do not know whether I can give you an idea of
the sound; ‘Ishakshar’ is perhaps as near as [ can get. But the k ought to be a
Greek chi or a Spanish j. Now what does it mean in Welsh?”

“In Welsh?” said the parson. “There is no such word in Welsh, nor any
word remotely resembling it. [ know the book-Welsh, as they call it, and the
colloquial dialects as well as any man, but there’s no word like that from
Anglesea to Usk. Besides, none of the Cradocks speak a word of Welsh; it’s
dying out about here.”



“Really. You interest me extremely, Mr. Meyrick. [ confess the word didn'’t strike
me as having the Welsh ring. But I thought it might be some local corruption.”

“No, I never heard such a word, or anything like it. Indeed,” he added,
smiling whimsically, “if it belongs to any language, I should say it must be that
of the fairies—the Tylwydd Tég, as we call them.”

The talk went on to the discovery of a Roman villa in the neighbourhood;
and soon after I left the room, and sat down apart to wonder at the drawing
together of such strange clues of evidence. As the professor had spoken of the
curious word, I had caught the glint of his eye upon me; and though the
pronunciation he gave was grotesque in the extreme, I recognized the name of
the stone of sixty characters mentioned by Solinus, the black seal shut up in
some secret drawer of the study, stamped for ever by a vanished race with
signs that no man could read, signs that might, for all [ knew, be the veils of
awful things done long ago, and forgotten before the hills were moulded into
form.

When the next morning [ came down, I found Professor Gregg pacing the
terrace in his eternal walk.

“Look at that bridge,” he said, when he saw me; “observe the quaint and
Gothic design, the angles between the arches, and the silvery grey of the stone
in the awe of the morning light. I confess it seems to me symbolic; it should
illustrate a mystical allegory of the passage from one world to another.”

“Professor Gregg,” I said quietly, “it is time that | knew something of what
has happened, and of what is to happen.”

For the moment he put me off, but I returned again with the same question
in the evening, and then Professor Gregg flamed with excitement. “Don’t you
understand yet?” he cried. “But [ have told you a good deal; yes, and shown
you a good deal; you have heard pretty nearly all that I have heard, and seen
what [ have seen; or at least,” and his voice chilled as he spoke, “enough to
make a good deal clear as noonday. The servants told you, I have no doubt,
that the wretched boy Cradock had another seizure the night before last; he
awoke me with cries in that voice you heard in the garden, and I went to him,
and God forbid you should see what I saw that night. But all this is useless; my
time here is drawing to a close; I must be back in town in three weeks, as |
have a course of lectures to prepare, and need all my books about me. In a



very few days it will be all over, and I shall no longer hint, and no longer be
liable to ridicule as a madman and a quack. No, [ shall speak plainly, and I shall
be heard with such emotions as perhaps no other man has ever drawn from
the breasts of his fellows.”

He paused, and seemed to grow radiant with the joy of great and wonderful
discovery.

“But all that is for the future, the near future certainly, but still the future,” he
went on at length. “There is something to be done yet; you will remember my
telling you that my researches were not altogether devoid of peril? Yes, there is
a certain amount of danger to be faced; I did not know how much when I
spoke on the subject before, and to a certain extent [ am still in the dark. But it
will be a strange adventure, the last of all, the last demonstration in the chain.”

He was walking up and down the room as he spoke, and I could hear in his
voice the contending tones of exultation and despondence, or perhaps [ should
say awe, the awe of a man who goes forth on unknown waters, and I thought
of his allusion to Columbus on the night he had laid his book before me. The
evening was a little chilly, and a fire of logs had been lighted in the study where
we were; the remittent flame and the glow on the walls reminded me of the
old days. I was sitting silent in an armchair by the fire, wondering over all I had
heard, and still vainly speculating as to the secret springs concealed from me
under all the phantasmagoria [ had witnessed, when [ became suddenly aware
of a sensation that change of some sort had been at work in the room, and that
there was something unfamiliar in its aspect. For some time I looked about
me, trying in vain to localize the alteration that I knew had been made; the
table by the window, the chairs, the faded settee were all as I had known them.
Suddenly, as a sought-for recollection flashes into the mind, [ knew what was
amiss. | was facing the professor’s desk, which stood on the other side of the
fire, and above the desk was a grimy-looking bust of Pitt, that | had never seen
there before. And then I remembered the true position of this work of art; in
the furthest corner by the door was an old cupboard, projecting into the room,
and on the top of the cupboard, fifteen feet from the floor, the bust had been,
and there, no doubt, it had delayed, accumulating dirt, since the early days of
the century.

[ was utterly amazed, and sat silent, still in a confusion of thought. There
was, so far as I knew, no such thing as a stepladder in the house, for I had
asked for one to make some alterations in the curtains of my room, and a tall



man standing on a chair would have found it impossible to take down the bust.
It had been placed, not on the edge of the cupboard, but far back against the
wall; and Professor Gregg was, if anything, under the average height.

“How on earth did you manage to get down Pitt?” [ said at last.
The professor looked curiously at me, and seemed to hesitate a little.

“They must have found you a step-ladder, or perhaps the gardener brought
in a short ladder from outside?”

“No, I have had no ladder of any kind. Now, Miss Lally,” he went on with an
awkward simulation of jest, “there is a little puzzle for you; a problem in the
manner of the inimitable Holmes; there are the facts, plain and patent: summon
your acuteness to the solution of the puzzle. For Heaven’s sake,” he cried with
a breaking voice, “say no more about it! I tell you, [ never touched the thing,”
and he went out of the room with horror manifest on his face, and his hand
shook and jarred the door behind him.

[ looked round the room in vague surprise, not at all realizing what had
happened, making vain and idle surmises by way of explanation, and wondering
at the stirring of black waters by an idle word and the trivial change of an
ornament. “This is some petty business, some whim on which I have jarred,”
I reflected; “the professor is perhaps scrupulous and superstitious over trifles,
and my question may have outraged unacknowledged fears, as though one
killed a spider or spilled the salt before the very eyes of a practical
Scotchwoman.” I was immersed in these fond suspicions, and began to plume
myself a little on my immunity from such empty fears, when the truth fell heavily
as lead upon my heart, and I recognized with cold terror that some awful
influence had been at work. The bust was simply inaccessible; without a
ladder no one could have touched it.

[ went out to the kitchen and spoke as quietly as I could to the housemaid.
“Who moved that bust from the top of the cupboard, Anne?” I said to her.
“Professor Gregg says he has not touched it. Did you find an old step-ladder in

one of the outhouses?”

The girl looked at me blankly.



“I'never touched it,” she said. “I found it where it is now the other morning
when I dusted the room. [remember now, it was Wednesday morning, because
it was the morning after Cradock was taken bad in the night. My room is next
to his, you know, miss,” the girl went on piteously, “and it was awful to hear
how he cried and called out names that I couldn’t understand. It made me feel
all afraid; and then master came, and I heard him speak, and he took down
Cradock to the study and gave him something.”

“And you found that bust moved the next morning?”

“Yes, miss. There was a queer sort of smell in the study when I came down
and opened the windows; a bad smell it was, and I wondered what it could be.
Do you know, miss, | went a long time ago to the Zoo in London with my cousin
Thomas Barker, one afternoon that I had off, when I was at Mrs. Prince’s in
Stanhope Gate, and we went into the snake-house to see the snakes, and it
was just the same sort of smell; very sick it made me feel, | remember, and |
got Barker to take me out. And it was just the same kind of smell in the study,
as [ was saying, and [ was wondering what it could be from, when I see that
bust with Pitt cut in it, standing on the master’s desk, and I thought to mysellf,
‘Now who has done that, and how have they done it” And when I came to
dust the things, I looked at the bust, and I saw a great mark on it where the dust
was gone, for [ don’t think it can have been touched with a duster for years and
years, and it wasn’t like finger-marks, but a large patch like, broad and spread
out. So I passed my hand over it, without thinking what [ was doing, and where
that patch was it was all sticky and slimy, as if a snail had crawled over it. Very
strange, isn’t it, miss? and I wonder who can have done it, and how that mess
was made.”

The well-meant gabble of the servant touched me to the quick; I lay down
upon my bed, and bit my lip that I should not cry out loud in the sharp anguish
of my terror and bewilderment. Indeed, I was almost mad with dread; I
believe that if it had been daylight I should have fled hot foot, forgetting all
courage and all the debt of gratitude that was due to Professor Gregg, not
caring whether my fate were that I must starve slowly, so long as I might
escape from the net of blind and panic fear that every day seemed to draw a
little closer round me. If [ knew, I thought, if | knew what there were to dread,
I could guard against it; but here, in this lonely house, shut in on all sides by the
olden woods and the vaulted hills, terror seems to spring inconsequent from
every covert, and the flesh is aghast at the half-hearted murmurs of horrible
things. All in vain I strove to summon scepticism to my aid, and endeavoured



by cool common sense to buttress my belief in a world of natural order, for the
air that blew in at the open window was a mystic breath, and in the darkness I
felt the silence go heavy and sorrowful as a mass of requiem, and I conjured
images of strange shapes gathering fast amidst the reeds, beside the wash of
the river.

In the morning from the moment that I set foot in the breakfast-room, I felt
that the unknown plot was drawing to a crisis; the professor’s face was firm
and set, and he seemed hardly to hear our voices when we spoke.

“I am going out for a rather long walk,” he said, when the meal was over.
“You mustn’t be expecting me, now, or thinking anything has happened if I
don’t turn up to dinner. I have been getting stupid lately, and I dare say a
miniature walking tour will do me good. Perhaps I may even spend the night in
some little inn, if I find any place that looks clean and comfortable.”

I heard this, and knew by my experience of Professor Gregg’s manner that it
was no ordinary business or pleasure that impelled him. I knew not, nor even
remotely guessed, where he was bound, nor had I the vaguest notion of his
errand, but all the fear of the night before returned; and as he stood, smiling, on
the terrace, ready to set out, I implored him to stay, and to forget all his dreams
of the undiscovered continent.

“No, no, Miss Lally,” he replied, still smiling, “it’s too late now. Vestigia nulla
retrorsum, you know, is the device of all true explorers, though I hope it won’t
be literally true in my case. But, indeed, you are wrong to alarm yourself so;
look upon my little expedition as quite commonplace; no more exciting than a
day with the geological hammers. There is a risk, of course, but so there is on
the commonest excursion. [ can afford to be jaunty; [ am doing nothing so
hazardous as ‘Arry does a hundred times over in the course of every Bank
Holiday. Well, then, you must look more cheerfully; and so good-bye till
to-morrow at latest.”

He walked briskly up the road, and I saw him open the gate that marks the
entrance of the wood, and then he vanished in the gloom of the trees.

All the day passed heavily with a strange darkness in the air, and again I felt
as if imprisoned amidst the ancient woods, shut in an olden land of mystery
and dread, and as if all was long ago and forgotten by the living outside. [
hoped and dreaded; and when the dinner-hour came I waited, expecting to



hear the professor’s step in the hall, and his voice exulting at I knew not what
triumph. I composed my face to welcome him gladly, but the night descended
dark, and he did not come.

In the morning, when the maid knocked at my door, I called out to her, and
asked if her master had returned; and when she replied that his bedroom door
stood open and empty, I felt the cold clasp of despair. Still, I fancied he might
have discovered genial company, and would return for luncheon, or perhaps
in the afternoon, and I took the children for a walk in the forest, and tried my
best to play and laugh with them, and to shut out the thoughts of mystery and
veiled terror. Hour after hour [ waited, and my thoughts grew darker; again the
night came and found me watching, and at last, as I was making much ado to
finish my dinner, [ heard steps outside and the sound of a man’s voice.

The maid came in and looked oddly at me. “Please, miss,” she began, “Mr.
Morgan, the gardener, wants to speak to you for a minute, if you didn’t mind.”

“Show him in, please,” I answered, and set my lips tight.

The old man came slowly into the room, and the servant shut the door
behind him.

“Sit down, Mr. Morgan,” [ said; “what is it that you want to say to me?”

“Well, miss, Mr. Gregg he gave me something for you yesterday morning,
just before he went off; and he told me particular not to hand it up before eight
o’clock this evening exactly, if so be as he wasn’t back again home before, and
if he should come home before [ was just to return it to him in his own hands.
So, you see, as Mr. Gregg isn’t here yet, [ suppose I'd better give you the parcel
directly.”

He pulled out something from his pocket, and gave it to me, half rising. |
took it silently, and seeing that Morgan seemed doubtful as to what he was to
do next, I thanked him and bade him good night, and he went out. | was left
alone in the room with the parcel in my hand—a paper parcel, neatly sealed
and directed to me, with the instructions Morgan had quoted, all written in the
professor’s large, loose hand. Ibroke the seals with a choking at my heart, and
found an envelope inside, addressed also, but open, and I took the letter out.

My dear Miss Lally it began—To quote the old logic manual, the case of your



reading this note is a case of my having made a blunder of some sort, and, I am
afraid, a blunder that turns these lines into a farewell. It is practically certain
that neither you nor any one else will ever see me again. I have made my will
with provision for this eventuality, and I hope you will consent to accept the
small remembrance addressed to you, and my sincere thanks for the way in
which you joined your fortunes to mine. The fate which has come upon me is
desperate and terrible beyond the remotest dreams of man; but this fate you
have a right to know—if you please. If you look in the left-hand drawer of my
dressing-table, you will find the key of the escritoire, properly labelled. In the
well of the escritoire is a large envelope sealed and addressed to your name. |
advise you to throw it forthwith into the fire; you will sleep better of nights if you
do so. But if you must know the history of what has happened, it is all written
down for you to read.

The signature was firmly written below, and again I turned the page and
read out the words one by one, aghast and white to the lips, my hands cold as
ice, and sickness choking me. The dead silence of the room, and the thought
of the dark woods and hills closing me in on every side, oppressed me,
helpless and without capacity, and not knowing where to turn for counsel. At
last I resolved that though knowledge should haunt my whole life and all the
days to come, [ must know the meaning of the strange terrors that had so long
tormented me, rising grey, dim, and awful, like the shadows in the wood at
dusk. I carefully carried out Professor Gregg’s directions, and not without
reluctance broke the seal of the envelope, and spread out his manuscript
before me.

That manuscript I always carry with me, and I see that I cannot deny your
unspoken request to read it. This, then, was what I read that night, sitting at the
desk, with a shaded lamp beside me.

The young lady who called herself Miss Lally then proceeded to recite
The Statement of William Gregg, F. R. S, etc.

It is many years since the first glimmer of the theory which is now almost, if
not quite, reduced to fact dawned on my mind. A somewhat extensive course
of miscellaneous and obsolete reading had done a great deal to prepare the
way, and, later, when [ became somewhat of a specialist, and immersed
myself in the studies known as ethnological, | was now and then startled by



facts that would not square with orthodox scientific opinion, and by discoveries
that seemed to hint at something still hidden for all our research. More particularly
I became convinced that much of the folk-lore of the world is but an exaggerated
account of events that really happened, and I was especially drawn to consider
the stories of the fairies, the good folk of the Celtic races. Here, I thought I
could detect the fringe of embroidery and exaggeration, the fantastic guise, the
little people dressed in green and gold sporting in the flowers, and I thought I
saw a distinct analogy between the name given to this race (supposed to be
imaginary) and the description of their appearance and manners. Just as our
remote ancestors called the dreaded beings “fair” and “good” precisely because
they dreaded them, so they had dressed them up in charming forms, knowing
the truth to be the very reverse. Literature, too, had gone early to work, and
had lent a powerful hand in the transformation, so that the playful elves of
Shakespeare are already far removed from the true original, and the real horror
is disguised in a form of prankish mischief. But in the older tales, the stories
that used to make men cross themselves as they sat around the burning logs,
we tread a different stage; I saw a widely opposed spirit in certain histories of
children and of men and women who vanished strangely from the earth. They
would be seen by a peasant in the fields walking towards some green and
rounded hillock, and seen no more on earth; and there are stories of mothers
who have left a child quietly sleeping, with the cottage door rudely barred with
a piece of wood, and have returned, not to find the plump and rosy little Saxon,
but a thin and wizened creature, with sallow skin and black, piercing eyes, the
child of another race. Then, again, there were myths darker still; the dread of
witch and wizard, the lurid evil of the Sabbath, and the hint of demons who
mingled with the daughters of men. And just as we have turned the terrible
“fair folk” into a company of benignant, if freakish elves, so we have hidden
from us the black foulness of the witch and her companions under a popular
diablerie of old women and broomsticks, and a comic cat with tail on end. So
the Greeks called the hideous furies benevolent ladies, and thus the northern
nations have followed their example. [ pursued my investigations, stealing odd
hours from other and more imperative labours, and [ asked myself the question:
Supposing these traditions to be true, who were the demons who are reported
to have attended the Sabbaths? [ need not say that I laid aside what I may call
the supernatural hypothesis of the Middle Ages, and came to the conclusion
that fairies and devils were of one and the same race and origin; invention,
no doubt, and the Gothic fancy of old days, had done much in the way of
exaggeration and distortion; yet I firmly believe that beneath all this imagery
there was a black background of truth. As for some of the alleged wonders, |
hesitated. While I should be very loath to receive any one specific instance of



modern spiritualism as containing even a grain of the genuine, yet I was not
wholly prepared to deny that human flesh may now and then, once perhaps in
ten million cases, be the veil of powers which seem magical to us—powers
which, so far from proceeding from the heights and leading men thither, are in
reality survivals from the depths of being. The amoeba and the snail have
powers which we do not possess; and I thought it possible that the theory of
reversion might explain many things which seem wholly inexplicable. Thus
stood my position; I saw good reason to believe that much of the tradition, a
vast deal of the earliest and uncorrupted tradition of the so-called fairies,
represented solid fact, and I thought that the purely supernatural element in
these traditions was to be accounted for on the hypothesis that a race which
had fallen out of the grand march of evolution might have retained, as a
survival, certain powers which would be to us wholly miraculous. Such was
my theory as it stood conceived in my mind; and working with this in view, |
seemed to gather confirmation from every side, from the spoils of a tumulus or
a barrow, from a local paper reporting an antiquarian meeting in the country,
and from general literature of all kinds. Amongst other instances, [ remember
being struck by the phrase “articulate-speaking men” in Homer, as if the writer
knew or had heard of men whose speech was so rude that it could hardly be
termed articulate; and on my hypothesis of a race who had lagged far behind
the rest, I could easily conceive that such a folk would speak a jargon but little
removed from the inarticulate noises of brute beasts.

Thus I stood, satisfied that my conjecture was at all events not far removed
from fact, when a chance paragraph in a small country print one day arrested
my attention. It was a short account of what was to all appearance the usual
sordid tragedy of the village—a young girl unaccountably missing, and evil
rumour blatant and busy with her reputation. Yet I could read between the
lines that all this scandal was purely hypothetical, and in all probability invented
to account for what was in any other manner unaccountable. A flight to
London or Liverpool, or an undiscovered body lying with a weight about its
neck in the foul depths of a woodland pool, or perhaps murder—such were
the theories of the wretched girl’s neighbours. But as I idly scanned the
paragraph, a flash of thought passed through me with the violence of an
electric shock: what if the obscure and horrible race of the hills still survived,
still remained haunting wild places and barren hills, and now and then repeating
the evil of Gothic legend, unchanged and unchangeable as the Turanian Shelta,
or the Basques of Spain? I have said that the thought came with violence;
and indeed I drew in my breath sharply, and clung with both hands to my
elbow-chair, in a strange confusion of horror and elation. It was as if one of my



confreres of physical science, roaming in a quiet English wood, had been
suddenly stricken aghast by the presence of the slimy and loathsome terror of
the ichthyosaurus, the original of the stories of the awful worms killed by
valorous knights, or had seen the sun darkened by the pterodactyl, the dragon
of tradition. Yet as a resolute explorer of knowledge, the thought of such a
discovery threw me into a passion of joy, and I cut out the slip from the paper
and put it in a drawer in my old bureau, resolved that it should be but the first
piece in a collection of the strangest significance. I sat long that evening
dreaming of the conclusions I should establish, nor did cooler reflection at first
dash my confidence. Yet as [ began to put the case fairly, [ saw that I might be
building on an unstable foundation; the facts might possibly be in accordance
with local opinion, and I regarded the affair with a mood of some reserve. Yet
Iresolved to remain perched on the look-out, and I hugged to myself the thought
that I alone was watching and wakeful, while the great crowd of thinkers and
searchers stood heedless and indifferent, perhaps letting the most prerogative
facts pass by unnoticed.

Several years elapsed before I was enabled to add to the contents of the
drawer; and the second find was in reality not a valuable one, for it was a mere
repetition of the first, with only the variation of another and distant locality. Yet
I gained something; for in the second case, as in the first, the tragedy took
place in a desolate and lonely country, and so far my theory seemed justified.
But the third piece was to me far more decisive. Again, amongst outland hills,
far even from a main road of traffic, an old man was found done to death, and
the instrument of execution was left beside him. Here, indeed, there were
rumour and conjecture, for the deadly tool was a primitive stone axe, bound by
gut to the wooden handle, and surmises the most extravagant and improbable
were indulged in. Yet, as I thought with a kind of glee, the wildest conjectures
went far astray; and I took the pains to enter into correspondence with the
local doctor, who was called at the inquest. He, a man of some acuteness, was
dumb-foundered. “It will not do to speak of these things in country places,” he
wrote to me; “but frankly, there is some hideous mystery here. I have obtained
possession of the stone axe, and have been so curious as to test its powers. |
took it into the back garden of my house one Sunday afternoon when my
family and the servants were all out, and there, sheltered by the poplar hedges,
Imade my experiments. I found the thing utterly unmanageable; whether there
is some peculiar balance, some nice adjustment of weights, which require
incessant practice, or whether an effectual blow can be struck only by a
certain trick of the muscles, I do not know; but [ can assure you that [ went into
the house with but a sorry opinion of my athletic capacities. It was like an



inexperienced man trying ‘putting the hammer’; the force exerted seemed to
return on oneself, and I found myself hurled backwards with violence, while
the axe fell harmless to the ground. On another occasion I tried the experiment
with a clever woodman of the place; but this man, who had handled his axe for
forty years, could do nothing with the stone implement, and missed every stroke
most ludicrously. In short, if it were not so supremely absurd, I should say that
for four thousand years no one on earth could have struck an effective blow
with the tool that undoubtedly was used to murder the old man.” This, as may
be imagined, was to me rare news; and afterwards, when I heard the whole
story, and learned that the unfortunate old man had babbled tales of what might
be seen at night on a certain wild hillside, hinting at unheard-of wonders, and
that he had been found cold one morning on the very hill in question, my
exultation was extreme, for I felt [ was leaving conjecture far behind me. But
the next step was of still greater importance. [ had possessed for many years
an extraordinary stone seal—a piece of dull black stone, two inches long from
the handle to the stamp, and the stamping end a rough hexagon an inch and a
quarter in diameter. Altogether, it presented the appearance of an enlarged
tobacco stopper of an old-fashioned make. It had been sent to me by an agent
in the East, who informed me that it had been found near the site of the ancient
Babylon. But the characters engraved on the seal were to me an intolerable
puzzle. Somewhat of the cuneiform pattern, there were yet striking differences,
which I detected at the first glance, and all efforts to read the inscription on the
hypothesis that the rules for deciphering the arrow-headed writing would
apply proved futile. A riddle such as this stung my pride, and at odd moments
I would take the Black Seal out of the cabinet, and scrutinize it with so much
idle perseverance that every letter was familiar to my mind, and I could have
drawn the inscription from memory without the slightest error. Judge, then, of
my surprise when I one day received from a correspondent in the west of
England a letter and an enclosure that positively left me thunderstruck. I saw
carefully traced on a large piece of paper the very characters of the Black Seal,
without alteration of any kind, and above the inscription my friend had written:
Inscription found on a limestone rock on the Grey Hills, Monmouthshire. Done
in some red earth, and quite recent. | turned to the letter. My friend wrote: “I
send you the enclosed inscription with all due reserve. A shepherd who passed
by the stone a week ago swears that there was then no mark of any kind. The
characters, as I have noted, are formed by drawing some red earth over the
stone, and are of an average height of one inch. They look to me like a kind of
cuneiform character, a good deal altered, but this, of course, is impossible. It
may be either a hoax, or more probably some scribble of the gipsies, who are
plentiful enough in this wild country. They have, as you are aware, many



hieroglyphics which they use in communicating with one another. [ happened
to visit the stone in question two days ago in connection with a rather painful
incident which has occurred here.”

As it may be supposed, | wrote immediately to my friend, thanking him for
the copy of the inscription, and asking him in a casual manner the history of the
incident he mentioned. To be brief, | heard that a woman named Cradock,
who had lost her husband a day before, had set out to communicate the sad
news to a cousin who lived some five miles away. She took a short cut which
led by the Grey Hills. Mrs. Cradock, who was then quite a young woman, never
arrived at her relative’s house. Late that night a farmer, who had lost a couple
of sheep, supposed to have wandered from the flock, was walking over the
Grey Hills, with a lantern and his dog. His attention was attracted by a noise,
which he described as a kind of wailing, mournful and pitiable to hear, and,
guided by the sound, he found the unfortunate Mrs. Cradock crouched on the
ground by the limestone rock, swaying her body to and fro, and lamenting and
crying in so heart-rending a manner that the farmer was, as he says, at first
obliged to stop his ears, or he would have run away. The woman allowed
herself to be taken home, and a neighbour came to see to her necessities. All
the night she never ceased her crying, mixing her lament with words of some
unintelligible jargon, and when the doctor arrived he pronounced her insane.
She lay on her bed for a week, now wailing, as people said, like one lost and
damned for eternity, and now sunk in a heavy coma; it was thought that grief at
the loss of her husband had unsettled her mind, and the medical man did not
at one time expect her to live. I need not say that  was deeply interested in this
story, and I made my friend write to me at intervals with all the particulars of
the case. I heard then that in the course of six weeks the woman gradually
recovered the use of her faculties, and some months later she gave birth to a
son, christened Jervase, who unhappily proved to be of weak intellect. Such
were the facts known to the village; but to me, while [ whitened at the
suggested thought of the hideous enormities that had doubtless been committed,
all this was nothing short of conviction, and I incautiously hazarded a hint of
something like the truth to some scientific friends. The moment the words had
left my lips I bitterly regretted having spoken, and thus given away the great
secret of my life, but with a good deal of relief mixed with indignation I found
my fears altogether misplaced, for my friends ridiculed me to my face, and |
was regarded as a madman; and beneath a natural anger I chuckled to myself,
feeling as secure amidst these blockheads as if [ had confided what I knew to
the desert sands.



But now, knowing so much, I resolved [ would know all, and I concentrated
my efforts on the task of deciphering the inscription on the Black Seal. For
many years | made this puzzle the sole object of my leisure moments, for the
greater portion of my time was, of course, devoted to other duties, and it was
only now and then that [ could snatch a week of clear research. If  were to tell
the full history of this curious investigation, this statement would be wearisome
in the extreme, for it would contain simply the account of long and tedious
failure. By what I knew already of ancient scripts [ was well equipped for the
chase, as I always termed it to myself. I had correspondents amongst all the
scientific men in Europe, and, indeed, in the world, and I could not believe that
in these days any character, however ancient and however perplexed, could
long resist the search-light I should bring to bear upon it. Yet in point of fact, it
was fully fourteen years before I succeeded. With every year my professional
duties increased, and my leisure became smaller. This no doubt retarded me
a good deal; and yet, when I look back on those years, [ am astonished at the
vast scope of my investigation of the Black Seal. I made my bureau a centre,
and from all the world and from all the ages I gathered transcripts of ancient
writing. Nothing, [ resolved, should pass me unawares, and the faintest hint
should be welcomed and followed up. But as one covert after another was
tried and proved empty of result, [ began in the course of years to despair, and
to wonder whether the Black Seal were the sole relic of some race that had
vanished from the world, and left no other trace of its existence—had perished, in
fine, as Atlantis is said to have done, in some great cataclysm, its secrets
perhaps drowned beneath the ocean or moulded into the heart of the hills.
The thought chilled my warmth a little, and though I still persevered, it was no
longer with the same certainty of faith. A chance came to the rescue. 1 was staving
in a considerable town in the north of England, and took the opportunity of
going over the very creditable museum that had for some time been established
in the place. The curator was one of my correspondents; and, as we were
looking through one of the mineral cases, my attention was struck by a specimen,
a piece of black stone some four inches square, the appearance of which
reminded me in a measure of the Black Seal. 1took it up carelessly, and was
turning it over in my hand, when [ saw, to my astonishment, that the under side
was inscribed. I said, quietly enough, to my friend the curator that the specimen
interested me, and that I should be much obliged if he would allow me to take
it with me to my hotel for a couple of days. He, of course, made no objection,
and I hurried to my rooms and found that my first glance had not deceived me.
There were two inscriptions; one in the regular cuneiform character, another
in the character of the Black Seal, and I realized that my task was accomplished.
I made an exact copy of the two inscriptions; and when I got to my London



study, and had the seal before me, [ was able seriously to grapple with the
great problem. The interpreting inscription on the museum specimen, though
in itself curious enough, did not bear on my quest, but the transliteration made
me master of the secret of the Black Seal. Conjecture, of course, had to enter
into my calculations; there was here and there uncertainty about a particular
ideograph, and one sign recurring again and again on the seal baffled me for
many successive nights. But at last the secret stood open before me in plain
English, and I read the key of the awful transmutation of the hills. The last word
was hardly written, when with fingers all trembling and unsteady I tore the
scrap of paper into the minutest fragments, and saw them flame and blacken
in the red hollow of the fire, and then I crushed the grey films that remained
into finest powder. Never since then have I written those words; never will |
write the phrases which tell how man can be reduced to the slime from which
he came, and be forced to put on the flesh of the reptile and the snake. There
was now but one thing remaining. [ knew, but I desired to see, and [ was after
some time able to take a house in the neighbourhood of the Grey Hills, and not
far from the cottage where Mrs. Cradock and her son Jervase resided. I need
not go into a full and detailed account of the apparently inexplicable events
which have occurred here, where [ am writing this. I knew that I should find in
Jervase Cradock something of the blood of the “Little People,” and I found
later that he had more than once encountered his kinsmen in lonely places in
that lonely land. When I was summoned one day to the garden, and found him
in a seizure speaking or hissing the ghastly jargon of the Black Seal, | am afraid
that exultation prevailed over pity. I heard bursting from his lips the secrets of
the underworld, and the word of dread, “Ishakshar,” signification of which I
must be excused from giving.

But there is one incident I cannot pass over unnoticed. In the waste hollow
of the night [ awoke at the sound of those hissing syllables | knew so well; and
on going to the wretched boy’s room, I found him convulsed and foaming at
the mouth, struggling on the bed as if he strove to escape the grasp of writhing
demons. [took him down to my room and lit the lamp, while he lay twisting on
the floor, calling on the power within his flesh to leave him. [ saw his body
swell and become distended as a bladder, while the face blackened before my
eyes; and then at the crisis | did what was necessary according to the directions
on the Seal, and putting all scruple on one side, [ became a man of science,
observant of what was passing. Yet the sight | had to witness was horrible,
almost beyond the power of human conception and the most fearful fantasy.
Something pushed out from the body there on the floor, and stretched forth a
slimy, wavering tentacle, across the room, grasped the bust upon the cupboard,



and laid it down on my desk.

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

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

Pausing a little at the end of Professor Gregg’s statement, Miss Lally continued
her tale in the following words:

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

I have only to add that Professor Gregg’s lawyer treated my account of
what had happened as a fairy tale, and refused even to glance at the documents
I laid before him. It was he who was responsible for the statement that
appeared in the public press, to the effect that Professor Gregg had been
drowned, and that his body must have been swept into the open sea.



Miss Lally stopped speaking, and looked at Mr. Phillipps, with a glance of
some inquiry. He, for his part, was sunken in a deep reverie of thought; and
when he looked up and saw the bustle of the evening gathering in the square,
men and women hurrying to partake of dinner, and crowds already besetting
the music-halls, all the hum and press of actual life seemed unreal and visionary,
a dream in the morning after an awakening.



The Shining Pyramid
Arthur Machen

I
The Arrow-Head Character
“Haunted, you said?”

“Yes, haunted. Don’t you remember, when I saw you three years ago, you
told me about your place in the west with the ancient woods hanging all about
it, and the wild, domed hills, and the ragged land? It has always remained a
sort of enchanted picture in my mind as I sit at my desk and hear the traffic
rattling in the street in the midst of whirling London. But when did you come
up?”

“The fact is, Dyson, [ have only just got out of the train. I drove to the station
early this morning and caught the 10.45.”

“Well, I am very glad you looked in on me. How have you been getting on
since we last met? There is no Mrs. Vaughan, I suppose?”

“No,” said Vaughan, “I am still a hermit, like yourself. I have done nothing
but loaf about.”

Vaughan had lit his pipe and sat in the elbow chair, fidgeting and glancing
about him in a somewhat dazed and restless manner. Dyson had wheeled
round his chair when his visitor entered and sat with one arm fondly reclining
on the desk of his bureau, and touching the litter of manuscript.

“And you are still engaged in the old task?” said Vaughan, pointing to the
pile of papers and the teeming pigeon-holes.

“Yes, the vain pursuit of literature, as idle as alchemy, and as entrancing.
But you have come to town for some time I suppose; what shall we do to-night?”

“Well, I rather wanted you to try a few days with me down in the west. It
would do you a lot of good, I'm sure.”



“You are very kind, Vaughan, but London in September is hard to leave.
Doré could not have designed anything more wonderful and mystic than
Oxford Street as I saw it the other evening; the sunset flaming, the blue haze
transmuting the plain street into a road ‘far in the spiritual city.””

“I should like you to come down though. You would enjoy roaming over
our hills. Does this racket go on all day and all night? It quite bewilders me; |
wonder how you can work through it. I am sure you would revel in the great
peace of my old home among the woods.”

Vaughan lit his pipe again, and looked anxiously at Dyson to see if his
inducements had had any effect, but the man of letters shook his head,
smiling, and vowed in his heart a firm allegiance to the streets.

“You cannot tempt me,” he said.

“Well, you may be right. Perhaps, after all, [ was wrong to speak of the
peace of the country. There, when a tragedy does occur, it is like a stone thrown
into a pond; the circles of disturbance keep on widening, and it seemns as if the
water would never be still again.”

“Have you ever any tragedies where you are?”

“I can hardly say that. But I was a good deal disturbed about a month ago by
something that happened; it may or may not have been a tragedy in the usual
sense of the word.”

“What was the occurrence?”

“Well, the fact is a girl disappeared in a way which seems highly mysterious.
Her parents, people of the name of Trevor, are well-to-do farmers, and their
eldest daughter Annie was a sort of village beauty; she was really remarkably
handsome. One afternoon she thought she would go and see her aunt, a widow
who farms her own land, and as the two houses are only about five or six miles
apart, she started off, telling her parents she would take the short cut over the
hills. She never got to her aunt’s, and she never was seen again. That’s putting
it in a few words.”

“What an extraordinary thing! [ suppose there are no disused mines, are there,
on the hills? I don’t think you quite run to anything so formidable as a precipice?”



“No; the path the girl must have taken had no pitfalls of any description; it is
just a track over wild, bare hillside, far, even, from a byroad. One may walk for
miles without meeting a soul, but it is all perfectly safe.”

“And what do people say about it?”

“Oh, they talk nonsense—among themselves. You have no notion as to
how superstitious English cottagers are in out-of-the-way parts like mine. They
are as bad as the Irish, every whit, and even more secretive.”

“But what do they say?”

“Oh, the poor girl is supposed to have ‘gone with the fairies,’ or to have been
‘taken by the fairies.” Such stuff!” he went on, “one would laugh if it were not
for the real tragedy of the case.”

Dyson looked somewhat interested.

“Yes,” he said, “‘fairies’ certainly strike a little curiously on the ear in these
days. But what do the police say? I presume they do not accept the fairy-tale
hypothesis?”

“No; but they seem quite at fault. What I am afraid of is that Annie Trevor
must have fallen in with some scoundrels on her way. Castletown is a large
seaport, you know, and some of the worst of the foreign sailors occasionally
desert their ships and go on the tramp up and down the country. Not many
years ago a Spanish sailor named Garcia murdered a whole family for the sake
of plunder that was not worth sixpence. They are hardly human, some of these
fellows, and I am dreadfully afraid the poor girl must have come to an awful
end.”

“But no foreign sailor was seen by anyone about the country?”
“No; there is certainly that; and of course country people are quick to notice
anyone whose appearance and dress are a little out of the common. Still it

seems as if my theory were the only possible explanation.”

“There are no data to go upon,” said Dyson, thoughtfully. “There was no
question of a love affair, or anything of the kind, | suppose?”



“Oh, no, not a hint of such a thing. I am sure if Annie were alive she would
have contrived to let her mother know of her safety.”

“No doubt, no doubt. Still it is barely possible that she is alive and yet unable
to communicate with her friends. But all this must have disturbed you a good
deal.”

“Yes, it did; | hate a mystery, and especially a mystery which is probably the
veil of horror. But frankly, Dyson, [ want to make a clean breast of it; I did not
come here to tell you all this.”

“Of course not,” said Dyson, a little surprised at Vaughan’s uneasy manner.
“You came to have a chat on more cheerful topics.”

“No, I did not. What I have been telling you about happened a month ago,
but something which seems likely to affect me more personally has taken place
within the last few days, and to be quite plain, I came up to town with the idea
that you might be able to help me. You recollect that curious case you spoke to
me about at our last meeting; something about a spectacle-maker.”

“Oh, yes,  remember that. [ know [ was quite proud of my acumen at the
time; even to this day the police have no idea why those peculiar yellow
spectacles were wanted. But, Vaughan, you really look quite put out; I hope
there is nothing serious?”

“No, I think [ have been exaggerating, and [ want you to reassure me. But
what has happened is very odd.”

“And what has happened?”

“I am sure that you will laugh at me, but this is the story. You must know
there is a path, a right of way, that goes through my land, and to be precise,
close to the wall of the kitchen garden. It is not used by many people; a
woodman now and again finds it useful, and five or six children who go to
school in the village pass twice a day. Well, a few days ago | was taking a walk
about the place before breakfast, and I happened to stop to fill my pipe just by
the large doors in the garden wall. The wood, I must tell you, comes to within
a few feet of the wall, and the track I spoke of runs right in the shadow of the
trees. 1 thought the shelter from a brisk wind that was blowing rather pleasant,
and I stood there smoking with my eyes on the ground. Then something caught



my attention. Just under the wall, on the short grass, a number of small flints
were arranged in a pattern; something like this”: and Mr. Vaughan caught at a
pencil and piece of paper, and dotted down a few strokes.

“You see,” he went on, “there were, [ should think, twelve little stones neatly
arranged in lines, and spaced at equal distances, as [ have shewn it on the
paper. They were pointed stones, and the points were very carefully directed
one way.”

“Yes,” said Dyson, without much interest, “no doubt the children you have
mentioned had been playing there on their way from school. Children, as you
know, are very fond of making such devices with oyster shells or flints or
flowers, or with whatever comes in their way.”

“So I thought; I just noticed these flints were arranged in a sort of pattern
and then went on. But the next morning I was taking the same round, which,
as a matter of fact, is habitual with me, and again I saw at the same spot a
device in flints. This time it was really a curious pattern; something like the
spokes of a wheel, all meeting at a common centre, and this centre formmed by
a device which looked like a bowl; all, you understand, done in flints.”

“You are right,” said Dyson, “that seems odd enough. Still it is reasonable
that your half-a-dozen school children are responsible for these fantasies in
stone.”

“Well, I thought I would set the matter at rest. The children pass the gate
every evening at half-past five, and I walked by at six, and found the device just
as I had left it in the morning. The next day [ was up and about at a quarter to
seven, and | found the whole thing had been changed. There was a pyramid
outlined in flints upon the grass. The children I saw going by an hour and a half
later, and they ran past the spot without glancing to right or left. In the evening
[ watched them going home, and this morning when [ got to the gate at six
o’clock there was a thing like a half moon waiting for me.”

“So then the series runs thus: firstly ordered lines, then the device of the
spokes and the bowl, then the pyramid, and finally, this morning, the half moon.
That is the order, isn’t it?”

“Yes; that is right. But do you know it has made me feel very uneasy? |
suppose it seems absurd, but I can’t help thinking that some kind of signalling



is going on under my nose, and that sort of thing is disquieting.”
“But what have you to dread? You have no enemies?”
“No; but [ have some very valuable old plate.”

“You are thinking of burglars then?” said Dyson, with an accent of considerable
interest, “but you must know your neighbours. Are there any suspicious
characters about?”

“Not that [ am aware of. But you remember what I told you of the sailors.”
“Can you trust your servants?”

“Oh, perfectly. The plate is preserved in a strong room; the butler, an old
family servant, alone knows where the key is kept. There is nothing wrong
there. Still, everybody is aware that I have a lot of old silver, and all country
folks are given to gossip. In that way informmation may have got abroad in very
undesirable quarters.”

“Yes, but I confess there seems something a little unsatisfactory in the burglar
theory. Who is signalling to whom? [ cannot see my way to accepting such an
explanation. What put the plate into your head in connection with these flint
signs, or whatever one may call them?”

“It was the figure of the Bowl,” said Vaughan. “I happen to possess a very
large and very valuable Charles Il punch-bowl. The chasing is really exquisite,
and the thing is worth a lot of money. The sign I described to you was exactly
the same shape as my punch-bowl.”

“A queer coincidence certainly. But the other figures or devices: you have
nothing shaped like a pyramid?”

“Ah, you will think that queerer. As it happens, this punch-bowl of mine,
together with a set of rare old ladles, is kept in a mahogany chest of a pyramidal
shape. The four sides slope upwards, the narrow towards the top.”

“I confess all this interests me a good deal,” said Dyson. “Let us go on then.
What about the other figures; how about the Army, as we may call the first sign,
and the Crescent or Half-moon?”



“Ah, there is no reference that I can make out of these two. Still, you see |
have some excuse for curiosity at all events. [ should be very vexed to lose any
of the old plate; nearly all the pieces have been in the family for generations.
And I cannot get it out of my head that some scoundrels mean to rob me, and
are communicating with one another every night.”

“Frankly,” said Dyson, “I can make nothing of it;  am as much in the dark as
yourself. Your theory seems certainly the only possible explanation, and yet
the difficulties are immense.”

He leaned back in his chair, and the two men faced each other, frowning,
and perplexed by so bizarre a problem.

“By the way,” said Dyson, after a long pause, “what is your geological
formation down there?”

Mr. Vaughan looked up, a good deal surprised by the question.

“Old red sandstone and limestone, I believe,” he said. “We are just beyond
the coal measures, you know.”

“But surely there are no flints either in the sandstone or the limestone?”

“No, I never see any flints in the fields. I confess that did strike me as a little
curious.”

“I' should think so! It is very important. By the way, what size were the flints
used in making these devices?”

“I happen to have brought one with me; I took it this morning.”
“From the Half-moon?”
“Exactly. Here itis.”

He handed over a small flint, tapering to a point, and about three inches in
length.

Dyson’s face blazed up with excitement as he took the thing from Vaughan.



“Certainly,” he said, after a moment’s pause, “you have some curious
neighbours in your country. I hardly think they can harbour any designs on
your punch-bowl. Do you know this is a flint arrowhead of vast antiquity, and not
only that, but an arrow-head of a unique kind? [ have seen specimens from all
parts of the world, but there are features about this thing that are quite peculiar.”

He laid down his pipe, and took out a book from a drawer.

“We shall just have time to catch the 5.45 to Castletown,” he said.

II
The Eyes on the Wall

Mr. Dyson drew in a long breath of the air of the hills and felt all the
enchantment of the scene about him. It was very early morning, and he stood
on the terrace in the front of the house. Vaughan’s ancestor had built on the
lower slope of a great hill, in the shelter of a deep and ancient wood that
gathered on three sides about the house, and on the fourth side, the south-west,
the land fell gently away and sank to the valley, where a brook wound in and
out in mystic esses, and the dark and gleaming alders tracked the stream’s
course to the eye. On the terrace in that sheltered place no wind blew, and far
beyond, the trees were still. Only one sound broke in upon the silence, and
Dyson heard the noise of the brook singing far below, the song of clear and
shining water rippling over the stones, whispering and murmuring as it sank to
dark deep pools. Across the stream, just below the house, rose a grey stone
bridge, vaulted and buttressed, a fragment of the Middle Ages, and then beyond
the bridge the hills rose again, vast and rounded like bastions, covered here
and there with dark woods and thickets of undergrowth, but the heights were
all bare of trees, showing only grey turf and patches of bracken, touched here
and there with the gold of fading fronds. Dyson looked to the north and south,
and still he saw the wall of the hills, and the ancient woods, and the stream
drawn in and out between them,; all grey and dim with morning mist beneath a
grey sky in a hushed and haunted air.

Mr. Vaughan’s voice broke in upon the silence.

“I thought you would be too tired to be about so early,” he said. “I see you
are admiring the view. It is very pretty, isn’t it, though I suppose old Meyrick



Vaughan didn’t think much about the scenery when he built the house. A
queer grey, old place, isn’t it?”

“Yes, and how it fits into the surroundings; it seems of a piece with the grey
hills and the grey bridge below.”

“l am afraid I have brought you down on false pretences, Dyson,” said
Vaughan, as they began to walk up and down the terrace. “I have been to the
place, and there is not a sign of anything this morning.”

“Ah, indeed. Well, suppose we go round together.”

They walked across the lawn and went by a path through the ilex shrubbery
to the back of the house. There Vaughan pointed out the track leading down to
the valley and up to the heights above the wood, and presently they stood
beneath the garden wall, by the door.

“Here, you see, it was,” said Vaughan, pointing to a spot on the turf. “I was
standing just where you are now that morning I first saw the flints.”

“Yes, quite so. That morning it was the Army, as I call it; then the Bowl, then
the Pyramid, and yesterday, the Half-moon. What a queer old stone that is,” he
went on, pointing to a block of limestone rising out of the turf just beneath the
wall.

“It looks like a sort of dwarf pillar, but I suppose it is natural.”

“Oh, yes, I think so. Iimagine it was brought here, though, as we stand on
the red sandstone. No doubt it was used as a foundation stone for some older
building.”

“Very likely.” Dyson was peering about him attentively, looking from the
ground to the wall, and from the wall to the deep wood that hung almost over
the garden and made the place dark even in the morning.

“Look here,” said Dyson at length, “it is certainly a case of children this time.
Look at that.”

He was bending down and staring at the dull red surface of the mellowed
bricks of the wall Vaughan came up and looked hard where Dyson’s finger was



pointing, and could scarcely distinguish a faint mark in deeper red.
“What is it?” he said. “I can make nothing of it.”

“Look a little more closely. Don’t you see it is an attempt to draw the human
eye?”

“Ah, now | see what you mean. My sight is not very sharp. Yes, soitis, it is
meant for an eye, no doubt, as you say. I thought the children learnt drawing at
school.”

“Well, it is an odd eye enough. Do you notice the peculiar almond shape;
almost like the eye of a Chinaman?”

Dyson looked meditatively at the work of the undeveloped artist, and scanned
the wall again, going down on his knees in the minuteness of his inquisition.

“I should like very much,” he said at length, “to know how a child in this out
of the way place could have any idea of the shape of the Mongolian eye. You
see the average child has a very distinct impression of the subject; he draws a
circle, or something like a circle, and puts a dot in the centre. 1 don’t think any
child imagines that the eye is really made like that; it’s just a convention of
infantile art. But this almond-shaped thing puzzles me extremely. Perhaps it
may be derived from a gilt Chinaman on a tea-canister in the grocer’s shop.
Still that’s hardly likely.”

“But why are you so sure it was done by a child?”

“Why! Look at the height. These old-fashioned bricks are little more than
two inches thick; there are twenty courses from the ground to the sketch if we
call it so; that gives a height of three and a half feet. Now, just imagine you are
going to draw something on this wall. Exactly; your pencil, if you had one,
would touch the wall somewhere on the level with your eyes, that is, more
than five feet from the ground. It seems, therefore, a very simple deduction to
conclude that this eye on the wall was drawn by a child about ten years old.”

“Yes, I had not thought of that. Of course one of the children must have
done it.”

“I suppose so; and yet as I said, there is something singularly unchildlike



about those two lines, and the eyeball itself, you see, is almost an oval. To my
mind, the thing has an odd, ancient air; and a touch that is not altogether
pleasant. [ cannot help fancying that if we could see a whole face from the
same hand it would not be altogether agreeable. However, that is nonsense,
after all, and we are not getting farther in our investigations. It is odd that the
flint series has come to such an abrupt end.”

The two men walked away towards the house, and as they went in at the
porch there was a break in the grey sky, and a gleam of sunshine on the grey
hill before them.

All the day Dyson prowled meditatively about the fields and woods surrounding
the house. He was thoroughly and completely puzzled by the trivial circumstances
he proposed to elucidate, and now he again took the flint arrow-head from his
pocket, turning it over and examining it with deep attention. There was something
about the thing that was altogether different from the specimens he had seen
at the museums and private collections; the shape was of a distinct type, and
around the edge there was a line of little punctured dots, apparently a suggestion
of ornament. Who, thought Dyson, could possess such things in so remote a
place; and who, possessing the flints, could have put them to the fantastic use
of designing meaningless figures under Vaughan’s garden wall? The rank
absurdity of the whole affair offended him unutterably; and as one theory after
another rose in his mind only to be rejected, he felt strongly tempted to take
the next train back to town. He had seen the silver plate which Vaughan
treasured, and had inspected the punch-bowl, the gem of the collection, with
close attention; and what he saw and his interview with the butler convinced
him that a plot to rob the strong box was out of the limits of enquiry. The chest
in which the bowl was kept, a heavy piece of mahogany, evidently dating from
the beginning of the century, was certainly strongly suggestive of a pyramid,
and Dyson was at first inclined to the inept manceuvres of the detective, but
a little sober thought convinced him of the impossibility of the burglary
hypothesis, and he cast wildly about for something more satisfying. He asked
Vaughan if there were any gypsies in the neighbourhood, and heard that the
Romany had not been seen for years. This dashed him a good deal, as he
knew the gypsy habit of leaving queer hieroglyphics on the line of march, and
had been much elated when the thought occurred to him. He was facing
Vaughan by the old-fashioned hearth when he put the question, and leaned
back in his chair in disgust at the destruction of his theory.

“It is odd,” said Vaughan, “but the gypsies never trouble us here. Now and



then the farmers find traces of fires in the wildest part of the hills, but nobody
seems to know who the fire-lighters are.”

“Surely that looks like gypsies?”

“No, not in such places as those. Tinkers and gypsies and wanderers of all
sorts stick to the roads and don’t go very far from the farm-houses.”

“Well, I can make nothing of it. I saw the children going by this afternoon,
and, as you say, they ran straight on. So we shall have no more eyes on the wall
at all events.”

“No, I must waylay them one of these days and find out who is the artist.”

The next morning when Vaughan strolled in his usual course from the lawn
to the back of the house he found Dyson already awaiting him by the garden
door and evidently in a state of high excitement, for he beckoned furiously with
his hand, and gesticulated violently.

“What is it?” asked Vaughan. “The flints again?”
“No; but look here, look at the wall. There; don’t you see it?”
“There’s another of those eyes!”

“Exactly. Drawn, you see, at a little distance from the first, almost on the
same level, but slightly lower.”

“What on earth is one to make of it? It couldn’t have been done by the
children; it wasn’t there last night, and they won’t pass for another hour. What
can it mean?”

“I think the very devil is at the bottom of all this,” said Dyson. “Of course,
one cannot resist the conclusion that these infernal almond eyes are to be set
down to the same agency as the devices in the arrow-heads; and where that
conclusion is to lead us is more than I can tell. For my part, I have to put a
strong check on my imagination, or it would run wild.”

“Vaughan,” he said, as they turned away from the wall, “has it struck you
that there is one point—a very curious point—in common between the figures



done in flints and the eyes drawn on the wall?”

“What is that?” asked Vaughan, on whose face there had fallen a certain
shadow of indefinite dread.

“It is this. We know that the signs of the Army, the Bowl, the Pyramid, and
the Half-moon must have been done at night. Presumably they were meant to
be seen at night. Well, precisely the same reasoning applies to those eyes on
the wall.”

“I do not quite see your point.”

“Oh, surely. The nights are dark just now, and have been very cloudy, I
know, since I came down. Moreover, those overhanging trees would throw
that wall into deep shadow even on a clear night.”

“Well?”

“What struck me was this. What very peculiarly sharp eyesight, they,
whoever ‘they’ are, must have to be able to arrange arrow-heads in intricate
order in the blackest shadow of the wood, and then draw the eyes on the wall

without a trace of bungling, or a false line.”

“I have read of persons confined in dungeons for many years who have
been able to see quite well in the dark,” said Vaughan.

“Yes,” said Dyson, “there was the abbé in Monte Cristo. But it is a singular
point.”
I1I
The Search for the Bowl

“Who was that old man that touched his hat to you just now?” said Dyson,
as they came to the bend of the lane near the house.

“Oh, that was old Trevor. He looks very broken, poor old fellow.”

“Who is Trevor?”



“Don’t you remember? I told you the story that afternoon I came to your
rooms—about a girl named Annie Trevor, who disappeared in the most
inexplicable manner about five weeks ago. That was her father.”

“Yes, yes, I recollect now. To tell the truth [ had forgotten all about it. And
nothing has been heard of the girl?”

“Nothing whatever. The police are quite at fault.”

“I am afraid I did not pay very much attention to the details you gave me.
Which way did the girl go?”

“Her path would take her right across those wild hills above the house; the
nearest point in the track must be about two miles from here.”

“Is it near that little hamlet I saw yesterday?”

“You mean Croesyceiliog, where the children came from? No; it goes more
to the north.”

“Ah, [ have never been that way.”

They went into the house, and Dyson shut himself up in his room, sunk
deep in doubtful thought, but yet with the shadow of a suspicion growing within
him that for a while haunted his brain, all vague and fantastic, refusing to take
definite form. He was sitting by the open window and looking out on the valley
and saw, as if in a picture, the intricate winding of the brook, the grey bridge,
and the vast hills rising beyond; all still and without a breath of wind to stir the
mystic hanging woods, and the evening sunshine glowed warm on the bracken,
and down below a faint mist, pure white, began to rise from the stream. Dyson
sat by the window as the day darkened and the huge bastioned hills loomed
vast and vague, and the woods became dim and more shadowy; and the fancy
that had seized him no longer appeared altogether impossible. He passed the
rest of the evening in a reverie, hardly hearing what Vaughan said; and when
he took his candle in the hall, he paused a moment before bidding his friend
goodnight.

“I'want a good rest,” he said. “I have got some work to do to-morrow.”

“Some writing, you mean?”



“No. I am going to look for the Bowl.”
“The Bowl! If you mean my punch-bowl, that is safe in the chest.”

“I don’t mean the punch-bowl. You may take my word for it that your plate
has never been threatened. No; I will not bother you with any suppositions.
We shall in all probability have something much stronger than suppositions
before long. Good-night, Vaughan.”

The next morning Dyson set off after breakfast. He took the path by the
garden-wall, and noted that there were now eight of the weird almond eyes
dimly outlined on the brick.

“Six days more,” he said to himself, but as he thought over the theory he had
formed, he shrank, in spite of strong conviction, from such a wildly incredible
fancy. He struck up through the dense shadows of the wood, and at length
came out on the bare hillside, and climbed higher and higher over the slippery
turf, keeping well to the north, and following the indications given him by
Vaughan.

As he went on, he seemed to mount ever higher above the world of human
life and customary things; to his right he looked at a fringe of orchard and saw
a faint blue smoke rising like a pillar; there was the hamlet from which the
children came to school, and there the only sign of life, for the woods
embowered and concealed Vaughan’s old grey house. As he reached what
seemed the summit of the hill, he realised for the first time the desolate
loneliness and strangeness of the land; there was nothing but grey sky and grey
hill, a high, vast plain that seemed to stretch on for ever and ever, and a faint
glimpse of a blue-peaked mountain far away and to the north. At length he
came to the path, a slight track scarcely noticeable, and from its position and
by what Vaughan had told him he knew that it was the way the lost girl, Annie
Trevor, must have taken. He followed the path on the bare hill-top, noticing the
great limestone rocks that cropped out of the turf, grim and hideous, and of an
aspect as forbidding as an idol of the South Seas; and suddenly he halted,
astonished, although he had found what he searched for. Almost without
warning the ground shelved suddenly away on all sides, and Dyson looked
down into a circular depression, which might well have been a Roman
amphitheatre, and the ugly crags of limestone rimmed it round as if with a
broken wall. Dyson walked round the hollow, and noted the position of the
stones, and then turned on his way home.



“This,” he thought to himself, “is more than curious. The Bowl is discovered,
but where is the Pyramid?”

“My dear Vaughan,” he said, when he got back, “I may tell you that I have
found the Bowl, and that is all I shall tell you for the present. We have six days
of absolute inaction before us; there is really nothing to be done.”

I\
The Secret of the Pyramid

“I have just been round the garden,” said Vaughan one morning. “I have
been counting those infernal eyes, and I find there are fourteen of them. For
heaven’s sake, Dyson, tell me what the meaning of it all is.”

“I should be very sorry to attempt to do so. I may have guessed this or that,
but I always make it a principle to keep my guesses to myself. Besides, it is
really not worth while anticipating events; you will remember my telling you
that we had six days of inaction before us? Well, this is the sixth day, and the
last of idleness. To-night I propose we take a stroll.”

“A stroll! Is that all the action you mean to take?”
“Well, it may show you some very curious things. To be plain, [ want you to
start with me at nine o’clock this evening for the hills. We may have to be out

all night, so you had better wrap up well, and bring some of that brandy.”

“Is it a joke?” asked Vaughan, who was bewildered with strange events and
strange surmises.

“No, I don’t think there is much joke in it. Unless I am much mistaken we
shall find a very serious explanation of the puzzle. You will come with me, [ am
sure?”

“Very good. Which way do you want to go?”

“By the path you told me of; the path Annie Trevor is supposed to have
taken.”



Vaughan looked white at the mention of the girl’s name

“I did not think you were on that track,” he said. “I thought it was the affair
of those devices in flint and of the eyes on the wall that you were engaged on.
It’s no good saying any more, but I will go with you.”

At a quarter to nine that evening the two men set out, taking the path through
the wood, and up the hill-side. It was a dark and heavy night, the sky was thick
with clouds, and the valley full of mist, and all the way they seemed to walk in
a world of shadow and gloom, hardly speaking, and afraid to break the haunted
silence. They came out at last on the steep hill-side, and instead of the oppression
of the wood there was the long, dim sweep of the turf, and higher, the fantastic
limestone rocks hinted horror through the darkness, and the wind sighed as it
passed across the mountain to the sea, and in its passage beat chill about their
hearts. They seemed to walk on and on for hours, and the dim outline of the
hill still stretched before them, and the haggard rocks still loomed through the
darkness, when suddenly Dyson whispered, drawing his breath quickly, and
coming close to his companion,

“Here,” he said, “we will lie down. I do not think there is anything yet.”

“I know the place,” said Vaughan, after a moment. “I have often been by in
the daytime. The country people are afraid to come here, I believe; it is
supposed to be a fairies’ castle, or something of the kind. But why on earth

have we come here?”

“Speak a little lower,” said Dyson. “It might not do us any good if we are
overheard.”

“Overheard here! There is not a soul within three miles of us.”

“Possibly not; indeed, [ should say certainly not. But there might be a body
somewhat nearer.”

“I don’t understand you in the least,” said Vaughan, whispering to humour
Dyson, “but why have we come here?”

“Well, you see this hollow before us is the Bowl. I think we had better not
talk even in whispers.”



They lay full length upon the turf; the rock between their faces and the Bowl,
and now and again, Dyson, slouching his dark, soft hat over his forehead, put out
the glint of an eye, and in a moment drew back, not daring to take a prolonged
view. Again he laid an ear to the ground and listened, and the hours went by, and
the darkness seemed to blacken, and the faint sigh of the wind was the only sound.

Vaughan grew impatient with this heaviness of silence, this watching for
indefinite terror; for to him there was no shape or form of apprehension, and
he began to think the whole vigil a dreary farce.

“How much longer is this to last?” he whispered to Dyson, and Dyson who had been
holding his breath in the agony of attention put his mouth to Vaughan’s ear and said:

“Will you listen?” with pauses between each syllable, and in the voice with
which the priest pronounces the awful words.

Vaughan caught the ground with his hands, and stretched forward, wondering
what he was to hear. At first there was nothing, and then a low and gentle
noise came very softly from the Bowl, a faint sound, almost indescribable, but
as if one held the tongue against the roof of the mouth and expelled the breath.
He listened eagerly and presently the noise grew louder, and became a strident
and horrible hissing as if the pit beneath boiled with fervent heat, and Vaughan,
unable to remain in suspense any longer, drew his cap half over his face in
imitation of Dyson, and looked down to the hollow below.

It did, in truth, stir and seethe like an infernal caldron. The whole of the
sides and bottomn tossed and writhed with vague and restless forms that passed
to and fro without the sound of feet, and gathered thick here and there and
seemed to speak to one another in those tones of horrible sibilance, like the
hissing of snakes, that he had heard. It was as if the sweet turf and the cleanly
earth had suddenly become quickened with some foul writhing growth.
Vaughan could not draw back his face, though he felt Dyson’s finger touch
him, but he peered into the quaking mass and saw faintly that there were things
like faces and human limbs, and yet he felt his inmost soul chill with the sure
belief that no fellow soul or human thing stirred in all that tossing and hissing
host. He looked aghast, choking back sobs of horror, and at length the loathsome
forms gathered thickest about some vague object in the middle of the hollow,
and the hissing of their speech grew more venomous, and he saw in the
uncertain light the abominable limbs, vague and yet too plainly seen, writhe
and intertwine, and he thought he heard, very faint, a low human moan



striking through the noise of speech that was not of man. At his heart something
seemed to whisper ever “the worm of corruption, the worm that dieth not,”
and grotesquely the image was pictured to his imagination of a piece of putrid
offal stirring through and through with bloated and horrible creeping things.
The writhing of the dusky limbs continued, they seemed clustered round the
dark form in the middle of the hollow, and the sweat dripped and poured off
Vaughan’s forehead, and fell cold on his hand beneath his face.

Then, it seemed done in an instant, the loathsome mass melted and fell away
to the sides of the Bowl, and for a moment Vaughan saw in the middle of the
hollow the tossing of human arms. But a spark gleamed beneath, a fire kindled,
and as the voice of a woman cried out loud in a shrill scream of utter anguish and
terror, a great pyramid of flame spired up like a bursting of a pent fountain, and threw a
blaze of light upon the whole mountain. In that instant Vaughan saw the myriads
beneath; the things made in the form of men but stunted like children hideously
deformed, the faces with the almond eyes burning with evil and unspeakable lusts;
the ghastly yellow of the mass of naked flesh; and then as if by magic the place
was empty, while the fire roared and crackled, and the flames shone abroad.

“You have seen the Pyramid,” said Dyson in his ear, “the Pyramid of fire.”

\Y
The Little People
“Then you recognise the thing?”

“Certainly. It is a brooch that Annie Trevor used to wear on Sundays; |
remember the pattern. But where did you find it? You don’t mean to say that
you have discovered the girl?”

“My dear Vaughan,  wonder you have not guessed where I found the brooch.
You have not forgotten last night already?”

“Dyson,” said the other, speaking very seriously, “ [ have been turning it over
in my mind this morning while you have been out. I have thought about what
[ saw, or perhaps I should say about what I thought [ saw, and the only conclusion
I can come to is this, that the thing won’t bear recollection. As men live, [ have
lived soberly and honestly, in the fear of God, all my days, and all I can do is



believe that I suffered from some monstrous delusion, from some phantasmagoria
of the bewildered senses. You know we went home together in silence, not a
word passed between us as to what I fancied [ saw; had we not better agree to keep
silence on the subject? When I took my walk in the peaceful moming sunshine, |
thought all the earth seemed full of praise, and passing by that wall I noticed there
were no more signs recorded, and I blotted out those that remained. The mystery
is over, and we can live quietly again. I think some poison has been working for
the last few weeks; | have trod on the verge of madness, but I am sane now.”

Mr. Vaughan had spoken earnestly, and bent forward in his chair and glanced
at Dyson with something of entreaty.

“My dear Vaughan,” said the other, after a pause, “what’s the use of this? It
is much too late to take that tone; we have gone too deep. Besides you know
as well as I that there is no delusion in the case; I wish there were with all my
heart. No, in justice to myself I must tell you the whole story, so far as I know it.”

“Very good,” said Vaughan with a sigh, “if you must, you must.”

“Then,” said Dyson, “we will begin with the end if you please. I found this
brooch you have just identified in the place we have called the Bowl. There
was a heap of grey ashes, as if a fire had been burning, indeed, the embers
were still hot, and this brooch was lying on the ground, just outside the range of
the flame. It must have dropped accidentally from the dress of the person who
was wearing it. No, don’t interrupt me; we can pass now to the beginning, as
we have had the end. Let us go back to that day you came to see me in my
rooms in London. So far as I can remember, soon after you came in you
mentioned, in a somewhat casual manner, that an unfortunate and mysterious
incident had occurred in your part of the country; a girl named Annie Trevor
had gone to see arelative, and had disappeared. I confess freely that what you
said did not greatly interest me; there are so many reasons which may make it
extremely convenient for a man and more especially a woman to vanish from
the circle of their relations and friends. I suppose, if we were to consult the
police, one would find that in London somebody disappears mysteriously
every other week, and the officers would, no doubt, shrug their shoulders, and
tell you that by the law of averages it could not be otherwise. So I was very
culpably careless to your story, and besides, there is another reason for my
lack of interest; your tale was inexplicable. You could only suggest a blackguard
sailor on the tramp, but I discarded the explanation immediately. For many
reasons, but chiefly because the occasional criminal, the amateur in brutal



crime, is always found out, especially if he selects the country as the scene of
his operations. You will remember the case of that Garcia you mentioned; he
strolled into a railway station the day after the murder, his trousers covered
with blood, and the works of the Dutch clock, his loot, tied in a neat parcel. So
rejecting this, your only suggestion, the whole tale became, as [ say, inexplicable,
and, therefore, profoundly uninteresting. Yes, therefore, it is a perfectly valid
conclusion. Do you ever trouble your head about problems which you know to
be insoluble? Did you ever bestow much thought on the old puzzle of Achilles
and the Tortoise? Of course not, because you knew it was a hopeless quest,
and so when you told me the story of a country girl who had disappeared |
simply placed the whole thing down in the category of the insoluble, and thought
no more about the matter. I was mistaken, so it has turned out; but if you
remember, you immediately passed on to an affair which interested you more
intensely, because personally. I need not go over the very singular narrative of
the flint signs; at first I thought it all trivial, probably some children’s game, and
if not that a hoax of some sort; but your shewing me the arrow-head awoke my
acute interest. Here, I saw, there was something widely removed from the
commonplace, and matter of real curiosity; and as soon as [ came here I set to
work to find the solution, repeating to myself again and again the signs you had
described. First came the sign we have agreed to call the Army; a number of
serried lines of flints, all pointing in the same way. Then the lines, like the
spokes of a wheel, all converging towards the figure of a Bowl, then the triangle
or Pyramid, and last of all the Half-moon. I confess that I exhausted conjecture
in my efforts to unveil this mystery, and as you will understand it was a duplex
or rather triplex problem. For I had not merely to ask myself: what do these
figures mean? but also, who can possibly be responsible for the designing of
them? And again, who can possibly possess such valuable things, and knowing
their value thus throw them down by the wayside? This line of thought led me
to suppose that the person or persons in question did not know the value of
unique flint arrow-heads, and yet this did not lead me far, for a well-educated
man might easily be ignorant on such a subject. Then came the complication
of the eye on the wall, and you remember that we could not avoid the conclusion
that in the two cases the same agency was at work. The peculiar position of
these eyes on the wall made me enquire if there was such a thing as a dwarf
anywhere in the neighbourhood, but I found that there was not, and I knew
that the children who pass by every day had nothing to do with the matter. Yet
[ felt convinced that whoever drew the eyes must be from three-and-a-half to
four feet high, since, as I pointed out at the time, anyone who draws on a
perpendicular surface chooses by instinct a spot about level with his face. Then
again, there was the question of the peculiar shape of the eyes; that marked



Mongolian character of which the English countryman could have no conception,
and for a final cause of confusion the obvious fact that the designer or designers
must be able practically to see in the dark. As you remarked, a man who has
been confined for many years in an extremely dark cell or dungeon might
acquire that power; but since the days of Edmond Dantes, where would such a
prison be found in Europe? A sailor, who had been immured for a considerable
period in some horrible Chinese oubliette, seemed the individual I was in search
of, and though it looked improbable, it was not absolutely impossible that a
sailor or, let us say, a man employed on shipboard, should be a dwarf. But how
to account for my imaginary sailor being in possession of prehistoric arrow-heads?
And the possession granted, what was the meaning and object of these
mysterious signs of flint, and the almond-shaped eyes? Your theory of a
contemplated burglary I saw, nearly from the first, to be quite untenable, and |
confess [ was utterly at a loss for a working hypothesis. It was a mere accident
which put me on the track; we passed poor old Trevor, and your mention of his
name and of the disappearance of his daughter, recalled the story which I had
forgotten, or which remained unheeded. Here, then, I said to myself, is
another problem, uninteresting, it is true, by itself; but what if it prove to be in
relation with all these enigmas which torture me? [ shut myself in my room,
and endeavoured to dismiss all prejudice from my mind, and I went over
everything de novo, assuming for theory’s sake that the disappearance of Annie
Trevor had some connection with the flint signs and the eyes on the wall. This
assumption did not lead me very far, and [ was on the point of giving the whole
problem up in despair, when a possible significance of the Bowl struck me. As
you know there is a ‘Devil’s Punch-bow!’ in Surrey, and [ saw that the symbol
might refer to some feature in the country. Putting the two extremes together,
I determined to look for the Bowl near the path which the lost girl had taken,
and you know how I found it. [ interpreted the sign by what I knew, and read
the first, the Army, thus: ‘there is to be a gathering or assembly at the Bowl in a
fortnight (that is the Half-moon) to see the Pyramid or to build the Pyramid.’
The eyes, drawn one by one, day by day, evidently checked off the days, and |
knew that there would be fourteen and no more. Thus far the way seemed
pretty plain; I would not trouble myself to enquire as to the nature of the
assembly, or as to who was to assemble in the loneliest and most dreaded
place among these lonely hills. In Ireland or China or the west of America the
question would have been easily answered; a muster of the disaffected, the
meeting of a secret society, Vigilantes summoned to report: the thing would be
simplicity itself; but in this quiet comer of England, inhabited by quiet folk, no such
suppositions were possible for a moment. But I knew that I should have an
opportunity of seeing and watching the assembly, and I did not care to perplex



myself with hopeless research; and in place of reasoning a wild fancy entered into
judgment: [ remembered what people had said about Annie Trevor’s disappearance,
that she had been ‘taken by the fairies.’ Itell you, Vaughan, [ am a sane man as you
are, my brain is not, [ trust, mere vacant space to let to any wild improbability, and
[ tried my best to thrust the fantasy away. And the hint came of the old name of
fairies, ‘the little people,” and the very probable belief that they represent a tradition
of the prehistoric Turanian inhabitants of the country, who were cave dwellers:
and then I realised with a shock that I was looking for a being under four feet in
height, accustomed to live in darkness, possessing stone instruments, and familiar
with the Mongolian cast of features! I say this, Vaughan, that I should be ashamed
to hint at such visionary stuff to you, if it were not for that which you saw with
your very eyes last night, and [ say that | might doubt the evidence of my senses,
if they were not confirmed by yours. But you and I cannot look each other in
the face and pretend delusion; as you lay on the turf beside me I felt your flesh
shrink and quiver, and I saw your eyes in the light of the flame. And so I tell you
without any shame what was in my mind last night as we went through the
wood and climbed the hill, and lay hidden beneath the rock.

“There was one thing that should have been most evident that puzzled me
to the very last. 1told you how I read the sign of the Pyramid; the assembly was
to see a pyramid, and the true meaning of the symbol escaped me to the last
moment. The old derivation from 7tUp, fire, though false, should have set me
on the track, but it never occurred to me.

“I think I need say very little more. You know we were quite helpless, even
if we had foreseen what was to come. Ah, the particular place where these
signs were displayed? Yes, that is a curious question. But this house is, so far
as [ can judge, in a pretty central situation amongst the hills; and possibly, who
can say yes or no, that queer, old limestone pillar by your garden wall was a
place of meeting before the Celt set foot in Britain. But there is one thing I must
add: I don’t regret our inability to rescue the wretched girl. You saw the
appearance of those things that gathered thick and writhed in the Bowl; you may
be sure that what lay bound in the midst of them was no longer fit for earth.”

“So?” said Vaughan.

“So she passed in the Pyramid of Fire,” said Dyson, “and they passed again
to the under-world, to the places beneath the hills.”



Facts Concemning the Late Arthur Jermyn and His Family
by H. P. Lovecraft

I

Life is a hideous thing, and from the background behind what we know of it
peer demoniacal hints of truth which make it sometimes a thousand fold more
hideous. Science, already oppressive with its shocking revelations, will perchance
be the ultimate exterminator of our human species—if separate species we
be—for its reserve of unguessed horrors could never be borne by mortal brains
if loosed upon the world. If we knew what we are, we should do as Sir Arthur
Jermyn did; and Arthur Jermyn soaked himself in oil and set fire to his clothing
one night. No one placed the charred fragments in an urn or set a memorial to
him who had been; for certain papers and a certain boxed object were found
which made men wish to forget. Some who knew him do not admit that he
ever existed.

Arthur Jermyn went out on the moor and burned himself after seeing the
boxed objectwhich had come from Africa. It was this object, and not his peculiar
personal appearance, which made him end his life. Many would have disliked
to live if possessed of the peculiar features of Arthur Jermyn, but he had been a
poet and scholar and had not minded. Learning was in his blood, for his great-
grandfather, Sir Robert Jermyn, Bt., had been an anthropologist of note, whilst
his great-great-great-grandfather, Sir Wade Jermyn, was one of the earliest
explorers of the Congo region, and had written eruditely of its tribes, animals,
and supposed antiquities. Indeed, old Sir Wade had possessed an intellectual
zeal amounting almost to a mania; his bizarre conjectures on a prehistoric white
Congolese civilisation earning him much ridicule when his book, “Observation
on the Several Parts of Africa,” was published. In 1765 this fearless explorer
had been placed in a madhouse at Huntingdon.

Madness was in all the Jermyns, and people were glad there were not many
of them. The line put forth no branches, and Arthur was the last of it. If he had
not been, one can not say what he would have done when the object came.
The Jermyns never seemed to look quite right—something was amiss, though
Arthur was the worst, and the old family portraits in Jermyn House showed fine
faces enough before Sir Wade’s time. Certainly, the madness began with Sir
Wade, whose wild stories of Africa were at once the delight and terror of his



few friends. It showed in his collection of trophies and specimens, which were
not such as a normal man would accumulate and preserve, and appeared
strikingly in the Oriental seclusion in which he kept his wife. The latter, he had
said, was the daughter of a Portuguese trader whom he had met in Africa; and
did not like English ways. She, with an infant son born in Africa, had accompanied
him back from the second and longest of his trips, and had gone with him on
the third and last, never returning. No one had ever seen her closely, not even
the servants; for her disposition had been violent and singular. During her brief
stay at Jermyn House she occupied a remote wing, and was waited on by her
husband alone. Sir Wade was, indeed, most peculiar in his solicitude for his
family; for when he returned to Africa he would permit no one to care for his
young son save a loathsome black woman from Guinea. Upon coming back,
after the death of Lady Jermyn, he himself assumed complete care of the boy.

But it was the talk of Sir Wade, especially when in his cups, which chiefly
led his friends to deem him mad. In a rational age like the eighteenth century
it was unwise for a man of learning to talk about wild sights and strange scenes
under a Congo moon; of the gigantic walls and pillars of a forgotten city,
crumbling and vine-grown, and of damp, silent, stone steps leading interminably
down into the darkness of abysmal treasure-vaults and inconceivable catacombs.
Especially was it unwise to rave of the living things that might haunt such a
place; of creatures half of the jungle and half of the impiously aged city—
fabulous creatures which even a Pliny might describe with scepticism; things
that might have sprung up after the great apes had overrun the dying city with
the walls and the pillars, the vaults and the weird carvings. Yet after he came
home for the last time Sir Wade would speak of such matters with a shudderingly
uncanny zest, mostly after his third glass at the Knight’s Head; boasting of what
he had found in the jungle and of how he had dwelt among terrible ruins known
only to him. And finally he had spoken of the living things in such a manner
that he was taken to the madhouse. He had shown little regret when shut into
the barred room at Huntingdon, for his mind moved curiously. Ever since his
son had commenced to grow out of infancy, he had liked his home less and
less, till at last he had seemed to dread it. The Knight’s Head had been his
headquarters, and when he was confined he expressed some vague gratitude
as if for protection. Three years later he died.

Wade Jermyn’s son Philip was a highly peculiar person. Despite a strong
physical resemblance to his father, his appearance and conduct were in many
particulars so coarse that he was universally shunned. Though he did not
inherit the madness which was feared by some, he was densely stupid and



given to brief periods of uncontrollable violence. In frame he was small, but
intensely powerful, and was of incredible agility. Twelve years after succeeding to
his title he married the daughter of his gamekeeper, a person said to be of
gypsy extraction, but before his son was born, joined the navy as a common
sailor, completing the general disgust which his habits and misalliance had
begun. After the close of the American war he was heard of as sailor on a
merchantman in the African trade, having a kind of reputation for feats of strength
and climbing, but finally disappearing one night as his ship lay off the Congo
coast.

In the son of Sir Philip Jermyn the now accepted family peculiarity took a
strange and fatal turn. Tall and fairly handsome, with a sort of weird Eastern
grace despite certain slight oddities of proportion, Robert Jermyn began life as
a scholar and investigator. It was he who first studied scientifically the vast
collection of relics which his mad grandfather had brought from Africa, and
who made the family name as celebrated in ethnology as in exploration. In
1815 Sir Robert married a daughter of the seventh Viscount Brightholme and
was subsequently blessed with three children, the eldest and youngest of whom
were never publicly seen on account of deformities in mind and body. Saddened
by these family misfortunes, the scientist sought relief in work, and made two
long expeditions in the interior of Africa. In 1849 his second son, Nevil, a singularly
repellent person who seemed to combine the surliness of Philip Jermyn with
the hauteur of the Brightholmes, ran away with a vulgar dancer, but was
pardoned upon his return in the following year. He came back to Jermyn House
a widower with an infant son, Alfred, who was one day to be the father of
Arthur Jermyn.

Friends said that it was this series of griefs which unhinged the mind of Sir
Robert Jermyn, yet it was probably merely a bit of African folklore which caused
the disaster. The elderly scholar had been collecting legends of the Onga tribes
near the field of his grandfather’s and his own explorations, hoping in some
way to account for Sir Wade’s wild tales of a lost city peopled by strange hybrid
creatures. A certain consistency in the strange papers of his ancestor suggested
that the madman’s imagination might have been stimulated by native myths.
On October 19, 1852, the explorer Samuel Seaton called at Jermyn House with
a manuscript of notes collected among the Ongas, believing that certain
legends of a grey city of white apes ruled by a white god might prove valuable
to the ethnologist. In his conversation he probably supplied many additional
details; the nature of which will never be known, since a hideous series of
tragedies suddenly burst into being. When Sir Robert Jermyn emerged from



his library he left behind the strangled corpse of the explorer, and before he
could be restrained, had put an end to all three of his children; the two who
were never seen, and the son who had run away. Nevil Jermyn died in the
successful defence of his own two-year-old son, who had apparently been
included in the old man’s madly murderous scheme. Sir Robert himself, after
repeated attemnpts at suicide and a stubborn refusal to utter an articulate sound,
died of apoplexy in the second year of his confinement.

Sir Alfred Jermyn was a baronet before his fourth birthday, but his tastes
never matched his title. At twenty he had joined a band of music-hall performers,
and at thirty-six had deserted his wife and child to travel with an itinerant
American circus. His end was very revolting. Among the animals in the exhibition
with which he travelled was a huge bull gorilla of lighter colour than the
average; a surprisingly tractable beast of much popularity with the performers.
With this gorilla Alfred Jermyn was singularly fascinated, and on many occasions
the two would eye each other for long periods through the intervening bars.
Eventually Jermyn asked and obtained permission to train the animal, astonishing
audiences and fellow-performers alike with his success. One morning in
Chicago, as the gorilla and Alfred Jermyn were rehearsing an exceedingly clever
boxing match, the former delivered a blow of more than the usual force,
hurting both the body and the dignity of the amateur trainer. Of what followed,
members of “The Greatest Show on Earth” do not like to speak. They did not
expect to hear Sir Alfred Jermyn emit a shrill, inhuman scream, or to seize his
clumsy antagonist with both hands, dash it to the floor of the cage, and bite
fiendishly at its hairy throat. The gorilla was off its guard, but not for long, and
before anything could be done by the regular trainer, the body which had
belonged to a baronet was past recognition.

II

Arthur Jermyn was the son of Sir Alfred Jermyn and a music-hall singer of
unknown origin. When the husband and father deserted his family, the mother
took the child to Jermyn House, where there was none left to object to her
presence. She was not without notions of what a nobleman’s dignity should
be, and saw to it that her son received the best education which limited money
could provide. The family resources were now sadly slender, and Jermyn House
had fallen into woeful disrepair, but young Arthur loved the old edifice and all
its contents. He was not like any other Jermyn who had ever lived, for he was
a poet and a dreamer. Some of the neighbouring families who had heard tales



of old Sir Wade Jermyn’s unseen Portuguese wife declared that her Latin blood
must be showing itself; but most persons merely sneered at his sensitiveness
to beauty, attributing it to his music-hall mother, who was socially unrecognised.
The poetic delicacy of Arthur Jermyn was the more remarkable because of his
uncouth personal appearance. Most of the Jermyns had possessed a subtly
odd and repellent cast, but Arthur’s case was very striking. It is hard to say just
what he resembled, but his expression, his facial angle, and the length of his
arms gave a thrill of repulsion to those who met him for the first time.

It was the mind and character of Arthur Jermyn which atoned for his aspect.
Gifted and learned, he took highest honours at Oxford and seemed likely to
redeem the intellectual fame of his family. Though of poetic rather than
scientific temperament, he planned to continue the work of his forefathers in
African ethnology and antiquities, utilising the truly wonderful though strange
collection of Sir Wade. With his fanciful mind he thought often of the prehistoric
civilisation in which the mad explorer had so implicitly believed, and would
weave tale after tale about the silent jungle city mentioned in the latter’s wilder
notes and paragraphs. For the nebulous utterances concerning a nameless,
unsuspected race of jungle hybrids he had a peculiar feeling of mingled terror
and attraction, speculating on the possible basis of such a fancy, and seeking
to obtain light among the more recent data gleaned by his great-grandfather
and Samuel Seaton amongst the Ongas.

In 1911, after the death of his mother, Sir Arthur Jermyn determined to
pursue his investigations to the utmost extent. Selling a portion of his estate to
obtain the requisite money, he outfitted an expedition and sailed for the Congo.
Arranging with the Belgian authorities for a party of guides, he spent a year in
the Onga and Kaliri country, finding data beyond the highest of his expectations.
Among the Kaliris was an aged chief called Mwanu, who possessed not only a
highly retentive memory, but a singular degree of intelligence and interest in
old legends. This ancient confirmed every tale which Jermmyn had heard, adding
his own account of the stone city and the white apes as it had been told to him.

According to Mwanu, the grey city and the hybrid creatures were no more,
having been annihilated by the warlike N’bangus many years ago. This tribe,
after destroying most of the edifices and killing the live beings, had carried off
the stuffed goddess which had been the object of their quest; the white ape-
goddess which the strange beings worshipped, and which was held by Congo
tradition to be the form of one who had reigned as a princess among those
beings. Just what the white apelike creatures could have been, Mwanu had no



idea, but he thought they were the builders of the ruined city. Jermyn could
form no conjecture, but by close questioning obtained a very picturesque
legend of the stuffed goddess.

The ape-princess, it was said, became the consort of a great white god who
had come out of the West. For a long time they had reigned over the city
together, but when they had a son, all three went away together. Later the god
and princess had returned, and upon the death of the princess her divine
husband had mummified the body and enshrined it in a vast house of stone,
where it was worshipped. Then he had departed alone. The legend here
seemed to present three variants. According to one story nothing further
happened except that the stuffed goddess became a symbol of supremacy for
whatever tribe possessed it. It was for this reason that the N’bangus carried
it off. A second story told of the god’s return and death at the feet of his
enshrined wife. A third told of the return of the son, grown to manhood—or
apehood or godhood, as the case might be—yet unconscious of his identity.
Surely the imaginative blacks had made the most of whatever events might lie
behind the extravagant legendry.

Of the reality of the jungle city described by old Sir Wade, Arthur Jermyn
had no further doubt; and was hardly astonished when early in 1912 he came
upon what was left of it. Its size must have been exaggerated, yet the stones
lying about proved that it was no mere negro village. Unfortunately no carvings
could be found, and the small size of the expedition prevented operations
toward clearing the one visible passageway that seemed to lead down into the
system of vaults which Sir Wade had mentioned. The white apes and the stuffed
goddess were discussed with all the native chiefs of the region, but it remained
for a European to improve on the data offered by old Mwanu. M. Verhaeren,
Belgian agent at a trading post on the Congo, believed that he could not only
locate but obtain the stuffed goddess, of which he had vaguely heard; since the
once mighty N’bangus were now the submissive servants of King Albert’s
government, and with but little persuasion could be induced to part with the
gruesome deity they had carried off. When Jermyn sailed for England, therefore,
it was with the exultant probability that he would within a few months receive
a priceless ethnological relic confirming the wildest of his great-great-great-
grandfather’s narratives—that is, the wildest which he had ever heard. Countrymen
near Jermyn House had perhaps heard wilder tales handed down from ancestors
who had listened to Sir Wade around the tables of the Knight’'s Head.

Arthur Jermyn waited very patiently for the expected box from M. Verhaeren,



meanwhile studying with increased diligence the manuscripts left by his mad
ancestor. He began to feel closely akin to Sir Wade, and to seek relics of the
latter’s personal life in England as well as of his African exploits. Oral accounts
of the mysterious and secluded wife had been numerous, but no tangible relic
of her stay at Jermyn House remained. Jermyn wondered what circumstance
had prompted or permitted such an effacement, and decided that the husband’s
insanity was the prime cause. His great-great-great-grandmother, he recalled,
was said to have been the daughter of a Portuguese trader in Africa. No doubt
her practical heritage and superficial knowledge of the Dark Continent had
caused her to flout Sir Wade’s tales of the interior, a thing which such a man
would not be likely to forgive. She had died in Africa, perhaps dragged thither
by a husband determined to prove what he had told. But as Jermyn indulged
in these reflections he could not but smile at their futility, a century and a half
after the death of both his strange progenitors.

In June, 1913, a letter arrived from M. Verhaeren, telling of the finding of the
stuffed goddess. It was, the Belgian averred, a most extraordinary object; an
object quite beyond the power of a layman to classify. Whether it was human
or simian only a scientist could determine, and the process of determination
would be greatly hampered by its imperfect condition. Time and the Congo
climate are not kind to mummies; especially when their preparation is as
amateurish as seemed to be the case here. Around the creature’s neck had
been found a golden chain bearing an empty locket on which were armorial
designs; no doubt some hapless traveller’'s keepsake, taken by the N’bangus
and hung upon the goddess as a charm. In commenting on the contour of the
mummy’s face, M. Verhaeren suggested a whimsical comparison; or rather,
expressed a humorous wonder just how it would strike his corespondent, but
was too much interested scientifically to waste many words in levity. The stuffed
goddess, he wrote, would arrive duly packed about a month after receipt of the
letter.

The boxed object was delivered at Jermyn House on the afternoon of
August 3, 1913, being conveyed immediately to the large chamber which housed
the collection of African specimens as arranged by Sir Robert and Arthur. What
ensued can best be gathered from the tales of servants and from things and
papers later examined. Of the various tales, that of aged Soames, the family
butler, is most ample and coherent. According to this trustworthy man, Sir
Arthur Jermyn dismissed everyone from the room before opening the box,
though the instant sound of hammer and chisel showed that he did not delay
the operation. Nothing was heard for some time; just how long Soames



cannot exactly estimate, but it was certainly less than a quarter of an hour later
that the horrible scream, undoubtedly in Jermyn’s voice, was heard. Immediately
afterward Jermyn emerged from the room, rushing frantically toward the front
of the house as if pursued by some hideous enemy. The expression on his
face, a face ghastly enough in repose, was beyond description. When near the
front door he seemed to think of something, and turned back in his flight,
finally disappearing down the stairs to the cellar. The servants were utterly
dumbfounded, and watched at the head of the stairs, but their master did not
return. A smell of oil was all that came up from the regions below. After dark a
rattling was heard at the door leading from the cellar into the courtyard; and a
stable-boy saw Arthur Jermyn, glistening from head to foot with oil and redolent
of that fluid, steal furtively out and vanish on the black moor surrounding the
house. Then, in an exaltation of supreme horror, everyone saw the end. A
spark appeared on the moor, a flame arose, and a pillar of human fire reached
to the heavens. The house of Jermyn no longer existed.

The reason why Arthur Jermyn’s charred fragments were not collected and
buried lies in what was found afterward, principally the thing in the box. The
stuffed goddess was a nauseous sight, withered and eaten away, but it was
clearly a mummified white ape of some unknown species, less hairy than any
recorded variety, and infinitely nearer mankind—quite shockingly so. Detailed
description would be rather unpleasant, but two salient particulars must be
told, for they fit in revoltingly with certain notes of Sir Wade Jermyn’s African
expeditions and with the Congolese legends of the white god and the
ape-princess. The two particulars in question are these: the arms on the golden
locket about the creature’s neck were the Jermyn arms, and the jocose
suggestion of M. Verhaeren about certain resemblance as connected with the
shrivelled face applied with vivid, ghastly, and unnatural horror to none other
than the sensitive Arthur Jermyn, great-great-great-grandson of Sir Wade Jermyn
and an unknown wife. Members of the Royal Anthropological Institute burned
the thing and threw the locket into a well, and some of them do not admit that
Arthur Jermyn ever existed.



The Wendigo

Algernon Blackwood

A considerable number of hunting parties were out that year without finding
so much as a fresh trail; for the moose were uncommonly shy, and the various
Nimrods returned to the bosoms of their respective families with the best
excuses the facts or their imaginations could suggest. Dr. Cathcart, among
others, came back without a trophy; but he brought instead the memory of an
experience which he declares was worth all the bull-moose that had ever been
shot. But then Cathcart, of Aberdeen, was interested in other things besides
moose—amongst them the vagaries of the human mind. This particular story
however, found no mention in his book on Collective Hallucination for the simple
reason (so he confided once to a fellow colleague) that he himself played too
intimate a part in it to forrn a competent judgment of the affair as a whole....

Besides himself and his guide, Hank Davis, there was young Simpson, his
nephew, a divinity student destined for the “Wee Kirk” (then on his first visit to
Canadian backwoods), and the latter’s guide, Défago. Joseph Défago was a
French “Canuck,” who had strayed from his native Province of Quebec years
before, and had got caught in Rat Portage when the Canadian Pacific Railway
was a-building; a man who, in addition to his unparalleled knowledge of
woodcraft and bush-lore, could also sing the old voyageur songs and tell a
capital hunting yarn into the bargain. He was deeply susceptible, moreover, to
that singular spell which the wilderness lays upon certain lonely natures, and
he loved the wild solitudes with a kind of romantic passion that amounted
almost to an obsession. The life of the backwoods fascinated him—whence,
doubtless, his surpassing efficiency in dealing with their mysteries.

On this particular expedition he was Hank’s choice. Hank knew him and
swore by him. He also swore at him, “jest as a pal might,” and since he had a
vocabulary of picturesque, if utterly meaningless, oaths, the conversation
between the two stalwart and hardy woodsmen was often of a rather lively
description. This river of expletives, however, Hank agreed to dam a little out
of respect for his old “hunting boss,” Dr. Cathcart, whom of course he addressed
after the fashion of the country as “Doc,” and also because he understood that
young Simpson was already a “bit of a parson.” He had, however, one objection
to Défago, and one only—which was, that the French Canadian sometimes
exhibited what Hank described as “the output of a cursed and dismal mind,”



meaning apparently that he sometimes was true to type, Latin type, and suffered
fits of a kind of silent moroseness when nothing could induce him to utter
speech. Défago, that is to say, was imaginative and melancholy. And, as arule,
it was too long a spell of “civilisation” that induced the attacks, for a few days of
the wilderness invariably cured them.

This, then, was the party of four that found themselves in camp the last
week in October of that “shy moose year” ‘way up in the wilderness north of
Rat Portage—a forsaken and desolate country. There was also Punk, an
Indian, who had accompanied Dr. Cathcart and Hank on their hunting trips in
previous years, and who acted as cook. His duty was merely to stay in camp,
catch fish, and prepare venison steaks and coffee at a few minutes’ notice. He
dressed in the worn-out clothes bequeathed to him by former patrons, and,
except for his coarse black hair and dark skin, he looked in these city garments
no more like a real redskin than a stage negro looks like a real African. For all
that however, Punk had in him still the instincts of his dying race; his taciturn
silence and his endurance survived; also his superstition.

The party round the blazing fire that night were despondent, for a week had
passed without a single sign of recent moose discovering itself. Défago had
sung his song and plunged into a story, but Hank, in bad humour, reminded
him so often that “he kep’ mussing up the fac’s so, that it was ‘most all nothin’
but a petred-out lie,” that the Frenchman had finally subsided into a sulky
silence which nothing seemed likely to break. Dr. Cathcart and his nephew
were fairly done after an exhausting day. Punk was washing up the dishes,
grunting to himself under the lean-to of branches, where he later also slept. No
one troubled to stir the slowly dying fire. Overhead the stars were brilliant in a
sky quite wintry, and there was so little wind that ice was already forming
stealthily along the shores of the still lake behind them. The silence of the vast
listening forest stole forward and enveloped them.

Hank broke in suddenly with his nasal voice.

“I'm in favour of breaking new ground to-morrow, Doc,” he observed with
energy, looking across at his employer. “We don’t stand a chance around here.”

“Agreed,” said Cathcart, always a man of few words. “Think the idea’s good.”

“Sure pop, it’s good,” Hank resumed with confidence. “S’pose, now, you
and I strike west, up Garden Lake way for a change! None of us ain’t touched



that quiet bit 0o’ land yet—"
“I'm with you.”

“And you, Défago, take Mr. Simpson along in the small canoe, skip across
the lake, portage over into Fifty Island Water, and take a good squint down that
thar southern shore. The moose ‘yarded’ there like hell last year, and for all we
know they may be doin’ it agin this year jest to spite us.”

Défago, keeping his eyes on the fire, said nothing by way of reply. He was
still offended, possibly, about his interrupted story.

“No one’s been up that way this year, an’ I'll lay my bottom dollar on that!”
Hank added with emphasis, as though he had a reason for knowing. He looked
over at his partner sharply. “Better take the little silk tent and stay away a couple
o’ nights,” he concluded, as though the matter were definitely settled. For Hank
was recognised as general organiser of the hunt, and in charge of the party.

It was obvious to anyone that Défago did not jump at the plan, but his
silence seemed to convey something more than ordinary disapproval, and
across his sensitive dark face there passed a curious expression like a flash of
firelight—not so quickly, however, that the three men had not time to catch it.
“He funked for some reason Ithought,” Simpson said afterwards in the tent he
shared with his uncle. Dr. Cathcart made no immediate reply, although the
look had interested him enough at the time for him to make a mental note of it.
The expression had caused him a passing uneasiness he could not quite
account for at the moment.

But Hank, of course, had been the first to notice it, and the odd thing was
that instead of becoming explosive or angry over the other’s reluctance, he at
once began to humour him a bit.

“But there ain’t no speshulreason why no one’s been up there this year,” he
said, with a perceptible hush in his tone; “not the reason you mean, anyway!
Las’ year it was the fires that kep’ folks out, and this year | guess—I guess it jest
happened so, that’s all!” His manner was clearly meant to be encouraging.

Joseph Défago raised his eyes a moment, then dropped them again. A breath
of wind stole out of the forest and stirred the embers into a passing blaze. Dr.
Cathcart again noticed the expression in the guide’s face, and again he did not



like it. But this time the nature of the look betrayed itself. In those eyes, for an
instant, he caught the gleam of a man scared in his very soul. It disquieted him
more than he cared to admit.

“Bad Indians up that way?” he asked, with a laugh to ease matters a little,
while Simpson too sleepy to notice this subtle by-play moved off to bed with a
prodigious yawn; “or—or anything wrong with the country?” he added, when
his nephew was out of hearing.

Hank met his eye with something less than his usual frankness.

“He’s jest skeered,” he replied good-humouredly, “skeered stiff about some
ole feery tale! That’s all, ain’t it, ole pard?” And he gave Défago a friendly kick
on the moccasined foot that lay nearest the fire.

Défago looked up quickly, as from an interrupted reverie, a reverie, however,
that had not prevented his seeing all that went on about him.
“Skeered—nuthin” he answered, with a flush of defiance. “There’s nuthin’
in the Bush that can skeer Joseph Défago, and don’t you forget it!” And the
natural energy with which he spoke made it impossible to know whether he
told the whole truth or only a part of it.

Hank turned towards the doctor. He was just going to add something when he
stopped abruptly and looked round. A sound close behind them in the darkness
made all three start. It was old Punk, who had moved up from his lean-to while
they talked and now stood there just beyond the circle of firelight—listening.

““Nother time, Doc!” Hank whispered, with a wink, “when the gallery ain’t
stepped down into the stalls!” And, springing to his feet, he slapped the Indian
on the back and cried noisily, “Come up t’ the fire an’ warm yer dirty red skin a
bit.” He dragged him towards the blaze and threw more wood on. “That was
a mighty good feed you give us an hour or two back,” he continued heartily, as
though to set the man’s thoughts on another scent, “and it ain’t Christian to let
you stand out there freezin’ yer ole soul to hell while we’re gettin’ all good an’
toasted!” Punk moved in and warmed his feet, smiling darkly at the other’s
volubility which he only half understood, but saying nothing. And presently Dr.
Cathcart, seeing that further conversation was impossible, followed his
nephew’s example and moved off to the tent leaving the three men smoking
over the now blazing fire.



It is not easy to undress in a small tent without waking one’s companion,
and Cathcart, hardened and warm-blooded as he was in spite of his fifty odd
years, did what Hank would have described as “considerable of his twilight” in
the open. He noticed, during the process, that Punk had meanwhile gone back
to his lean-to, and that Hank and Défago were at it hammer and tongs, or,
rather, hammer and anvil, the little French Canadian being the anvil. It was all
very like the conventional stage picture of Western melodrama: the fire lighting
up their faces with patches of alternate red and black; Défago, in slouch hat
and moccasins in the part of the “badlands” ‘villain; Hank, open-faced and
hatless, with that reckless fling of his shoulders, the honest and deceived hero;
and old Punk, eavesdropping in the background, supplying the atmosphere of
mystery. The doctor smiled as he noticed the details; but at the same time
something deep within him—he hardly knew what—shrank a little, as though
an almost imperceptible breath of warning had touched the surface of his soul
and was gone again before he could seize it. Probably it was traceable to the
“scared expression” he had seen in the eyes of Défago; “probably”—for this
hint of fugitive emotion otherwise escaped his usually so keen analysis. Défago,
he was vaguely aware, might cause trouble somehow.... He was not as steady
a guide as Hank, for instance,... Further than that he could not get....

He watched the men a moment longer before diving into the stuffy tent
where Simpson already slept soundly. Hank, he saw, was swearing like a mad
African in a New York negro saloon; but it was the swearing of “affection.” The
ridiculous oaths flew freely now that the cause of their obstruction was asleep.
Presently he put his arm almost tenderly upon his comrade’s shoulder, and they
moved off together into the shadows where their tent stood faintly glimmering.
Punk, too, a moment later followed their ex ample and disappeared between
his odorous blankets in the opposite direction.

Dr. Cathcart then likewise turned in, weariness and sleep still fighting in his
mind with an obscure curiosity to know what it was had scared Défago about
the country up Fifty Island Water way—wondering, too, why Punk’s presence
had prevented the completion of what Hank had to say. Then sleep overtook
him. He would know to-morrow. Hank would tell him the story while they
trudged after the elusive moose.

Deep silence fell about the little camp, planted there so audaciously in the
jaws of the wilderness. The lake gleamed like a sheet of black glass beneath
the stars. The cold air pricked. In the draughts of night that poured their silent
tide from the depths of the forest, with messages from distant ridges and from



lakes just beginning to freeze, there lay already the faint, bleak odours of
coming winter. White men, with their dull scent, might never have divined
themn; the fragrance of the wood-fire would have concealed from them these
almost electrical hints of moss and bark and hardening swamp a hundred miles
away. Even Hank and Défago, subtly in league with the soul of the woods as
they were, would probably have spread their delicate nostrils in vain....

But an hour later, when all slept like the dead, old Punk crept from his
blankets and went down to the shore of the lake like a shadow—silently, as
only Indian blood can move. He raised his head and looked about him. The
thick darkness rendered sight of small avail, but, like the animals, he possessed
other senses that darkness could not mute. He listened—then sniffed the air.
Motionless as a hemlock-stem he stood there. After five minutes again he lifted
his head and sniffed, and yet once again. A tingling of the wonderful nerves
that betrayed itself by no outer sign, ran through him as he tasted the keen air.
Then, merging his figure into the surrounding blackness in a way that only wild
men and animals understand, he turned, still moving like a shadow, and went
stealthily back to his lean-to and his bed.

And soon after he slept, the change of wind he had divined stirred gently the
reflection of the stars within the lake. Rising among the far ridges of the
country beyond Fifty Island Water, it came from the direction in which he had
stared, and it passed over the sleeping camp with a faint and sighing murmur
through the tops of the big trees that was almost too delicate to be audible.
With it, down the desert paths of night, though too faint, too high even for the
Indian’s hair-like nerves, there passed a curious, thin odour, strangely disquieting,
an odour of something that seemed unfamiliar—utterly unknown.

The French Canadian and the man of Indian blood each stirred uneasily in
his sleep just about this time, though neither of them woke. Then the ghost of
that unforgettably strange odour passed away and was lost among the leagues
of tenantless forest beyond.

In the morning the camp was astir before the sun. There had been a light
fall of snow during the night and the air was sharp. Punk had done his duty
betimes, for the odours of coffee and fried bacon reached every tent. All were
in good spirits.

“Wind’s shifted!” cried Hank vigorously, watching Simpson and his guide



already loading the small canoe. “It’s across the lake—dead right for you fellers.
And the snow’ll make bully trails! If there’s any moose mussing around up
thar, they’ll not get so much as a tail-end scent of you with the wind as it is.
Good luck, Monsieur Défago!” he added, facetiously giving the name its French
pronunciation for once, “bonne chance!”

Défago returned the good wishes, apparently in the best of spirits, the silent
mood gone. Before eight o’clock old Punk had the camp to himself, Cathcart
and Hank were far along the trail that led westwards, while the canoe that
carried Défago and Simpson, with silk tent and grub for two days, was already
a dark speck bobbing on the bosom of the lake, going due east.

The wintry sharpness of the air was tempered now by a sun that topped the
wooded ridges and blazed with a luxurious warmth upon the world of lake and
forest below; loons flew skimming through the sparkling spray that the wind
lifted; divers shook their dripping heads to the sun and popped smartly out of
sight again; and as far as eye could reach rose the leagues of endless, crowding
Bush, desolate in its lonely sweep and grandeur, untrodden by foot of man,
and stretching its mighty and unbroken carpet right up to the frozen shores of
Hudson Bay.

Simpson, who saw it all for the first time as he paddled hard in the bows of
the dancing canoe, was enchanted by its austere beauty. His heart drank in the
sense of freedom and great spaces just as his lungs drank in the cool and
perfumed wind. Behind him in the stern seat, singing fragments of his native
chanties, Défago steered the craft of birch-bark like a thing of life, answering
cheerfully all his companion’s questions. Both were gay and light-hearted. On
such occasions men lose the superficial, wordly distinctions; they become
human beings working together for a common end. Simpson, the employer,
and Défago the employed, among these primitive forces, were simply—two
men, the “guider” and the “guided.” Superior knowledge, of course, assumed
control, and the younger man fell without a second thought into the quasi-
subordinate position. He never dreamed of objecting when Défago dropped
the “Mr.,” and addressed him as “Say, Simpson,” or “Simpson, boss,” which
was invariably the case before they reached the farther shore after a stiff paddle
of twelve miles against a head wind. He only laughed, and liked it; then ceased
to notice it at all.

For this “divinity student” was a Young man of parts and character, though
as yet, of course, untravelled; and on this trip—the first time he had seen any



country but his own and little Scotland—the huge scale of things somewhat
bewildered him. It was one thing, he realised, to hear about primeval forests,
but quite another to see them. While to dwell in them and seek acquaintance
with their wild life was, again, an initiation that no intelligent man could
undergo without a certain shifting of personal values hitherto held for permanent
and sacred.

Simpson knew the first faint indication of this emotion when he held the
new .303 rifle in his hands and looked along its pair of faultless, gleaming
barrels. The three days’ journey to their headquarters, by lake and portage,
had carried the process a stage farther. And now that he was about to plunge
beyond even the fringe of wilderness where they were camped into the virgin
heart of uninhabited regions as vast as Europe itself, the true nature of the situation
stole upon him with an effect of delight and awe that his imagination was fully
capable of appreciating. It was himself and Défago against a multitude—at
least, against a Titan!

The bleak splendours of these remote and lonely forests rather overwhelmed
him with the sense of his own littleness. That stern quality of the tangled
backwoods which can only be described as merciless and terrible, rose out of
these far blue woods swimming upon the horizon, and revealed itself. He
understood the silent warning. He realized his own utter helplessness. Only
Défago, as a symbol of a distant civilization where man was master, stood
between him and a pitiless death by exhaustion and starvation.

It was thrilling to him, therefore, to watch Défago turn over the canoe upon
the shore, pack the paddles carefully underneath, and then proceed to “blaze”
the spruce stems for some distance on either side of an almost invisible trail,
with the careless remark thrown in, “Say, Simpson, if anything happens to me,
you'’ll find the canoe all correc’ by these marks;—then strike doo west into the
sun to hit the home camp agin, see?”

It was the most natural thing in the world to say, and he said it without any
noticeable inflexion of the voice, only it happened to express the youth’s
emotions at the moment with an utterance that was symbolic of the situation
and of his own helplessness as a factor in it. He was alone with Défago in a
primitive world: that was all. The canoe, another symbol of man’s ascendancy,
was now to be left behind. Those small yellow patches, made on the trees by
the axe, were the only indications of its hiding-place.



Meanwhile, shouldering the packs between them, each man carrying his
ownrifle, they followed the slender trail over rocks and fallen trunks and across
half-frozen swamps skirting numerous lakes that fairly gemmed the forest, their
borders fringed with mist; and towards five o’clock found themselves suddenly
on the edge of the woods, looking out across a large sheet of water in front of
them, dotted with pine-clad islands of all describable shapes and sizes.

“Fifty Island Water,” announced Défago wearily, “and the sun jest goin’ to
dip his bald old head into it!” he added, with unconscious poetry; and immediately
they set about pitching camp for the night.

In a very few minutes, under those skilful hands that never made a movement
too much or a movement too little, the silk tent stood taut and cosy, the beds of
balsam boughs ready laid, and a brisk cooking-fire burned with the minimum
of smoke. While the young Scotchman cleaned the fish they had caught trolling
behind the canoe, Défago “guessed” he would “jest as soon” take a turn through
the Bush for indications of moose. “May come across a trunk where they bin
and rubbed horns,” he said, as he moved off, “or feedin’ on the last of the
maple leaves”—and he was gone.

His small figure melted away like a shadow in the dusk, while Simpson
noted with a kind of admiration how easily the forest absorbed him into
herself. A few steps, it seemed, and he was no longer visible.

Yet there was little underbrush hereabouts; the trees stood somewhat apart,
well spaced; and in the clearings grew silver-birch and maple, spear-like and
slender, against the immense stems of spruce and hemlock. But for occasional
prostrate monsters, and the boulders of grey rock that thrust uncouth shoulders
here and there out of the ground, it might well have been a bit of park in the Old
Country. Almost, one might have seen in it the hand of man. Alittle to the right,
however, began the great burnt section, miles in extent, proclaiming its real
character—brulé, as it is called, where the fires of the previous year had raged
for weeks, and the blackened stumps now rose gaunt and ugly, bereft of
branches, like gigantic match-heads stuck into the ground, savage and desolate
beyond words. The perfume of charcoal and rain-soaked ashes still hung faintly
about it.

The dusk rapidly deepened; the glades grew dark; the crackling of the fire
and the wash of little waves along the rocky lake shore were the only sounds
audible. The wind had dropped with the sun, and in all that vast world of



branches nothing stirred. Any moment, it seemed, the woodland gods, who
are to be worshipped in silence and loneliness, might sketch their mighty and
terrific outlines among the trees. In front, through doorways pillared by huge
straight stems, lay the stretch of Fifty Island Water, a crescent-shaped lake some
fifteen miles from tip to tip, and perhaps five miles across where they were
camped. A sky of rose and saffron, more clear than any atmosphere Simpson
had ever known, still dropped its pale streaming fires across the waves, where
the islands—a hundred, surely, rather than fifty—floated like the fairy barques
of some enchanted fleet. Fringed with pines, whose crests fingered most
delicately the sky, they almost seemed to move upwards as the light faded—
about to weigh anchor and navigate the pathways of the heavens instead of the
currents of their native and desolate lake.

And strips of coloured cloud, like flaunting pennons, signalled their departure
to the stars....

The beauty of the scene was strangely uplifting. Simpson smoked the fish
and burnt his fingers into the bargain in his efforts to enjoy it and at the same
time tend the frying-pan and the fire. Yet, ever at the back of his thoughts, lay
that other aspect of the wildemess: the indifference to human life, the merciless
spirit of desolation which took no note of man. The sense of his utter loneliness,
now that even Défago had gone, came close as he looked about him and
listened for the sound of his companion’s returning footsteps.

There was pleasure in the sensation, yet with it a perfectly comprehensible
alarm. And instinctively the thought stirred in him: “What should [—could I,
do—if anything happened and he did not come back?”

They enjoyed their well-earned supper, eating untold quantities of fish, and
drinking unmilked tea strong enough to kill men who had not covered thirty
miles of hard “going,” eating little on the way. And when it was over, they
smoked and told stories round the blazing fire, laughing, stretching weary limbs,
and discussing plans for the morrow. Défago was in excellent spirits, though
disappointed at having no signs of moose to report. But it was dark and he had
not gone far. The brulé, too, was bad. His clothes and hands were smeared
with charcoal. Simpson, watching him, realised with renewed vividness their
position—alone together in the wilderness.

“Défago,” he said presently, “these woods, you know, are a bit too big to
feel quite at home in—to feel comfortable in, I meant... Eh?” He merely gave



expression to the mood of the moment; he was hardly prepared for the
earnestness, the solemnity even, with which the guide took him up.

“You've hit it right, Simpson, boss,” he replied, fixing his searching brown
eyes on his face, “and that’s the truth, sure. There’s no end to ‘em—no end at
all.” Then he added in a lowered tone as if to himself, “There’s lots found out
that, and gone plumb to pieces!”

But the man’s gravity of manner was not quite to the other’s liking; it was a
little too suggestive for this scenery and setting; he was sorry he had broached
the subject. He remembered suddenly how his uncle had told him that men
were sometimes stricken with a strange fever of the wilderness, when the
seduction of the uninhabited wastes caught them so fiercely that they went
forth, half fascinated, half deluded, to their death. And he had a shrewd idea
that his companion held something in sympathy with that queer type. He led
the conversation on to other topics, on to Hank and the doctor, for instance,
and the natural rivalry as to who should get the first sight of moose.

“If they went doo west,” observed Défago carelessly, “there’s sixty miles
between us now—with ole Punk at halfway house eatin’ himself full to bustin’
with fish and corfee.” They laughed together over the picture. But the casual
mention of those sixty miles again made Simpson realise the prodigious scale
of this land where they hunted; sixty miles was a mere step; two hundred little
more than a step. Stories of lost hunters rose persistently before his memory.
The passion and mystery of homeless and wandering men, seduced by the
beauty of great forests, swept his soul in a way too vivid to be quite pleasant.
He wondered vaguely whether it was the mood of his companion that invited
the unwelcome suggestion with such persistence.

“Sing us a song, Défago, if you're not too tired,” he asked; “one of those old
voyageur songs you sang the other night.” He handed his tobacco pouch to the
guide and then filled his own pipe, while the Canadian, nothing loth, sent his
light voice across the lake in one of those plaintive, almost melancholy chanties
with which lumbermen and trappers lessen the burden of their labour. There
was an appealing and romantic flavour about it, something that recalled the
atmosphere of the old pioneer days when Indians and wilderness were leagued
together, battles frequent, and the Old Country farther off than it is to-day. The
sound travelled pleasantly over the water, but the forest at their backs seemed
to swallow it down with a single gulp that permitted neither echo nor resonance.



It was in the middle of the third verse that Simpson noticed something
unusual—something that brought his thoughts back with a rush from far-away
scenes. A curious change had come into the man’s voice. Even before he
knew what it was, uneasiness caught him, and looking up quickly, he saw that
Défago, though still singing, was peering about him into the Bush, as though he
heard or saw something. His voice grew fainter—dropped to a hush—then
ceased altogether. The same instant, with a movement amazingly alert, he
started to his feet and stood upright—sniffing the air. Like a dog scenting game,
he drew the air into his nostrils in short, sharp breaths, turning quickly as he did
so in all directions, and finally “pointing” down the lake shore, eastwards. It
was a performance unpleasantly suggestive and at the same time singularly
dramatic. Simpson’s heart fluttered disagreeably as he watched it.

“Lord, man! How you made me jump!” he exclaimed, on his feet beside
him the same instant, and peering over his shoulder into the sea of darkness.
“What'’s up? Are you frightened?”

Even before the question was out of his mouth he knew it was foolish, for any
man with a pair of eyes in his head could see that the Canadian had turned white
down to his very gills. Not even sunburn and the glare of the fire could hide that.

The student felt himself trembling a little, weakish in the knees. “What’s
up?” he repeated quickly. “D’you smell moose? Or anything queer, anything—
wrong?” He lowered his voice instinctively.

The forest pressed round him with its encircling wall; the nearer tree-stems
gleamed like bronze in the firelight; beyond that—blackness, and, so far as he
could tell, a silence of death. Just behind them a passing puff of wind lifted a
single leaf, looked at it, then laid it softly down again without disturbing the rest
of the covey. It seemed as if a million invisible causes had combined just to
produce that single visible effect. Otherlife pulsed about them—and was gone.

Défago turned abruptly; the livid hue of his face had turned to a dirty grey.

“I'never said | heered—or smelt—nuthin’,” he said slowly and emphatically,
in an oddly altered voice that conveyed somehow a touch of defiance. “l was
only—takin’ a look round—so to speak. It's always a mistake to be too previous
with yer questions.” Then he added suddenly with obvious effort, in his more
natural voice, “Have you got the matches, Boss Simpson?” and proceeded to
light the pipe he had half filled just before he began to sing.



Without speaking another word they sat down again by the fire. Défago
changing his side so that he could face the direction the wind came from. For
even a tenderfoot could tell that. Défago changed his position in order to hear
and smell—all there was to be heard and smelt. And, since he now faced the
lake with his back to the trees it was evidently nothing in the forest that had
sent so strange and sudden a warning to his marvellously trained nerves.

“Guess now [ don'’t feel like singing any,” he explained presently of his own
accord. “That song kinder brings back memories that’s troublesome to me; |
never oughter've begun it. It sets me on t’ imagining things, see?”

Clearly the man was still fighting with some profoundly moving emotion.
He wished to excuse himself in the eyes of the other. But the explanation, in
that it was only a part of the truth, was a lie, and he knew perfectly well that
Simpson was not deceived by it. For nothing could explain away the livid terror
that had dropped over his face while he stood there sniffing the air. And
nothing—no amount of blazing fire, or chatting on ordinary subjects—could
make that camp exactly as it had been before. The shadow of an unknown
horror, naked if unguessed, that had flashed for an instant in the face and gestures
of the guide, had also communicated itself, vaguely and therefore more potently,
to his companion. The guide’s visible efforts to dissemble the truth only made
things worse. Moreover, to add to the younger man’s uneasiness, was the
difficulty, nay, the impossibility he felt of asking questions, and also his complete
ignorance as to the cause.... Indians, wild animals, forest fires—all these, he
knew, were wholly out of the question. His imagination searched vigorously,
but in vain....

Yet, somehow or other, after another long spell of smoking, talking and
roasting themselves before the great fire, the shadow that had so suddenly
invaded their peaceful camp began to lift. Perhaps Défago’s efforts, or the
return of his quiet and normal attitude accomplished this, perhaps Simpson
himself had exaggerated the affair out of all proportion to the truth; or possibly
the vigorous air of the wildermess brought its own powers of healing. Whatever
the cause, the feeling of immediate horror seemed to have passed away as
mysteriously as it had come, for nothing occurred to feed it. Simpson began to
feel that he had permitted himself the unreasoning terror of a child. He put it
down partly to a certain subconscious excitement that this wild and immense
scenery generated in his blood, partly to the spell of solitude, and partly to over



fatigue. The pallor of the guide’s face was, of course, uncommonly hard to
explain, yet it might have been due in some way to an effect of firelight, or his
own imagination.... He gave it the benefit of the doubt; he was Scotch.

When a somewhat unordinary emotion has disappeared, the mind always
finds a dozen ways of explaining away its causes.... Simpson lit a vast pipe and
tried to laugh to himself. On getting home to Scotland it would make quite a
good story. He did not realise that this laughter was a sign that terror still lurked
in the recesses of his soul—that, in fact, it was merely one of the conventional
signs by which a man, seriously alarmed, tries to persuade himself that he is
not so.

Défago, however, heard that low laughter and looked up with surprise on
his face. The two men stood, side by side, kicking the embers about before
going to bed. It was ten o’clock—a late hour for hunters to be still awake.

“What’s ticklin’ yer?” he asked in his ordinary tone, yet gravely.

“I—I was thinking of our little toy woods at home, just at that moment,”
stammmered Simpson, coming back to what really dominated his mind, and
startled by the question, “and comparing them to—to all this,” and he swept
his arm round to indicate the Bush.

A pause followed in which neither of them said anything.

“All the same [ wouldn’t laugh about it, if  was you,” Défago added, looking
over Simpson’s shoulder into the shadows. “There’s places in there nobody
won’t never see into—nobody knows what lives in there either.”

“Too big—too far off?” The suggestion in the guide’s manner was immense
and horrible.

Défago nodded. The expression on his face was dark. He, too, felt uneasy.
The younger man understood that in a hinterland of this size there might well
be depths of wood that would never in the life of the world be known or
trodden. The thought was not exactly the sort he welcomed. In a loud voice,
cheerfully, he suggested that it was time for bed. But the guide lingered,
tinkering with the fire, arranging the stones needlessly, doing a dozen things
that did not really need doing. Evidently there was something he wanted to
say, yet found it difficult to “get at.”



“Say, you, Boss Simpson,” he began suddenly, as the last shower of sparks
went up into the air, “you don’t—smell nothing, do you—nothing pertickler, I
mean?” The commonplace question, Simpson realised, veiled a dreadfully
serious thought in his mind. A shiver ran down his back.

“Nothing but this burning wood,” he replied firmly, kicking again at the
embers. The sound of his own foot made him start.

“And all the evenin’ you ain’t smelt—nothing?” persisted the guide, peering
at him through the gloom; “nothing extrordiny, and different to anything else
you ever smelt before?”

“No, no, man; nothing at all!” he replied aggressively, half angrily.

Défago’s face cleared. “That’s good!” he exclaimed, with evident relief.
“That’s good to hear.”

“Have you? “ asked Simpson sharply, and the same instant regretted the
question.

The Canadian came closer in the darkness. He shook his head. “I guess
not,” he said, though without overwhelming conviction. “It must’ve been jest
that song of mine that did it. It's the song they sing in lumber-camps and
god-forsaken places like that, when they’re skeered the Wendigo’s somewheres
around, doin’ a bit of swift, travellin’'—”

“And what’s the Wendigo, pray?” Simpson asked quickly, irritated because
again he could not prevent that sudden shiver of the nerves. He knew that he
was close upon the man’s terror and the cause of it. Yet a rushing passionate
curiosity overcame his better judgment, and his fear.

Défago turned swiftly and looked at him as though he were suddenly about
to shriek. His eyes shone, his mouth was wide open. Yet all he said, or
whispered rather, for his voice sank very low, was:

“It’'s nuthin’—nuthin’ but what those lousy fellers believe when they’ve bin
hittin’ the bottle too long—a sort of great animal that lives up yonder,” he jerked
his head northwards, “quick as lightning in its tracks, an’ bigger’n anything else
in the Bush, an’ ain’t supposed to be very good to look at—that’s all!”



“A backwoods’ superstition—" began Simpson, moving hastily towards the
tent in order to shake off the hand of the guide that clutched his arm. “Come,
come, hurry up for God’s sake, and get the lantern going! It’s time we were in
bed and asleep if we’re to be up with the sun to-morrow....”

The guide was close on his heels. “I'm coming,” he answered out of the
darkness, “I'm coming.” And after a slight delay he appeared with the lantern
and hung it from a nail in the front pole of the tent. The shadows of a hundred
trees shifted their places quickly as he did so, and when he stumbled over the
rope, diving swiftly inside, the whole tent trembled as though a gust of wind
struck it.

The two men lay down, without undressing, upon their beds of soft balsam
boughs, cunningly arranged. Inside, all was warm and cosy, but outside the
world of crowding trees pressed close about them, marshalling their million
shadows, and smothering the little tent that stood there like a wee white shell
facing the ocean of tremendous forest.

Between the two lonely figures within, however, there pressed another
shadow that was not a shadow from the night. It was the Shadow cast by the
strange Fear, never wholly exorcised, that had leaped suddenly upon Défago
in the middle of his singing. And Simpson, as he lay there, watching the
darkness through the open flap of the tent, ready to plunge into the fragrant
abyss of sleep, knew first that unique and profound stillness of a primeval
forest when no wind stirs... and when the night has weight and substance that
enters into the soul to bind a veil about it.... Then sleep took him....

Thus it seemed to him, at least. Yet it was true that the lap of the water, just
beyond the tent door, still beat time with his lessening pulses when he realised
that he was lying with his eyes open and that another sound had recently
introduced itself with cunning softness between the splash and murmur of the
little waves.

And, long before he understood what this sound was, it had stirred in him
the centres of pity and alarm. He listened intently, though at first in vain, for the
running blood beat all its drums too noisily in his ears. Did it come, he
wondered, from the lake, or from the woods?...

Then, suddenly, with a rush and a flutter of the heart, he knew that it was



close beside him in the tent; and, when he turned over for a better hearing, it
focused itself unmistakably not two feet away. It was a sound of weeping:
Défago upon his bed of branches was sobbing in the darkness as though his
heart would break, the blankets evidently stuffed against his mouth to stifle it.

And his first feeling, before he could think or reflect, was the rush of a
poignant and searching tenderness. This intimate, human sound, heard amid
the desolation about them, woke pity. It was so incongruous, so pitifully
incongruous—and so vain! Tears—in this vast and cruel wilderness: of what
avail? He thought of a little child crying in mid-Atlantic.... Then, of course, with
fuller realisation, and the memory of what had gone before, came the descent
of the terror upon him, and his blood ran cold.

“Défago,” he whispered quickly, “what’s the matter?” He tried to make his
voice very gentle. “Are you in pain—unhappy?” There was no reply, but the
sounds ceased abruptly. He stretched his hand out and touched him. The
body did not stir.

“Are you awake?” for it occurred to him that the man was crying in his sleep.
“Are you cold?” He noticed that his feet, which were uncovered, projected
beyond the mouth of the tent. He spread an extra fold of his own blankets over
them. The guide had slipped down in his bed, and the branches seemed to
have been dragged with him. He was afraid to pull the body back again, for
fear of waking him.

One or two tentative questions he ventured softly, but though he waited for
several minutes there came no reply, nor any sign of movement. Presently he
heard his regular and quiet breathing, and putting his hand again gently on the
breast, felt the steady rise and fall beneath.

“Let me know if anything’s wrong,” he whispered, “or if I can do anything.
Wake me at once if you feel—queer.”

He hardly knew quite what to say. He lay down again thinking and wondering
what it all meant. Défago, of course, had been crying in his sleep. Some dream
or other had afflicted him. Yet never in his life would he forget that pitiful sound
of sobbing, and the feeling that the whole awful wilderness of woods listened....

His own mind busied itself for a long time with the recent events, of which
this took its mysterious place as one, and though this reason successfully



argued away all unwelcome suggestions, a sensation of uneasiness remained,
resisting ejection, very deep-seated—peculiar beyond ordinary.

But sleep, in the long run, proves greater than all emotions. His thoughts
soon wandered again; he lay there, warm as a toast, exceedingly weary; the
night soothed and comforted, blunting the edges of memory and alarmm. Half
an hour later he was oblivious of everything in the outer world about him.

Yet sleep, in this case, was his great enemy, concealing all approaches,
smothering the warning of his nerves.

As, sometimes in a nightmare, events crowd upon each other’s heels with a
conviction of dreadfullest reality, yet some inconsistent detail accuses the whole
display of incompleteness and disguise, so the events that now followed, though
they actually happened, persuaded the mind somehow that the detail which
could explain them had been overlooked in the confusion, and that therefore
they were but partly true, the rest delusion. At the back of the sleeper’s mind
something remains awake, ready to let slip the judgment, “All this is not quite
real; when you wake up you’ll understand.”

And thus, in a way, it was with Simpson. The events, not wholly inexplicable or
incredible in themselves, yet remain for the man who saw and heard them a
sequence of separate facts of cold horror, because the little piece that might
have made the puzzle clear lay concealed or overlooked.

So far as he can recall, it was a violent movement, running downwards
through the tent towards the door, that first woke him and made him aware
that his companion was sitting bolt upright beside him quivering. Hours must
have passed, for it was the pale gleam of the dawn that revealed his outline
against the canvas. This time the man was not crying; he was quaking like a
leaf; the trembling he felt plainly through the blankets down the entire length of
his own body. Défago had huddled down against him for protection, shrinking
away from something that apparently concealed itself near the door-flaps of
the little tent.

Simpson thereupon called out in a loud voice some question or other—in
the first bewilderment of waking he does not remember exactly what—and
the man made no reply. The atmosphere and feeling of true nightmare lay
horribly about him, making movement and speech both difficult. At first,



indeed, he was not sure where he was—whether in one of the earlier camps,
or at home in his bed at Aberdeen. The sense of confusion was very troubling.

And next—almost simultaneous with his waking, it seemed—the profound
stillness of the dawn outside was shattered by a most uncommon sound. It
came without warning, or audible approach; and it was unspeakably dreadful.
It was a voice, Simpson declares, possibly a human voice; hoarse yet plaintive—
a soft, roaring voice close outside the tent, overhead rather than upon the
ground, of immense volume, while in some strange way most penetratingly
and seductively sweet. It rang out, too, in three separate and distinct notes, or
cries, that bore in some odd fashion a resemblance, far-fetched yet recognisable,
to the name of the guide: “Dé—fa—go!”

The student admits he is unable to describe it quite intelligently, for it was
unlike any sound he had ever heard in his life, and combined a blending of
such contrary qualities. “A sort of windy, crying voice,” he calls it, “as of something
lonely and untamed, wild and of abominable power....”

And, even before it ceased, dropping back into the great gulfs of silence, the
guide beside him had sprung to his feet with an answering though unintelligible
cry. He blundered against the tent-pole with violence, shaking the whole
structure, spreading his arms out frantically for more room, and kicking his legs
impetuously free of the clinging blankets. For a second, perhaps two, he stood
upright by the door, his outline dark against the pallor of the dawn; then, with a
furious, rushing speed, before his companion could move a hand to stop him,
he shot with a plunge through the flaps of canvas—and was gone. And as he
went—so astonishingly fast that the voice could actually be heard dying in the
distance—he called aloud in tones of anguished terror that at the same time
held something strangely like the frenzied exultation of delight:

“Oh! oh! My feet of fire! My burning feet of fire! Oh! oh! This height and
fiery speed!”

And then the distance quickly buried it, and the deep silence of very early
morning descended upon the forest as before.

It had all come about with such rapidity that, but for the evidence of the
empty bed beside him, Simpson could almost have believed it to have been
the memory of a nightmare carried over from sleep. He still felt the warm
pressure of that vanished body against his side; there lay the twisted blankets



in a heap; the very tent yet trembled with the vehemence of the impetuous
departure. The strange words rang in his ears, as though he still heard them in
the distance—wild language of a suddenly stricken mind. Moreover, it was not
only the senses of sight and hearing that reported uncommon things to his
brain, for even while the man cried and ran, he had become aware that a
strange perfume, faint yet pungent, pervaded the interior of the tent. And it
was at this point, it seems, brought to himself by the consciousness that his
nostrils were taking this distressing odour down into his throat, that he found
his courage, sprang quickly to his feet—and went out.

The grey light of dawn that dropped, cold and glimmering, between the
trees revealed the scene tolerably well. There stood the tent behind him, soaked
with dew; the dark ashes of the fire, still warm; the lake, white beneath a
coating of mist, the islands rising darkly out of it like objects packed in wool;
and patches of snow beyond among the clearer spaces of the Bush—everything
cold, still, waiting for the sun. But nowhere a sign of the vanished guide—still,
doubtless, flying at frantic speed through the frozen woods. There was not
even the sound of disappearing footsteps, nor the echoes of the dying voice.
He had gone—utterly.

There was nothing; nothing but the sense of his recent presence, so strongly
left behind about the camp; and—this penetrating, all-pervading odour.

And even this was now rapidly disappearing in its turn. In spite of his
exceeding mental perturbation, Simpson struggled hard to detect its nature, and
define it, but the ascertaining of an elusive scent, not recognised subconsciously
and at once, is a very subtle operation of the mind. And he failed. It was gone
before he could properly seize or name it. Approximate description, even,
seems to have been difficult, for it was unlike any smell he knew. Acrid rather,
not unlike the odour of a lion, he thinks, yet softer and not wholly unpleasing,
with something almost sweet in it that reminded him of the scent of decaying
garden leaves, earth, and the myriad, nameless perfumes that make up the
odour of a big forest. Yet the “odour of lions” is the phrase with which he
usually sums it all up.

Then—it was wholly gone, and he found himself standing by the ashes of
the fire in a state of amazement and stupid terror that left him the helpless prey
of anything that chose to happen. Had a musk-rat poked its pointed muzzle
over a rock, or a squirrel scuttled in that instant down the bark of a tree, he
would most likely have collapsed without more ado and fainted. For he felt



about the whole affair the touch somewhere of a great Outer Horror—and his
scattered powers had not as yet had time to collect themselves into a definite
attitude of fighting self-control.

Nothing did happen, however. A great kiss of wind ran softly through the
awakening forest, and a few maple leaves here and there rustled tremblingly
to earth. The sky seemed to grow suddenly much lighter. Simpson felt the
cool air upon his cheek and uncovered head; realised that he was shivering
with the cold; and, making a great effort, realised next that he was alone in the
Bush—andthat he was called upon to take immediate steps to find and succour
his vanished companion.

Make an effort, accordingly, he did, though an ill-calculated and futile one.
With that wilderness of trees about him, the sheet of water cutting him off
behind, and the horror of that wild cry in his blood, he did what any other
inexperienced man would have done in similar bewilderment: he ran about,
without any sense of direction, like a frantic child, and called loudly without
ceasing the name of the guide:

“Défago! Défago! Défago!” he yelled, and the trees gave him back the name
as often as he shouted, only a little softened—*“Défago! Défago! Défago!”

He followed the trail that lay for a short distance across the patches of snow,
and then lost it again where the trees grew too thickly for snow to lie. He
shouted till he was hoarse, and till the sound of his own voice in all that
unanswering and listening world began to frighten him. His confusion increased
in direct ratio to the violence of his efforts. His distress became formidably
acute, till at length his exertions defeated their own object, and from sheer
exhaustion he headed back to the camp again. It remains a wonder that he
ever found his way. It was with great difficulty, and only after numberless false
clues, that he at last saw the white tent between the trees, and so reached
safety.

Exhaustion then applied its own remedy, and he grew calmer. He made
the fire and breakfasted. Hot coffee and bacon put a little sense and judgment
into him again, and he realised that he had been behaving like a boy. He now
made another, and more successful attempt to face the situation collectedly,
and, a nature naturally plucky coming to his assistance, he decided that he
must first make as thorough a search as possible, failing success in which, he
must find his way to the home camp as best he could and bring help.



And this was what he did. Taking food, matches and rifle with him, and a
small axe to blaze the trees against his return journey, he set forth. It was eight
o’clock when he started, the sun shining over the tops of the trees in a sky
without clouds. Pinned to a stake by the fire he left a note in case Défago
returned while he was away.

This time, according to a careful plan, he took a new direction, intending to
make a wide sweep that must sooner or later cut into indications of the guide’s
trail; and, before he had gone a quarter of a mile he came across the tracks of
a large animal in the snow, and beside it the light and smaller tracks of what
were beyond question human feet—the feet of Défago. The relief he at once
experienced was natural, though brief; for at first sight he saw in these tracks a
simple explanation of the whole matter: these big marks had surely been left
by a bull moose that, wind against it, had blundered upon the camp, and
uttered its singular cry of warning and alarm the moment its mistake was
apparent. Défago, in whom the hunting instinct was developed to the point of
uncanny perfection, had scented the brute coming down the wind hours
before. His excitement and disappearance were due, of course, to—to his—

Then the impossible explanation at which he grasped faded, as common
sense showed him mercilessly that none of this was true. No guide, much less a
guide like Défago, could have acted in so irrational a way, going off even without
hisrifle...! The whole affair demanded a far more complicated elucidation, when
he remembered the details of it all—the cry of terror, the amazing language,
the grey face of horror when his nostrils first caught the new odour that muffled
sobbing in the darkness, and—for this, too, now came back to him dimly—the
man’s original aversion for this particular bit of country....

Besides, now that he examined them closer, these were not the tracks of a
moose at all! Hank had explained to him the outline of a bull’s hoofs, of a
cow’s or calf’s, too, for that matter; he had drawn them clearly on a strip of
birch bark. And these were wholly different. They were big, round, ample, and
with no pointed outline as of sharp hoofs. He wondered for a moment whether
bear-tracks were like that. There was no other animal he could think of, for
caribou did not come so far south at this season, and, even if they did, would
leave hoof-marks.

They were ominous signs—these mysterious writings left in the snow by the
unknown creature that had lured a human being away from safety—and when
he coupled them in his imagination with that haunting sound that broke the



stillness of the dawn, a momentary dizziness shook his mind, distressing him
again beyond belief. He felt the threatening aspect of it all. And, stooping down
to examine the marks more closely, he caught a faint whiff of that sweet yet
pungent odour that made him instantly straighten up again, fighting a sensation
almost of nausea.

Then his memory played him another evil trick. He suddenly recalled those
uncovered feet projecting beyond the edge of the tent, and the body’s appearance
of having been dragged towards the opening; the man’s shrinking from
something by the door when he woke later. The details now beat against his
trembling mind with concerted attack. They seemed to gather in those deep
spaces of the silent forest about him, where the host of trees stood waiting,
listening, watching to see what he would do. The woods were closing round
him.

With the persistence of true pluck, however, Simpson went forward, following
the tracks as best he could, smothering these ugly emotions that sought to
weaken his will. He blazed innumerable trees as he went, ever fearful of being
unable to find the way back, and calling aloud at intervals of a few seconds the
name of the guide. The dull tapping of the axe upon the massive trunks, and
the unnatural accents of his own voice became at length sounds that he even
dreaded to make, dreaded to hear. For they drew attention without ceasing to
his presence and exact whereabouts, and if it were really the case that something
was hunting himself down in the same way that he was hunting down
another—

With a strong effort, he crushed the thought out the instant it rose. It was the
beginning, he realised, of a bewilderment utterly diabolical in kind that would
speedily destroy him.

Although the snow was not continuous, lying merely in shallow flurries over
the more open spaces, he found no difficulty in following the tracks for the first
few miles. They were straight as a ruled line wherever the trees permitted.
The stride soon began to increase in length, till it finally assumed proportions
that seemed absolutely impossible for any ordinary animal to have made. Like
huge flying leaps they became. One of these he measured, and though he
knew that “stretch” of eighteen feet must be somehow wrong, he was at a
complete loss to understand why he found no signs on the snow between the



extreme points. But what perplexed him even more, making him feel his
vision had gone utterly awry, was that Défago’s stride increased in the same
manner, and finally covered the same incredible distances. It looked as if the
great beast had lifted him with it and carried him across these astonishing
intervals. Simpson, who was much longer in the limb, found that he could not
compass even half the stretch by taking a running jump.

And the sight of these huge tracks, running side by side, silent evidence of a
dreadful journey in which terror or madness had urged to impossible results,
was profoundly moving. It shocked him in the secret depths of his soul. It was
the most horrible thing his eyes had ever looked upon. He began to follow
them mechanically, absent-mindedly almost, ever peering over his shoulder to
see if he, too, were being followed by something with a gigantic tread.... And
soon it came about that he no longer quite realised what it was they signified—
these impressions left upon the snow by something nameless and untamed,
always accompanied by the footmarks of the little French Canadian, his guide,
his comrade, the man who had shared his tent a few hours before, chatting,
laughing, even singing by his side....

For a man of his years and inexperience, only a canny Scot, perhaps,
grounded in common sense and established in logic, could have preserved
even that measure of balance that this youth somehow or other did manage to
preserve through the whole adventure. Otherwise, two things he presently
noticed, while forging pluckily ahead, must have sent him headlong back to
the comparative safety of his tent, instead of only making his hands close more
tightly upon the rifle-stock, while his heart, trained for the Wee Kirk, sent a
wordless prayer winging its way to heaven. Both tracks, he saw, had undergone
a change, and this change, so far as it concerned the footsteps of the man, was
in some undecipherable manner—appalling.

It was in the bigger tracks he first noticed this, and for a long time he could
not quite believe his eyes. Was it the blown leaves that produced odd effects
of light and shade, or that the dry snow, drifting like finely-ground rice about
the edges, cast shadows and high lights? Or was it actually the fact that the
great marks had become faintly coloured? For round about the deep, plunging
holes of the animal there now appeared a mysterious, reddish tinge that was
more like an effect of light than of anything that dyed the substance of the snow
itself. Every mark had it, and had it increasingly—this indistinct fiery tinge that
painted a new touch of ghastliness into the picture.



But when, wholly unable to explain or credit it, he turned his attention to the
other tracks to discover if they, too, bore similar witness, he noticed that these
had meanwhile undergone a change that was infinitely worse, and charged
with far more horrible suggestion. For, in the last hundred yards or so, he
saw that they had grown gradually into the semblance of the parent tread.
Imperceptibly the change had come about, yet unmistakably. It was hard to
see where the change first began. The result, however, was beyond question.
Smaller, neater, more cleanly modelled, they formed now an exact and careful
duplicate of the larger tracks beside them. The feet that produced them had,
therefore, also changed. And something in his mind reared up with loathing
and with terror as he saw it.

Simpson, for the first time, hesitated; then, ashamed of his alarm and
indecision, took a few hurried steps ahead; the next instant stopped dead in
his tracks. Immediately in front of him all signs of the trail ceased; both tracks
came to an abrupt end. On all sides, for a hundred yards and more, he searched
in vain for the least indication of their continuance. There was—nothing.

The trees were very thick just there, big trees all of them, spruce, cedar,
hemlock; there was no underbrush. He stood, looking about him, all distraught;
bereft of any power of judgment. Then he set to work to search again, and
again, and yet again, but always with the same result: nothing. The feet that
printed the surface of the snow thus far had now, apparently, left the ground!

And it was in that moment of distress and confusion that the whip of terror
laid its most nicely calculated lash about his heart. It dropped with deadly
effect upon the sorest spot of all, completely unnerving him. He had been
secretly dreading all the time that it would come—and come it did.

Far overhead, muted by great height and distance strangely thinned and
wailing, he heard the crying voice of Défago, the guide.

The sound dropped upon him out of that still, wintry sky with an effect of
dismay and terror unsurpassed. The rifle fell to his feet. He stood motionless
an instant, listening as it were with his whole body, then staggered back against
the nearest tree for support, disorganised hopelessly in mind and spirit. To
him, in that moment, it seemed the most shattering and dislocating experience
he had ever known, so that his heart emptied itself of all feeling whatsoever as
by a sudden draught.



“Oh! oh! This fiery height! Oh, my feet of fire! My burning feet of fire...!” ran
in far, beseeching accents of indescribable appeal this voice of anguish down
the sky. Once it called—then silence through all the listening wilderness of
trees.

And Simpson, scarcely knowing what he did, presently found himself
running wildly to and fro, searching, calling, tripping over roots and boulders,
and flinging himself in a frenzy of undirected pursuit after the Caller. Behind
the screen of memory and emotion with which experience veils events, he
plunged, distracted and half-deranged, picking up false lights like a ship at sea,
terror in his eyes and heart and soul. For the Panic of the Wilderness had
called to him in that far voice—the Power of untamed Distance—the Enticement
of the Desolation that destroys. He knew in that moment all the pains of
someone hopelessly and irretrievably lost, suffering the lust and travail of a soul
in the final Loneliness. A vision of Défago, eternally hunted, driven and pursued
across the skiey vastness of those ancient forests fled like a flame across the
dark ruin of his thoughts....

It seemed ages before he could find anything in the chaos of his disorganised
sensations to which he could anchor himself steady for a moment, and think....

The cry was not repeated; his own hoarse calling brought no response; the
inscrutable forces of the Wild had summoned their victim beyond recall—and
held him fast.

Yet he searched and called, it seems, for hours afterwards, for it was late in
the afternoon when at length he decided to abandon a useless pursuit and
return to his camp on the shores of Fifty Island Water. Even then he went with
reluctance, that crying voice still echoing in his ears. With difficulty he found
his rifle and the homeward trail. The concentration necessary to follow the
badly blazed trees, and a biting hunger that gnawed, helped to keep his mind
steady. Otherwise, he admits, the temporary aberration he had suffered might
have been prolonged to the point of positive disaster. Gradually the ballast
shifted back again, and he regained something that approached his normal
equilibrium.

But for all that the journey through the gathering dusk was miserably haunted.
He heard innumerable following footsteps; voices that laughed and whispered;



and saw figures crouching behind trees and boulders, making signs to one
another for a concerted attack the moment he had passed. The creeping
murmur of the wind made him start and listen. He went stealthily, trying to
hide where possible, and making as little sound as he could. The shadows of
the woods, hitherto protective or covering merely, had now become menacing,
challenging; and the pageantry in his frightened mind masked a host of possibilities
that were all the more ominous for being obscure. The presentiment of a
nameless doom lurked ill-concealed behind every detail of what had happened.

It was really admirable how he emerged victor in the end; men of riper
powers and experience might have come through the ordeal with less success.
He had himself tolerably well in hand, all things considered, and his plan of
action proves it. Sleep being absolutely out of the question, and travelling an
unknown trail in the darkness equally impracticable, he sat up the whole of
that night, rifle in hand, before a fire he never for a single moment allowed to
die down. The severity of the haunted vigil marked his soul for life; but it was
successfully accomplished; and with the very first signs of dawn he set forth
upon the long return journey to the home-camp to get help. As before, he left
a written note to explain his absence, and to indicate where he had left a
plentiful cache of food and matches—though he had no expectation that any
human hands would find them!

How Simpson found his way alone by lake and forest might well make a
story in itself, for to hear him tell it is to know the passionate loneliness of soul
that a man can feel when the Wilderness holds him in the hollow of its illimitable
hand—and laughs. It is also to admire his indomitable pluck.

He claims no skill, declaring that he followed the almost invisible trail
mechanically, and without thinking. And this, doubtless, is the truth. He relied
upon the guiding of the unconscious mind, which is instinct. Perhaps, too,
some sense of orientation, known to animals and primitive men, may have
helped as well, for through all that tangled region he succeeded in reaching the
exact spot where Défago had hidden the canoe nearly three days before with
the remark, “Strike doo west across the lake into the sun to find the camp.”

There was not much sun left to guide him, but he used his compass to the
best of his ability, embarking in the frail craft for the last twelve miles of his
journey with a sensation of immense relief that the forest was at last behind
him. And, fortunately, the water was calm; he took his line across the centre of the
lake instead of coasting round the shores for another twenty miles. Fortunately,



too, the other hunters were back. The light of their fires furnished a steering-
point without which he might have searched all night long for the actual posi-
tion of the camp.

It was close upon midnight all the same when his canoe grated on the sandy
cove, and Hank, Punk and his uncle, disturbed in their sleep by his cries, ran
quickly down and helped a very exhausted and broken specimen of Scotch
humanity over the rocks towards a dying fire.

The sudden entrance of his prosaic uncle into this world of wizardry and
horror that had haunted him without interruption now for two days and two
nights, had the immediate effect of giving to the affair an entirely new aspect.
The sound of that crisp “Hulloa, my boy! And what’s up now?” and the grasp of
that dry and vigorous hand introduced another standard of judgment. A
revulsion of feeling washed through him. He realised that he had let himself
“go” rather badly. He even felt vaguely ashamed of himself. The native
hard-headedness of his race reclaimed him.

And this doubtless explains why he found it so hard to tell that group round
the fire—everything. He told enough, however, for the immediate decision to
be arrived at that a relief party must start at the earliest possible moment, and
that Simpson, in order to guide it capably, must first have food and, above all,
sleep. Dr. Cathcart observing the lad’s condition more shrewdly than his
patient knew, gave him a very slight injection of morphine. For six hours he
slept like the dead.

From the description carefully written out afterwards by this student of
divinity, it appears that the account he gave to the astonished group omitted
sundry vital and important details. He declares that, with his uncle’s wholesome,
matter-of-fact countenance staring him in the face, he simply had not the
courage to mention themn. Thus, all the search-party gathered, it would seem,
was that Défago had suffered in the night an acute and inexplicable attack of
mania, had imagined himself “called” by someone or something, and had
plunged into the Bush after it without food or rifle, where he must die a horrible
and lingering death by cold and starvation unless he could be found and
rescued in time. “In time,” moreover, meant “at once.”

In the course of the following day, however—they were off by seven,
leaving Punk in charge with instructions to have food and fire always ready—



Simpson found it possible to tell his uncle a good deal more of the story’s true
inwardness, without divining that it was drawn out of him as a matter of fact by
a very subtle form of cross-examination. By the time they reached the beginning
of the trail, where the canoe was laid up against the return journey, he had
mentioned how Défago spoke vaguely of “something he called a ‘Wendigo’;”
how he cried in his sleep; how he imagined an unusual scent about the camp;
and had betrayed other symptoms of mental excitement. He also admitted the
bewildering effect of “that extraordinary odour” upon himself, “pungent and
acrid like the odour of lions.” And by the time they were within an easy hour of
Fifty Island Water he had let slip the further fact—a foolish avowal of his own
hysterical condition, as he felt afterwards—that he had heard the vanished guide
call “for help.” He omitted the singular phrases used, for he simply could not
bring himself to repeat the preposterous language. Also, while describing how
the man’s footsteps in the snow had gradually assumed an exact miniature
likeness of the animal’s plunging tracks, he left out the fact that they measured
a wholly incredible distance. It seemed a question, nicely balanced between
individual pride and honesty, what he should reveal and what suppress. He
mentioned the fiery tinge in the snow, for instance, yet shrank from telling that
body and bed had been partly dragged out of the tent....

With the net result that Dr. Cathcart, adroit psychologist that he fancied
himself to be, had assured him clearly enough exactly where his mind, influenced
by loneliness, bewilderment and terror, had yielded to the strain and invited
delusion. While praising his conduct, he managed at the same time to point
out where, when, and how his mind had gone astray. He made his nephew
think himself finer than he was by judicious praise, yet more foolish than he
was by minimising the value of his evidence. Like many another materialist,
that is, he lied cleverly on the basis of insufficient knowledge, because the
knowledge supplied seemed to his own particular intelligence inadmissible.

“The spell of these terrible solitudes,” he said, “cannot leave any mind
untouched, any mind, that is, possessed of the higher imaginative qualities. It
has worked upon yours exactly as it worked upon my own when | was your
age. The animal that haunted your little camp was undoubtedly a moose, for
the ‘belling’ of a moose may have, sometimes, a very peculiar quality of sound.
The coloured appearance of the big tracks was obviously a defect of vision in
your own eyes produced by excitement. The size and stretch of the tracks we
shall prove when we come to them. But the hallucination of an audible voice,
of course, is one of the commonest forms of delusion due to mental excitement—
an excitement, my dear boy, perfectly excusable, and, let me add, wonderfully



controlled by you under the circumstances. For the rest, | am bound to say,
you have acted with a splendid courage, for the terror of feeling oneself lost in
this wilderness is nothing short of awful, and, had [ been in your place, | don’t
for a moment believe I could have behaved with one quarter of your wisdom
and decision. The only thing I find it uncommonly difficult to explain is—that—
damned odour.”

“It made me feel sick, l assure you,” declared his nephew, “positively dizzy!”
His uncle’s attitude of calm omniscience, merely because he knew more
psychological formulae, made him slightly defiant. It was so easy to be wise in
the explanation of an experience one has not personally witnessed. “A kind of
desolate and terrible odour is the only way I can describe it,” he concluded,
glancing at the features of the quiet, unemotional man beside him.

“I can only marvel,” was the reply, “that under the circumstances it did not
seem to you even worse.” The dry words, Simpson knew, hovered between
the truth, and his uncle’s interpretation of “the truth.”

And so at last they came to the little camp and found the tent still standing,
the remains of the fire, and the piece of paper pinned to a stake beside it—
untouched. The cache, poorly contrived by inexperienced hands, however,
had been discovered and opened—by musk rats, mink and squirrel. The
matches lay scattered about the opening, but the food had been taken to the
last crumb.

“Well, fellers, he ain’t here,” exclaimed Hank loudly after his fashion, “and
that’s as sartain as the coal supply down below! But whar he’s got to by this
time is ‘bout as onsartain as the trade in crowns in t'other place.” The presence of
a divinity student was no batrrier to his language at such a time, though for the
reader’s sake it may be severely edited. “I propose,” he added, “that we start
out at once an’ hunt for'm like hell!”

The gloom of Défago’s probable fate oppressed the whole party with a sense
of dreadful gravity the moment they saw the familiar signs of recent occupancy.
Especially the tent, with the bed of balsam branches still smoothed and
flattened by the pressure of his body, seemed to bring his presence near to
them. Simpson, feeling vaguely as if his word were somehow at stake, went
about explaining particulars in a hushed tone. He was much calmer now, though



overwearied with the strain of his many journeys. His uncle’s method of
explaining—"“explaining away,” rather—the details still fresh in his haunted
memory helped, too, to put ice upon his emotions.

“And that’s the direction he ran off in,” he said to his two companions,
pointing in the direction where the guide had vanished that morning in the grey
dawn. “Straight down there he ran like a deer, in between the birch and the
hemlock....”

Hank and Dr. Cathcart exchanged glances.

“And it was about two miles down there, in a straight line,” continued the
other, speaking with something of the former terror in his voice, “that I followed
his trail to the place where—it stopped—dead!”

“And where you heered him callin’ an’ caught the stench, an’ all the rest of
the wicked entertainment,” cried Hank, with a volubility that betrayed his keen
distress.

“And where your excitement overcame you to the point of producing illusions,”
added Dr. Cathcart under his breath, yet not so low that his nephew did not
hear it.

It was early in the afternoon, for they had travelled quickly, and there were
still a good two hours of daylight left. Dr. Cathcart and Hank lost no time in
beginning the search, but Simpson was too exhausted to accompany them.
They would follow the blazed marks on the trees, and where possible, his footsteps.
Meanwhile the best thing he could do was to keep a good fire going, and rest.

But after something like three hours’ search, the darkness already down,
the two men returned to camp with nothing to report. Fresh snow had covered
all signs, and though they had followed the blazed trees to the spot where
Simpson had turned back, they had not discovered the smallest indications of
a human being—or, for that matter, of an animal. There were no fresh tracks
of any kind; the snow lay undisturbed.

It was difficult to know what was best to do, though in reality there was
nothing more they could do. They might stay and search for weeks without



much chance of success. The fresh snow destroyed their only hope, and they
gathered round the fire for supper, a gloomy and despondent party. The facts,
indeed, were sad enough, for Défago had a wife at Rat Portage, and his
earnings were the family’s sole means of support.

Now that the whole truth in all its ugliness was out, it seemed useless to
deal in further disguise or pretence. They talked openly of the facts and
probabilities. It was not the first time, even in the experience of Dr. Cathcart,
that a man had yielded to the singular seduction of the Solitudes and gone out
of his mind; Défago, moreover, was predisposed to something of the sort, for
he already had the touch of melancholia in his blood, and his fibre was
weakened by bouts of drinking that often lasted for weeks at a time. Something
on this trip—one might never know precisely what—had sufficed to push him
over the line, that was all. And he had gone, gone off into the great wilderness
of trees and lakes to die by starvation and exhaustion. The chances against his
finding camp again were overwhelming; the delirium that was upon him would
also doubtless have increased, and it was quite likely he might do violence to
himself and so hasten his cruel fate. Even while they talked, indeed, the end
had probably come. On the suggestion of Hank, his old pal, however, they
proposed to wait a little longer and devote the whole of the following day, from
dawn to darkness, to the most systematic search they could devise. They would
divide the territory between them. They discussed their plan in great detail. All
that men could do they would do.

And, meanwhile, they talked about the particular form in which the singular
Panic of the Wilderness had made its attack upon the mind of the unfortunate
guide. Hank, though familiar with the legend in its general outline, obviously
did not welcome the turn the conversation had taken. He contributed little,
though that little was illuminating. For he admitted that a story ran over all this
section of country to the effect that several Indians had “seen the Wendigo”
along the shores of Fifty Island Water in the “fall” of last year, and that this was
the true reason of Défago’s disinclination to hunt there. Hank doubtless felt
that he had in a sense helped his old pal to death by overpersuading him. “When
an Indian goes crazy,” he explained, talking to himself more than to the others,
it seemed, “it’s always put that he’s ‘seen the Wendigo.