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THE DOLL






OME nights are merely dark, others are dark
S In a suggestive way as though something omi-
nous, mysterious, is going to happen. In certain
remote outlying suburbs, at any rate, this seems
true, where great spaces between the lamps go dead
at might, where little happens, where a ring at the
door 1s a summons almost, and people cry “Let’s
go to town!” In the villa gardens the mangey cedars
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sigh in the wind, but the hedges stiffen, there 1s a
mufiling of spontaneous activity.

On this particular November night a moist
breeze barely stirred the silver pine in the narrow
drive leading to the “Laurels” where Colonel Mas-
ters lived, Colonel Hymber Masters, late of an
Indian regiment, with many distinguished letters
after his name. The housemaid in the limited staft
being out, it was the cook who answered the bell
when it rang with a sudden, sharp clang soon
after ten o’clock—and gave an audible gasp half of
surprise, half of fear. The bell’s sudden clangour
was an unpleasant and unwelcome sound. Monica,
the Colonel’s adored yet rather neglected child,
was asleep upstairs, but the cook was not frightened
lest Monica be disturbed, nor because it seemed a
bit late for the bell to ring so violently; she was
frightened because when she opened the door to
let the fine rain drive in she saw a black man stand-
ing on the steps. There, in the wind and the rain,
stood a tall, slim nigger holding a parcel.

Dark-skinned, at any rate, he was, she reflected
atterwards, whether negro, hindu or arab; the
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word
white. Wearing a stained yellow macintosh and
dirty slouch hat, and “looking like a devil, so help
me God,” he shoved the little parcel at her out of
the gloom, the light from the hall flaring red into
his gleaming eyes. “For Colonel Masters,” he whis-
pered rapidly, “and very special into his own per-
sonal touch and no one else.” And he melted away
into the night with his “strange foreign accent, his

‘nigger” describing any man not really

eyes of fire, and his nasty hissing voice.”
He was gone, swallowed up in the wind and

rain.
“But I saw his eyes,”” swore the cook the next

morning to the housemaid, “his fiery eyes, and his
nasty look, and his black hands and long thin
fingers, and his nails all shiny pink, and he looked
to me—if you know wot I mean—he looked like—
death:......”

Thus the cook, so far as she was intelligently
articulate next day, but standing now against the
closed door with the small brown paper parcel in
her hands, impressed by the orders that it was to be
given into his personal touch, she was relieved by
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the fact that Colonel Masters never returned till
after midnight and that she need not act at once.
The reflection brought a certain comfort that re-
stored her equanimity a little though she still stood
there, holding the parcel gingerly in her grimy
hands, reluctant, hesitating, uneasy. A parcel, even
brought by a mysterious dark stranger, was not
in itself frightening, yet frightened she certainly
felt. Instinct and superstition worked perhaps; the
wind, the rain, the fact of being alone in the house,
the unexpected black man, these also contributed
to her discomfort. A vague sense ot horror touched
her, her Irish blood stirred ancient dreams, so that
she began to shake a little, as though the parcel
contained something alive, explosive, poisonous,
unholy almost as though it moved, and, her fingers
loosening their hold, the parcel—dropped. It fell
on the tiled floor with a queer, sharp clack, but it
lay motionless. She eyed it closely, cautiously, but,
thank God, it did not move, an inert, brown-paper
parcel. Brought by an errand boy in daylight, it
might have been groceries, tobacco, even a mended
shirt. She peeped and tinkered, that sharp clack
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puzzled her. Then, after a few minutes, remember-
ing her duty, she picked it up gingerly even while
she shivered. It was to be handed into the Colonel’s
“personal touch.” She compromised, deciding to
place it on his desk an to tell him about it in the
morning; only Colonel Masters, with those mys-
terious years in the East behind him, his temper
and his tyrannical orders, was not easy of direct
approach at the best of times, in the morning least

of all.

The cook left it at that—that is, she left it on the
desk in his study, but left out all explanations
about its arrival. She had decided to be vague
about such unimportant details, for Mrs. O’Reilly
was afraid of Colonel Masters, and only his pro-
fessed love of Monica made her believe that he
was quite human. He paid her well, oh yes, and
sometimes he smiled, and he was a handsome man,
if a bit too dark for her fancy, yet he also paid her
an occasional compliment about her curry, and
that soothed her for the moment. They suited one
another, at any rate, and she stayed, robbing him

comfortably, if cautiously.
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“It ain’t no good,” she assured the housemaid
next day, “wot with that ‘personal touch into his
hands, and no one else,” and that black man’s eyes
and that crack when it came away in my hands
and fell on the floor. It ain’t no good, not to us nor
anybody. No man as black as he was means lucky
stars to anybody. A parcel indeed—with those
devil’s eyes—"

“What did you do with it?”’ enquired the house-
maid.

The cook looked her up and down “Put it in the
fire o’ course,” she replied. “On the stove if you
want to know exact.”

It was the housemaid’s turn to look the cook up
and down.

“I don’t think,” she remarked.

The cook reflected, probably because she found
no immediate answer.

“Well,” she pufted out presently, “D’ you know
wot I think? You don’t. So I'll tell you. It was some-
thing the master’s afraid of, that’s wot it was. He’s
atraid of something—ever since I been here I've
known that. And that’s wot it was. He done some-
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body wrong in India long ago and that lanky nig-
ger brought wot’s coming to him, and that’s why I
says I put it on the stove—see?”” She dropped her
voice. “It was a bloody idol,” she whispered,
“that’s wot it was, that parcel, and he—why, he’s
a bloody secret worshipper.” And she crossed her-
self “T’hat’s why I said I put it on the stove—see?”

The housemaid stared and gasped

“And you mark my words, young Jane!” added
the cook, turning to her dough.

And there the matter rested for a period, for the
cook, being Irish, had more laughter in her than
tears, and beyond admitting to the scared house-
maid that she had not really burnt the parcel but
had left it on the study table, she almost torgot the
incident. It was not her job, in any case, to answer
the front door. She had “delivered” the parcel.
Her conscience was quite clear.

Thus, nobody ‘““marked her words” apparently,
for nothing untoward happened, as the way 1s
remote Suburbia, and Monica in her lonely play
was happy, and Colonel Masters as tyrannical and
grim as ever. The moist wintry wind blew through
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the silver pine, the rain beat against the bow win-
dow, and no one called. For a week this lasted, a
longish time in uneventful Suburbia.

But suddenly one morning Colonel Masters rang
his study bell and, the housemaid being upstairs,
it was the cook who answered. He held a brown
paper parcel in his hands, half opened, the string
dangling.

“I found this on my desk. I haven’t been in my
room for a week. Who brought it? And when did
it comer” His face, yellow as usual, held a fiery
tinge.

Mrs. O’Reilly replied, post-dating the arrival
vaguely.

“I asked who brought it?” he insisted sharply.

“A stranger,” she fumbled. “Not any one,” she
added nervously, “trom hereabouts. No one I ever
seen betore. It was a man.”

“What did he look like?” The question came
like a bullet.

Mrs. O'Reilly was rather taken by surprise.
“D-darkish,” she stumbled, “Very darkish,” she
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added, “it I saw him right. Only he came and went
so quick I didn’t get his face proper like, and . . .”

“Any message?”’ the Colonel cut her short.

She hesitated. “There was no answer,” she be-
gan remembering former occasions.

“Any message, 1 asked you?”’ he thundered.

“No message, sir, none at all. And he was gone
before I could get his name and address, sir, but I
think it was a sort of black man, or it may have
been the darkness of the night—I couldn’t reely
AV SIE oo

In another minute she would have burst into
tears or dropped to the floor in a faint, such was
her terror of her employer especially when she was
lying blind. The Colonel, however, saved her both
disasters by abruptly holding out the half opencd
parcel towards her. He neither cross-examined
nor cursed her as she had expected. He spoke with
the curtness that betrayed anger and anxiety, al-
most it occurred to her, distress.

““Take it away and burn it,” he ordered in his
army voice, passing it into her outstretched hands.

“Burn it,” he repeated it, “or chuck the damned
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thing away.” He almost flung it at her as though
he did not want to touch it. “If the man comes
back,” he ordered in a voice of steel, “tell him 1t’s
been destroyed—and say it didn’t reach me,” laying
tremendous emphasis on the final words. “You un-
derstand?”’ He almost chucked it at her.

“Yes, sir. Exactly, sir,” and she turned and
stumbled out, holding the parcel gingerly in her
arms rather than in her hands and fingers, as
though 1t contained something that might bite or
sting.

Yet her fear had somehow lessened, for if he,
Colonel Masters, could treat the parcel so con-
temptuously, why should she feel afraid of it. And,
once alone in her kitchen among her household
gods, she opened it. Turning back the thick paper
wrappings, she started, and to her rather dis-
appointed amazement, she found herself staring at
nothing but a fair, waxen taced doll that could be
bought in any toy-shop for one shilling and six-
pence. A commonplace little cheap doll!l Its face
was pallid, white, expressionless, its flaxen hair was
dirty, its tiny ill-shaped hands and fingers lay mo-
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tionless by its side, its mouth was closed, though
somehow grinning, no teeth visible, its eyelashes
ridiculously like a worn toothbrush, its entire pre-
sentment in its flimsy skirt, contemptible, harm-
less, even ugly.

A doll! She giggled to herself, all fear evapo-
rated.

“Gawd!” she thought. “The master must have
a conscience like the floor of a parrot’s cage! And
worse than that!” She was too afraid of him to
despise him, her teeling was probably more like
pity. “At any rate,” she reflected, “he had the wind
up pretty bad. It was something else he expected—
not a two-penny haltpenny dolll” Her warm heart
felt almost sorry for him.

Instead of “‘chucking the damned thing away or
burning it,” however,—for it was quite a nice look-
ing doll, she presented it to Monica, and Monica,
having few new toys, instantly adored it, promising
faithfully, as gravely warned by Mrs. O’Reilly, that
she would never, never let her father know she
had 1it.
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Her father, Colonel Hymber Masters, was, it
seems, what’s called a “disappointed’” man, a man
whose fate forced him to live in surroundings he
detested, disappointed in his career probably, pos-
sibly in love as well, Monica a love-child doubt-
less, and limited by his pension to tace daily con-
ditions that he loathed.

He was a silent, bitter sort of fellow, no more
than that, and not so much disliked in the neigh-
bourhood, as misunderstood. A sombre man they
reckoned him, with his dark, furrowed face and
silent ways. Yet “dark” in the suburbs meant mys-
terious, and “‘silent” invited female fantasy to fill
the vacuum. It's the frank, corn-haired man who
invites sympathy and generous comment. He en-
joyed his Bridge, however, and was accepted as a
first-class player. Thus, he went out nightly, and
rarely came back before midnight. He was wel-
come among the gamblers evidently, while the fact
that he had an adored child at home softened the
picture of this “mysterious” man. Monica, though
rarely seen, appealed to the women of the neigh-
bourhood, and “whatever her origin” said the
gossips, “he loves her.”
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To Monica, meanwhile, in her rather play-less,
toy-less life, the doll, her new treasure, was a spot
of gold. The fact that it was a “secret’ present from
her father, added to its value. Many other presents
had come to her like that; she thought nothing of
it; only, he had never given her a doll before, and
it spelt rapture. Never, never, would she betray
her pleasure and delight; it should remain her se-
cret and his; and that made her love it all the
more. She loved her father too, his taciturn silence
was something she vaguely respected and adored.
““T'hat’s just like tather,”” she always said, when a
strange new present came, and she knew instinc-
tively that she must never say Thank you for it,
for that was part of the lovely game between them.
But this doll was exceptionally marvellous.

“It’s much more real and alive than my teddy-
bears,” she told the cook, after examining 1t criti-
cally. “What ever made him think of it? Why, it
even talks to me!” and she cuddled and fondled
the half misshapened toy. “It’s my baby,” she cried
taking it against her cheek.

For no teddy-bear could really be a child;
cuddly bears were not offspring, whereas a doll
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was a potential baby. It brought sweetness, as both
cook and governess realized, into a rather grim
house, hope and tenderness, a maternal flavour
almost, something anyhow that no young bear
could possibly bring. A child, a human baby! And
yet both cook and governess—for both were present

at the actual delivery—recalled later that Monica
opened the parcel and recognised the doll with a
yell of wild delight that seemed almost a scream of
pain. There was this too high note of delirious
exultation as though some instinctive horror of
revulsion were instantly smothered and obliter-
ated 1in a whirl of overmastering joy. It was Mad-
ame Jodzka who recalled—long afterwards—this
singular contradiction.

“I did think she shrieked at it a bit, now you ask
me,” admitted Mrs. O’Reilly later, though at the
actual moment all she said was “Oh, lovely, dar-
ling, ain’t it a pet!” While all Madame Jodzka
said was a cautionary “If you squash its mouth like
that, Monica, 1t won’t be able to breathe!”

While Monica, paying no attention to either of
them, fell to cuddling the doll with ecstasy.

A cheap little flaxen-haired, waxen-faced doll.



CHE"DOLI, 17

That so strange a case should come to us at
second hand is, admittedly, a pity; that so much of
the information should reach us largely through a
cook and housemaid and through a foreigner of
questionable validity, is equally unfortunate.
Where precisely the reported facts creep across the
teathery frontier into the incredible and thence
into the fantastic would need the spider’s thread of
the big telescopes to define. With the eye to the
telescope, the thread of that New Zealand spider
seems thick as a rope; but with the eye examining
second-hand reports the thread becomes elusive

gossamer.

The Polish governess, Madame Jodzka, left the
house rather abruptly. Though adored by Monica
and accepted by Colonel Masters, she left not long
after the arrival of the doll. She was a comely,
youngish widow of birth and breeding, tactful,
discreet, understanding. She adored Monica, and
Monica was happy with her; she feared her em-
ployer, yet perhaps secretly admired him as the
strong, silent, dominating Englishman. He gave
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her great freedom, she never took liberties, every-
thing went smoothly. The pay was good and she -
needed it. Then, suddenly, she left. In the sud-
denness of her departure, as in the odd reason she
gave for leaving, lie doubtless the first hints of this
remarkable affair, creeping across that “feathery
frontier” into the incredible and fantastic. An un-
derstandable reason she gave for leaving was that
she was too frightened to stay in the house another
night. She left at twenty-four hours’ notice. Her
reason was absurd, even if understandable, be-
cause any woman might find herself so frightened
in a certain building that it has become intolerable
to her nerves. Foolish or otherwise, this 1s under-
standable. An idée fixe, an obsession, once lodged
in the mind of a superstitious, therefore hysteri-
cally-favoured woman, cannot be dislodged by ar-
gument. It may be absurd, yet it is “understand-
able.”

The story behind the reason for Madame Jodz-
ka’s sudden terror is another matter, and it is best
given quite simply. It relates to the doll. She swears
by all her gods that she saw the doll ‘“walking by
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itselt.” It was walking in a disjointed, hoppity,
hideous fashion across the bed in which Monica
lay sleeping.

In the gleam of the night-light, Madame Jodzka
swears she saw this happen. She was half inside
the opened door, peeping in, as her habit and duty
decreed, to see if all was well with the child before
going up to bed herself. The light, if faint, was
clear. A jerky movement on the counterpane first
caught her attention, for a smallish object seemed
blundering awkwardly across its slippery silken
surface. Something rolling, possibly, some object
Monica had left outside on falling asleep rolling
mechanically as the child shifted or turned over.

After staring for some seconds, she then saw that
1t was not merely an “object,” since it had a living
outline, nor was 1t rolling mechanically, or sliding,
as she had first imagined. It was horribly taking
steps, small but quite deliberate steps as though
alive. It had a tiny, dreadtul face, it had an ex-
pressionless tiny face, and the face had eyes—small,
brightly shining eyes, and the eyes looked straight
at Madame Jodzka.
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She watched for a few seconds thunderstruck,
and then suddenly realised with a shock of utter
horror that this small, purposive monster was the
doll, Monica’s doll! And this doll was moving
towards her across the tumbled surface of the coun-
terpane. It was coming in her direction—straight
at her.

Madame Jodzka gripped herself, physically and
mentally, making a great effort, it seems, to deny
the abnormal, the incredible. She denied the ice in
her veins and down her spine. She prayed. She
thought frantically of her priest in Warsaw. Mak-
ing no audible sound, she screamed in her mind.
But the doll, quickening its pace, came hobbling

straight towards her, its glassy eyes fixed hard upon
her own.

Then Madame Jodzka fainted.

That she was, in some ways, a remarkable
woman, with a sense of values, is clear from the fact
that she realised this story “wouldn’t wash,” for
she confided it only to the cook in cautious whis-
pers, while giving her employer some more ‘“‘wash-
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able” tale about a family death that obliged her
to hurry home to Warsaw. Nor was there the
slightest attempt at embroidery, for on recovering
consciousness she had recovered her courage, too
—and done a remarkable thing: she had compelled
herself to investigate. Aided and fortified by her
religion, she compelled herself to make an exam-
ination. She had tiptoed further into the room, had
made sure that Monica was sleeping peacefully,
and that the doll lay—motionless—half way down
the counterpane. She gave it a long, concentrated
look. Its lidless eyes, fringed by hideously ridicu-
lous black lashes, were fixed on space. Its expres-
sion was not so much innocent, as blankly stupid,
idiotic, a mask of death that aped cheaply a pre-
tence of life, where life could never be. Not ugly
 merely, it was revolting.

Madame Jodzka however, did more than study
this visage with concentration, for with admirable
pluck she forced herself to touch the little horror.
She actually picked it up. Her faith, her deep re-
ligious conviction denied the former evidence of
her senses. She had not seen movement. It was
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incredible, impossible. The fault lay somewhere in
herself. This persuasion, at any rate, lasted long
enough to enable her to touch the repulsive little
toy, to pick it up, to lift it. She placed it steadily
on the table near the bed between the bowl of
flowers and the night-light, where it lay on 1its
back helpless, innocent, yet horrible, and only
then on shaking legs did she leave the room and
go up to her own bed. That her fingers remained
ice-cold until eventually she fell asleep can be ex-
plained, of course, too easily and naturally to claim
examination.

Whether imagined or actual, it must have been,
none the less, a horritying spectacle—a mechanical
outline from a commercial factory walking like a
living thing with a purpose. It holds the nightmare
touch. To Madame Jodzka, protected since youth
within cast-iron tenets, it came as a shock. And a
shock dislocates. The sight smashed everything
she knew as possible and real. The flow of her blood
was interrupted, it froze, there came icy terror
into her heart, her normal mechanism failed for a
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moment, she fainted. And fainting seemed a natu-
ral result. Yet 1t was the shock of the incredible
masquerade that gave her the courage to act. She
loved Monica, apart from any consideration of
paid duty. The sight of this tiny monstrosity strut-
ting across the counterpane not far from the child’s
sleeping face and folded hands—it was this that
enabled her to pick it up with naked fingers and
st 1t out of reach . . .

For hours, before falling asleep, she reviewed
the incredible thing, alternately denying the facts,
then accepting them, yet taking into sleep finally
the assured conviction that her senses had not de-
ceived her. There seems little, indeed, that 1n a
court of law could have been advanced against
her character for reliability, for sincerity, for the
logic of her detailed account.

“I'm sorry,” said Colonel Masters quietly, re-
ferring to her bereavement. He looked searchingly
at her. “And Monica will miss you,” he added with
one of his rare smiles. “She needs you.” Then just
as she turned away, he suddenly extended his
hand. “If perhaps later you can come back—do let
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me know. Your influence is—so helpful—and
good.”

She mumbled some phrase with a promise 1n it,
yet she left with a queer, deep 1mpression that it
was not merely, not chiefly perhaps, Monica who
needed her. She wished he had not used quite those
words. A sense of shame lay in her, almost as
though she were running away from duty, or at
least from a chance to help God had put in her
way. “Your influence 1s—so good.”

Already in the train and on the boat conscience
attacked her, biting, scratching, gnawing. She had
deserted a child she loved, a child who needed her.
because she was scared out of her wits. No, that was
a one-sided statement. She had left a house because
the Devil had come into it. No, that was only
partially true. When a hysterical temperament,
engrained since early childhood in fixed dogmas,
begins to sift facts and analyse reactions, logic and
common sense themselves become confused.
Thought led one way, emotion another, and no
honest conclusion dawned on her mind.
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She hurried on to Warsaw, to a stepfather, a
retired General whose gay life had no place for
her and who would not welcome her return. It was
a derogatory prospect for this youngish widow who
had taken a job in order to escape from his vulgar
activities to return now empty-handed. Yet it was
easier, perhaps, to face a step-father’s selfish anger
than to go and tell Colonel Masters her real reason
tor leaving his service. Her conscience, too,
troubled her on another score as thoughts and
memoriles travelled backwards and half-forgotten
details emerged.

Those spots of blood, for instance, mentioned
by Mrs. O’Reilly, the superstitious Irish cook. She
had made it a rule to ignore Mrs. O'Reilly’s silly
fairy tales, yet now she recalled suddenly those
ridiculous discussions about the laundry list and
the foolish remarks that the cook and housemaid
had let fall.

“But there ain’t no paint in a doll, I tell you.
It's all sawdust and wax and muck,” from the
housemaid. “I know red paint when I sees 1t, and

that ain’t paint, it’s blood.” And from Mrs. O’
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Reilly later: “Mother o’ God! Another red blob!
She’s biting her finger-nails—and that’s not my
by L]

The red stains on sheets and pillow cases were
puzzling certainly, but Madame Jodzka, hearing
these remarks by chance as it were, had paid no
particular attention to them at the moment. The
laundry lists were hardly her affair. These ridicu-
lous servants anyhow . . . | And yet, now in the
train, those spots of red, be they paint or blood,
crept back to trouble her.

Another thing, oddly enough, also troubled her
—the ill-defined feeling that she was deserting a
man who needed help, help that she could give. It
was too vague to put into words. Was 1t based on his
remark that her influence was “good” perhaps?
She could not say. It was an intuition, and few
intuitions bear analysis. Supporting it, however,
was a conviction she had felt since first she entered
the service of Colonel Masters, the conviction,
namely, that he had a Past that frightened him.
There was something he had done, something he
regretted and was probably ashamed of, something
at any rate, for which he feared retribution. A
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retribution, moreover, he expected; a punishment
that would come like a thief in the night and seize
him by the throat.

It was against this dreaded vengeance that her
influence was “good,” a protective influence pos-
sibly that her religion supplied, something on the
side of the angels, in any case, that her personality
provided.

Her mind worked thus, it seems; and whether a
concealed admiration for this sombre and myste-
rious man, an admiration and protective instinct
never admitted even to her inmost self, existed
below the surface, hidden yet urgent, remains the
secret of her own heart.

It was naturally and according to human nature,
at any rate, that after a few weeks of her stepfather’s
outrageous behaviour in the house, his cruelty
too, she decided to return. She prayed to her gods
incessantly, also she found oppressive her sense
of neglected duty and failure of self-respect. She
returned to the soulless suburban villa. It was un-
derstandable; the welcome from Monica was also
understandable, the relief and pleasure ot Colonel
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Masters still more so. It was expressed, this latter,
in a courteous message only, tactfully worded,
as though she had merely left for brief necessity,
for it was some days before she actually saw him
to speak to. From cook and housemaid the wel-
come was voluble and—disquieting. There were
no more inexplicable “spots of red,” but there
were other unaccountable happenings even more
distressing.

“She’s missed you something terrible,” said Mrs.
O’Reilly, “though she’s found something else to
keep her quiet—it you like to put it that way.”
And she made the sign of the cross. -

“The doll?” asked Madame Jodzka with a start
of shocked horror, forcing herself to come straight
to the point and forcing herself also to speak light-
ly, casually.

“That’s it, Madame. The bleeding doll.”

The governess had heard the strange adjective
many times already, but did not know whether to
take it higuratively or not. She chose the latter.

“Blood?” she asked in a lowered voice.

The cook’s body gave an odd jerk. “Well,” she
explained “I meant more the way it goes on. Like
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a thing of flesh and blood, if you get me. And the
way she treats it and plays with it,”” and her voice,
while loud, had a hush of fear in it somewhere. She
held her arms before her in a protective, shielding
way, as though to ward oft aggression.

“Scratches ain’t proot of nothing,” interjected
the housemaid scornfully.

“You mean,” asked Madame Jodzka gravely,
“there’s a question of—of injury—to someone?”
She suppressed an involuntary gasp, but paid no
attention to the maid’s interruption otherwise.

Mrs. O’Reilly seemed to mis-manage her breath
for a moment.

“It ain’t Miss Monica 1t’s after,” she announced
in a defiant whisper as soon as she recovered her-
self, “‘it’s someone else. T hat’s what I mean. And
no man as black as ke was,” she let herseltf go, “ever
brought no good into a house, not since I was
born.”

“Someone else—?"" repeated Madame Jodzka al-

most to herself, seizing the vital words.

“You and yer black man!” interjected the house-
maid. “Get along with yer! Thank God I ain’t
a Christian or anything like that! But I did "ear
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them sort of jerky shuffling footsteps one night, I
admit, and the doll did look bigger—swollen like
—when I peeked in and looked—"

“Stop it!” cried Mrs. O’Reilly, “for you ain’t
saying what's true or what you reely know.”

She turned to the governess.

“There’s more talk what means nothing about
this doll,” she said by way of apology, “than all the
fairy tales I was brought up with as a child in
Mayo, and I—I wouldn’t be believing anything of
i

Turning her back contemptuously on the chat-
tering housemaid, she came close to Madame
Jodzka.

“There’s no harm coming to Miss Monica,
Madame,” she whispered vehemently, “you can
be quite sure about her. Any trouble there may be
1s for someone else.” And again she crossed herself.

Madame Jodzka, in the privacy of her room,
reflected between her prayers. She felt a deep, a
dreadful uneasiness.

A doll!l A cheap, tawdry little toy made in fac-
tories by the hundred, by the thousand, a manu-
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factured article of commerce for children to play
with ... But. ..

““T'he way she treats it and plays with it . . .”
rang on in her disturbed mind.

A doll! But for the maternal suggestion, a doll
was a pathetic, even horrible plaything, vet to
watch a child busy with it involved deep reflec-
tions, since here the future mother prophesied.
The child fondles and caresses her doll with pas-
sionate love; cares for it, seeks its welfare, yet
stufts it down into the perambulator, its head and
neck twisted, its limbs broken and contorted, leav-
ing 1t atrociously upside down so that blood and
breathing cannot possibly function, while she runs
to the window to see if the rain has stopped or the
sun has come out. A blind and hideous automa-
tism dictated by the Race, provided nothing of
more immediate interest interferes, yet a herd-
instinct that overcomes all obstacles, its vitality in-
superable. The maternity instinct defies, even de-
nies death. The doll, whether left upside down on
the floor with broken teeth and ruined eyes, or lov-
ingly arranged to be overlaid in the night,
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squashed, tortured, mutilated, survives all cruel-
ties and disasters, and asserts finally its immortal
qualities. It is unkillable. It is beyond death.

A child with her doll, reflected Madame Jodzka,
is an epitome of nature’s remorseless and uncon-
querable passion, of her dominant purpose—the
survival of the race . . ..

Such thoughts, influenced perhaps by her bitter
subconscious grievance against nature for depriv-
ing her of a child of her own, were unable to hold
that level tor long; they soon dropped back to the
concrete case that perplexed and frightened her
—Monica and her flaxen haired, sightless, idiotic
doll. In the middle of her prayers, falling asleep
incontinently, she did not even dream of it, and
she woke refreshed and vigorous, facing the fact
that sooner or later, sooner probably, she would
have to speak to her employer.

She watched and listened. She watched Monica;
she watched the doll. All seemed as normal as
in a thousand other homes. Her mind reviewed
the position, and where mind and superstition
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clashed, the former held its own easily. During her
evening off she enjoyed the local cinema, leaving
the heated building with the conviction that col-
oured fantasy benumbed the faculties, and that
ordinary life was in itself prosaic. Yet before she
had covered the half-mile to the house, her deep,
unaccountable uneasiness returned with over-
mastering power.

Mrs. O’Reilly had seen Monica to bed for her,
and 1t was Mrs. O’Reilly who let her in. Her face
was like the dead.

“It’s been talking,” whispered the cook, even
before she closed the door. She was white about
the gills.

“Talking! Who's been talking? What do you
mean?’’

Mrs. O’Reilly closed the door softly. “Both,”
she stated with dramatic emphasis, then sat down
and wiped her face. She looked distraught with
fear.

Madame took command, if only a command
based on dreadtul insecurity.
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“Both?” she repeated, in a voice deliberately
loud so as to counteract the other’s whisper.
“What are you talking about?”

“They’ve both been talking—talking together,”
stated the cook.

The governess kept silent for a moment, fight-
ing to deny a shrinking heart.

“You've heard them talking together, you
mean?” she asked presently in a shaking voice
that tried to be ordinary.

Mrs. O’Reilly nodded looking over her shoulder
as she did so. Her nerves were, obviously, in rags.
“I thought you'd mever come back, she whim-
pered. I could hardly stay in the house.”

Madame looked intently into her frightened
eyes.

“You heard . . . ? she asked quietly.

“I listened at the door. There were two voices.
Difterent voices.”

Madame Jodzka did not insist or cross-examine,

as though acute fear helped her to a greater wis-
dom.
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“You mean, Mrs. O’Reilly,” she said in flat,
quiet tones, “that you heard Miss Monica talking
to her doll as she always does, and herself in-
venting the doll’'s answers in a changed voice?
Isn’t that what you mean you heard?”

But Mrs. O’Reilly was not to be shaken. By
way of answer she crossed herself and shook her
head.

She spoke 1n a low whisper. “Come up now
and listen with me, Madame, and judge for your-
self.”

Thus, soon after midnight, and Monica long
since asleep, these two, the cook and governess in
a suburban villa, took up their places in the dark
corridor outside a child’s bedroom dooor. It was a
quiet windless night; Colonel Masters, whom they
both feared, doubtless long since gone to his room
in another corner of the ungainly villa. It must
have been a long dreary wait before sounds in
the child’s bedroom first became audible—the low
quiet sound of voices talking audibly—two voices.
A hushed, secretive, unpleasant sound in the room
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where Monica slept peacefully with her beloved
doll beside her. Yet two voices assuredly, 1t was.

Both women sat erect, both crossed themselves
involuntarily, exchanging glances. Both were be-
wildered, terrified. Both sat aghast.

What lay in Mrs. O’Reilly’s superstitious mind,
only the gods of “ould Oireland” can tell, but
what the Polish woman’s contained was clear as
a bell: it was not two voices talking, it was only
one. Her ear was pressed against the crack in the
door. She listened intently; shaking to the bone,
she listened. Voices 1n sleep-talking, she remem-
bered, changed oddly.

“The child’s talking to herself in sleep,” she
whispered firmly, “and that’s all it is, Mrs.
O’Reilly. She’s just talking in her sleep,” she re-
peated with emphasis to the woman crowding
against her shoulder as though in need of support.
“Can’t you hear it,” she added loudly, half an-
grily, “1sn’t it the same voice always? Listen care-
fully and you’ll see I'm right.”

She listened herself more closely than before.

“Listen! Hark . .. !” she repeated in a breath-
less whisper, concentrating her mind upon the
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curious sound, “isn’t that the same voice—answer-
ing itselfr”

Yet, as she listened, another sound disturbed
her concentration, and this time it seemed a sound
behind her—a faint, rustling, shuffling sound
rather like footsteps hurrying away on tiptoe. She
turned her head sharply and found that she had
been whispering to no one. There was no one
beside her. She was alone in the darkened corridor.
Mrs. O’Reilly was gone. From the well ot the
house below a voice came up in a smothered cry
beneath the darkened stairs: “Mother o’ God and
all the Saints . . .”” and more besides.

A gasp of surprise and alarm escaped her doubt-
less at finding herselt deserted and alone but in
the same instant, exactly as in the story books,
came another sound that caught her breath still
more aghast—the rattle of a key in the front door
below. Colonel Masters, after all, had not yet come
in and gone to bed as expected: he was coming in
now. Would Mrs. O’Reilly have time to slip across
the hall before he caught her? More—and worse—
would he come up and peep into Monica’s bed-
room on his way up to bed, as he rarely did?
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Madame Jodzka listened, her nerves in rags. She
heard him fling down his coat. He was a man
quick in such actions. The stick or umbrella was
banged down noisily, hastily. The same 1nstant
his step sounded on the stairs. He was coming up.
Another minute and he would start into the pas-
sage where she crouched against Monica’s door.

He was mounting rapidly, two stairs at a time.

She, too, was quick in action and decision. She
thought in a flash. To be caught crouching outside
the door was ludicrous, but to be caught inside
the door would be natural and explicable. She
acted at once.

With a palpitating heart, she opened the bed-
room door and stepped inside. A second later she
hear Colonel Masters’ tread, as he stumped along
the corridor up to bed. He passed the door. He
went on. She heard this with intense relief.

Now, inside the room, the door closed behind
her, she saw the picture clearly.

Monica, sound asleep, was playing with her be-
loved doll, but in her sleep. She was indubitably
in deep slumber. Her fingers, however, were



b e R

THE DOSRe O™ A0
roughing the doll this way'ana" that, as though
some dream perplexed her. The child was mum-
bling in her sleep, though no words were distin-
guishable. Muflled sighs and groans issued from
her lips. Yet another sound there certainly was,
though it could not have issued from the child’s
mouth. Whence, then, did it come?

Madame Jodzka paused, holding her breath,
her heart panting. She watched and listened in-
tently. She heard squeaks and grunts, but a mo-
ment’s examination convinced her whence these
noises came. I'hey did not come from Monica’s
lips. They issued indubitably from the doll she
clutched and twisted in her dream. The joints, as
Monica twisted them emitted these odd sounds, as
though the sawdust in knees and elbows wheezed
and squeaked against the unnatural rubbing.
Monica obviously was wholly unconscious of these
noises. As the doll’s neck screwed round, the ma-
terial—wax, thread, sawdust—produced this curi-
ous grating sound that was almost like syllables of a

word or words.
Madame Jodzka stared and listened. She felt 1cy
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cold. Seeking for a natural explanation she found
none. Prayer and terror raced in her helter-
skelter. Her skin began to sweat.

Then, suddenly Monica, her expression peace-
ful and composed, turned over in her sleep, and
the dreadful doll, released from the dream-clutch,
fell to one side on the bed and lay apparently life-
less and inert. In which moment, to Madame
Jodzka’s unbelieving yet horrified ears, it contin-
ued to squeak and utter. It went on mouthing by
itselt. Worse than that, the next instant 1t stood
abruptly upright, rising on its twisted legs. It
started moving. It began to move, walking crook-
edly, across the counterpane. Its glassy, sightless
eyes, seemed to look straight at her. It presented
an inhuman and appalling picture, a picture of
the utterly incredible. With a queer, hoppity mo-
tion of its broken legs and joints, it came fumbling
and tumbling across the rough unevenness of the
slippery counterpane towards her. Its appearance
was deliberate and aggressive. The sounds, as of
syllables, came with it—strange, meaningless syl-
lables that yet managed to convey anger. It stum-
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bled towards her like a living thing. Its whole
presentment conveyed attack.

Once again, this effect of a mere child’s toy,
aping the life of some awful monstrosity with
purpose and passion in 1ts hideous tiny outline,
brought collapse to the plucky Polish governess.
The rush of blood without control drained her
heart, and a moment of unconsciousness super-
vened so that everything, as it were, turned black.

This time, however, the moment of dark un-
consclousness passed instantly: it came and went,
almost like a moment of forgetfulness in passion.
Passionate it certainly was, for the reaction came
upon her like a storm. With recovered conscious-
ness a sudden rage rushed into her woman heart
—perhaps a coward’s rage, an exaggerated fury
against her own weakness? It rushed, in any case,
to help her. She staggered, caught her breath,
clutched violently at the cupboard next her, and
—recovered her self-control. A fury of resentment
blazed through her, fury against this utterly in-
credible exhibition of a wax doll walking and
squawking as though it were something intelli-
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gently alive that could utter syllables. Syllables,
she felt convinced, in a language she did not know.

If the monstrous can paralyse, it also can affront.
The sight and sound of this cheap factory toy be-
having with a will and heart of its own stung her
into an act of violence that became inperative. For
it was more than she could stand. Irresistibly, she
rushed forward. She hurled herself against it, her
only available weapon the high-heeled shoe her
foot kicked loose on the instant, determined to
smash down the frightful apparition into frag-
ments and annihilate it. Hysterical, no doubt, she
was at the moment, and yet logical: the godless
horror must be blotted out of visible existence.
This one thing obsessed her—to destroy beyond
all possibility of survival. It must be smashed into
fragments, into dust.

They stood close, face to face, the glassy eyes
staring into her own, her hand held high for the
destruction she craved—but the hand did not fall.
A stinging pain, sharp as a serpent’s bite, darted
suddenly through her fingers, wrist and arm, her
grip was broken, the shoe spun sideways across the
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room, and in the flickerng light of the candle, it
seemed to her, the whole room quivered. Para-
lysed and helpless, she stood utterly aghast. What
gods or saints could come to aid her? None. Her
own will alone could help her. Some effort, at
any rate, she made, trembling, on the edge of col-
lapse: “My God!” she heard her half whispering,
strangled voice cry out. “It is not true! You are a
lie!l My God denies you! I call upon my God .. . !”

Whereupon, to her added horror, the dreadtul
little doll, waving a broken arm, squawked back
at her, as though in definite answer, the strange
disjointed syllables she could not understand, syl-

lables as though in another tongue. The same
instant it collapsed abruptly on the counterpane
like a toy balloon that had been pricked. It shrank
down in a mutilated mess before her eyes, while
Monica—added touch of horror—stirred uneasily
in her sleep, turning over and stretching out her
hands as though feeling blindly for something that
she missed. And this sight of the innocently sleep-
ing child fumbling instinctively towards an in-
comprehensibly evil and dangerous something that
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attracted her proved again too strong for the Po-
lish woman to control.

The blackness intervened a second time.

It was undoubtedly a blur in memory that fol-
lowed, emotion and superstition proving too much
for common-sense to deal with. She just remem-
bers violent, unreasoned action on her part betore
she came back to clearer consciousness in her own
room, praying volubly on her knees against her
own bed. The interval of transit down the corridor
and upstairs remained a blank. Yet her shoe was
with her, clutched tightly in her hand. And she
remembered also having clutched an inert, waxen
doll with frantic fingers, clutched and crushed
and crumpled its awful little frame till the sawdust
came spurting from its broken joints and its tiny
body was mutilated beyond recognition, if not
annihilated . . . then stuthng it down ruthlessly on
a table far out of Monica's reach, Monica lying
peacefully in deepest sleep. She remembered that.
She also saw the clear picture of the small monster
lying upside down, grossly untidy, an obscene at-
titude in the disorder of its flimsy dress and ex-
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posed limbs, lying motionless, its eyes crookedly
aglint, motionless, yet alive still, alive moreover
with intense and malignant purpose.

No duration or intensity of prayer could ob-
literate the picture.

She knew now that a plain, face to face talk
with her employer was essential; her conscience,
her peace of mind, her sanity, her sense of duty
all demanded this. Deliberately, and she was sure,
rightly, she had never once risked a word with
the child herself. Danger lay that way, the danger
of emphasizing something in the child’s mind that
was best left ignored. But with Colonel Masters,
who paid her for her services, believed in her in-
tegrity, trusted her, with him there must be an
immediate explanation.

An interview was absurdly difhicult; in the first
place because he loathed and avoided such occa-
sions; secondly because he was so exceedingly 1m-
pervious to approach, being so rarely even visible
at all. At night he came home late, in the morn-
ings no one dared go near him. He expected the
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little household, once its routine established, to
run itself. The only inmate who dared beard him
was Mrs. O’Reilly, who periodically, once every
six months, walked straight into his study, gave
notice, received an addition to her wages, and then
left him alone for another six months.

Madame Jodzka, knowing his habits, waylaid
him in the hall next morning while Monica was ly-
ing down before lunch, as usual. He was on his way
out and she had been watching from the upper
landing. She had hardly set eyes on him since her
return from Warsaw. His lean, upright higure, his
dark, emotionless face, she thought magnificent.
He was the pertect expression of the soldier. Her
heart fluttered as she raced downstairs. Her care-
tully prepared sentences, however, evaporated
when he stopped and looked at her, a jumble of
wild words pouring from her in confused English
instead. He cut her rigmarole short, though he
listened politely enough at first.

“I'm so glad you were able to come back to us,
as I told you. Monica missed you very much--"

“She has something now she plays with—"
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““The very thing,” he interrupted. “No doubt
the kind of toy she needs . . . Your excellent judg-

ment . . . Please tell me if there’s anything else
you think . . .” and he half turned as though to
move away. |

“But I didn’t get 1t. It’s a horrible—horrible—"

Colonel Masters uttered one of his rare laughs.
“Of course, all children’s toys are horrible, but if
she’s pleased with it . . . I haven’t seen it, I'm no
judge . . . If you can buy something better—"" and
he shrugged his shoulders.

“I didn’t buy 1t,” she cried desperately. “It was
brought. It makes sounds by itself—syllables. I've
seen 1t move—move by itself. It’s a doll.”

He turned from the front door which he had
just reached as though he had been shot; the skin
held a sudden pallor beneath the flush and some-
thing contradicted the blazing eyes, something that
seemed to shrink.

“A doll,” he repeated in a very quiet voice.
“You said—a doll?”

But his eyes and face disconcerted her, so that
she merely gave a fumbling account of a parcel
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that had been brought. His question about a parcel
he had ordered strictly to be destroyed added to
her contusion.

“Wasn’t it?” he asked in a rasping whisper, as
though a disobeyed order seemed incredible.

“It was thrown away, I believe,” she prevari-
cated, unable to meet his eyes, anxious to protect
the cook as well. “I think Monica—perhaps tound
it.”” She despised her lack of courage, but his in-
tensity scattered her wits; she was conscious, more-
over, of a strange desire not to gitve him pain, as
though his safety and happiness, not Monica’s,
were at stake. “It—talks!l—as well as moves,” she
cried desperately, forcing herself at last to look
at him.

Colonel Masters seemed to stiffen; his breath
caught oddly.

“You say Monica has it? Plays with it? You've
seen movement and heard sounds like syllables?”
He asked the questions in a low voice, almost as
though talking to himself. “You've—listened?”” he
whispered.

Unable to find convincing words, she bowed
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her head, while some terror in him came across
to her like a blast of 1cy wind. The man was afraid
in his heart. Instead, however, of some explosive
reply by way of blame or criticism, he spoke
quietly, even calmly: “You did right to come and
tell me this—quite right,” adding then in so low
a tone that she barely caught the ominous words,
“for I have been expecting something of the sort
. . . sooner or later . . . it was bound to come . . .”
the voice dying away into the handkerchief he put
to his face.

And abruptly then, as though aware of an appeal
for sympathy, an emotional reaction swept her fear
away. Stepping closer, she looked her employer
straight in the eyes.

“See the child for yourself,” she said with sud-
den firmness. “Come and listen with me. Come
into the bedroom.”

She saw him stagger. For a moment he said
nothing. .

“Who,” he then asked, the low voice unsteady,
“who brought that parcel?”

“A man, I believe.”
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There was a pause that seemed like minutes
before his next question.

“White,” he asked, “‘or—black?”

“Dark,” she told him, “very dark.”

He was shaking like a leaf, the skin of his face
blanched; he leaned against the door, wilted, limp;
unless she somehow took command there threat-
ened a collapse she did not wish to witness.

“You shall come with me tonight,” she said
firmly, “and we shall listen together. Wait till I
return now. I go for brandy,” and a minute later
as she came back breathless and watched him gulp
down half a tumbler full, she knew that she had
done right in telling him. His obedience proved
it, though it seemed strange that cowardice should
borrow from its like to produce courage.

““T'onight,” she repeated, “tonight after your
Bridge. We meet 1n the corridor outside the bed-
room. I shall be there. At half-past twelve.”

He pulled himself into an upright position,
staring at her fixedly, making a movement of his
head, half bow, half nod.

“Twelve thirty,” he muttered, “in the passage
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outside the bedroom door,” and using his stick
heavily rather, he opened the door and passed out
into the drive. She watched him go, aware that her
tear had changed to pity, aware also that she
watched the stumbling gait of a man too con-
science-stricken to know a moment’s peace, too
frightened even to think of God.

Madame Jodzka kept the appointment; she had
eaten no supper, but had stayed in her room—
praying. She had first put Monica to bed.

“My doll,” the child pleaded, good as gold, after
being tucked up. “I must have my doll or else I'll
never get to sleep,” and Madame Jodzka had
brought it with reluctant fingers, placing it on the
night-table beside the bed.

“She’ll sleep quite comfortably here, Monica,
darling. Why not leave her outside the sheets?” It
had been carefully mended, she noticed, patched
together with pins and stitches.

The child grabbed at it. “I want her in bed
beside me, close against me,” she said with a happy
smile. “We tell each other stories. If she’s too far
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away I can’t hear what she says.” And she seized
it with a cuddling pleasure that made the woman’s
heart turn cold.

“Of course, darling—if it helps you to tall asleep
quickly, you shall have it,” and Monica did not
see the trembling fingers, not notice the horror in
the face and voice. Indeed, hardly was the doll
against her cheek on the pillow, her fingers halt
stroking the flaxen hair and pink wax cheeks, than
her eyes closed, a sigh of deep content breathed
out, and Monica was asleep.

Madame Jodzka, tearful of looking behind her,
tiptoed to the door, and left the room. In the
passage she wiped a cold sweat from her forehead.
“God bless her and protect her,” her heart mur-
mured, “and may God forgive me if I've sinned.”

She kept the appointment; she knew Colonel
Masters would keep it, too.

It had been a long wait from eight o’clock till
after midnight. With great determination she had
kept away from the bedroom door, fearful lest
she might hear a sound that would necessitate ac-
tion on her part: she went to her room and stayed
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there. But praying exhausted itself, for it both
excited and betrayed her. If her God could help,
a brief request alone was needed. To go on praying
for help hour by hour was not only an insult to
her deity, but it also wore her out physically. She
stopped, therefore, and read some pages of a Po-
lish saint which she did not understand. Later
she fell into a state of horrified nervous drowse.
In due course, she slept . . .

A noise awoke her—steps going softly past her
door. A glance at her watch showed eleven o’clock.
The steps, though stealthy, were familiar. Mrs.
O’Reilly was waddling up to bed. The sounds
died away. Madame Jodzka, a trifle ashamed,
though she hardly knew why, returned to her
Polish saint, yet determined to keep her ears open.
Then slept again . . .

What woke her a second time she could not tell.
She was startled. She listened. The night was un-
pleasantly still, the house quiet as the grave. No
casual traffic passed. No wind stirred the gloomy
evergreens in the drive. The world outside was
silent. And then, as she saw by her watch that it
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was some minutes after midnight, a sharp click
became audible that acted like a pistol shot to
her keyed-up nerves. It was the front door closing
softly. Steps followed across the hall below, then
up the stairs, unsteadily a little. Colonel Masters
had come in. He was coming up slowly, unwill-
ingly she felt, to keep the appointment. Madame
Jodzka started from her chair, looked in the glass,
mumbled a quick confused prayer, and opened
her door into the dark passage.

She stiffened, physically and mentally. Now,
he’ll hear and perhaps see—for himself,” she
thought. “And God help him!”

She marched along the passage and reached the
door of Monica’s bedroom, listening with such
intentness that she seemed to hear only the con-
fused running murmur of her own blood. Having
reached the appointed spot, she stood stock still
and waited while his steps approached. A moment
later his bulk blocked the passage, shown up as a
dark shadow by the light in the hall below. This
bulk came nearer, came right up to her. She be-
lieved she said “Good evening,” and that he mum-
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bled something about “I said I'd come . . . damned
nonsense . . . or words to that effect, whereupon
the couple stood side by side in the darkened si-
lence of the corridor, remote from the rest of the
house, and waited without further words. They
stood shoulder to shoulder outside the door of
Monica’s bedroom. Her heart was knocking
against her side.

She heard his breathing, there came a whiff of
spirits, of stale tobacco, smoke, his outline seemed
to shift against the wall unsteadily, he moved his
feet; and a sudden, extraordinary wave of emotion
swept over her, half of protective maternal yearn-
ing, half almost of sexual desire, so that for a
passing instant she burned to take him in her
arms and kiss him savagely, and at the same time
shield him from some appalling danger his blunt
ignorance laid him open to. With revulsion, pity,
and a sense of sin and passion, she acknowledged
this odd sudden weakness in herself, but the face
of the Warsaw priest flashed across her fuddled
mind the next instant. There was evil in the air.

This meant the Devil. She felt herself trembling
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dreadfully, shaking in her shoes, losing her bal-
ance, her whole body leaning over, but leaning in
his direction. A moment more and she must have
fallen towards him, dropped into his arms.

A sound broke the silence, and she drew up just
in time. It came from beyond the door, from in-
side the bedroom.

“Hark!”’ she whispered, her hand upon his arm,
and while he made no movement, spoke no word,
she saw his head and shoulders bend down toward
the panel of the closed door. There was a noise,
upon the other side, there were noises, Monica's
voice distinctly recognizable, another slighter,
shriller sound accompanying it, breaking in upon
1t, answering 1it. T'wo voices.

“Listen,” she repeated in a whisper scarcely
audible, and felt his warm hand grip her own so
fiercely that it hurt her.

No words were distinguishable at first, just these
odd broken sounds of two separate voices in that
dark corridor of the silent house—the voice of a
child, and the other a strange faint, hardly a hu-
man sound, while yet a voice.

“Que le bon Dieu—" she began, then faltered,
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breath failing her, for she saw Colonel Masters
stoop down suddenly and do the last thing that
would have occurred to her as likely: he put his eye
to the key-hole and kept it there steadily, for the
best part of a minute, his hand still gripping her
own firmly. He knelt on one knee to keep his
balance.

The sounds had ceased, no movement now
stirred inside the room. The night-light, she knew,
would show him clearly the pillows ot the bed,
Monica’s head, the doll in her arms. Colonel Mas-
ters must see clearly anything there was to see,
and he yet gave no sign that he saw anything. She
experienced a queer sensation for a few seconds—
almost as though she had perhaps 1imagined every-
thing and proved herselt a consummate, 1diotic,
hysterical fool. For a few seconds this ghastly
thought flashed over her, the odd silence empha-
sizing it. Had she been after all, just a crazy luna-
tice Had her senses all deceived her? Why should
he see nothing, make no sign? Why had the voice,
the voices, ceased? Not a murmur of any sort was
audible in the room.

Then Colonel Masters, suddenly releasing his
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orip of her hand, shuffled on to both feet and stood
up straight, while in the same instant she herself
stiffened, trying to prepare for the angry scorn,
the contemptuous abuse he was about to pour
upon her. Protecting herself against this attack, ex-
pecting it, she was the more amazed at what she
did hear:

“I saw it,”” came 1n a strangled whisper. “I saw
it walk!”

She stood paralysed.

“It’s watching me,” he added, scarcely audible.
“Me!”

The revulsion of feeling at first left her speech-
less; 1t was the sheer terror in his strangled whisper
that restored a measure of self possession to her.
Yet it was he who found words first, awful whis-
pered words, words spoken to himself, it seemed,
more than to her.

“It's what I've always feared—I knew it must
come some day—yet not like this. Not this way.”

Then immediately the voice in the room be-
came audible, and it was a sweet and gentle voice,

sincere and natural, with feeling in it—Monica’s
childish voice, pleading:
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“Don’t go, don’t leave me! Come back into bed
—please.”

An incomprehensible sound followed, as
though by way of answer. There were syllables in
that faint, creaky tone Madame Jodzka recognised,
but syllables she could not comprehend. They
seemed to enter her like points of ice. She froze.
And facing her stood the motionless, inanimate
bulk of him, his outline, then leaned over towards
though the darkness hid its expression. The solid
bulk of him, his outline, then leaned over towards
her, his lips so close to her own face that, as he
spoke, she felt the breath upon her cheek.

“Buth laga . ..” she heard him repeat the syl-
lables to himselt again and again. “Revenge . . .
in Hindustani . . . !” He drew a long, anguished
~ breath. The sounds sank into her like drops of
poison, the syllables she had heard several times
already but had not understood. At last she under-
stood their meaning. Revenge!

“I must go in, go in,” he was mumbling to him-
self. “I must go in and face it.” Her intuition was
justified: the danger was not for Monica but for
himself. Her sudden protective maternal instinct
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found its explanation too. The lethal power con-
centrated in that hideous puppet was aimed at
him. He began to edge impetuously past her.

“Nol!” she cried, “I'll go! Let me go in!” push-
ing him aside with all her strength. But his hand
was already on the knob and the next instant the
door was open and he was inside the room. On the
threshold they stood still a second side by side,
though she was slightly behind, struggling to shove
past him and stand protectively in front.

She stared across his shoulder, her eyes so wide
open that the intense strain to note everything at
once threatened to defeat its own end. Sight, none
the less, worked normally; she saw all there was
to see, and that was—nothing; nothing unusual,
that 1s, nothing abnormal, nothing terrifying, so
that this second time the threat of anti-climax
rose to her mind. Had she worked herself up to
this peak of horror merely to behold Monica lying
- sound asleep in a safe and quiet room? The flicker-
ing night-light revealed no more than a child in
natural slumber without a toy of any sort against
her pillow. There stood the glass of water beside
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the flowers in their saucer, the picture-book on the
sill of the window within reach, the window
opened a little at the bottom, and there also lay the
calm face of Monica with eyes tight shut upon the
pillow. Her breathing was deep and regular, no
sign of disquiet anywhere, no hint of disturbance
that might have accompanied that pleading sen-
tence of two minutes ago, except that the bed-
clothes were perhaps somewhat tumbled. The
counterpane humped itself in folds towards the
foot of the bed, she noticed, as though Monica,
finding it too warm, had tossed it away in sleep. No
more than that.

In that first moment Colonel Masters and the
governess took in this whole pretty picture com-
plete. The room was so still that the child’s breath-
ing was distinctly audible. Their eyes roved all
over. Nothng was anywhere in movement. Yet the
same instant Madame Jodzka became aware that
there was movement. Something stirred. The re-
port came, perhaps, through her skin, for no sense
announced it. It was undeniable; in that still, si-
lent room there was movement somewhere, and
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with that unreported movement there was danger.

Certain, rightly or wrongly, that she herselt was
safe, also that the quietly sleeping child was sate,
she was equally certain that Colonel Masters was
the one in danger. She knew in that her very bones.

“Wait here by the door,” she said almost per-
emptorily, as she felt him pushing past her further
into the quiet room. “You saw it watching you. It’s
somewhere—1Take care!”

She clutched at him, but he was already beyond
her.

“Damned nonsense,”” he muttered and strode
forward.

Never before in her whole life had she admired
a man more than in this instant when she saw him
moving towards what she knew to be physical and
spiritual danger—nmever before, and never again,
was such a hideous and dreadful sight to be re-
peatable in a woman’s life. Pity and horror
drowned her in a sea of passionate, futile longing.
A man going to meet his fate, it flashed over her,
was something none, without power to help,
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should witness. No human power can stay the
courses of the stars.

Her eye rested, as it were by chance, on the
crumpled ridges and hollows of the discarded
counterpane. These lay by the foot of the bed in
shadow, confused a little in their contours and
their masses. Had Monica not moved, they must
have lain thus till morning. But Monica did move.
At this particular moment she turned over in her
sleep. She stretched her little legs betore settling
down in the new position, and this stretching
squeezed and twisted the contours ot the heavy
counterpane at the foot ot the bed. The tiny land-
scape altered thus a fraction, 1ts immediate detail
shifted. And an outline—a very small outline—
emerged. Hitherto, it had lain concealed among
the shadows. It emerged now with disconcerting
rapidity, as though a spring released it. Out of its
nest of darkness it seemed almost to leap forward.
Fast it came, supernaturally fast, 1ts velocity ac-
tually shocking, for a shock came with 1t. It was
exceedingly small, it was exceedingly dreadtul, 1ts



64 THE DOLL

head erect and venomous and the movement of its
legs and arms, as of its bitter, glittering eyes, aping
humanity. Malignant evil, personified and aggres-
sive, shaped itself in this otherwise ridiculous out-
line.

It was the doll.

Racing with incredible security across the slip-
pery surface of the crumpled silk counterpane,
it dived and climbed and shot forward with an
appearance of complete control and deliberate
purpose. That it had a definite aim was over-
whelmingly obvious. Its fixed, glassy eyes were con-
centrated upon a point beyond and behind the
terrihied governess, the point precisely where
Colonel Masters, her employer, stood against her
shoulder.

A frantic, half protective movement on her part,
seemed lost in the air. . ..

She turned instinctively, putting an arm about
his shoulders, which he instantly flung off.

“Let the bloody thing come,” he cried. “I’ll deal
with it . . . I”” He thrust her violently aside.

The doll came at him. The hinges of its diminu-
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tive broken arms and its jointed legs emitted a thin,
creaking sound as it came darting—the syllables
Madame Jodzka had already heard more than
once. Syllables she had heard without understand-
ing—"“buth laga”—but syllables now packed with
awful meaning: Revenge.

The sounds hissed and squeaked, yet clear as a
bell as the beast advanced at this miraculous speed.

Before Colonel Masters could move an inch
backwards or forwards in self protection, before
he could command himself to any sort of action,
or contrive the smallest measure of self defence, it
was off the bed and at him. It settled. Savagely, its
little jaws of tiny make-believe were bitten deep
into Colonel Masters’ throat, fastened tightly.

In a flash this happened, in a flash it was over.
In Madame Jodzka’s memory it remained like the
impression of a lightning flash, simultaneously
etched in black and white. It had happened 1n the
present as though it had no past. It came and was
gone again. Her faculties, as after a vivid lightning
flash, were momentarily paralysed, without past or
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present. She had witnessed these awful things, but
had not realized them. It was this lack of realiza-
tion that struck her motionless and dumb.

Colonel Masters, on the other hand, stood beside
her quietly as though nothing unusual had hap-
pened, wholly master of himself, calm, collected.
At the moment of attack no sound had left his lips,
there had been no gesture even of detence. What-
ever had come, he had apparently accepted. The
words that now fell from his lips were, thus, all the
more dreadful in their appalling commonplace-
ness.

“Hadn’t you better put that counterpane
straight a bit . . . Perhaps?”

Common sense, as always, enables the gas of
hysteria to escape. Madame Jodzka gasped, but
she obeyed. Automatically she moved across to do
his bidding, yet aware, even as she thus moved,
that he flicked something from his neck, as though
a wasp, a mosquito, or some poisonous insect, had
tried to sting him. She remembered no more than

that, tor he, in his calmness, had contributed
nothing else.
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Fumbling with the folds of slippery counter-
pane she tried to straighten out, she was startled to
find that Monica was sitting up in bed, awake.

“Oh, Doska—you here!” the child exclaimed
innocently, straight out of sleep and using the af-
fectionate nickame. “And Daddy, too! Oh, my
goodness . . . |”

“Sm-moothing your bed, darling,” she stam-
mered, hardly aware of what she said. “You ought
to be asleep. I just looked in to see . . .”” She mum-
bled a few other automatic words.

“And Daddy with you!” repeated the child
excitedly, sleep still about her, wondering what it
all meant. “Ooh! Ooh!” holding out her arms.

This brief exchange of spoken words, though
it takes a minute to describe, occurred simulta-
neously with the action—perhaps ten seconds all
told, for while the governess tumbled with the
counterpane, Colonel Masters was in the act of
brushing something from his neck. Nothing else
was audible, nothing but his quick gasp and sud-
den intake of breath: but something else—she
swears it on her Warsaw priest—was visible.
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Madame Jodzka maintains by all her gods she
saw this other thing.

In moment of paralysing stress it is not the
senses that act less speedily nor with less precision;
their action, on the contrary, is intensihed and
specded up: what takes longer is the registration
of their reports. The numbed brain causes the
apparent delay; realization is slowed down.

Madame Jodzka thus only realized a fraction of
a second later what her eyes had indubitably
witnessed; a dark-skinned arm slanting in through
the open window by the bed and snatching at a
small object that lay on the floor after dropping
from Colonel Masters’ throat, then withdrawing
again at lightning speed into the darkness of the
night outside.

No one but herself, apparently, had seen this—
1t was almost supernaturally swift.

“And now you'll be asleep again in two min-
utes, lucky Monica,” Colonel Masters was whisper-
ing over by the bed. “I just peeped in to see that

you were all right . . .”” His voice was thin, dread-
fully soundless.
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Madame Jodzka, against the door, frozen, terri-
fied, looked on and listened.

“Are you quite well, Daddy? Sure? I had a
dream, but it’s gone now.”

“Splendid. Never better in my life. But better
still if I saw you sound asleep. Come now, I'll blow
out this silly night-light, for that’s what woke you
up, I'll be bound.”

He blew it out, he and the child blew it out
together, the latter with sleepy laughter that then
hushed. And Colonel Masters tiptoed to join
Madame Jodzka at the door. “’A lot of damned tuss
about nothing,” she heard him muttering in that
same thin dreadful voice, and then, as they closed
the door and stood a moment in the darkened
passage, he did suddenly an unexpected thing.
He took the Polish woman in his arms, held her
fiercely to him for a second, kissed her vehemently,
and flung her away.

“Bless you and thank you,” he said in a low,
angry voice. ‘“‘You did your best. You made a great
fight. But I got what I deserved. I've been waiting
years for it.”” And he was off down the stairs to his
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own quarters. Half way down he stopped and
looked up to where she stood against the rails.
“Tell the doctor,” he whispered hoarsely, “that I

took a sleeping draught—an overdose.” And he was
gone.

And this was, roughly, what she did tell the
doctor next morning when a hurried telephone
summons brought him to the bed whereon a dead
man lay with a swollen, blackened tongue. She
told the same tale at the inquest too and an emp-
tied bottle of a powertul sleeping-draught sup-
ported her . . .

And Monica, too young to realize grief beyond
its trumpery meaning ot a selfishly felt loss, never
once—oddly enough—referred to the absence of
her lovely doll that had comtforted so many hours,
proved such an intimate companion day and night
in a life that held no other playmates. It seemed
forgotten, expunged utterly from her memory, as
though i1t had ever existed at all. She stared
blankly, stupidly, when a doll was mentioned: she
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preferred her worn-out teddy-bears. The slate of
memory In this particular, was wiped clean.

“They're so warm and comty,” she described
her bears, “and they cuddle without tickling. Be-
sides,”” she added innocently, “they don’t squeak
and try to slip away . .."”

Thus in the suburbs, where great spaces be-
tween the lamps go dead at night, where the moist
wind comes whispering through the mournful
branches of the silver-pines, where nothing hap-
pens and people cry “Let’s go to town!” there are
occasional stirrings among the dead dry bones that
hide behind respectable villa walls. . . .






THE TROD






OUNG Norman was being whirled in one of
Ythe newest stream-lined expresses towards
the north. He leaned back in his first-class Smoker
and lit a cigarette. On the rack in tront ot him was
his gun-case with the pair of guns he never willingly
allowed out of his sight, his magazine with over a
thousand cartridges beside it, and the rest of his
luggage, he knew, was safely in the van. He was
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looking forward to a really good week’s shooting
at Greystones, one of the best moors in England.

He realised that he was uncommonly lucky to
have been invited at all. Yet a question mark lay
in him. Why precisely, he wondered, had he been
asked? For one thing, he knew his host, Sir Hiram
Digby, very slighty. He had met him once or twice
at various shoots in Norfolk and while he had
acquitted himself well when standing near him,
he could not honestly think this was the reason for
the invitation. There had been too many good
shots present, and far better shots, for him to have
been specially picked out. There was another rea-
son, he was certain. His thoughts, as he puffed
his cigarette reflectively, turned easily enough in
another direction—towards Diana Travers, Sir Hi-
ram Digby’s niece.

The wish, he remembered, is often father to the
thought, yet he clung to it obstinately, and with
lingering enjoyment. It was Diana Travers who
had suggested his name; it well might be, it prob-
ably was, and the more he thought it over, the more
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positive he felt. It explained the invitation, at
any rate.

A curious thrill of excitement and delight ran
through him as memory went backwards and
played about her. A curious being, he saw her,
quite unlike the usual run of girls, but curious,
in the way that he himself perhaps was curious,
for he was just old enough to have discovered that
he was curious, standing apart somehow from the
young men of his age and station. Well born, rich,
sporting and all the rest, he yet did not quite
belong to his time in certain ways. He could drink,
revel, go wild, enjoy himself with his companions,
but up to a point only—when he withdrew unsat-
isfied. There were “other things” that claimed him
with some terrible inner power; and the two could
not mix. These other things he could not quite
explain even to himself, but to his boon compan-
ions—never. Were they things of the spirit? He
could not say. Wild, pagan things belonging to an
older day? He knew not. They were of unspeak-
able loveliness and power, drawing him away
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from ordinary modern life—that he knew. He
could not define them to himself, much less speak
of them to others.

And then he met Diana Travers and knew,
though he did not dare put his discovery into
actual words, that she felt something similar.

He came across her first at a dance in town, he
remembered, remembering also how bored he
had been until the casual introduction, and after
it, how happy, enchanted, satished. It was assur-
edly not that he had fallen suddenly i1n love, nor
that she was wildly beautiful—a tall, fair girl with
a radiant, yet not lovely face, soft voice, graceful
movements—for there were thousands, Norman
knew, who excelled her in all these qualities. No,
1t was not the usual love attack, the mating fever,
the herd-instinct that she might be his girl, but the
old conviction, rather, that there lay concealed in
her the same nameless, mysterious longings that
lay also in himself—the terrible and lovely power
that drew him from his human kind towards un-
known “other things.”

As they stood together on the balcony, where
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they had escaped from the heat and clamor of the
ball-room, he acknowledged to himself, yet with-
out utterance, this overpowering, strange convic-
tion that their fates were in some way linked to-
gether. He could not explain it at the time, he
could not explain it now—while he thought it
over 1n the railway carriage, and his conscious
mind rejected it as imagination. Yet it remained.
Their talk, indeed, had been ordinary enough,
nor was he conscious ot the slightest desire to flirt
or make love; it was just that, as the saying 1s, they
“clicked” and that each telt delightfully easy in
the other’s company, happy and at home. It was
almost, he reflected, as though they shared some
rather wonderful deep secret that had no need of
words, a secret that lay, indeed, beyond the reach
_of words altogether.

They had met several times since, and on each
occasion he had been aware of the same feeling;
and once when he ran across her by chance in the
park they walked together for over an hour and she
had talked more freely. Talked suddenly about
herself, moreover, openly and naturally, as though
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she knew he would understand. In the open air, it
struck him, she was more spontaneous than in the
artificial surroundings of walls and furniture. It
was not so much that she said anything significant,
but rather the voice and manner and gestures that
she used.

She had been admitting how she disliked Lon-
don and all its works, lothing especially the Season
with its glittering routine of so-called gaiety, add-
ing that she always longed to get back to Marston,
Sir Hiram’s place in Essex. ““T'here are the
marshes,”” she said, with quiet enthusiasm, “and
the sea, and I go with my uncle duck-flighting in
the twilight, or in the dawn when the sun comes
up like a red ball out of the sea, and the mist over
the marshes drifts away . . . and things, you know,
may happen....”

He had been watching her movements with ad-
miration as she spoke, thinking the name of hunt-
ress was well chosen, and now there was a note of
strange passion in her voice that he heard for the
first time. Her whole being, moreover, conveyed
the sense that he would understand some emo-
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tional yearning in her that her actual words
omitted.

He stopped and stared at her.

“T'hat’s to be alive,” she added with a laugh that
made her eyes shine. ““The wind and the rain blow-
ing in your face and the ducks streaming by. You
teel yourself part of nature. Gates open, as it were.
It was how we were meant to live, I'm sure.”

Such phrases from any other girl must have
made him feel shy and embarrassed, from her they
were merely natural and true. He had not taken
her up, however, beyond confessing that he agreed
with her, and the conversation had passed on to
other things. Yet the reason he had not become
enthusiastic or taken up the little clue she offered,
was because his inmost heart knew what she meant.

Her confession, not striking in itself, concealed
while it revealed, a whole region of significant,
mysterious “‘other things” best left alone in words.
“You and I think alike,” was what she had really
said, “You and I share this strange, unearthly long-
ing, only for God’s sake, don't let us talk about
| I
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“A queer girl, anyhow,” he now smiled to him-
self, as the train rushed northwards, and then
asked himself what exactly he knew about her?
Very little, practically nothing, beyond that, both
parents being dead, she lived with her elderly
bachelor uncle and was doing the LLondon Season.
“A  thoroughbred anyhow,” he told himself,
“lovely as a nymph into the bargain . . ."”" and his
thoughts went dreaming rather foolishly. Then
suddenly, as he lit another cigarette, a much more
definite thought emerged. It gave him something
of a start, for it sprang up abruptly out of his mood
of reverie 1n the way that a true judgment some-
times leaps to recognition in the state between
sleeping and waking.

“She knows. Knows about these other lovely and
mysterious things that have always haunted me.
She has—yes, experienced them. She can explain
them to me. She wants to share them with me. . ..”

Norman sat up with a jerk, as though something
had scared him. He had been dreaming, these
1deas were the phantasmagoria of a dream. Yet his
heart, he noticed, was beating rather rapidly, as
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though a deep inner excitement had touched him
in his condition of half-dream.

He looked up at his gun-cases and cartridges in
the rack, then shaded his eyes and gazed out of the
window. The train was doing at least sixty. The
character of the country it rushed through was
changing. The hedges of the midlands had gone,
and stone walls were beginning to take their place.
The country was getting wilder, lonelier, less in-
habited. He drew unconsciously a deep breath
of satistaction. He must actually have slept for a
considerable time, he realised, for his watch told
him that in a few minutes he woud reach the junc-
tion where he had to change. Bracendale, the local
station for Greystones, he remembered, was on a
little branch line that wandered away among the
hills. And some ffteen minutes later he found
himself, luggage and all, in the creaky, grunting
train that would land him at Bracendale towards
five o’clock. The dusk had fallen when, with great
effort apparently, the struggling engine deposited
him with his precious guns and cartridges on the
deserted platform amid swirling mists a damp
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wind prepared for his reception. To his consider-
able relief a car was there to carry him the remain-
ing ten miles to the LLodge and he was soon com-
fortably installed among its luxurious rugs for the
drive across the hills.

He settled back comfortably to enjoy the keen
mountain air.

After leaving the station, the car followed a road
up a narrow valley for a time; a small beck fell
tumbing from the hills on the lett, where occa-
sionally dark plantations of fir trooped down to
the side of the road; but what struck him chiefly
was the air of desolation and loneliness that hung
over all the countryside. The landscape seemed to
him wilder and less inhabited even than the Scot-
tish Highlands. Not a house, not a croft, was to be
seen. A sense of desertion, due partly to the dusk
no doubt, hung brooding over everything, as
though human influence was not welcomed here,
perhaps not possible. Bleak and inhospitable it
looked certainly, though for himself this loneli-
ness held a thrill of wild beauty that appealed to

him.



THE TROD 85

A few black-faced sheep strung occasionally
across the road, and once they passed a bearded
shepherd hurrying downhill with his dog. They
vanished into the mist like wraiths. It seemed im-
possible to Norman that the country could be
so desolate and uninhabited when he knew that
only a few score miles away lay the large manu-
facturing towns of Lancashire. The car, mean-
while, was steadily climbing up the valley and
presently they came to more open country and
passed a few scattered farm-houses with an occa-
sional held of oats besides them.

Norman asked the chauffeur if many people
lived hereabouts, and the man was clearly de-
lighted to be spoken to.

“No, sir,” he said, “it’s a right desolate spot at
the best of times, and I'm glad enough,” he added,
~ “when it’s time for us to go back south again.” It
has been a wonderful season for the grouse, and
there was every promise of a record year.

Norman noticed an odd thing about the farm-
houses they passed, for many of them, if not all,
had a large cross carved over the lintel of the
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doors, and even some of the gates leading from
the road into the fields had a smaller cross cut
into the top bar. The car’s flash-light picked them
out. It reminded him of the shrines and crosses
scattered over the countryside in Catholic coun-
tries abroad, but seemed a little incongruous in
England. He asked the chauffeur if most of the
people hereabout were Catholics, and the man’s
answer, given with emphasis, touched his curi-
OSity.

“Oh, no, I don’t think so,” was the reply. “In
fact, sir, if you ask me, the people round here are
about as heathen as you could find in any Christian
country.’

Norman drew his attention to the crosses every-
where, asking him how he accounted for them if
the inhabitants were heathen, and the men hesi-
tated a moment before replying, as though, glad
to talk otherwise, the subject was not wholly to
his liking.

“Well, sir,” he said at length, watching the
road carefully in front of him, “they don’t tell
me much about what they think, counting me
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for a foreigner like, as I come from the south. But
they're a rum lot to my way of thinking. What
I'm told,” he added after a further pause, “is that
they carve these crosses to protect themselves.”

“Protect themselves!” exclaimed Norman a
little startled. “Protect themselves from—what?”

“Ah, there, sir,” said the man after hesitating
again, “‘that’s more than I can say. I've heard of a
haunted house before now, but never a haunted
countryside. Yet that’s what they believe, I take
it. It’s all haunted, sir—everywhere. It’s the devil
of a job to get any of them to turn out after dark,
as I know well, and even in the daytime they
won'’t stir far without a crucithx hung round their
neck. Even the men won’t.”

The car had put on speed while he spoke and
Norman had to ask him to ease up a bit; the man,
he felt sure, was prey to a touch of superstitious
fear as they raced along the darkening road, yet
glad enough to talk, provided he was not laughed
at. After his last burst of speech he had drawn a
deep breath, as though glad to have got it oft his

chest.
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“What you tell me is most interesting,” Nor-
man commented invitingly. “I've come across that
sort of thing abroad, but never yet in England.
There’s something in it, you know,” he added per-
suasively, “if we only knew what. I wish I knew
the reason, for I'm sure it’s a mistake just to laugh
it all away.”” He lit a cigarette, handing one also to
his companion, and making him slow down while
they lighted them. “You're an observant fellow,
I see,”” he went on, “and I'll be bound you've
come across some queer things. I wish I had your
opportunity. It interests me very much.”

“You’re right, sir,” the chauffeur agreed, as they
drove on again, “and it can’t be laughed away,
not all of it. There’s something about the whole
place ’ere that ain’t right, as you might say. It
‘got’ me a bit when I first came ’ere some years
ago, but now I'm kind of used to it.”

“I don’t think I should ever get quite used to
it,”” said Norman, “till I'd got to the bottom of
it. Do tell me anything you’'ve noticed. I'd like
to know—and I'll keep it to myself.”

Feeling sure the man had interesting things to
tell and having now won his confidence, he
begged him to drive more slowly; he was afraid
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they would reach the house before there had been
time to tell more, possibly even some personal
experiences.

“There’s a funny sort of road, or track rather,
you may be seeing out shooting,” the chauffeur
went on eagerly enough, yet half nervously. “It
leads across the moor, and no man or woman will
set foot on it to save their lives, not even in the
daytime, let alone at night.”

Norman said eagerly that he would like to see
it, asking its whereabouts, but of course the di-
rections only puzzled him.

“You’ll be seeing it, sir, one of these days out
shooting and if you watch the natives, you’ll ind
I'm telling you right.”

“What’s wrong with 1t?” Norman asked.
“Haunted—eh?”

“That’s it, sir,” the man admitted, after a long-
ish pause. “But a queer kind of ’aunting. They
do say it’s just too lovely to look at—and keep
your senses.”

It was the other’s turn to hesitate, for some-
thing in him trembled.

Now, young Norman was aware of two things
very clearly: first, that it wasn't “quite the thing”
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to pump his host’s employé in this way; second,
that what the man told him held an extraordinary,
almost alarming interest for him. All folk-lore 1n-
terested him intensely, legends and local super-
stitions included. Was this, perhaps a “fairy-
ridden” stretch of country, he asked himself? Yet
he was not in Ireland, where 1t would have been
natural, but in stolid, matter-of-fact England. The
chauffeur was obviously an observant, common-
place southerner, and yet he had become 1im-
pressed, even a little scared, by what he had no-
ticed. That lay beyond question: the man was
relieved to talk to someone who would not laugh
at him, while at the same time he was obviously
a bit frightened.

A third question rose 1n his mind as well: this
talk of haunted country, of bogies, fairies and the
rest, fantastic though it was, perhaps, stirred a
queer, yet delicious feeling in him—in his heart,
doubtless—that his host’s niece, Diana, had a link
with 1t somewhere. The origin of a deep intuition
1s hardly discoverable. He made no attempt to
probe it. This was Diana’s country, she must know
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all the chaufteur hinted, and more besides. There
must be something in the atmosphere that at-
tracted her. She had been instrumental in making
her uncle invite him. She wanted him to come,
she wanted him to taste and share things, “other
things,” that to her were vital.

These thoughts flashed across him with an
elaboration of detail impossible to describe. That
the wish was, again, father to the thought, doubt-
less operated, yet the conviction persistently re-
mained and the intuitive flash provided, appar-
ently, inspiration, so that he plied the chauffeur
with further questions that produced valuable
results. He referred even to the Little People,
the Fairies, without exciting contempt or laughter
—with the result that the man gave him finally a
somewhat dangerous confidence. Solemnly warn-
ing his passenger that “Sir Hiram mustn’t hear of
it” or he’d lose his job, the man described a remark-
able incident that had happened, so to speak,
under his own eyes. Sir Hiram’s sister was lost
on the moors some years ago and was never found

. . and the local talk and beliet had it that she
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had been “carried off.” Yet not carried off against
her will: she had wanted to go.

“Would that be Mrs. Travers?” Norman asked.

“That’s who it was, sir, exactly, seeing as ‘'ow
you know the family. And it was the strangest
disappearance that ever came my way.” He gave
a slight shudder and, if not quite to his listener’s
surprise, suddenly crossed himself.

Diana’s mother!

A pause followed the extraordinary story, and
then, for once, Norman used words first spoken
(to Horatio) to a man who had never heard them
before and received them with appropriate satis-
faction.

“Yes, sir,” he went on, “and now he’s got her
up here for the first time since it happened years
ago—in the very country where her mother was
taken—and I'm told his idea is that he ’opes it
will put her right—"

“Put her right?”

"I should say—cure her, sir. She’s supposed to
have the same—the same—" he fumbled for a
word—"unbalance as wot her mother had.” A
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strange rush of hope and terror swept across
Norman’s heart and mind, but he made a great
effort and denied them both, so that his com-
panion little guessed this raging storm. Changing
the subject as best he could, controlling his voice
with difliculty so as to make i1t sound normal, he
asked casually:

“Do other people—I mean, have other people
disappeared herer”

““T’hey do say so, sir,” was the reply. “I've heard
many a tale, though I couldn’t say as I proved
anything. Natives, according to the talk, ’ave dis-
appeared, nor no trace of them ever found. Chil-
dren mostly. But the people round here won't
speak of it and it's difhcult to find out, as they
never go to the Police and keep 1t dark among
themselves—"

“Couldn’t they have fallen into potholes, or
something like that?” Norman interrupted, to
which the man replied that there was only one
pothole in the whole district and the danger spot
most carefully fenced round. “It’s the place itself,
sir,” he added finally with conviction, as though
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he could tell of a first-hand personal experience
if he dared, “it’s the whole country that's so
strange.”’

Norman risked the direct question.

“And what you've seen yourself, with your
own eyes,”” he asked, “did it—sort of frighten you?
I mean, you observe so carefully that anything you
reported would be valuable.”

“Well, sir,” came the reply after a little hesi-
tation, ‘I can’t say ‘frightened’ exactly, though—
if you ask me—I didn’t like 1t. It made me feel
queer all over, and I ain’t a religious man—"

“Do tell me,” Norman pressed, feeling the
house was now not far away and time was short. “‘I
shall keep it to myself—and I shall believe you.
I've had odd experiences myself.”

The man needed no urging, however: he
seemed glad to tell his tale.

“It’s not really very much,” he said lowering
his voice. “It was like this, you see, sir. The
garage and my rooms lie down at an old farm-
house about a quarter-mile from the Lodge, and
from my bedroom window 1 can see across the
moor quite a way. It takes in that trail I was
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speaking of before, and along that track exactly
I sometimes saw lights moving in a sort of waver-
ing line. A bit faint, they were, and sort of danc-
ing about and going out and coming on again,
and at first I took them for marsh lights—I've
seen marsh lights down at our marshes at home—
marsh gas we call it. That's what I thought at
first, but I know better now.”

“You never went out to examine them closer?”

“No, sir, I did not,” came the emphatic reply.

“Or asked any of the natives what they
thought?”

The chaufteur gave a curious little laugh; it
was a halt shy, halt embarrassed laugh. Yes, he
had once got a native who was willing to say
something, but it was only with difhculty that
Norman persuaded him to repeat it.

“Well, sir, what he told me”—again that em-
barrassed litte laugh—"the words he used were
‘It was the Gay People changing their hunting
grounds.” That’s what fe said and crossed him-
self as he said it. They always changed their
grounds at what he called the Equinox.”

“The Gay People . . . the Equinox . . .."
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The odd phrases were not new to Norman,
but he heard them now as though for the first
time, they had meaning. The equinox, the sol-
stice, he knew naturally what the words meant,
but the “Gay People” belonged to some inner
phantasmagoria of his own he had hitherto
thought of only imaginatively. It pertained, that
is, to some private ‘“imaginative creed” he be-
lieved in when he had been reading Yeats, James
Stephens, A.E., or when he was trying to write
poetry of his own.

Now, side by side with this burly chauffeur
from the sceptical South, he came up against it—
bang. And he admitted frankly to himself, it gave
him a half-incredible thrill of wonder, delight
and passion.

“The Gay People,” he repeated, half to him-
self, half to the driver. “The fellow called them
that?”

“T'hat’'s wot he called them,” repeated the
matter-of-fact chauffeur. “And they were passing,”
he added, almost defiantly, as though he expected
to be called a liar and deserved it, “passing in a
stream of dancing lights along the Trod.”
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“The Trod,” murmured Norman under his
breath.

“The Trod,” repeated the man in a whisper,
“that track I spoke of—"" and the car swerved, as
though the touch on the wheel was unsteady for
a second, though it instantly recovered itself as
they swung into the drive.

The Lodge flew past, carrying a cross, Norman
noticed, like all the other buildings; and a few
minutes later the grey stone shooting-box, small
and unpretentious, came in sight, Diana herself
was on the step to welcome him, to his great de-
light.

“What a picture,” he thought, as he saw her in
her tweeds, her retriever beside her, the hall lamp
blazing on her golden hair, one hand shading her
eyes. Radiant, intoxicating, delicious, unearthly
—he could not find the words—and he knew in
that sudden instant that he loved her far beyond
all that language could express. The dark back-
ground of the gray stone building, with the dim,
mysterious moors behind, was exactly right. She
stood there, framed in the wonder of two worlds

—his girl!
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Yet her reception chilled him to the bone.
Excited, bubbling over, as he was, his words of
pleasure ready to tumble about each other, his
heart primed with fairy tales and wonder, she
had nothing to say except that—tea was waiting,
and that she hoped he had had a good journey.
Response to his own inner convulsions there was
none: she was polite, genial, cordial even, but
beyond that—nothing. They exchanged common-
places and she mentioned that the grouse were
plentiful, that her uncle had got some of the
best “guns” in England—which pleased his vanity
for a moment—and that she hoped he would enjoy
himself.

His leaden reaction left him speechless. He felt
convicted ot boyish, idiotic fantasy.

“I asked particularly for you to come,” she
admitted frankly, as they crossed the hall. “I had
an idea somehow you’d like to be here.”

He thanked her, but betrayed nothing of his
first delight now chilled and rendered voiceless.

“It’s your sort of country,” she added, turning
towards him with a swish of her skirts. ““At least,
I think 1t 1s.”
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“It you like it,”” he returned quietly, “I cer-
tainly shall like it too.”

She stopped a moment and looked hard at him.
“But of course I like it,”’ she said with convic-
tion. “And it’s much lovelier than those Essex
marshes.”

Remembering her first description of those
Essex marshes, he thought of a hundred answers,
but before the right one came to him he found
himself in the drawing-room chatting to his host-
ess, Lady Digby. The rest of the house-party were
still out on the moor.

“Diana will show you the garden betore the
darkness comes,”’ Lady Digby suggested presently.
“It’s quite a pretty view.”

The “pretty view” thrilled Norman with its
wild beauty, for the moor beyond stretched right
down to the sea at Saltbeck, and in the other
direction the hills ran away, fold upon fold, into
a dim blue distance. The Lodge and its garden
seemed an oasis in a wilderness of primeval love-
liness, unkempt and wild as when God first made
it. He was aware of its intense, seductive love-
liness that appealed to all the strange, unearthly
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side of him, but at the same time he felt the
powerful, enticing human seductiveness of the
girl who was showing him round. And the two
conflicted violently in his soul. The conflict left
him puzzled, distraught, stupid, since first one,
then the other, took the upper hand. What saved
him from a sudden tumultuous confession of his
imagined passion, probably, was the girl’s calm,
almost cold, indifference. Obviously without re-
sponse, she felt nothing of the tumult that pos-
sessed him.

Exchanging commonplaces, they admired the
“pretty view”’ together, then turned back in due
course to the house. “I catch their voices,” re-
marked Diana. “Let’s go in and hear all about
it and how many birds they got.” And it was on
the door of the french window that she suddenly
amazed—and, truth to tell—almost frightened
him.

“Dick,” she said using his first name, to his
utter bewilderment and delight, and grasping his
hand tightly in both of her own, “I may need your
help.” She spoke with a fiery intensity. Her eyes
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went blazing suddenly. “It was here, you know,
that mother—went. And I think—I'm certain of
it—they’re after me, too. And 1 don’t know which
is right—to go or to stay. All this”—she swept
her arm to include the house, the chattering room,
the garden—"is such rubbish—cheap, nasty,
worthless. The other is so satisfying—its eternal
loveliness, and yet—"" her voice dropped to a whis-
per—“soulless, without hope or future. You may
help me.” Her eyes turned upn him with a sudden
amazing fire. ““T'hat’s why I asked you here.”

She kissed him on the eyes—an impersonal,
passionless kiss, and the next minute they were
in the room, crowded, with the “guns” from a
large shooting brake which had just arrived.

How Norman staggered in among the noisy
throng and played his part as a fellow guest, he
never understood. He managed 1t somehow, while
in his heart sang the wild music of the Irish Fairy’s
enticing whisper: “I kiss you and the world begins
to fade.” A queer feeling came to him that he was
going lost to life as he knew it, that Diana with her
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sweet passionless kiss had sealed his fate, that the
known world must fade and die because she knew
the way to another, lovelier region where nothing
could ever pass or die because it was literally ever-
lasting—the state of evolution belonging to fairy-
land, the land of the deathless Gay People. . . .

Sir Hiram welcomed him cordially, then 1ntro-
duced him to the others, upon which tollowed the
usual description by the guns of the day’s sport.
They drank their whiskies and sodas, in due course
they went up to dress tor dinner, but after dinner
there was no carousing, for their host bundled
them all oft to an early bed. The next day they
were going to shoot the best beat on the moor and
clear eyes and steady hands were important.
The two drives for which Greystones was cele-
brated were to be taken—Telegraph Hill and Sil-
vermine—both well known wherever shooting
men congregated so that anticipation and excite-
ment were understandable. An early bed was a
small price to pay and Norman, keen and eager as
any of them, was glad enough to get to his room
when the others trooped upstairs. To be included
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as a crack shot among all these famous guns was,
naturally, a great event to him. He longed to justify
himself.

Yet his heart was heavy and dissatisfied, a
strange uneasiness gnawed at him despite all his
efforts to think only of the morrow’s thrill. For
Diana had not come down to dinner, nor had he
set eyes on her the whole evening. His polite en-
quiry about her was met by his host’s cheery
laugh: “Oh, she’s all right, Norman, thank ’ee;
she keeps to herself a bit when a shoot’s on. Shoot-
Ing, you see, ain’t her line exactly, but she may
come out with us to-morrow.” He brushed her
tastes aside. ““I'ry and persuade her, if you can.
The air’ll do her good.”

Once in his room, his thoughts and emotions
tried in vain to sort themselves out satisfactorily:
there was a strange confusion in his mind, an un-
easy sense of excitement that was half delight, half
fearful anticipation, yet anticipation of he knew
not exactly what. That sudden use of his familiar
first name, the extraordinary kiss, establishing an
unprepared intimacy, deep if passionless, had left
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him the entire evening in a state of hungry ex-
pectancy with nerves on edge. If only she had made
an appearance at dinner, it only he could have
had a further word with her! He wondered how
he would ever get to sleep with this inner turmoil
in his brain, and if he slept badly he would shoot
badly.

It was this reflection about shooting badly that
convinced him abruptly that his sudden “love”
was not of the ordinary accepted kind; had he
been humanly “in love,” no consideration of that
sort could have entered his head for a moment.
His queer uneasiness, half mixed with delight as
it was, increased. The tie was surely of another
SOrt.

Turning out the electric light, he looked from
his window across the moor, wondering if he
might see the strange lights the chauffeur had told
him about. He saw only the dim carpet of the
rolling moorland fading into darkness where a
moon hid behind fleecy, drifting clouds. A soft,
sweet, fragrant air went past him; there was a
murmur of falling water. It was intoxicating; he
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drew 1n a deep delicious breath. For a second he
1magined a golden-haired Diana, with flying hair
and flaming eyes pursuing her lost mother mid-
way between the silvery clouds and shadowy moor
. . . then turned back into his room and flooded it
with light . . . in which instant he saw something
concrete lying on his pillow—a scrap ot paper—no,
an envelope. He tore it open.

“Always wear this when you go out. I wear one
too. They cannot come up with you unless you
wish, if you wear it. Mother . . .”

The word “mother,” full of imaginative sug-
gestion, was crossed out; the signature was “‘Di-
ana.” With a faint musical tinkle, a little silver
crucifix slipped from the pencilled note and fell
to the floor.

As Norman stood beside the bed with the note
in his hand, and betore he stooped to recover the
crucifix, there fell upon him with an amazing
certainty the eerie conviction that all this had hap-
pened before. As a rule this odd sensation 1s too
fleeting to be retained for analysis; yet he held it
now for several seconds without effort. Startled, he
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saw quite clearly that it was not passing 1n or-
dinary time, but somewhere outside ordinary time
as he knew it. It had happened “before” because
it was happening “‘always.” He had caught 1t 1n
the act.

For a flashing instant he understood; the cru-
cifix symbolised security among known condi-
tions, and if he held to it he would be protected,
mentally and spiritually, against a terrific draw
into unknown conditions. It meant no more than
that—a support to the mind.

That antagonistic “draw’”’ of terrific power, 1n-
volved the nameless, secret yearnings of his funda-
mental nature. Diana, aware of this inner con-
flict, shared the terror and the joy. Her mother,
whence she derived the opportunity, had yielded
—and had disappeared from life as humans know
it. Diana herself was now tempted and afraid. She
asked his help. Both he and she together, in some
condition outside ordinary time, had met this
conflict many times already. He had experienced
all this before—the incident of the crucifix, its
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appeal for help, the delight, the joy, the fear in-
volved. And even as he realised all this, the
strange, eerle sensation vanished and was gone, as
though it never had been. It became unseizable,
lost beyond recapture. It left him with a sensation
of loss, of cold, of isolation, a realization of home-
lessness, yet of intense attraction towards a world
unrealised.

He stooped, picked up the small silver crucifix,
re-read the pencilled note letter by letter, kissed
the paper that her hand had touched, then sat
down on the bed and smiled with a sudden gush
of human reliet and happiness. The eerie sensa-
tion had gone its way beyond recovery. That Di-
ana had thought about him was all that mattered.
Thhis little superstition about wearing the crucihix
was sweet and touching, and of course he would
wear the thing against his heart. And see that she
came out tomorrow with him too! His relief was
sincere. Now he could sleep. And tomorrow he
might not shoot too badly. But before he climbed
into bed, he looked in his diary to find out when
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the equinox was due, and found to his astonish-
ment that it was on the 23rd of September, and
that tonight was the 21st! The discovery gave him
something of a turn, but he soon fell asleep with
the letter against his cheek and the little silver
crucifix hung round his neck.

He woke next morning when he was called to
find the sun streaming into his room, promising
perfect shooting weather. In broad daylight the
normal reactions followed as they usually do; the
incidents of the day before now seemed slightly
ridiculous—his talk with Diana, the crucifix, the
chauffeur’s fairy-tales above all. He had stumbled
upon a nest of hysterical delusions, born of a mys-
terious disappearance many years ago. It was natu-
ral, he thought, as he shaved himself, that his host
disliked all reference to the subject and its after-
math. For all that, as he went down to breakfast,
he felt secretly comforted that he had hung the
little silver crucifix round his neck. No one. at
any rate, he reflected, could see it.
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He had done full justice to the well stocked
sideboard and was just finishing his coffee when
Diana came into the empty room, and his mind,
now charged with the prosaic prospects of the
coming shoot, acknowledged a shock. Fact and
imagination clashed. The girl was white and
drawn. Before he could rise to greet her, she came
straight across to the chair beside him.

“Dick,” she began at once, “have you got it on?”

He produced the crucihix after a moment’s
fumbling.

“Of course I have,” he said. “You asked me to
wear it.”” Remembering the hesitation in his bed-
room, he felt rather foolish. He felt foolish, any-
how, wearing a superstitious crucifix on a day’s
shooting.

Her next words dispelled the feeling of incon-
oTuity.

“I was out early,” she said in a tense, low voice,
“and I heard mother’s voice calling me on the
moor. It was unmistakeable. Close in my ear, then
far away. I was with the dog and the dog heard 1t
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too and ran for shelter. His hair was up.”

“What did you hear?” Norman asked gently,
taking her hand.

“My pet name—'Dis,” " she told him, “the name
only mother used.”

“What words did you hear?” he asked, trem-
bling in spite of himself.

“Quite distinctly—in that distant muffled voice
—I heard her call: ‘Come to me, Dis, oh, come to
me quickly!””

For a moment Norman made no answer. He
felt her hand trembling in his. Then he turned
and looked straight into her eyes.

“Did you want to go?”’ he asked.

There was a pause before she replied. “Dick,”
she said, “when I heard that voice, nothing else in
the world seemed to matter—!” at which moment
her uncle’s figure, bursting in through the door,
shouted that the cars were ready and waiting, and
the conversation came to an abrupt end.

This abrupt interruption at the moment of
deepest interest left Norman, as may be imagined,
excusably and dreadfully disturbed. A word from
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his host on this particular shooting party was, of
course, a command. He dared not keep these
great ‘‘guns’ waiting. Diana, too, shot out as
though a bullet had hit her. But her last words
went on ringing in his ears, in his heart as well:
“Nothing else in the world seemed to matter.” He
understood in his deepest being what she meant.
There was a “call” away from human things, a
call into some unimaginable state of bliss no words
described, and she had heard it, heard it in her
mother’s voice—the strongest tie humanity knows.
Her mother, having left the world, sent back a
message.

Norman, trembling unaccountably, hurried to
fetch his gun and join the car, and Diana, obey-
ing the orders of her uncle, was shoved into the
Ford with her retriever. She had just time to
whisper to him “Keep oft the Trod—don’t put a
foot on it,” and the two cars whisked oft and
separated them.

The “shoot” took place, nevertheless, ordinar-
ily, so far as Norman was concerned, for the
hunter’s passion was too strong in him to be
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smothered. If his mind was mystical, his body was
primitive. He was by nature a hunter before the
Lord. The imaginative, mystical view of life, as
with peasants and woodsmen, lay deep below. 'The
first birds put an end to all reflection. He was soon
too busy to bother about anything else but firing
as fast as he could and changing his guns swiftly
- and smoothly. Breaking through this practical ex-
citement, none the less, flashed swift, haunting
thoughts and fancies—Diana’s face and voice and
eyes, her mother’s supernatural call, his own secret
yearnings, and, above all, her warning about the
Trod. Both sides of his mixed nature operated
furiously. Apparently, he shot well, but how he
managed it, heaven only knew.

The drive in due course was over and the pick-
up completed. Sir Hiram came over and asked if
he would mind taking the outside butt at the
next drive.

“You see,” he explained courteously, I always
ask the youngest of the party to take the outside,
as it’s a devil of a walk for the old "uns. Probably,”
he added, “you'll get more shooting than anyone,
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as the birds slip away over yonder butt down a
little gully. So you’ll find it worth the extra swot!”

Norman and his loader set off on their long
tramp, while the rest of the guns made their way
down to the road where the cars would carry them
as far as the track allowed. After nearly a mile’s
detour Norman was puzzled by his loader striking
across the heather instead of following the obvious
path. He himself, naturally, kept to the smooth
track. He had not gone ten yards along the track
before the loader’s startled voice shouted at him:

“For the love of God, sir, come oft! You're walk-
ing on the Trod!”

“It’'s a good path,” cried Norman. “What's
wrong with it?”

The man eyed him a moment. “It’s the Trod,
sir,”” he said gravely, as though that were enough.
“We don’t walk on it—not at this time o year
especially.” He crossed himself. “Come oft it, sir,
into the heather.”

The two men stood facing one another for a

minute.
“If you don’t believe me, sir, just watch them
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sheep,” said the man in a voice full of excitement
and emotion. “You'll see they won’t put foot on
it. Nor any other animal either.”

Norman watched a band of black-faced sheep
move hesitatingly down the moorland slope. He
was impatient to get on, half angry. For the mo-
ment he had forgotten all about Diana’s warning.
Fuming and annoyed, he watched. To his amaze-
ment, the little band of black-faced sheep, on
reaching the obvious path, jumped clear over it.
They jumped the Trod. Not one of them would
touch it. It was an astonishing sight. Each animal
leapt across, as though the Trod might burn or
injure them. They went their way across the
rough heather and disappeared from sight.

Norman, remembering the warning uncom-
fortably, paused and lit a cigarette.

“That’s odd,” he said. “It’s the easiest way.”

“Maybe,” replied the loader. “But the easiest
way may not be the best—or safest.”

“The salest™

“I've got children of me own,” said the loader.
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It was a significant statement. It made Norman
reflect a moment.

“Safest,” he repeated, remembering all he had
heard, yet longing eagerly to hear more. “You
mean, children especially are in danger? Young
folks—ehr—is that it?”” A moment later, he added,
“I can quite believe it, you know, it's a queer bit
of country—to my way of thinking.”

The understanding sympathy won the man’s
confidence, as it was meant to do.

“And 1t’s equinox time, 1sn’t it?”’” Norman ven-
tured further.

The man responded quickly enough, finding a
“oun” who wouldn’t laugh at him. As with the
chaufteur, he was evidently relieved to give some
kind of utterance to fears and superstitions he was
at heart ashamed of and yet believed 1in.

“I don’t mind for myself, sir,” he broke out,
obviously glad to talk, “for I'm leaving these parts
as soon as the grouse shooting’s over, but I've two
little 'uns up here just now, and I want to keep
’em. Too many young ’uns get lost on the moor for
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my liking. I'm sending 'em tomorrow down to
my aunt at Crossways—"

“Good for you,” put in Norman. “It’s the equi-
nox just now, isn’t it? And that’s the dangerous
time, they say.”

The loader eyed him cautiously a moment,
weighing perhaps his value as a recipient of pri-
vate fears, beliefs, fancies and the rest, yet decid-
ing finally that Norman was worthy of his con-
fidences.

“T’hat’s what my father always said,” he agreed.

“Your father? It’s always wise to listen to what
a father tells,” the other suggested. “No doubt
he’'d seen something—worth seeing.

A silence fell between them. Norman felt he
had been, perhaps, too eager to draw the man out;
yet the loader was reflecting merely. There was
something he yearned to tell.

“Worth seeing,” the man repeated, “well—
that’s as may be. But not of this world, and won-
derful, it certainly was. It put ice into his bones,
that’s all I can swear to. And he wasn’t the sort

to be fooled easy, let me tell you. It was on his
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dying bed he told me—and a man doesn’t lie
with death in his eyes.”

That Norman was standing idly on this im-
portant shoot was sufficient proof of his tremen-

dous 1interest, and the man beyond question was
aware of it.

“In daylight,” Norman asked quietly, assum-
ing the truth of what he hoped to hear.

“It was just at nightfall,” the other said, “and
he was coming from a sick friend at a farm beyond
the Garage. The doctor had frightened him, I
take it, so 1t was a bit late when he started for
home across the moor and, without realising that
it was equinox time, he found himseltf on the
Trod before he knew it. And, to his terror, the
whole place was lit up, and he saw a column ot
figures moving down it towards him. They was
all bright and lovely, he described ’em, gay and
terrible, laughing and singing and crying, and
jewels shining in their hair, and—worst ot all—he
swears he saw young children who had gone lost
on the moor years before, and a girl he had loved
these twenty years back, no older than when he
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saw her last, and as gay and happy and laughing
as though the passing years was nothing—"

“They called to him?” asked Norman, strangely
moved. “They asked him to join them?”

“The girl did,” replied the man. “The girl, he
said, with no years to her back, drew him some-
thing terrible. ‘Come with us,” he swears she sang
to him, ‘come with us and be happy and young
forever,” and, if my father hadn’t clutched hold of
his crucifix in time—my God!—he would have
gone—"’

The loader stopped, embarrassed lest he had
told too much.

“It he’'d gone, he’d have lost his soul,” put in
Norman, guided by a horrible intuition of his
own.

“That’s what they say, sir,” agreed the man,
obviously relieved.

Simultaneously, they hurried on, Sir Hiram'’s
practical world breaking in upon this strange inter-

lude. A big Shoot was in progress. They must not
be late at their appointed place.

“And where does the Trod start?”” Norman
asked presently, and the man described the little
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cave of the Black Waters whence the beck, dark
with the peat, ran thence towards the sea across
the bleak moors. The scenery provided an ad-
mirable setting for the “fairy-tale” he had just
listened to; yet his thoughts, as they ploughed
forward through the heather, went back to the
lovely, fascinating tale, to the superstitious dream
of the “Gay People” changing their hunting
grounds along that unholy Trod when the Equi-
nox flamed with unearthly blazing, when the hu-
man young, unsatisfied with earthly pleasures,
might be invited to join another ageless evolution
that, if it knew no hope, shared at least an un-
stained, eternal, happy present. Diana’s tempta-
tion, her mother’s incredible disappearance, his
own heart-shearing yearnings in the balance to
boot, took strange shape as practical possibilities.

The cumulative effect of all he had heard,
from chauffeur, loader, and from the girl herself,
began, it may be, to operate, since the human
mind, especially the imaginative human mind, 1s
ever open to attack along the line of least resist-
ance.

He stumbled on, holding his gun firmly, as
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though a modern weapon of destruction helped
to steady his feet, to say nothing of his mind, now
full of seething dreams. They reached the ap-
pointed butt. And hardly had they settled them-
selves in it than the first birds began to come, and
all conversation was impossible. This was the
celebrated “‘Silvermine Drive,” and Norman had
never in his life seen so many grouse as he now
saw. His guns got too hot to hold, yet still the
grouse poured over. . . .

The Drive hinished in due course, and atter a
hurried lunch came the equally famous Telegraph
Hill Drive, where there were even more birds
than before, and when this came to an end Nor-
man found that his shoulder was sore from the
recoil and that he had developed a slight gun-
headache, so that he was glad enough to climb
into the car that took him back to the Lodge and
tea. The excitement, naturally had been great, the
nervous hope that he had shot well enough to
justity his inclusion in the great shoot had also
played upon his vitality. He found himself ex-
hausted, and after tea he was relieved to slip up to
his bedroom for a quiet hour or two.
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Lying comfortably on his sofa with a cigarette,
thinking over the fire and fury of the recent hours,
his thoughts turned gradually aside to other
things. The hunter, it seemed, withdrew; the
dreamer, never wholly submerged, re-appeared.
His mind reviewed the tales he had heard from
the chaufteur and the loader, while the story of
Diana’s mother, the strange words of the girl
herselt, took possession of his thoughts. Too
weary to be critical, he remembered them. His
own natural leaning enforced their possible truth,
while fatigue made analysis too difhcult to bother
about, so that 1magination cast its spell of glamour
undehied. . . . He burned to know the truth. In
the end he made up his mind to creep out the
following night and watch the Trod. It would be
the night of the equinox. That ought to settle
things one way or the other—proof or disproot.
Only he must examine it in the daylight first.

It was disturbing at dinner to find that the girl
was absent, had in fact, according to Sir Hiram,
gone away for a day or so to see an old school-
friend in a neighbouring town. She would be
back, however, for the final shoot, he added, an
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explanation which Norman interpreted to mean
that her uncle had deliberately sent her out of
danger. He felt positive he was right. Sir Hiram
might scorn such “rubbishy tales,” but he was
taking no chances. It was at the equinox that his
sister had mysteriously disappeared. The girl was
best elsewhere. Nor could all the pleasant com-

pliments about Norman'’s good shooting on the two
~ Drives conceal his host’s genuine uneasiness. Di-
ana was ‘‘best elsewhere.”

Norman fell asleep with the irm determination
that he must explore the Trod next day in good
light, making sure of his landmarks and then
creep out at night when the household was quiet,
and see what happened.

There was no shooting next day. His task was
easy. Keepers and dogs went out to pick up any
birds that had been left from the previous day.
After breakfast he slipped off across the waste of
heather and soon found it—a deep smooth groove
running through occasional hollows where no
water lay, nor any faintest track of man or beast

upon its soft, black peaty surface. Obviously, it
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was a track through the deep heather no one—

neither man nor animal—used. He again noted the
landmarks carefully, and felt sure he could find
it again in the darkness . . . and, in due course,
the day passed along its normal course, the “guns”
after dinner discussed the next day’s beat, and all
turned 1n early in pleasurable anticipation of the
shoot to come.

Norman went up to bed with a beating heart,
tor his plan to slip out of the sleeping house later
and explore the moorland with its “haunted
Trod,” was not exactly what a host expected of
a guest. The absence of Diana, moreover, delib-
erately planned, added to his deep uneasiness. Her
sudden disappearance to visit “an old school
friend” was not convincing. Nor had she even left
a line of explanation. It came to him that others
besides the chauffeur and the loader took these
fantastic fairy-tales seriously. His thoughts flew
buzzing like bees outside a bee-hive. . . .

From his window he looked out upon the night.
The moon, in her second quarter, shone brightly
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at moments, then became hidden behind fleecy
clouds. Higher up, evidently, a raging wind was
driving, but below over the moorland a deathly
stillness reigned. This stillness touched his nerves,
and the dogs, howling in their kennels, added to
a sense of superstitious uneasiness in his blood.
The deep stillness seemed to hide a busy activity
behind the silence. Something was stirring 1n the
night, something out on the moor.

He turned back from the window and saw the
lighted room, its cosy comtort, its well-lit luxury,
its delicious bed waiting for weary limbs. He hesi-
tated. The two sides of his nature clashed . . .
but in the end the strange absence of Diana, her
words, her abrupt sensational kiss, her odd silence

. the quixotic feeling that he might help—
these finally decided him.

Changing quickly into his shooting clothes, and
making sure that the lights in all the bedroom
windows he could see were out, he crept down in
stockinged feet to the front door, carrying a pair
of tennis shoes in his hand. The front door was
unlocked, opening without noise, so that he
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slipped quietly across the gravel drive on to the
grass, and thence, having now put on his shoes, on
to the moor beyond.

The house faded behind him, patches of silvery
moonlight shone through thin racing clouds, the
taste of the night air was intoxicating. How could
he ever have hesitated? The wonder and mystery
of the wild countryside, haunted or otherwise,
caught him by the throat. As he climbed the rail-
ings leading from the cultivated garden to the
moor, there came a faint odd whispering sound
behind him, so that he paused and listened for a
moment. Was 1t wind or footsteps? It was neither
—merely the flap of his open coat trailing across
the fence. Bah! his nerves were jumpy. He
laughed—almost laughed aloud, such was the ex-
hilaration in him—and moved on quickly through
the weird half lights. And for some reason his
spirits rose, his blood went racing; here was an
adventure the other side of his nature delighted
in, yet this “other side” now took ominously the
upper hand.

How primitive, after all, these “shooting par-
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ties”” were! For men of brains and character, the
best that England could produce, to spend all this
time and money hunting as the cave-men hunted!
The fox, the deer, the bird—earlier men needed
these for food, yet thousands of years later the finest
males of the twentieth century—sportsmen all—
spent millions on superior weapons, which gave
the hunted animal no chance, to bring them down.
Not to be a “sportsman” was to be an inferior
Englishman . . . | The “sportsman” was the flower
of the race. It struck him, not for the first time,
as a grim, a cheap, i1deal. Was there no other
climax of chivalric achievement more desirable?

This flashed across his mind as a hundred times
before, while yet he himself, admittedly, was a
“sportsman’” born. Against it, at the same time,
rose some strange glamour of eternal, deathless
things that took no account of killing, things that
caught his soul away in ecstasy. Fairy tales, of
course, were fairy tales, yet they enshrined the
undying truths of life and human nature within
their golden “nonsense,” catching at the skirts of
radiant wonder, whispering ageless secrets of the



THE "I'ROD 127

soul, giving hints of ineffable glories that lay out-
side the normal scales of space and time as ac-
cepted by the reasoning mind. And this attitude
now rose upon him like a wild ungovernable wind
of spring, fragrant, delicious, intoxicating. Fairies,
the Little People, the “Gay People” happy
dwellers in some non-human state. . . .

Diana’s mother had disappeared, yearning with
secret, surreptitious calls tor her daughter to come
and join her. The girl herself acknowledged the
call and was atraid, while yet her practical, hard-
boiled uncle took particular trouble to keep her
out of the way. Even for him, typical “sports-
man,”’ the time of the equinox was dangerous.
These reflections, tumbling about his mind and
heart, flooded Norman’s being, while his yearning
and desire for the girl came over him like a flame.

The moor, meanwhile, easy enough to walk on
in the daytime, seemed unexpectedly difhicult at
night, the heather longer, the ground very un-
even. He was always putting his legs into little
hollows that he could not see, and he was relieved
when at last he could make out the loom of the
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Garage which was one of his landmarks. He knew
that he had not much further to go before he
reached the Trod.

The turmoil in his mind had been such that he
had paid little attention to the occasional slight
sounds he heard as though somebody were at his
heels, but now, on reaching the Trod, he became
uneasily convinced that someone was not far be-
hind him. So certain, indeed, was he ot someone
else that he let himself down silently into the
deep heather and waited.

He listened intently, breathing very softly. The
same Instant he knew that he was right. Those
sounds were not imagination. Footsteps were at
his heels. The swish through the heather of a
moving body was unmistakeable. He caught dis-
tinct footsteps then. The footsteps came to a pause
quite near to where he crouched. At which mo-
ment exactly, the clouds raced past the moon,
letting down a clear space of silvery light, so that
he saw the “follower” brilliantly defined.

It was Diana.
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“I knew 1t,”” he said half aloud, I was sure of
it long ago,” while his heart, faced with a yearn-
ing hope and fear, both half fulfilled, yet gave no
leap of reliet or pleasure. A shiver ran up and
down his spine. Crouching there deep among the
heather on the edge of the Trod, he knew more
of terror than of happiness. It was all too clear for
misunderstanding. She had been drawn irresist-
ably en the night of the equinox to the danger
zone where her mother had so mysteriously “‘dis-
appeared.”

“I'm here,” he added with a great effort in the
same low whisper. “You asked my help. I'm here
mampetvon., . . deax; . .

The words, even if he actually uttered them
died on his lips. The girl, he saw, stood still a mo-
ment, gazing in a dazed way, as though puzzled by
something that obstructed her passage. Like a
sleep walker, she stared about her, beautiful as a
dream, yet only halt conscious ot her surround-
ings. Her eyes shone in the moonlight, her hands
were half outstretched, yet not towards himself.
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“Diana,” he heard himself crying, “can you see
me? Do you see who I am? Don’t you recognize
me? ['ve come to help—to save—youl”

It was plain she neither heard nor saw him
standing there in front of her. She was aware of
an obstructing presence, no more than that. Her
glazed, shining eyes looked far beyond her—along
the Trod. And a terror clutched him that, unless
he quickly did the right thing, she would be lost
to him for ever.

He sprang to his feet and went towards her, but
with the extraordinary sensation that he at once
came up against some intervening wall of resist-
ance that made normal movement difthcult. It was
almost like forcing his way through moving water
or a drift of wind, and it was with an effort that
he reached her side and stood now close against
her.

“Dianal” he cried, “Dis—Dis,” using the name
her mother used. “Can’t you see who I am? Don't
you know me? I've come to save you—" and he
stretched his hands towards her.

There was no response; she made no sign.
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“I've come to lead you back—to you lead you
home—for God’s sake, answer me, look into my
eyes!”™

She turned her head in his direction, as though
to look 1into his face, but her eyes went past him
towards the moonlit moor beyond. He noticed
only, while she stared with those unseeing eyes,
that her left hand fumbled weakly at a tiny cru-
cifix that hung on a thin silver chain about her
neck. He put out his hand and seized her by the
arm, but the instant he touched her he found him-
selt suddenly powerless to move. There came this
strange arrest. And at the same instant, the whole
Trod became startlingly lit up with a kind of
unearthly radiance, and a strange greenish light
shone upon the track right across the moor beyond
where they stood. A deep terror for himself as
well as for her rose over him simultaneously. It
came to him, with a shock of ice, that his own
soul as well as hers, lay in sudden danger.

His eyes turned irresistibly towards the Trod,
so strangely shining in the night. Though his
hand still touched the girl, his mind was caught
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away in phantasmal possibilities. For two pas-
sions seized and fought within him: the herce
desire to possess her in the world of men and
women, or to go with her headlong, recklessly,
and share some ineffable ecstasy of happiness
beyond the familiar world where ordinary time
and space held sway. Her own nature already
held the key and knew the danger. . . . His whole
being rocked.

The two incompatible passions gored the very
heart in him. In a flash he realized his alternative
—the dreary desolaton of human progress with its
erinding future, the joy and glory of a soulless
happiness that reason denied and yet the heart
welcomed as an ultimate truth. These two!

Yet of what value and meaning could she ever
be to him as wife and mother if she were now
drawn away—away to where her mother now eter-
nally passed her golden, time-less life? How could
he face this daily exile of her soul, this hourly
isolation, this rape of her normal being his earthly
nature held so dear and precious? While—should
he save her, keeping her safe against the human
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hearth—how should he hold her to him, he him-
self tainted with the golden poison . . .?

Norman saw both sides with remorseless clarity
in that swift instant while the Trod took on its
shining radiance. His reasoning mind, he knew,
had sunk away; his heart, wildly beating, was
uppermost. With a supreme effort he kept his
touch upon Diana’s arm. His fingers clutched at
the rough tweed of her sleeve. His entire being
seemed rapt in some incredible ecstasy. He stood,
he stared, he wondered, lost in an ineffable
dream of beauty. One linked only with the nor-
mal he held to like a vise—his touch upon her
rough tweed sleeve, and, in his fading memory,
the picture of a crucihx her weakening fingers
weakly fumbled.

Figures were now moving fast and furious along
the Trod; he could see them approaching from
the distance. It was an inspiring, an intoxicating
vision, and yet quite credible, with no foolish
phantasmagoria of any childish sort. He saw
everything as plainly as though he watched a
parade in Whitehall, or a procession at some
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southern Battle of Flowers. Yet lovely, happy,
radiant—and irresistibly enticing. As the figures
came nearer, the light increased, so that it was
obvious they emanated light of their own against
the dark moorland. Nor were the individual hg-
ures particularly striking, least of all sensational.
They seemed ‘‘natural,” yet natural only because
they were true and justified.

In the lead, as they drew nearer, Norman saw
a tall dark man riding a white horse, close behind
him a fair shining woman in a green dress, her
long, golden hair falling to her waist. On her
head he saw a circlet of gold in which was set a
red stone that shone and glowed like burning
flame. Beside her was another woman, dark and
beautitul, with white stones sparkling in her hair
as diamonds or crystals sparkle. It was a gorgeous
and a radiant sight. Their faces shone with the
ecstasy of youth. In some indescribable way they
all spread happiness and joy about them, their
eyes blazing with a peace and beneficence he had
never seen in any human eyes.

These passed, and more and more poured by,



THE TROD - 135

some riding, some walking, young and old and
children, men with hunting spears and unstrung
bows, the youthful figures with harps and lyres,
and one and all making friendly gestures of invi-
tation to come and join them, as they flowed
past silently. Silently, yes, silently, without a
sound of footsteps or of rustling heather, silently
along the illuminated Trod, and yet, silent though
their passing was, there came to him an impres-
sion of singing, laughter, even an air of dancing.
Such figures, he realized, could not move without
rhythm, rhythm of sound and gesture, for it was
as essential to them as breathing. Happy, radiant,
gay they were, free for ever from the grinding
effort and struggle of the world’s strenuous evo-
lutionary battles—free, 1if soulless. The “Gay
People” as the natives called them. And the sight
wrenched at the deepest roots of his own mixed
being. To go with them and share their soulless
bliss forever . . . or to stay and face the grim
battle of Humanity’s terrific—noble, yes—but al-
most hopeless, evolution?

That he was torn in two seemed an under-
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statement. The pain seared and burned him in
his very vitals. Diana, the girl, drew him as with
some power of the stars themselves, and his hand
still felt the tweed of her cloth beneath his fingers.
His mind and heart, his nerves, his straining
muscles, seemed fused in a fury of contradictions
and acceptances. The glorious procession flowed
streaming by, as though the stars had touched
the common moorland earth, dripping their lav-
1ish gold in quiet glory—when suddenly Diana
wrenched herselt away and ran headlong towards
them.

A golden-haired woman, he saw, had stepped
out of the actual Trod, and had come to a halt
directly in front of where he stood. Radiant and
wonderful, she stood for a moment poised.

“Dis...Dis...” he heard in tones like music.
“Come . . . come to me. Come and join us! The
way 1s always open. There are no regrets . . .!”

The girl was half way to her mother before he
could break the awful spell that held him motion-
less. But the rough cloth of her sleeve held
clutched between his fingers, and with it the
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broken chain that caught her little crucifix. The
silver cross swung and dangled a moment, then
dropped among the heather.

It was as he stooped frantically to recover it
that Fate played that strange, unusual card she
keeps 1n reserve for moment when the world
seems lost; for, as he fell, his own chain and
crucifix, to which he had not once given a
thought, flicked up and caught him on the lip.
Thinking it was a broken edge of torn heather
that stung him into pain, he dashed it aside—only
to find it was the foolish metal symbol Diana had
made him promise to wear, in his own safety. It
was the sharp stab of pain, not the superstitious
mental reaction, that roused immediate action 1n
him.

In a second he was on his feet again, and a
second later he had overtaken the striding girl
and had both arms possessingly round her figure.
An instant afterwards his lips were on her own,
her head and shoulders torn backwards against

his breast.
“Dis!” he cried wildly, “we must stay here
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together! You belong to me! I hold you tight—
fetever . . . herel”

What else he cried he hardly knows. He felt her
weight sink back into his arms. It seems he carried
her. He felt her convulsive weeping sobs against
his heart. Her arms clung tightly round him.

In the distance he saw the line of moving
figures die fading off into the enveloping moor-
land, dipping down into the curving dimness.
Clouds raced back across the moon. There was
no sound, the wind lay still, no tumbling beck
was audible, the peewits slept.

Putting his own coat about her, he carried her
home . . . and in due course he married her: he
married Diana, he married Dis as well, a queer,
lovely girl, but a girl without a soul, almost with-
out a mind—a girl as commonplace as the radiant
nonentity pictured with shining teeth on the cover
of a popular magazine—a standardized creature
whose essence had “gone elsewhere”.
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