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WHY
had Ardith’s doctor-husband brought her to this
house she did not want to enter, and why did he
insist she remain here against her will?

WHY

did the local villagers look at Ardith with such
naked hatred and lay such cunningly concealed
snares to destroy her peace of mind?

WHY

did Ardith find herself transported to strange
places in her defenseless sleep, there to wake to
numbing shock and screaming terror?

WHY

did so many people try to make Ardith disbelieve
the evidence of her own tormented senses when
she swore that the spirit of a slain sorceress was

possessing her?,

So many cruel questions—and such agonizing
answers. . . .
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PROLOGUE

The year is 1854. Prime Minister Lord Aberdeen
has yielded to the warmongers in his cabinet, allowing
England to become involved in the Crimean War——an
engagement which turned out to be a sordidly wretched
affair and the war of the most magnitude since the epic
struggle with Napoleon. Men of commonsense were
forced to ask themselves why Britain, France and Sardinia
were sending armies to the Black Sea to help Turks fight
Russians? Why were Christian Englishmen joining with
their former French foes to support Mohammedan Turks
against Christian Russians?

It was an utterly ridiculous struggle, waged in the name
of religion, and most of the good people of Britain be-
lieved it a disaster. Queen Victoria, with her tendency to
understate, called it, “a quite unsatisfactory war.” As
indeed it was. It ended without victory with a treaty in
1856-and resulted in the unseating of Lord Aberdeen’s
government. Out of all this unhappy business there
emerged the heroic deeds of Florence Nightingale and
the beginning of nursing as we know it today. A more
minor but still memorable achievement was Lord Alfred
Tennyson’s epic poem, The Charge of The Light Brigade!
Someone had blundered!

These events provided a background to this episode in

5

- 2o



the history of the Stewarts of Stormhaven, but they play
only a small part in the story itself. Most disturbed by the
war was Ernest Stewart, grandson of Ian Stewart, the
elder, and son of Roger, who had turned the management
of his father’s business over to someone else so that he .
might head the family bank.

This is the story of Dr. William Davis and his young
wife, Ardith. William Davis was the son of Ishbel and
Henry Davis. Ishbel Davis was the daughter of the late
Dr. Ian Stewart. William’s early years were spent in
London where his father was a prominent tea merchant.
It also happened that his parents came under the shadow
of the opium traffic in which many of the English mer-
chants were dabbling. In deference to the wishes of his
wife, Henry Davis abandoned the tea business and moved
to a village near Edinburgh to operate a cattle farm.

So William Davis was educated mostly in Edinburgh,
the city of his mother’s people. He attended Edinburgh
Medical School and married the lovely, though frail,
Ardith Ross. This is an account of their marriage and the
many weird adventures which they experienced in a
small coastal town in the Highlands where a belief in
witches was still prevalent.

William’s sister, June, was married to Emery Sanders,
and they lived in London where the Sanders were as
prominent in banking as the Stewarts were in Edinburgh.

Stormhaven Castle still stood in majesty towering above
the great city. And it was there that the assembled family
saw the New Year in! That fateful year of 1854!

William and June had journeyed up from London with
their spouses. William and Ardith also brought along
their three-year-old son, Ian. June and Emery were
childless although several years married. Ishbel and her
husband, Henry Davis, were there, Henry in a state of
noticeably failing health, James Stewart and his wife,
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Inez, had sent letters of greetings from America, but
were unable to be present. Ishbel’s brother, Ernest, and
his wife, Jean Stewart, with their only child, Flora, hosted
the occasion which greeted the momentous year!
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CHAPTER ONE

-t .

TR

The London winter of 1854 was notable for a suc-
cession of cold, rainy days. Ardith Stewart found herself
influenced by the weather and felt it increased the appre-
~ hensions which she already felt. For the past six months

- she had been troubled by a nagging cough and a feeling
of utter weariness. In the beginning, she had tried to hide
her condition from her devoted husband, William, but
since he was a young doctor serving on the staff of the
noted Bishop’s Hospital, this had not been easy to do.

She had gradually turned the care of her beloved three-

year-old son over to Mrs. Murray, their housekeeper, and

spent much of the time, when her doctor-husband was

. away from the small house in Court Street on his duties,

. resting. Yet, with all the rest, her condition had not im-
proved.

This frightened her, since as a girl of twelve she had
suffered from a mild attack of consumption and had been
confined to her bed for all of twelve months. She had
been quite frank in telling William about this when he’d
asked her to be his wife,

“I do not have a strong constitution,” she’d warned
him with a quaint earnestness. “I fear I might not make
a good wife for a doctor!”

The brown-haired, good-looking William had taken
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her in his arms and with an adoring look in his keen,
brown eyes had laughed and said, “You’ll be the ideal
doctor’s wife! When you are ill I shall be able to attend
you and not charge you any fee! What a saving! You
dare not marry anyone else!” .

She’d smiled up at him ruefully. “I knew you would.
not listen.”

“Of course I won’t listen to such nonsense!” he’d said.
“Your Aunt Madge is willing to have you marry me, and
if you agree we need only set the date for the ceremony.”

Both her parents had died in a fire which had swept
through the country house of a friend whom they’d been
visiting. Fortunately, she’d been left with her Aunt Madge
in London. So her doting aunt became her foster parent
and raised her to a charming young womanhood.

She was twenty-one when William asked her to marry
him. By then she had lost her look of frailness and was a
lively, raven-haired beauty. Her sparkling green eyes
and the faint patch of color on her cheeks gave every
evidence of health. But it was an illusive picture of her
true condition. The slim, charming girl worked at seem-
ing vivacious when she was often actually weary.

After Ian was born she had a brief sick spell, but she
was soon on her feet again, managing the affairs of their
small household with a vigor and shrewdness which one
did not look for in a girl so young and lovely.

Now, after four years of marriage, she knew she was
on the brink of a health-breakdown. She was terrified,
not so much for herself as for her husband and her little
boy. The really bad period had begun when she and
William and the boy had gone to the Stewart family seat
in Edinburgh. Ernest Stewart and his wife, Jean, had sent
them an urgent invitation to attend a family reunion to
see the New Year 1854 in with them. Since William’s
father and mother were to be there and William’s father
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was not too well, they decided to make the long winter
journey by railway and stage.

Ardith had never seen Edinburgh before, and she was
duly impressed by the great Scottish city cloaked in snow
and the towering gray edifice of the family castle known
as Stormhaven. William had come to have a great fond-
ness for the city and had taken her on a tour by sleigh
of his favorite Edinburgh places. She saw the great
Cathedral of St. Giles, the High Street, which she was
surprised to hear called the Royal Mile. She thought
there was little of royalty about its hodge-podge of old
and new, of seventeenth century corbels and pepper-pot
turrets, of tiny, ancient shops. She saw a vast parliament
hall where there had not been a parliament for more
than a century. But there was also great character and
beauty in many of the old buildings.

The house party at Stormhaven had been a happy
occasion. June, William’s older sister, and her banker
husband, Emery Sanders, had made the journey from
London to be there with them. June had a distinctive
beauty about her, though she was not truly perfect of
feature. She was a tall, attractive person whose brown
hair was a shade lighter than William’s. She had thus far
been unable to bear children, and this had given her a

‘good deal of concern.

Emery Sanders, her jolly husband, seemed not per-
turbed about their childless state at all. He liked children,
as he showed by his constant attentions to young Ian,
during the trying journey the two couples had made
from London to Edinburgh. But the stout, good-natured
young man was not one to fret much about anything. He
enjoyed his career in his farnily’s London bank and
adored June.

Ernest and Jean had been perfect hosts. And their
teen-age daughter, Flora, had also labored to make every-
one feel at home. It had been a jolly time with blazing log
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fires in immense fireplaces, great feasting and drinking
with many Edinburgh friends joining their family circle.
There were toasts to the New Year, the stirring sound
of the bagpipes to fete 1854, and an orchestra to provide
music for dancing untl the small hours in the grand ball- .
room of Stormhaven. \

There had also been a mournful touch to the occasion.
William’s father, former London tea merchant Henry
Davis, had suffered a heart seizure a few months earlier
and was still in weakened health. His wife, Ishbel, pri-
vately confided to Ardith that her husband was truly
unwell.

“You must not be surprised if word of Henry’s death
comes at any time,” she’d warned her daughter-in-law.
“Our doctor says that Henry cannot survive another
such attack.”

“We must pray it doesn’t happen,” Ardith had said.

Ishbel, gray of hair but still softly lovely of face, had
nodded. “I have not given up hope.”

Still Ardith knew that her father-in-law’s condition was
grave. Henry Davis had left the dinner table on one of
the many evenings of feasting, and he had not been able
to join in the dancing or other later festivities.

In the privacy of their bedroom at Stormhaven, a
worried William had sat by the fireplace with tow-
headed Ian sleeping in his arms and told her worriedly,
“I can’t bear to see my father so failed. I find it hard to
believe.”

“He did have a bad heart seizure,” Ardith reminded
him.

“P've talked with his doctor,” William said gravely,
“and I do not like the history of his illness. There could
be more trouble ahead.”

At the time she’d been secretly troubled by her own
feelings of weakness and so had rather quickly put con-
cern for the ailing Henry Davis out of her mind. She felt
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it was best to be cheery about it all for William’s sake.
Her husband was devoted to his father, and his death
would cause him much unhappiness, And if she should
be stricken at the same time it would make matters worse.

So all through the cold and wet January and February
she fought to hide how badly she felt. Then her mas-
querade came to an end without her being able to help it.
One evening, as she got up from the dinner table to stroll
to the living room with William, she collapsed.

‘When she came to, she was in her bedroom and an
older colleague of her husband’s, Dr. Layton Thomas,
i was in attendance by her bed. The white-haired doctor
"~ had his pince-nez balanced on his prominent nose, which
i dominated his rather long dour face, and he was studying

her.
, The old doctor addressed her in his stern fashion,
~ “Well, madam, you have been playing a pretty game on
i us, haven’t you?”

“What do you mean?” she’d asked, gazing up at him.
At the same time, a concerned William came to stand
within the glow of the lamplight from her bedside table.

Dr. Thomas said, “You have been troubled by your old
illness. No need to lie to me. I have listened to your lungs.
You have had a relapse of the lung fever once again!”

“No!” she said, raising herself frantically on an elbow.

William came close to her and touched a hand on her
shoulder, He said, “The doctor only wishes to be help-
ful.”

Ardith gazed up at her husband with fear-stricken eyes.
“By telling me I have consumption again?”

“No need to make so much of it!” William protested.

She looked up at the old doctor who was still staring at
her. “Do you take it so lightly, Dr. Thomas?”

“No,” the veteran said in his stern fashion. “It is my
opinion that if you remain here in London your lungs
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will grow worse, and you will live no more than a year
or two.”

“You see!” she told William.

William’s handsome face had gone pale. Her husband
had been used to giving death sentences to others, but
when he heard her being discussed in the same fashion
he showed shock.

He took her hand tightly in his and, holding it, turned
to the older doctor to ask, “What do you suggest?”

“Your wife must leave London and have a rest,” Dr.
Thomas said. “Otherwise, I would not care to be respon-
sible.”

She protested, “But William’s work is at the hospital.”

“Then he must change his place of work,” was the old
man’s grim advice.

“I can’t ask him to do that,” she protested.

“No need to,” William reassured her, still holding her
hand. “I've been thinking for some time I'd like to set
myself up in a small country practice in the Highlands
beyond Edinburgh.” :

She worried. “You’re doing so well here! And learning
so much at the same time!”

“I know enough,” William said. “Your health comes
first. I will send a letter to an Edinburgh realtor today
and ask that he try and find me a likely location for a
practice.”

Dr. Thomas regarded her sternly, “The Highland air,
madam, might do a good deal for your condition. I can
offer you medicine, which you must take faithfully, but
nothing so healing as the air which you would breathe
up there.”

“It really would make that much difference?” she asked.

The old doctor nodded his white head. “It would,” he
said. “I shall write some prescriptions for you. You must
take more bed rest for a period at least. And I don’t know
what to say about the boy.”
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She stared up at him open-mouthed. “The boy?”

“Yes,” the old doctor said. “His welfare must also be
taken into consideration. It may not be good for him to
be so near you!”

“I am his mother!”

William pressed her hand a bit more firmly in his. “I'm
sure Dr. Thomas does not mean to part you from Ilan.
But we must also realize your disease can be communi-
cated, and you would not want to have lan ill.”

“Surely if I keep him at a distance,” she said unhappily.

Dr. Thomas shook his head. “I don’t know, madam. I
do not think that as easily managed as you suggest. It
might be wise to place him in another’s care until you
are in better health.”

“Send him away?” she asked with a hint of a sob.

“There is no doubt someone,” Dr. Thomas said.

“No one!” she protested. “Aunt Madge died two years
ago. She was my only relative.”

William eyed her with surprise. “You can’t have for-
gotten June?” And he turned to the old doctor to explain,
“My sister. She is young and childless and, I may say,
devoted to Ian. She would be glad to look after him for
a little.”

Ardith’s eyes brimmed with tears. She had forgotten
June in her grief. Yet the knowledge there was someone
who would care for the child did not make her feel any
happier. She said, “I would prefer to keep him here.”

Dr. Thomas removed the pince-nez and thrust them in
- his upper jacket pocket, the broad black ribbon dangling
. from them. He said, “If the idea makes you so unhappy
it will probably be better to allow the youngster to re-

main here. At least until your plans are settled. But do
take precautions. Restrain your kissing him, and let your

_ husband and housekeeper have the major care of him!”
| “Anything, doctor!” she promised, elated at his giving
? 15 N
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way in this matter. He was noted for being grim in his
decisions.

The old doctor and William strolled out of the room
after a little, talking seriously. She waited alone in the
silence and the soft glow of the room’s single lamp. She -
heard the downstairs door open and shut and next the
sound of the doctor’s carriage going on its way. Then
William’s footsteps as he came back up the stairs and
finally joined her in the bedroom again.

He came and sat with her on the bed. He touched his
lips to her fevered brow. “You ought to have told me
earlier,” he said.

“I hoped I would be better!”

“You will be!”

She gave her handsome husband a troubled look. “I do
pray so. I've always been worried!”

“Dr. Thomas is very hopeful that a change of air can
work miracles in your case. It is too damp here and the
air is foul with chimney smoke and all the rest. Once you
are in the country you will be better.”

“You won’t take Ian from me?”

“Of course not,” her husband said. “If you feel so
strongly about it I'm sure we can manage. We will, I
promise!” And he kissed her again.

In the weeks which followed, William was most con-
siderate of her. Occasionally they would have company,
and often his sister, June, came and sat with her. Ian
became used to not seeing his mother as frequently as
before. Mrs. Murray kept him busy with toys and child-
hood games, and William gave him every minute he could
spare. It was not easy, but they somehow carried on.

Ardith felt her strength grow very gradually and her
coughs became less racking and less frequent. Dr. Thomas
came regularly to see her and indicated in his stern way
he was satisfied with her progress but impatient to get
her away from London. William had been in correspon-
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dence with an Edinburgh realtor and was considering
several towns in which he might locate. Ardith studied
the descriptions of the property offerings as they came
by post from Scotland and found it exciting to visualize
what they might be like.

William said, “Of course, I will have to personally visit
the areas before we make a final decision.”

Then one afternoon in April when spring seemed to
have arrived with its promise of warm and sunny days
ahead, June appeared suddenly in a stricken state. Ardith
had only to greet her to see that something had badly
upset her sister-in-law.

June confirmed this, saying, “I have just received a
special telegraph message from Mother! Father had an-
other seizure! He’s dead!” And the blonde girl sank into
a nearby chair and, with head bowed, began to weep.

Ardith placed a comforting hand on the older woman’s
shoulder. “I'm so sorry! Does William know?”

“I have had Emery go to the hospital. I imagine he’s
had the word by now!” June said, touching her eyes with
a hankie. : '

“You will be going to the funeral, of course,” Ardith
said.

“Yes,” June agreed. “Mother said she would delay

. burial until we arrived. Uncle Ernest long ago offered

that Father might be buried in the Stewart family lot,
and my father was delighted with the idea. So he and
Mother will both be buried in Edinburgh.”

“They were devoted in life,” she said. “I'm sure your
mother is relieved by the knowledge they will one day
rest side-by-side again.”

June gazed up at her apologetically. “I'm sorry to bring
this bad news. Especially when you’re not well.”

“I had to know. I doubt that Dr. Thomas will allow me
to make the long journey to Edinburgh and back again.
The last one tired me so greatly.”
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“It would be most unwise for you,” June agreed. “No
one in the family could sensibly expect it of you.”

“But William will go,” she said. “And perhaps he will
have an opportunity to visit some of the properties we've
been offered in the Highlands.”

“I hate to think of you going there! So far away!”

“Dr. Thomas thinks it my best hope.”

“Then there is no question,” June sighed. “And I’'m
sure William will enjoy small-town practice. He has been
in London long enough to have a good background of
medicine.” .

“P'm certain of that.”

“But Emery and I will miss you,” June said. “We will
be the only ones of the family left in London. You will
surely visit some of the Edinburgh Stewarts occasionally.”

“That is true,” Ardith agreed. “But you and Emery
must come and visit us at least once a year, even though
the distance may be great.”

June gave her a meaningful look. “It will be good for
Ian.”

“Yes,” she said quietly. And then she went on, “If it
doesn’t work out . . . I mean, if I don’t get better . . .
I'd like to think that you might help William in raising
Ian.”

The blonde young woman at once got to her feet.
“You mustn’t think of such things.”

“It could happen,” Ardith said, trying to appear braver
than she truly felt. She was anxious to get this settled at
a moment when their mutual grief allowed them to speak
frankly to one another.

“I shall pray that it won’t,” her sister-in-law said. “But
you have my solemn promise that Ian will never know
neglect as long as Emery and I are alive.”

“Thank you,” Ardith said sincerely. Her eyes blurred
with tears. “And now I must call Mrs. Murray to get us
some tea.”
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William along with June and her husband made the
. journey to Edinburgh to attend his father’s funeral. He
~ also planned to look into the matter of purchasing a
[ Highland property before he returned. Meanwhile,
l Ardith remained in London with Ian. She took her medi-
|

cations regularly and was feeling so much better that she
often went with her son for long walks in a nearby
square on sunny afternoons.

She missed her husband and, knowing the grief his
father’s death had brought him, regretted that she had
not been able to go to Edinburgh with him. Perhaps it
was her upset state of mind which brought on a series
of weird nightmares which she started to have during
William’s absence. She would wake from them perspiring
and terrified, they were so vivid! Never had she known
such strange dreams!

The dream seemed to always begin with her strolling
in a garden behind a grim-looking stone mansion. The
mansion appeared to be on the edge of a cliff near the

~ ocean, because the wash of waves on the beach below
could be plainly heard. Then, all at once, there were
other sounds, the murmurings of many angry voices. And
these hostile, approaching voices filled her with a sudden
fear, as if she knew what they meant. At once she ran

. from the gardens into the house.
' As she entered the dark hallway of the house, she came
face to face with an elderly woman, whose age-weary
features wore on expression of utter terror. The woman,
apparently a housekeeper by her apron and cap, touched
the fingers of a hand to her trembling lips and stepped
back in the shadows.

; Ardith had no time for her beyond giving her a despair-
ing glance. She ran up a narrow back stairway and then
another to a bedroom on an upper floor. It was a large
room with a huge canopied bed. She bolted the door of
the room and leaned against it, listening nervously. At
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first, there were no sounds, but then the voices came
again from within the house.

Her fears increased as she realized the angry band
were mounting the stairs! They were coming directly to
the room where she was seeking refuge. All at once, a
loud pounding on the door made her stumble back in
terror. She gazed at the door with fear-stricken eyes as
the voices outside grew louder and more threatening. She
was too paralyzed by her fear to move further or cry out.

There were more angry shouts, and then great pres-
sure was exerted on the door. She watched as it wavered
under the blows, until the bolt burst away and the door
swung open to reveal a group of men with angry faces.
Their leader uttered a shout of triumph and came into
the room and roughly seized her.

It was then she began to scream for help. But it did no
good! Other hands seized her and it all became a blurred
terror. She was walking through a misted wood to the
accompaniment of a chanting chorus of taunting voices.
She knew that she was doomed. There could be no help.
No escape.

She closed her eyes and the angry voices surged high
in a chorus of hate. When she opened her eyes again, she
was bound to a tree, it was growing dark, and the group
of vindictive males were throwing brush and other pieces
of small combustible wood at her feet and beside her.
Then someone came forward bearing a flaming torch and,
with a derisive cry, touched the torch to the dry brush.
It ignited at once and she was caught in a circle of leap-
ing, searing flames! Beyond the flames came shouts of
mad glee.

It was at this point in the nightmare she always awak-
ened. The first time she experienced the eerie dream was
about a week after William left for Edinburgh. It was
so unusual and she remembered the details of it so well
that it haunted her waking hours. And when she began
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E to experience the same odd nightmare over and over
again, she began to think it had some significance.

Could it be an ominous warning of her own approach-
ing death? This thought worried her a good deal. Or did
it mean that her young son or her husband were in
' danger? She felt it was too unusual not to have some
. mystical significance. But she could not interpret it. Nor
did she dare to mention it to stern old Dr. Thomas. So
she kept the nightmares to herself until her husband
‘ arrived.

William arrived back from Scotland looking more tired
than she had ever seen him before. Over their first meal
' together, which was dinner on the evening of his return,
~ he began to talk of his experiences.
l In his brown velvet jacket and vest and his fawn
checkered trousers, he gazed at her across the table. I
| want you to know I have made excellent use of my
time.”

“I'm sure you have,” she agreed.

“I have found a town most suitable for us and for my
practice; it’s a small coastal fishing town named Har-
wick.”

“Did you go there?”

Her young husband hesitated. “No. I had it on the
word of the Edinburgh representative for the property
that the price is excellent. It is actually a large estate with
much farm land which has gone unused. The local squire
has wanted to buy the place, but it appears he is a mean
fellow and has only offered a fraction of what it is
worth.”

“Yet you say it is cheaply priced?”

; “It is,” William went on. “I talked to Uncle Ernest
about it, and he was most enthusiastic.”

“And the town needs a doctor?” she asked. She was

wearing a dress especially chosen for the occasion with a

full skirt of golden cloth and a white top. She had wanted
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to make this first night of William’s homecoming a spe-
cial one. Mrs. Murray had excelled herself with a special
steak and kidney pie and her marvellous trifle for dessert.
Now they had finished the ample meal and lingered over
their tea.

William frowned slightly. “That is rather awkward.
But I'm sure I can handle the situation. There is a doctor
there now by the name of Carr. But he is elderly and
given to drink. He neglects his patients for days at a
time, and they have been trying to prevail upon another
doctor to establish there to right this unhappy business.”

She listened wtih a small uneasiness. “But won’t that
mean strife?”

“I hope not,” William said with assurance. “And if
there should be any I'll take no part in it. I'll build my-
self my own list of patients by giving them good care. If
this fellow does as well, he may be able to stay on. If he
refuses to reform I shall soon take over the entire town.”

Ardith said, “There are bound to be those who will
take sides.”

“The real estate man assured me because of this other
doctor’s drinking I will be made welcome.”

“But he is bound to present the best side of it, since he
is interested in selling the property.”

William smiled good-naturedly. ‘“What a Doubting
Thomas you are becoming. Surely you will trust my
judgment in this?”

“Naturally!”

He leaned forward and touched his hands on hers.
“Then have no fears. I will be able to manage things. I
have already made payment for the property, and it now
remains for me only to wind my affairs up here and at
the hospital. Then we shall be on our way north where
good health awaits you!”

She smiled. “I hope that will be true.”

“Bound to be,” William said. “Mother, though des-
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E olated by my father’s death, was pleased to hear of our
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going to Harwick. It means we shall be nearer to her and
will be able to visit back and forth more often.”
~ “What are her plans?” Ardith asked.

“She is going to turn the operation of the cattle farm
over to the present manager who is most competent. And
she is coming in to Edinburgh to live at Stormhaven with
Uncle Ernest and Aunt Jean. It is a vast place, and she
can have her own apartment while at the same time being
able to enjoy their company when she wishes. I consider

. it an ideal arrangement.”

Ardith nodded. “I agree it is better that she not be
alone at this time. And I'm certain Uncle Ernest will
welcome her.”

“He and Aunt Jean made the suggestion. They have
only one child, and I think they must get lonely in that
big place. By the way, I understand that Wyndmoor is
fairly large, at least a third the size of Stormhaven.”

“Wyndmoor!” she exclaimed, repeating the name.

“Yes. That is what it is called. Don’t you like it?”

“It’s not that,” she said. “It’s just that it somehow
sounds familiar to me. Wyndmoor.” She repeated the
name again in-a puzzled tone.

Her young husband laughed. “How could you have
heard it before? You’ve never been to Harwick!”

“Perhaps I've read about it somewhere.”

“I doubt it is that famous.”

“Or perhaps there is a house somewhere else by that
name, and I have heard it mentioned,” she said.

William showed amusement. “What an odd little per-
son you can be, when you wish. I think it is being shut up
here in London. You’ll bloom when you get to the fresh
air of the Northland.”

“I've been going out a good deal,” she told him. “Ian
and I have gone for walks in the square. We meet the
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nannies with their baby carriages, and Ian likes to stare
in at the babies. He calls them funny little animals!”

William said, “You haven’t been overdoing yourself,
I hope.”

“Not at all,” she told him. “Dr. Thomas approves of
my walks. And I take my medicine regularly, three times
a day. I do feel ever so much better!”

William got to his feet. “Then that is all right. I must
get a quantity of that medicine from Thomas before we
leave. We don’t want to be caught short of it, and it takes
a while for packages to get up where we are going.”

Suddenly, she felt a small panic. “I know I shall miss
London!”

He came to her and, taking her by the hands, waited
for her to get up from her chair. Then he took her in his
arms and kissed her gently. “You must get away from this
foul city air. We know your weakness and happily there
is a solution for it. Ian will also thrive in the country! It
will be good for all of us!”

Ardith wished fervently that all his predictions would
be proven true. She dearly wanted to return to full health,
and she wanted her young son to have a happy, normal
life. But it did mean going far away to what must be a
rather isolated spot. And, from what William had told
her, it appeared he would have to compete with another
doctor in the town, who even if a drunkard might prove
a barrier to their cherished plans.

They were in the upstairs bedroom and preparing for
bed when she paused in a routine nightly brushing of her
raven hair before the dresser mirror to turn to him. He
had donned his dressing gown and was smoking a final
pipe before bed in an easy chair near her.

He gestured, saying, “Go on with your hair brushing!
I enjoy watching you!”

She smiled. “Do you?”

“Honestly.”
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- “] was afraid I was boring you,” she said.

“Not at all.”

. “And 1 suddenly thought of something I've been
meaning to tell you.”

“Oh?”

She hesitated for a moment, embarrassed now that she
had brought the subject up. Yet she knew she must
mention it or she would be troubled in mind. This would
not be good for her. She had worried enough as it was.

The brush still in her hand, she said, “I’ve had a series
of odd nightmares since you left.”

“Nightmares?”

“Yes.’,

He removed his pipe from his mouth and gave her a
questioning stare. “What sort of nightmares?”

“Unlike anything I've known before,” she said, not
sure what his reaction was going to be. Often he was
sympathetic in such matters, but he could be bluntly male
without any true understanding of her sensitive nature.

William’s handsome face shadowed. “For goodness
sakes, continue! You have caught my interest without
troubling to satisfy it.”

“I’'ll tell you the nightmare,” she said. And she went
into a long account of it, ending with her being burned
by the angry marauders.

William frowned as she finished. “You must have read
all that in a2 book! Some trashy novel!”

“No! I haven’t!” she protested.

“It doesn’t make sense,” he said in the impatient tone
which she had feared he might use. “Where could all that
have come from if you haven’t read it somewhere?”

She shook her head. “I don’t know. I only know I
awake terrified, drenched with perspiration!”

Staring at her, her husband asked, “How many times
have you had this dream?”
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She shrugged. “I can’t say exactly. Perhaps six or seven
times.”

“Always in the same detail?”

“Yes. It always begins and ends the same. I'm walking
in the garden and then I hear the angry voices. And I
wind up being burned at the stake or whatever.”

" “In your condition, you’re bound to have a night
fever,” he said. “It’s part of the illness. Did you mention
these odd nightmares to Dr. Thomas?”

‘(No‘”

“Why not?”

“I was afraid to.”

“That was childish of you!” William reproached her.
“I think this has some bearing on your condition, and he
should know anything that has such importance.”

“I decided to wait and tell you,” she said unhappily,
staring down at the brush. “I hoped you’d understand and
help me.”

William heard her rueful words with a new look of
compassion on his face. He got up and came over to her.
“Forgive me! I didn’t mean to be cold about this. I guess
I reverted to my clinical attitude. You became a patient
and I the doctor. Sorry. I do understand and I shall tell
Thomas about it. It’s merely a symptom of night fever.”

“You think I will get over those horrid dreams?”

“I'm certain you will,” he promised her, standing by
her so she could see his smiling reflection in the mirror.
“It is without a doubt something you've read long ago
and which you’ve retained in your -subconscious. I've
known other such cases.”

“Then you don’t think it’s anything to worry about?”

“No. When these unnatural fevers leave you I'm cer-
tain the nightmares will vanish as well. Now go on with
your hair brushing so we may get to bed. It’s been a long
day for me!”

So the discussion ended there. But many hours later,
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just before the gray of dawn, she had a repeat of the
nightmare! When she wakened in her usual state of near
hysteria, she saw that her husband was sleeping placidly
at her side and she could not bring herself to rouse him.
He would only pass her fears off as being childish things
in any case.

But what especially terrified her now was that she was
almost positive that in this latest version of the grisly
nightmare one of the voices filled with hatred had called
out the name of Wyndmoor!
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CHAPTER TWO

\ It was seven weeks later. William was helping Ardith
descend from the train compartment in the bustling

~ Edinburgh railway station. Ian was clutching her by the

 hand, and she had the panicky feeling that she might faint
at any second. The noise and confusion of the railway
platform along with the sooty smoke which filled the air

. there made her head reel. She knew the journey had taken
much more of a toll than she’d expected, and she wanted
to hide this from William.

Her top-hatted young husband took her by the arm
and eyed her worriedly. “You are dreadfully pale! Are
you ill2”

5 She shook her head and attempted a wan smile. “Just
.~ the noise!”

“Blasted awful place!” William agreed. “The air is
. filled with the stench of soot and oil. Give me a moment
- and I'll have you away from it all.”

“I'll be all right,” she assured him, though she was far
- from certain of this.
i “Mother and Aunt Jean are supposed to be here to
i meet us,” he said.

Ian raised his small, happy face and in a childish tone
said, “Grandmother!”

William laughed. “You’ve mastered that word very
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1

well, old chap! You’re quite right! It’s your grandmother
we'’re looking for.”

People brushed by them, intent on their own problems;
a porter shouted and came rattling by with a cart loaded
with bags. Somewhere close by an engine issued several
loud, warning blasts. The three made their way along the
wooden platform, jostled on all sides by passengers com-
ing and going, and Ardith decided this was as close to the
Inferno of Dante as she had ever managed to get.

They reached the comparative quiet and fresh air of
the railway building itself, and two pleasant ladies in
flowing skirts and wide-brimmed hats detached them-
selves from the crowd and came towards them. Ardith
saw that it was Ishbel Davis, William’s mother, and Jean
Stewart, his aunt. She thrust an eager Ian towards them
to be lifted up and kissed by the two older women. And
then, all her resources drained, she turned to William
with a plaintive look and collapsed in his arms.

She did not revive until she was in the grand carriage,
indicative of the wealth of the Stewarts, and on her way
over the cobblestone streets to Stormhaven. William was
seated by her with his arm around her and holding smell-
ing salts beneath her nose.

As she opened her eyes, he said, “You gave us all a
scare!”

Weakly, she said, “I’'m so sorry! I think it was the noise
and the foul air!”

From the seat opposite, Ishbel Stewart said, “The
journey was a long one for you! No wonder you
fainted!” The older woman had Ian seated like a little old
man between her and Jean.

William said, “The train was stuffy the last few hours,
and we have travelled a long way.”

Friendly Jean Stewart showed a smile on her round,
pink and white face. “Had I to travel so far, I'd have
fainted long before Ardith did!”
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Ian gazed at her with a troubled-look on his tiny
face. “I'll get Dr. Thomas,” he decided.

His words made Ardith smile again and sit up. She
‘reached out her hands to her manly little son and told
him, “Thank you, Ian, but I shall be all right now. And
I'm afraid Dr. Thomas is much too far away to call on.”

“That’s certain,” William said, glancing out the win-
dow. “I find it hard to believe I'm back in Edinburgh
again, so soon.” :

Ishbel Davis showed a pleased look on her still lovely
face. “I wish you could remain here and not go to the
Highlands.”

“It is all arranged,” he said.

“But you could change the arrangements,” his mother
persisted. “Your grandfather was a well-known doctor
here and you’d soon have a fine practice.”

Aunt Jean nodded. “I promise to send all my friends
to you. And most of them are ailing!”

William smiled. “That’s kind of you, Aunt Jean. But
we must go on to Harwick. Ardith needs the fresh, High-

- land air.”

His mother said, “Well, I promise you are not moving
from Stormhaven for a week at least! Ardith must have
a good rest before she goes off to the Highlands and the
care of a big house.”

“I'm really quite well,” Ardith assured her, knowing
that William would not take a week’s waiting patiently.
He was on edge to get to Harwick and see his new prop-
erty.

William said, “In any case, Ardith will have little to
do. The lawyer looking after the property transfer at the
other end is assembling some servants for us and having
them prepare the house for our arrival.”

“Nevertheless. . .” his mother said firmly, and Ardith
had a feeling Ishbel would have her way. They would
remain at Stormhaven for a week.
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Their visit to the impressive stone castle was a pleasant
one. William’s mother had recovered from the most
poignant period of mourning for his recently deceased
father, though there were moments when she would
hesitate in the midst of some other talk to make a sad
reference to him. It was obvious that, while she concealed
it, her lost mate was still much on her mind.

Flora enjoyed romping in the gardens of the castle
with Ian. And the lad seemed to look on Stormhaven as
his second home. Ardith rested a good deal of the time,
sunning herself in the glass enclosed conservatory, and
having afternoon naps in her bedroom. Aunt Jean had
wisely declared against any visitors, and so the family had
quiet dinners by themselves.

Not that any dinner attended by the robust Ernest
Stewart was ever that quiet. He was a bluff, hearty man
with a loud manner of speaking and a friendly air. He
enjoyed presiding at the table. And when he laughed he
could be heard many rooms away. Yet it was said in
Edinburgh that he was as shrewd a banker as his uncle
Walter had been.

The seventy-six-year-old Walter now never left the
upstairs room in which he’d been a captive since a stroke
had laid him low in 1852. Heather Rae, his wife, had
predeceased him in 1851, and his only son, James, had
crossed the broad Atlantic to live the life of a wealthy
plantation owner in North Carolina. James and his father
had never gotten on well, and some felt it was the old
man’s unhappiness about this which had brought on his
crippling stroke.

Ardith had not known the banker in his prime. She
had tiptoed into his room at Christmas time with Ishbel
to visit briefly with him. The once shrewd, energetic man
was reduced to a wasted shell with vacant, staring eyes.
He did not appear to recognize anyone nor was he able
to communicate in any way. Yet his attending doctor
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~ claimed his heart was still strong, and it could be that the
" unhappy Walter might live on a long while.

Ernest had assigned three servants to care for the old
man around the clock. James wrote from far-off North
Carolina at least once every month to inquire about his
father’s health, yet he gave no indication of planning to
pay a visit to him. Ardith found it pathetic that a man of
so much authority and power should be so humbled. To
all intents, Walter Stewart was dead to the world of
banking and his family, yet he lived on as an unhappy
shadow of his former self.

On the night before she and William were to begin
their journey to Harwick, Ernest lingered longer than
usual at the dinner table. He seemed in a less happy mood
than usual, and they soon discovered the reason.

“I fear our nation is now involved in what could well
be a disastrous war,” he solemnly informed them. “I have
it on the word of one of Her Majesty’s most trusted
advisors.”

William frowned. “I don’t understand it at all. Yet I

| know the fleet has been sent to the Asian area. How did
we get into this mess? Find ourselves fighting the Russians
with the Turks as allies?”

| Uncle Ernest raised a hand in a frustrated gesture. “I

- wish I could tell you why. No one seems quite sure. We

have stumbled into it through one treaty and another.

Lord Aberdeen has been a good prime minister, but I'm

certain this war may ruin his political career.”

| “You think his government will come down?” Ishbel

| asked.

‘f “If we lose the war or there is no conclusive victory it

' will have to,” Ernest Stewart said. “And the project

looks doomed from the start.”

[ Jean spoke up, saying, “I understand one of the first

| military regiments being sent to the Crimea is a Scottish

”
.
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“That’s true,” her husband agreed. “But they are hav-
ing trouble with their present recruiting in Scotland. Few
wish to take the Queen’s shilling. And I don’t blame
them.”

“A bad business,” William said. “I’ll be glad to lose
myself in the Highlands. London is bound to be seething |
with war excitement from now on.”

His uncle gave him a knowing glance. “Don’t be so
certain you will escape all links with the war in Harwick.
I hear there was a riot there when a recruiting officer
visited it recently. Sir Douglas Gordon, the local represen-
tative of the Queen, took the platform with the recruit-
ing officer and they were not only booed but stoned!”

Ardith looked at her husband with a wry smile. “Is
this the quiet village you have promised me?”

“I don’t think things like that happen there often,”
William said. “I think the trouble rests with Sir Douglas.
He is not popular in the district. At least that’s what I've
been told.”

“I met him once,” Ernest Stewart said. “My advice is
to watch out for him. He could make a vicious enemy.”

“I will keep that in mind,” William said.

Ardith turned to Ernest Stewart at the head of the table
and informed him, “I fear we may already have incurred
his anger. As I understand it, William outbid him on a
large estate which he was attempting to buy cheaply.”

Ernest Stewart offered her a grave smile. “I must claim
some guilt for advising William to make the purchase. I
would hope Sir Douglas Gordon is not so unreasonable
as to start a feud because he was bested in a fair business
deal.”

Ishbel said, “From what I've heard, he might well do
just that.”

William frowned at his mother. “Please don’t en-
courage Ardith in her fancies; she has far too many as
it is. I have every hope that Sir Douglas will behave like
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a gentleman. There is no point in expecting anything
else.”

His uncle said, “I agree. But it might be wise to avoid
any further problems in that direction.”

After they rose from the table, William took Ardith
aside and told her, “You’re to come along to the library.
Mother and I want to have a chat with you there.”

“What about?” she asked.

“You will know soon enough,” her husband told her,
leading her out of the dining room and down a long hall-
way to the library.

When they reached the book-lined room, they found
Ishbel standing there by a table which held a lamp with
a fancy, pink shade. The older woman nodded to them
and said, “Why don’t we all sit down and be comfort-
able?”

The two women sat down, but William remained
standing with his hands clasped behind his back. In spite
of his thirty years, there was still a trace of boyishness
about him. He stood there rather awkwardly in his black
frock coat and his striped trousers.

His mother spoke first, addressing herself to Ardith, “I
have a proposal to make which I hope you won’t resent.”

Ardith stared at her. “What sort of proposal?”

“I would like to keep Ian here with me for a little,” her
mother-in-law said. “You know I am lonely and his com-
pany would be of value to me. Also, he will get the best
of care here.”

She protested, “But I don’t want to be parted from my
child!”

Ishbel sighed. “Of course, I understand your feelings
and I won’t blame you if you refuse to agree. But
wouldn’t it be better for you and everyone else if the
boy remained here until you adjusted to living at Har-
wick?”

Now William joined in the argument, “I must confess,
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I agree with Mother. You are not too well yet, as evi-
denced by your collapse when we arrived here the other
day. Suppose you should have a similar collapse after we
get to Harwick?”

“T won’t!” she said.

“Who can be sure of that?” her husband asked. “I think
it wise for the boy and for us to leave him here where he
is happy and safe, and let us get settled at Harwick.”

“Then I can visit you and bring him to you,” Ishbel
suggested. “I promise that, as soon as you let me know
you’re ready for him, I'll come with him.”

“What Mother says make sense,” William urged.

Ardith sat there silently for a moment. Hurt stabbed at
her throat. And yet, as much as she wanted to keep Ian
with her, she knew that William and his mother were
probably right. The best plan would be to leave him at
Stormhaven until they were settled in this new home. It
would be that much less strain on her, and she knew
Ishbel could be trusted to give the lad every care.

At last she replied in a small voice, “Very well. T agree.
But only with the understanding that you bring him to
me as soon as I ask.”

Ishbel said, “You know I will do that!”

William’s handsome, boyish face mirrored his relief. He
told Ardith, “I thank you, darling, for being so sensible
in this matter. I've been worried from the start.”

Ishbel said, “It takes about a week to get a letter from
Harwick. So be sure to write me regularly and give time
for the letter to reach me. I will write to you as well.”

Ardith stood up. “I'm not at all sure about Harwick,”
she said. “Now that we’re ready to go there, I worry
about it.”

William reminded her, “Dr. Thomas told you that
mountain air is necessary for the restoration of your
health.”

She sighed. “I hope it isn’t a vain effort.”
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Her mother-in-law rose and placed a comforting arm
about her. “Of course it won’t be a vain effort. I have
every belief that you will fully recover.”

“And so have I,” William said. “If only she’ll be easy
on herself. She insists on making everything difficult
when there’s no need.”

Ardith accepted this reproach from him without a
reply. She was worried and she couldn’t help it. And
when her recurrent and terrifying nightmare returned
that night, she put it down to the strain which she’d
undergone. She said nothing about it to William as she
lay awake thinking about the next day and her parting
with Ian.

Actually, it turned out to be much less painful than
she had anticipated. Ian enjoyed playing with Flora in
the gardens of Stormhaven and he liked his grandmother.
He was perfectly willing to remain there without his
parents. This brave display on the part of the lad forced
Ardith to take on a braver mood. She kissed Ian good-bye
and told him that soon his grandmother would bring him
to a wonderful new house by the sea.

“Will there be fishing boats there?” Ian wanted to
know.

“Dozens of them,” William told his young son.
| “T will like that,” Ian said.

He stood in the driveway holding his grandmother’s
hand and waving them good-bye with his free hand as
they drove off. Ardith smiled and waved back as she
fought her tears, then she settled close beside William for
‘ the start of their journey to the Highlands.

: The first part of the trip was made by rail, a short side
spur which headed up into the mountains. It ended at a
small village, and there they took a stage. They rode all
e day in the uncomfortable stage, and when evening came
broke the journey by an overnight stay at a tiny, country
inn. Ardith was so weary she slept in spite of being in an

37




upset state. William assured her they would reach Har-
wick before noon the next day.

Ardith sat by the window of the stage the next morning
and watched the scenery. It was hauntingly beautiful,
with pale blue mountains looming in the distance and the
bright green of the trees and grass contrasted very often
by swift, dark-blue streams frothed with white. And soon
they would be close to the sea, for Harwick was perched
on the cliffs high above the restless water.

She and William said little to each other. And the only
other passenger in the coach was a rather seedy-looking
man in his forties who had joined the stage at the inn.
He wore gray tweeds and a gray top hat. His oval,
slightly jowled face showed a tiny stubble of gray beard,
although he seemed to have brownish hair.

His face was notable for his speculative blue eyes,
which seemed to look out on the world with a kind of
gay cynicism. At last, he addressed himself to them, “May
I inquire if you are going to Harwick?”

William nodded with some dignity. “That is the desti-
nation of the stage, I believe.”

Their fellow traveller laughed. “That it is! But I don’t
find many strangers going there. Do you and your good
lady plan to stay long in Harwick?”

“We plan to make our home there,” William said.

The shrewd, cynical eyes of the man opposite bright-
ened. “I know who you must be,” he exclaimed. “You're
the new doctor and his wife.”

“I am Dr. William Davis,” her husband said somewhat
stifly, “and this is my wife, Ardith. May I inquire as to
who you might be?”

The seedy man in the gray tweeds chuckled at this. It
seemed to touch his sense of humor. He said, “Indeed, you
might, doctor. And may I congratulate you on the beauty
of your wife.” He removed his hat and bowed to her.

Ardith returned the compliment with a small smile and
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tried to decide what to make of the somewhat impudent
man. He had not taken long to begin his questioning of
them.
William said, “And your name is . . .?”
“Henry Gordon, Esquire,” the paunchy man said with
a kind of amused importance. “I reside in Harwick. I
have come to the town only recently after an absence
of some twenty years. Years which I have spent on the
Continent, pursuing my studies and career as"an artist.”
“An artist!” William said.
“I do mostly landscapes,” the tweed-clad Gordon said.
\ His tricky eyes focussed on her again and he added,
i “Though a pretty face such as your wife’s could well
! inspire me to attempt a portrait study.”
' William said, “You are Henry Gordon. Could you be
| any relative of Sir Douglas Gordon?”
The paunchy man looked at them with a sly smile. “I
g wondered how long it would take you to get to that. I
‘ am Sir Douglas’s younger brother, though not all that
| young, you understand.”
Ardith said, “We’ve heard about your brother.”
“Nothing good, I'd venture,” Henry Gordon said at
once. “He and I don’t get along. He considers me the
black sheep of the family, and what I consider him should
not be said before a lady like yourself.”
“Then you don’t live at the estate?” William said.
| “Not likely,” Henry Gordon said. “I have a cottage at
the other end of the village, which I share with a lady
companion whom I met in Edinburgh. A young woman
of great talent as a singer called Jeannie Truffin.”
William seemed amused by the man’s roguish charm.
With a smile, he said, “Then I expect we’ll see something
of you in Harwick.”
“It’s a village, doctor,” Henry Gordon said. “The kind
of place where people can’t help meeting. Makes it awk-
ward for Sir Gordon and his Lady Mona. I'm afraid Lady
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Mona doesn’t approve of me or my Jeannie; you see,
Lady Mona is one of those pale blonde sorts who spends
a great deal of time in prayer. We Gordons are Catholics
and the village priest, Father Craig, knowing on which
side his bread is buttered, pays a good deal of attention
to my titled brother and his wife.”

William said, “Does your brother have any children?”

“One little girl of thirteen, name of Margaret,” the man
opposite said. “She’s not a bad sort. We get on well
enough, though her father and mother drag her off when-
ever they find her talking to me.”

“You’re being very frank with us” Ardith said,
wondering if this were truly so, or whether he was merely
pretending frankness.

The man smiled at her. “I place great stock in frank-
ness, madam. This way you know exactly where you
stand. And I’'m happy to greet the new owners of Wynd-
moor. You know my brother wanted to buy the estate?”

“Yes, I know that,” William said.

The man opposite winked at him. “Didn’t exactly put
Sir Douglas in a joyous frame of mind when he learned
that you had bought the place.”

Ardith said, “He had his chance.”

“Oh, I know that, madam,” the paunchy man said. “But
Sir Douglas isn’t the sort who takes defeat easily. Nor is
he beloved by the people of Harwick. I dare say you’ve
heard about the scandal of the recruiting episode. They
stoned both him and the recruiting officer from the plat-
form!”

William said, “I was told that.”

“No secret,” the artist said. “It was reported in all the
papers. Scotland is not taking to this new war any better
than the people of England. What’s your opinion of it,
doctor?”

“I think it an unfortunate venture,” her husband said.
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“But unhappily the protests of the public are generally

ignored.”
| “And that’s a fact,” the man opposite them said, brac-
" ing himself as the stage hit a bumpy spot in the road. “We

could do with some road improvements up here, but that’s
. not likely to happen.”
William asked him, “Do you know Dr. Carr?”
‘ The man nodded. “I’ve known him for years. He was
my doctor when I was a lad. Poor old chap isn’t worth
much now, what with age and his drinking. There are
days at a time when he isn’t able to see patients. Your
coming to the town will be a blessing.”

“I hope that will be the general opinion,” William said.

l‘ “Bound to be a bit of friction,” Henry Gordon said.
. “But that will soon end, and you’ll have plenty of pa-
| tients.”

Ardith continued to observe the talkative Henry
Gordon and speculate about him. He had been very
quick to tag himself as the black sheep of the Gordon
family, no doubt because he felt they would hear this

. soon in any case. In a small village, this sort of gossip

. went on condnually. The fact he disliked his titled
brother was also apparent. And he seemed to have noth-
ing but good will for them. Perhaps he was a friend on
whom they might count.

William looked at his pocket watch and said, “We
should be nearing the town by this time.”

Henry Gordon leaned over and looked out the other
side window. He said, “As a matter of fact, we are close
to Harwick. I recognize this part of the road. I'll soon
be leaving you, as my little cottage is on the outskirts of
the town.”

William told him, “I've enjoyed meeting you. I'm sure
we shall see each other soon again.”

“Not a doubt about it,” the man said. “I hope you find
the estate and the town to your liking. And one evening
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you must come and have dinner with my Jeannie and
me. I'd like to show you some of my Italian paintings. I
spent four years in Italy and did a lot of painting there.”

“That would be most interesting,” Ardith said.

The man nodded and then, half-rising in his seat,
knocked on the window which opened by the driver’s
* back. When the driver opened the small aperture, Henry
Gordon told him, “Let me out at my gate, Jock. I don’t
want to go on into the village.”

It was only a few minutes later that the stage came to
a halt by a lane surrounded by evergreens. The paunchy
man doffed his hat again and took her hand in parting,
then shook hands with William. He next left the stage
and waited to be given a satchel from the rear where
baggage was kept. Once he had the satchel he waved to
them and started up the lane with it as the stage drove on.

“What did you make of him?” William asked her.

She hesitated. “I don’t know.”

“I found him amusing. We have rogues come to the
hospital in London every day, but none I enjoyed more
than that fellow. He may be a black sheep, but he’s an
interesting one. And as for his brother, Sir Douglas, not
liking him, I’d say that was all in his favor.”

Ardith gave her handsome husband a questioning
glance. “I wonder if he didn’t try a little too hard to win
us over? He seemed to me to be playing a game the
whole time he was in the stage.”

“I'm amazed,” William said. “And I’ll make you a bet.”

“What sort of bet?”

“That he becomes one of our closest friends and
strongest supporters in Harwick!”

“You could be right,” she said.

“I'm positive that I am,” her young husband assured
her. “I think fate was kind in having us meet him as we
did. And I have an idea he’ll be on our side if only to
annoy his titled brother!”
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Ardith glanced out the window and saw a group of
cottages along the road replacing the evergreens. She
said, “I think we’ve arrived!” And so they had.

As it turned out, Harwick had only a single street
which led directly from the hills to the ocean. The street
was a continuation of the road they had been following
and had no more paving than the road itself. But as they
came to the central area of the village, the buildings were
often of two stories and closer together. The street itself
leaned towards the ocean directly ahead and ended in a
wharf at which there were a cluster of small fishing
vessels.

The stage came to a stop outside a tavern and ale house
which bore the sign, The Fife and Drum. A weathered

‘brown sign depicting a fife above a drum swung over-

head from the door of the stone building. And as the
stage halted, a stout bald man wearing a white apron
came out of the door of the tavern to greet them.

The driver had descended from his seat and opened the
door for them. William stepped out first and then helped
her to the cobblestoned sidewalk. The odor of fish
assailed her nostrils, and this was mixed with the smell of
the salt ocean. There could be no doubt of the source
from which most of the Harwick folk derived their liveli-
hood.

The innkeeper bowed to them. He showed a smile on
his fleshy, crimson-cheeked face as he asked, “Do I ken

right? Are you no the new doctor and his lady?”

William was playing at being his most professional
self. With boyish dignity, he said, “That is quite correct.”

“Aye, I knew it!” the innkeeper declared. “John
Macree asked me to meet you. He is at the county seat
defending a case, and he will not be back undil later in
the day.”

“But Lawyer Macree was to meet us,” William said in
mild protest.
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“So he claimed,” the innkeeper said. “But the court
was called unexpectedly, and so he had to go to it. He
asked that I see you had a clean room to refresh your-
selves in and a meal of my good food before he came by
to pick you up.”

William looked a little less displeased. “Well, that was
very good of him. But we did wish to see our new home.
We are weary at the end of a long journey.”

“Aye! T hae no doubt of that,” the innkeeper said
solemnly. “But Sir Douglas Gordon called the court for
this day, and there was little Lawyer Macree could do
about it.”

William gave Ardith a significant look and then with
a grim smile said to the innkeeper, “I perceive the point
of our difficulty now. Very likely Sir Douglas knew of
our arriving and that John Macree had a client to de-
fend, and so held the court deliberately to make it more
difficult for us.”

The innkeeper rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Now
that could be, though I admit the thought had not oc-
curred to me. Sir Douglas is a powerful man in these
partS.”

“Pm sure he is,” William said. “What about our lug-
gage?” -

“The stage may leave it here,” the innkeeper said. “I'll
see a wagon takes it on ahead to Wyndmoor.”

Ardith ventured to ask nervously, “Do you know if the
house has been opened as Lawyer Macree promised?”

“Yes, madam,” the innkeeper said. “It was opened days
ago, and the servants Lawyer Macree engaged have been
working to make all ready for you.”

William turned to her and said, “It would seem Lawyer
Macree devised this plan in lieu of meeting us. I think we
had best follow it. We can go inside and freshen ourselves
and then enjoy some food.”

She nodded. “Yes. It sounds most practical.”
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The innkeeper looked pleased. “Lawyer Macree will
keep you waiting no longer than he has to. If you will
come with me I'll show you to your room.”

They followed the bald man in the apron into the inn
and up a dark flight of stone steps, him leading the way
and breathing laboriously as he ascended the steps. They
reached a narrow hall and he opened a door, stating,
“My best room! Wash and rest and come down for food
when you like.” With that, he bowed and started down
the stairs once again.

She led the way into the room, which also had a small
anteroom for dresssing and washing off the main bed-
room. It was rather pretentious for the tiny inn, but she
noticed that the room and the clothes on the wooden
frame bed were spotlessly clean.

She said, “Lawyer Macree apparently meant that we
should be comfortable.”

“This place isn’t bad at all,” William agreed as he
locked about, inspecting it. “And you realize that the
delay has been deliberately caused by Sir Douglas Gor-
don.”

“You’re assuming that!”

“I'm certain of it,” he said. “But never mind. We will
succeed here in spite of him!” He went to her and re-
garded her with fond eyes. “You have borne up well
these last few days. I hope you aren’t too weary and
discouraged.”

She returned his smile. “I feel surprisingly well. And
I only wait for the day when I can write your mother
and have her bring Ian to us.”

He nodded. “If all goes well, it shouldn’t be long. And
now make haste to wash up so we may go down for some
of the landlord’s good food. 'm ravishingly hungry!”

“Ardith laughed. “I'm sure we’ll be served fish. Did you
smell the air as we got out of the stage?”

“I did,” William agreed. “It’s a true fishing village. But
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the air will be sweeter when we’re away from the town
itself.”

She refreshed herself from the journey, and then
William took advantage of the room’s facilities. After
which they went down to the large square room with
ceiling beams which was the main public room. Here
they sat at a worn table of broad planks and had a deli-
cious meal of broiled haddock. The fish was fresh and
sweet. William had a tankard of ale to help the food
along, and she had a glass of sherry.

The innkeeper hovered by their table, making sugges-
tions about all their food choices. He brought out some
fine old cheese to top the meal and then stood by for
their compliments.

“You have fed us well, sir,” William told him. “And
I’'m sure my wife agrees.” )

Ardith smiled. “Perhaps it was because I was truly
hungry, but I have seldom enjoyed a meal more.”

“The house is known for its food and good com-
panionship,” the innkeeper said, clearly pleased. “We have
many of the men of the village here at night and a few of
the lasses as well. Of course, it’s not for the gentry like
yourself at such times!”

“Who knows?” William asked. “We might enjoy our-
selves!”

“It is good to have Wyndmoor open once again,” the
old innkeeper said. “Will you work the farm?”

“I’ll follow John Macree’s advice about that,” William
said. “It will depend on whether I can get help or not.”

“You’ll have no trouble finding lads to work there,” the
innkeeper said. “Grim McLeod has taken over the post
of caretaker, and he’s there now.”

“What a strange name,” Ardith commented.

The innkeeper chuckled. “Well, it’s not his true name
at all. His right name is Glen, but he is a kind of solitary,
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quiet man, unlike his brothers, and he has six of them, so
they took to calling him Grim and it caught on!”
“So everyone calls him Grim now,” William suggested.
“That’s it, sir,” the innkeeper said. “You’re lucky to
get him. He’s a good man, though I can’t imagine why he

‘decided to give up his fishing to work on land. He’s

always been a man of the sea!”

“Perhaps he is getting older,” Ardith said.

“It might be that,” the innkeeper agreed. “At any rate,
he’s a fine worker and he’ll have things in order for you,
I'm sure. The Bray place has been deserted for far too
long.”

“How long?” William asked.

The innkeeper frowned slightly. “It must be close to
twenty years, sir.”

William looked surprised. “I didn’t know that. Why
would it remain empty such a long while?”

The innkeeper looked uneasy. He said, “It’s a large
property, sir. And when John Bray left to go to Canada,
no one seemed to want it.”

“A wonder the house hasn’t gone into decay,” Ardith
said.

“No, madam,” the old innkeeper said. “Wyndmoor is
too well built for that. And it should have some fine
furniture in it. I was there once in John Bray’s day, and
he had furnished it like a castle for his young wife.”

William asked, “What made him leave here?”

“After she died he had no more interest in the house
or in Harwick,” the innkeeper said.

Before William could go on questioning the old man,
the door opened and a tall, spare man with gray side-
whiskers decorating a flat face entered. The newcomer
wore a shabby black suit and a black top hat. He came
directly to them to doff his top hat and show a balding
head.
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“I'm John Macree, your lawyer,” he said. “I'm sorry
to have kept you waiting.”

William was on his feet. “We understand you had no
choice. And we have been most royally entertained.”

“Excellent,” Lawyer Macree said, a thin smile on his
flat face. “My carriage is outside, and if you are ready we
can proceed to Wyndmoor without further delay.”

“We've been looking forward to this moment,” Ardith
said, rising.

The tall lawyer showed a shadow of a smile. “I'm sure
you will not be disappointed.”

They left the inn and joined the lawyer in his carriage.
It was an open rig, and he swung the horse around and
drove along a lane leading from the main street. Within
a short distance the lane widened to a small road. They
continued along this dusty road; there were thick growths
of evergreens flanking either side of the road and no sign
of houses.

#William asked the lawyer, “How did you make out in
court?”

“Not well,” Lawyer Macree said dourly. “The lad I
was representing was up for poaching. And Sir Douglas
is cruel when it comes to such cases.”

“He found the boy guilty?” William said.

“Yes and gave him the alternative of a jail sentence or
joining the army. Of course, the boy volunteered at once.
Another lad to be sacrificed in the Crimea,” the lawyer
said with anger.

They turned a corner in the road and ahead she saw a
tall stone building of some distinction rising above the
evergreens. She did not ask, nor did anyone need to tell
her; she knew at once this tall, graystone building was
Wyndmoor. She knew it because it was the exact image
of the house she had known in all her terrifying night-
mares. Involuntarily, she began to tremble!
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CHAPTER THREE

Lawyer Macree drove his carriage up to the wide
oaken door which gave entrance to Wyndmoor, and
almost at once the door swung open and an enormous
man came out, followed by a small lad. The lad ran to
take hold of the horse’s head in preparation to leading it
to the stables, and the big man stood ready to help them
step to the ground.

Ardith was fighting to control the attack of nerves
which she’d had on seeing the old house in its woods
setting. She did not want her husband or any of the
others to notice her shock. She gazed down at the big
man in the rough clothes of a fisherman waiting for
them to leave the carriage. He must have easily towered
more than six feet, and he was broad of shoulder as well.
He graying hair was thick and long and parted on the
side. His face had the melancholy look of a bloodhound,
so it was not hard to understand why he had been nick-
named Grim.

William alighted first, and it was he who helped her
down, with John Macree following. The lawyer paused
to introduce them to the big man, who was indeed Grim
McLeod. No sign of a welcoming smile showed on the
giant’s lined countenance, but he did nod to each of them.

49




“T trust you will find all in order,” Grim McLeod said
in a kind of rusty voice.

Lawyer Macree asked, “Did you get Mrs. Nellie Mac-
Donald to come as housekeeper?”

The dour McLeod nodded. “Aye! She is here! But she
would not come without her girl, and I refused to offer
the daughter any paying work since she’s daft.”

Lawyer Macree at once turned to them with an embar-
rassed expression on his flat face. He said, “It’s not as bad
as it sounds. Mrs. MacDonald is a most competent woman,
and she worked here years ago as a maid. So she knows
the house. Her daughter is a mute and seemingly re-
tarded, but she is a harmless child of twelve. I doubt that
her presence in the servant’s quarters will give you any
trouble.”

William took this all in and turned to her, “I’'m sure it
will be all right. Don’t you agree, dear?”

She had been lost in a welter of troubling thoughts, and
so she’d barely heard what had been said. So she ventured
a nervous, “Yes, I think so.”

Her young husband eyed her with concern. “You are
all right, aren’t you? You’re not overtired?”

“No,” she replied quickly. “I was merely taking note
of the house and its surroundings. I wasn’t listening care-
fully.”

“Oh!” Her husband said. And then by way of explana-
tion to Lawyer Macree, he added, “My wife is of frail
health. That is our main reason for coming here. Her
London doctor thinks the good air here will help her.”

“The air is pure!” Lawyer Macree assured them. “No
one can deny that. And I hope it does you good, Mrs.
Davis.”

“Thank you,” she said, determined to get more of a
hold on herself. To pay attention to what was being said
and not let memories of those terrifying nightmares
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plunge her into a condition of fear in which she’d not be
‘able to tolerate the house.

Lawyer Macree turned to question the big man once
again, asking, “And did you get the other servants I
suggested?”

“Most of them,” Grim McLeod said. “I was able to
hire Meg Johnson as personal maid to Mrs. Davis.”

“Excellent,” the old lawyer sounded pleased. And he
turned to Ardith to explain, “Meg has been in service in
| Edinburgh to some of the fine families. She returned here
| because she was homesick. She is one of the few avail-
| able trained as a proper ladies’ maid.”

William smiled at Grim McLeod and said, “I'm sure
we are chiefly fortunate in having a competent man like
yourself to head our staff.”

In his dour way the big man said, “I will serve as best
I can, sir.”
| “What made you decide to give up fishing?” William
. asked him.

' For the first time the giant showed an uneasy look. He
said, “It was not an easy decision for me to make, sir. But
. the fishing has been poor the last two years, and there
 have been barely enough cleared from the catches to
provide food for the families of my brothers. As the
 eldest, I felt it my duty to look for some kind of em-
] ployment elsewhere.”

‘ William listened and seemed to be impressed. He said,
. “We will try and make you glad you came to the deci-
sion, McLeod.”

“Thank you, sir,” the big man said. “Mrs. MacDonald
is inside. And the baggage came from The Fife and
Drum a little while ago.”

Lawyer Macree turned to them with a thin smile on
his weathered face. “Then I should say the moment has
come to cross the threshold of your new home!”

“So it has!” William said with enthusiasm. Smiling, he
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swung Ardith up in his arms and headed for the wide
entrance of the old mansion. “This, I understand, is the
proper approach.”

She laughed, protesting, “I'm not a bride and this is
not my first home!”

“It is the most impressive one we’'ve had, so we may as
well follow the ritual,” William said, and he carried her
in and put her down again at the sight of the waiting
Nellie MacDonald and a petite, yellow-haired girl in a
maid’s uniform who stood at her side.

William extended his hand to the pleasant looking

~matron and said, “You must be our new housekeeper,
Mrs. MacDonald?”

The woman nervously returned his handshake. “That
I am,” she said. “And this is Meg, who will be personal
maid to your wife.”

William smiled at the attractive girl who blushed
wildly and looked down at the floor. He said, “I’'m sure
Mrs. Davis and I will be pleased with everything.”

Mrs. MacDonald at once exclaimed, “The house has
been shut up for so long and the furniture and other
things let go, that I have had a hard time getting it prop-
erly cleaned. But I have done my best.”

Ardith summoned a smile for the woman. “I'd say
you’d done a praiseworthy job, Mrs. MacDonald.”

“Thank you, madam,” the older woman said. “There is
fine furniture here, and it deserves better care than it
had. But at least the house is liveable now.”

Lawyer Macree said, “Since I'm familiar with Wynd-
moor, I can show them through it. You and Meg may
return to your duties.”

Mrs. MacDonald looked relieved at not being called
on for the task of tour guide. She said, “You will be
remaining for dinner, sir?”

The lawyer turned to William, “If you and your wife
care to have me join you?”
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«T consider it an ‘excellent idea,” William agreed. “We
have many things to settle and it is already late in the
afternoon.”

Mrs. MacDonald said, “Very well, then. I'll have dinner
ready for seven.” And she and the girl went off down a
long hall which led to the rear of the old mansion.

Lawyer Macree became the dry professional ‘as he
turned to them and said, “This house is, as you will see,
extremely well built. Constructed by the family of John
Bray some seventy-five years ago. I may say only the
Bray family have occupied it up until now. John Bray
was the last to live here.”

Ardith said, “The innkeeper said he left the house
after his wife died.”

“Yes,” the lawyer said and cleared his throat. “As you
can see, the reception hall is ample. There is a large
drawing room to the left and a good-sized dining room
on the right. The library and study are to the rear as are
the sewing rooms. And the bedrooms, excluding those of
the servants in the rear and cellar areas, are all on the
second and third floor. But then you can best decide
about your property by seeing it. All the furnishings
were included in the price which make it an exceptional
investment from any point of view.”

The lawyer’s voice droned on as he took them from
room to room of the imposing old mansion. Ardith could
not help but be impressed by the thorough way in which
the house had been cleaned in a short time. She continued
to fight her terror about the place and the fact the house
in her nightmares had been so remarkably like it. She
tried to tell herself that all old mansions of this sort bore
many similarities. But she could not completely conquer
her fear of the house as she clung to William’s arm on
their tour of the many rooms.

They were on the second floor now, and Lawyer
Macree opened a door to a richly appointed bedchamber
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decorated in a shade of dark blue. He said, “This is the
master’s bedchamber and there is an adjoining bedroom
much like it.” He moved to a door which connected the
two and showed them the bedroom beyond, which was
almost the same size but decorated in gray.

William said to her, “We shall each occupy our own
bedroom here. It will be better for you! Should I be
called out to see a patient in the night, which is all too
likely, you need not be bothered.”

Ardith at once felt a new uneasiness about sleeping
alone in the large blue room with its massive canopied
bed. She said, “The rooms are so huge for only one per-
son.”

Her young husband said, “All the better for your
health. And since there is but a door between the rooms,
we will always be close to one another. Doubtless we
will spend much of the time in your bedroom. But with
all this space, it would be silly not to take advantage of
having separate sleeping quarters.”

She saw that William had made up his mind and it
would do no good to argue the point. Lawyer Macree
stood by, discreetly silent during this domestic debate, a
bland look on the flat face with the gray side-whiskers.

They went on upstairs to an area of guest rooms and
rooms meant only for storage. Most of these had re-
mained locked for years. They stepped onto a small
balcony which looked out onto the sea. And after they
had studied the unruly dark waves and the cliffs they
returned downstairs. Lawyer Macree led them into the
living room which had a massive cut-glass chandelier and
paneled walls of dark walnut. The room was furnished
with exquisite taste and clearly much thought and money
must have been spent to make it so nearly perfect.

Ardith took in the fine pieces of furniture, the rich
carpets and finally the impressive oil paintings which lined
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the walls of the room. She said, “The former owner must
have had a great interest in art.”

Lawyer Macree nodded. “John Bray was a man of
cultivated tastes.”

“And he left all this to emigrate to Canada?” she asked
the lawyer.

“Yes,” the lawyer said. “He left here twenty years ago
with his sister, Mary. Neither of them have ever re-
turned.”

William said, “And the property has been for sale all
that long while.”

“It has,” the flat-faced Macree said. “It seemed we
would never find a buyer. In fact, Sir Douglas Gordon
was so sure of this he didn’t make any proper bid for the
property, although he made it known he wanted it.”

Ardith said, “Why didn’t he make a true offer for the
place if he really wished to buy it?”

Again the lawyer took on an evasive air, saying, “I
don’t think Sir Douglas thought it was necessary. He was
so sure he would eventually get the property for a
pittance.”

William said, “And I ruined any hope of that.”

“You most certainly did, doctor,” Lawyer Macree
agreed.

Ardith was still mystified by it all. “Why should it take
twenty years to find a buyer at a proper price?”

The lawyer’s eyes turned to a large, magnificent paint-
ing on the wall close by where he stood. Ignoring her
question, he said, “That is a portrait of Fanny Bray, the
wife of John Bray, whose death was the cause of his
leaving Wyndmoor. He had completely refurnished and
redecorated the house for her when she came here as a
bride.”

Ardith went over to study the painting of a regal,
black-haired girl with intelligent eyes in an even-featured
face. The girl in the portrait was wearing a low cut white
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gown with flowing skirts. She had a band of white satin
around her hair with roses of red set in the satin. The
beauty sat on an ebony chair with low arms.

Lawyer Macree turned from the painting to study her.
And he told her, “I think it remarkable. You know you
bear something of a resemblance to the late Fanny Bray!”

“By George, she does!” William said with some awe,
his eyes fixed on Ardith, “Just now I became aware of it
myself. Their eyes are a lot alike and the jawline!”

She stared up at the large painting with mixed feelings.
She could not see the marked resemblance which they
were suggesting, but she could see the woman’s features
were of her same general type.

“I don’t truly resemble her,” she protested. “Or at least
only in a casual way.”

“You may not see it,” William said, “but there is surely
a resemblance.”

Lawyer Macree told her. “You ought to be flattered,
Mrs. Stewart. Fanny Bray was one of the loveliest looking
women I have ever met.”

“Pm grateful for the compliment,” she said, “though I
must question it.”

Lawyer Macree stared at the portrait again with almost
a worshipful air. “You know, there were men who fell so
completely under her spell their whole lives were
changed. John Bray was one of them. And we have an-
other still here in the village. She was a famous concert
singer, of course. Appeared in theaters and halls over the
British Isles and on the Continent as well.”

Ardith asked him, “Did you ever hear her sing?”

“Many times,” the lawyer said with a hint of nostalgia
in his tone and manner. “But in the year before she died,
she changed a good deal. And one of the ways in which
she changed was turning her back on her singing. But
there is still a fine pianoforte in the conservatory.”

It seemed to Ardith that the lawyer had a special feel-
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ing for.the woman in the portrait—the lovely woman
whose death had sent her husband away from this old
mansion. She was certain there was some legend con-
nected with Fanny Bray and her death.

She said, “She must have died young.”

“Relatively,” the old lawyer said. “I'd say she was about
your age when that portrait was painted. And she was
dead two years later.”

Like a flash those nightmares she’d had came rushing to
fill her mind. She eyed the thin lawyer with the gray side-
whiskers and asked him tautly, “What caused her death?”

“Yes,” William said, also turning to the lawyer. “You
never did tell me that.”

Lawyer Macree wet his lips with the end of his tongue.
Then he said, “I suppose I skipped the matter because it
is not all that pleasant. Mrs. Bray died as the result of an
unfortunate misunderstanding.”

A chill coursed down Ardith’s spine. “What kind of a
misunderstanding?”

The lawyer took a white handkerchief from his coat
pocket and patted his brow with it. “You will excuse
me,” he murmured. “I’m subject to heat flashes. The truth
of it is, the poor lady was murdered by a group of mad-
men!”

“No!” she said, feeling faint and clutching her hus-
band’s arm. Now she was going over her nightmare, sure
it fitted whatever had happened here. The nightmare had
been a forerunner to her coming to this place. A kind of
warning! A warning which they had ignored by buying
Wyndmoor!

William turned to pat her hand and show concern. He
said, “You mustn’t let it bother you. All of this happened
many years ago. It has nothing to do with us!”

She paid no attention to him but gazed at the old lawyer
accusingly as she said, “This is why the house remained
empty so long. Why no one offered to buy it. That’s

57




what made Sir Douglas think he would eventually get it
at his own price!”

The old lawyer raised a hand in a pleading gesture.
“There is some truth in what you say.”

She said, “Why didn’t you tell all this to my husband?”

“It didn’t seem needful,” Lawyer Macree replied. “I do
not think what happened here two decades ago should in
any way harm the property.”

“Some people must have thought so. The place has
been empty and deserted for twenty years.” Ardith re-
minded him unhappily. And turning to William, she
added, “I’'m afraid we’ve made a terrible mistake in com-
ing here!”

“Don’t get that in your head!” William told her. And
he turned to the old lawyer to say, “My wife has not
been enjoying good health. It does not take too much to
upset her. I'm sure you understand.”

“Certainly, Dr. Davis,” Lawyer Macree said. “But let
me assure you that never could you have found a place
anywhere else of this quality for the price which you paid
for this.”

William said, “I’'m sure of that. Though I do wish you
had confided the history of the house to me.”

“You should have done that,” Ardith said unhappily.

“I'm sorry if you feel I have in any way taken advan-
tage of you,” the lawyer said. “And I think that now
Sir Douglas Gordon has learned his lesson and would be
glad to take the property off your hands for what you
paid for it.”

“No,” William said. “I have made my choice in com-
ing here, and I will not let silly fears change my mind.”

“Are you certain that is wise?” Ardith asked him. “We
know so little about this place and what really happened
here!”

“Whatever happened, it is no concern of ours,” her
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. young husband said almost in anger. “Let me decide

~ this!”

i “I will not be happy here. I know it!” she warned
him.

g “Nonsense,” William said. And he confided to the

. lawyer, “My wife is weary from her journey. I think

 what we all need is some food in our stomachs and then
an early bed.” :

“I'm sure Mrs. MacDonald is ready to serve dinner at
any time,” the lawyer said.

“Then let us have it now,” William said. “And during
the meal you shall give us an account of this dark busi-
ness you’ve mentioned.”

“I shall be happy to offer the details,” the lawyer said.

The meal Mrs. MacDonald served was a notable one.
And Ardith felt that if it were a sample of what was to
come she could not complain about the food being
offered or the way it was prepared. For this first dinner
the housekeeper had found some wild partridge and each
of them had a luscious, tiny bird roasted with wild rice
and a stuffing made tasty by a special mixture of wild
herbs.

Every course of the dinner was excellent, and three
wines graced the table. Candlelight provided the warm
glow which gave them the right atmosphere for such a
dinner. The dessert was a rich pudding and tea was
served along with it. Fine as the meal turned out to be,
Ardith enjoyed it only a little. Her thoughts wandered
from the dinner table, and she worried that the old house
might have some horrible spell on it which would now
twist their lives in some tragic fashion. The old lawyer
had yet to explain the way in which the former mistress
of the mansion had met her death.

Both William and Lawyer Macree produced long-
stemmed clay pipes which they filled with tobacco and
lighted. Ardith felt she could wait no longer and so di-
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rected herself to the lawyer, saying, “You have not yet
explained about Fanny Bray.”

The flat face showed a grim look. He held his pipe in
one hand and with the other he uneasily rubbed one of
his gray side-whiskers. Then he said, “She was thought
to be a witch, ma’am. One of those in league with the
Devil!”

She was astounded. “That lovely creature a witch! I
don’t believe it! I can’t think that even in this remote
place such accusations would be made in this day and
age.”

“It happened twenty years ago,” the lawyer reminded
her. “And up here in the Highlands there is still a2 good
deal of superstition. You have surely heard of the mother
witch? She is said to be the Gyre Carline or Nicniven, a
Hecate of the countryside! And then there is the Devil’s
Mark, somewhere on the body of the evil one, usually a
scar in the shape of a hoof print!”

William looked astounded. “You’re saying such beliefs
continue to exist?”

The lawyer looked embarrassed. “Not among the edu-
cated few. But among the lower classes there is still a
deal of witchcraft. There are many who believe in ‘dark
looks,” unmentionable powers and spells.”

“Incredible,” William said, sitting back in his chair.

Ardith asked in a strained voice, “What made people
think Fanny Bray was a witch?”

“It is a grim tale,” the old lawyer said. “No man was
more happy than John Bray when the lovely Fanny
agreed to marry him and he brought her here to this
house.”

“And then?” Ardith said.

The lawyer gazed off into space as he recollected the
events. In a sad voice, he said, “The happiness was not to
last long. John Bray had an older sister, Mary. She was a
spinster and had seen to the running of the house until
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her brother’s marriage. At his urging, she remained on
and continued to look after the household which should
have been his new wife’s responsibility. Fanny was too
pleasant a person to make anything of this. But she must
have felt lost, no longer having her career and having
nothing to occupy her.”

Ardith asked, “Didn’t John Bray realize that?”

“He didn’t seem to,” the lawyer said. “Not even when
the man she had spurned to marry him appeared on the
scene. His name was James Burnett, a handsome man and
a sculptor of note. He followed Fanny all the way to this
remote village and begged her to leave John Bray and go
off with him. He insisted his love for her was as great as
ever, and he warned her that this was no proper life for
her.”

“But she wouldn’t listen to him?” she suggested.

“No,” Lawyer Macree said. “She was in love with
John Bray and so she was prepared to live the lonely
life which he offered her. James Burnétt couldn’t believe
it! He bought a house here and continued to plead for
her love at every opportunity. She finally refused to see
him, but he stayed on. And the story is that his love
turned to hate. He became a recluse having little to do
with the village, going away by times to visit London or
Edinburgh, but always returning. He still lives here and
the yard behind his house is filled with his sculptures.”

Ardith said, “You haven’t explained how Fanny Bray
came to be regarded as a witch.”

The lawyer took his pipe from his mouth. “That didn’t
happen for a year or more after she came here to live.
John Bray didn’t make any attempt to introduce her to
the local people, which I thought a mistake. He kept
her here, shielded from the town. And after a while,
there began to be whispers about her. Some said she was
mad in spite of her beauty. Others claimed she was a
witch who remained shut up here weaving spells. All
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nonsense, of course. I met Fanny Bray, as lawyer to her
husband, and found her a charming woman.”

William asked, “When did the real trouble begin?”

The lawyer frowned. “I should say it started with the
white cat.”

“White cat?” Ardith echoed.

“Yes,” the lawyer said. “The elder Lady Gordon was
alive then. And both her sons were at home. The present
Sir Douglas had succeeded to the title young because of
the early death of his father. And then there was his
brother, Henry, the artist. He was still living here, and
a wild young man if I may make the observation.”

“He’s recently returned to live here, hasn’t he?” Wil-
liam said.

“He has,” Lawyer Macree said grimly. “He’s rented a
cottage on the outskirts of the village and is living in sin
with some barmaid he met in Edinburgh. His brother and
Lady Mona are in a dither about it, I can promise you.”

“What about the cat?” Ardith said, wanting to bring
him back to the main account of the witch business.

“Yes,” the lawyer said. “The white cat was a pet of the
elder Lady Gordon. She was very devoted to it. Suddenly
it vanished and there was a great to-do about it. But there
was more commotion when the poor animal was found,
strangled by a scarf bearing the initials of Fanny Bray.
The cat’s body was in a ditch near Wyndmoor, and on
its side there was burned the mark of the Devil’s hoof!”

William scowled at this. “It sounds too pat. No doubt
somebody who hated the Gordons killed the cat and used
the scarf and the Devil’s mark to throw suspicion on
Fanny Bray and suggest she was a witch.

“Exactly what I thought,” the lawyer said. “I don’t
know how this malicious person could have managed to
get the scarf, but no doubt they had the means. One of
the servants could have stolen it for a friend. Who
knows?”
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Ardith listened to the account in horror. She said,
“What then?”

Lawyer Macree gave her a knowing look. “With all
the gossip there had been, this started a good deal more.
People gathered in small groups and whispered ugly
things about Wyndmoor and its mistress whom they be-
lieved to be a witch.”

“Was John Bray aware of this?” William asked.

“He could not help but be,” the lawyer said. “But he
chose to become indignant and do nothing. All might
have ended there if the child hadn’t been found throttled
in the woods behind Wyndmoor a few weeks later. A
twelve-year-old girl found in the deep thicket with the
mark of the Devil’s hoof crudely cut into the flesh of
her cheek. She had also been throttled, although there
was no scarf or anything of that sort. Still, the local folk
linked the murder of the girl with that of the cat and
blamed Fanny Bray.”

“They were bound to,” Ardith exclaimed. “The plot
against her was deliberate.”

“No doubt,” the lawyer sighed. “Things really be-
came bad. The village was in an uproar. An old woman
claiming to have second sight was brought in from the
country, and she proclaimed that Fanny Bray was truly a
witch. Of course, the majority wanted to believe the
ignorant, nearly-blind old woman. Her name is Coline
Dougall and she’s still alive, though completely blind
now. She’s ninety or more and lives with a great-grandson
down the shore.”

William said, “What then?”

The lawyer shook his head. “Things were in an up-
roar. Coline Dougall said Fanny was a witch and in league
with the Devil. The villagers came here to Wyndmoor
and stoned the place until more than half the windows
were gone. In a rage, John Bray fired a musket into the
crowd and injured a couple of them in a minor way.
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This brought him a rebuke and the threat of imprison-
ment from Sir Douglas Gordon.”

Ardith asked, “Was that when they murdered her?”

“No,” the lawyer replied. “I think she still might have
lived if an epidemic hadn’t hit the village. It was a kind
of pneumonia, the ones who got it didn’t last more than
three or four days. The sexton was busy with burials, and
the air was filled with talk of Fanny bringing the epi-
demic to the village as part of the Devil’s work. I came
here and warned John about the gossip and begged him
to take Fanny away from here. At least for a little while.”

“Of course, he refused,” Ardith said bitterly.

“You are right,” the lawyer replied. “He claimed it
was the greatest nonsense to call his wife a witch. Fanny
was pale and frightened, but said nothing. In the face of
all this, John Bray did a foolish thing. He went off to
Edinburgh on business and allowed Fanny to remain here
with only his older sister, Mary, for company and pro-
tection. Word of his being away got out, and it was then
the awful thmg happened.”

“Go on,” she said in a tense voice.

The flat face of the old lawyer showed distress even
at this late date after the events which he was relating. He
said, “The night after John Bray left, a masked group of
men broke into the house and marched upstairs and took
Fanny from her bed. They dragged her out to the woods,
tied her to a tree, threw pitch over her and burned her to
death! It was a mark of shame which Harwick will never
lose. The murderers melted away in the darkness, and no
one could say who they were. Perhaps the ugliest rumor
of all was that they were led by her rejected suitor, James
Burnett. One man claimed he knew definitely that the
embittered sculptor was the organizer and leader of the
murderous gang. It was never proven and he still lives
here.”

Ardith listened to' the account in sheer horror. She
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" knew that in most of its features it resembled the night-
mare which had been tormenting her since before she
left London. She could only presume that somehow the
ghost of the murdered Fanny had been trying to warn
her. That the look-alike who_had lived here twenty years
ago had broken through from the other side to give her
a message in her troubled dreams.

William looked troubled by what he’d heard. He asked
the lawyer, “Then what?”

“Mary Bray was hysterical with grief and fear. John
came back and grimly went about the business of bury-
ing the remains of his lovely wife. You can find the grave
in the clearing behind the house. Of course, the epidemic
ended within a few days; it would have anyway, but
those who had blamed it on Fanny continued to do so,
and agreed that it was her burning which had freed the
village of the plague.”

“And John Bray closed the house and he and his sister
went to Canada?” William said.

“Yes. John could not bring himself to remain here any
longer, or even stay in Scotland. He gave me instruc-
tions to sell the property. Every year he sends me the
money to pay the taxes on it. But until you came along, I
wasn’t able to find a buyer, except for Sir Douglas and
his offer was ridiculous; all the the other prospective
buyers heard the history of the place and turned it down
because they believed it was cursed.”

“It was at this point I came along,” William said.
“Don’t you think you owed it to me to tell me the history
of the place when you offered the property to me?”

The lawyer looked uneasy. “I think I did you a favor.
You are the owner of a fine property for much less than
its true worth. Had I told you the story, I might have
stopped you from buying Wyndmoor.”

“I think you would have,” William agreed. “I’'m not a
superstitious person, but my wife is not all that well. 'm

65



not sure that a house with a past like this one has is the
best place for her to be.”

Ardith glanced his way. “Are you going to ask me to
stay here?”

“Yes,” William said promptly. “We have committed °
ourselves too far.”

She pleaded with him. “You know about the dreams
I've had. It is as if she had knowledge of our coming and
wanted to warn us off!”

“Nonsense!” William chided her.

Lawyer Macree inquired, “May 1 ask what Mrs.
Stewart means?”

“Nothing,” William said, almost curtly. “She was re-
ferring to another matter.”

“Oh?” The lawyer didn’t sound convinced.

“I have made up my mind,” William went on. “I shall
remain here and eventually I’ll build myself a good prac-
tice. What about Dr. Ivor Carr?”

Lawyer Macree said, “The old man has been more ac-
tive than usual since hearing you were coming. Before
that there were weeks when he didn’t show himself and
no one could reach him in the house. It was like having
no doctor. Now he is making a big show of taking care
of everyone.”

William smiled grimly. “At least my. coming has done
that much good.”

“He won'’t last,” the lawyer promised. “A little while
and he’ll begin his drinking again. The people haven’t any
confidence in him.”

“We shall see,” William observed dryly. “I shall make
a professional courtesy call on him and inform him of my
plans to establish an office here. After that, it will be up
to him.”

“As soon as the word gets around you are here, you’ll
have patients,” the old lawyer said. He reached into his
vest and took out his pocket watch to study it. “It is
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later than I thought,” he said, rising. “I must get on my

way. I know you are both weary and anxious to get some
rest.”

“It has been a tiring journey,” William agreed, rising.

The old lawyer got to his feet and came around to
where Ardith was standing. He bowed to her in his
courtly manner and told her, “You must not be afraid of
the past. That is all over with.”

“I hope so,” she said faintly.

“Our good Highland air will do you fine service,”
Lawyer Macree assured her. “In a short while, your lungs
will heal and you will have vigorous health. I have seen
this happen to many others.”

“Thank you,” she said.

The old lawyer seemed reluctant to leave her. He took
her hand and kissed it with great chivalry. “Forget the
story I told you. Think about the fine future you and
your husband are bound to have here.” And with a bow,
he left her to join William and be accompanied to the
front door.

Darkness was at hand, and she watched the two men
walk out to the front hall and be lost in the shadows. Fear
tightened its grip around her heart the moment she was
left alone. She left the dining room and went across the
corridor into the living room. Mrs. MacDonald had seen
to it that candles had been lighted at strategic places in
the enormous room. Ardith picked up one of the candles
in its holder and went over to the portrait of the long-
dead Fanny to study it once more.

She was trembling as she studied the face of the dark-
haired woman whom she so strangely resembled. It was
too much of a coincidence to feel comfortable about.
That, along with her series of nightmares, made her be-
lieve that strong psychic forces which she did not under-
stand were at work within and around her.

A soft footstep behind her caused her to go taut and
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turn to see who it might be. It was William. Her husband
said, “I had an idea I might find you here.”

“I'm sick with terror,” she confided to him. “I don’t |

think I can live here!”

“Because of a tragedy that happened twenty years .|

ago?” ,

“No,” she said in a voice with a tremor in it. “Because
of what is happening right now. You know the strange
dreams I've had. Of being hunted by a group of masked
men, taken prisoner in a bedroom and dragged through
the woods! It’s exactly what that old man said happened
here to Fanny Bray!”

William placed a comforting arm around her, his
countenance calm in the glow of the candle she was hold-
ing. He said, “The story is familiar because it is a common
one. As I told you before, 'm sure you must have read
it somewhere in one of those too exciting novels.”

“No!” she protested.

“As to your looking like this girl in the portralt, that is
merely saying you are the same type. [ have no doubt we
could find dozens of young women who resemble her to
such a small degree. We must consider these things
sensibly.”

“I want to,” she said, “but I’'m afraid!”

His eyes met hers. “You do want to get well?> And you
want me to have a successful practice?”

“You know I do,” she said plaintively.

“Then have faith in me, believe what T tell you,” he
said, and he drew her close to kiss her with a gentle ardor.

She shut her eyes as their lips met and fought to hold
back her tears. When he released her, she whispered, “I'll
try! I really will!”

And she meant to. He saw her up to her bedroom. And
Meg, the petite, attractive maid with the straw-colored
hair, was there to help her prepare for bed. She dismissed
the girl almost at once, as she was used to caring for her-
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. self. After she had undressed and put on her nightgown,
William came to her from the adjoining room in his
dressing gown. He stayed with her a few minutes, saw
her to bed and blew out the candle on her bedside table.
Then he left her to return to his room.

She was so weary she fell asleep almost at once. She
did not know how long she slept, but when she suddenly
awakened she felt both chilled and drenched with per-
spiration. And she was no longer in her own room!

She was seated at the pianoforte in the conservatory
with her fingers wildly rambling over the keys!
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CHAPTER FOUR

Shocked by the discovery of where she was, Ardith
lifted her hands from the keyboard and gazed into the
shadows around her in the deserted room! She let out an
involuntary scream and then pressed her trembling hands
to her bosom. She was still seated at the pianoforte when
she heard a shuffling sound and then saw the faint glow
of a candle approaching the open doorway at the end of
the room.

“Who’s there?” a frightened female voice asked. It
was Mrs. MacDonald in nightgown and cap and with a
shawl over her shoulders.

Ardith stood up. “I'm sorry. Did I waken you?”

The woman came closer to her, peering at her anx-
iously as she held the candle up to study her. “Mrs.
Davis!” she gasped. “You’re drenched with sweat! What
brought you down here?”

“I don’t know,” she said uncertainly.

“Don’t know?”

“No. I only remember going to bed and then waking
up here playing the pianoforte.”

“And very well you were playing it,” the older woman
said. “I was about to get into bed when I heard the music.
My room is just behind this one. I had to come see what
was going on.”
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“Of course.”

Mrs. MacDonald said, “I didn’t know what I might
find, with all the stories.”

“What stories?”

The housekeeper looked uncomfortable. “None that -

should worry you, ma’am. It’s just that some say she
comes here of a dark night and sits and plays.”

“Who?” she asked tautly, although she really didn’t
need to.

Mrs. MacDonald sighed. “Her! The one they burned
in the woods! Fanny Bray!”

“I'm sorry to have frightened you.”

“I was frightened, I can tell you,” the older woman
said. “I've never heard the ghost music myself, but I
know those who swear they have. They used to come by
the house when it was locked up and hear the music
through the window.”

“P'm sure that is an exaggeration,” she said.

“No doubt, ma’am,” Mrs. MacDonald said, but she
did not sound convinced.

“I have no idea how I came down here,” she said. “I
must have walked in my sleep.”

“I had a cousin who almost had to be tied in her bed
for two or three years after she went in service,” -the
housekeeper said sympathetically. “The poor girl nearly
was dismissed from her job because of it. But the master
of the house was a kindly man and brought a doctor in
to examine her. He said it was nerves and she’d recover
from it in due time. And she did. Has seven healthy chil-
dren now!”

“Thank you,” she said in a wry voice. “You are most
comforting.”

“You ought to be in your bed, with all that sweat.
You’ll get a chill, I vow!” the housekeeper worried. And
she doffed her shawl and put it around Ardith’s shoulders,
“Keep that on until you are back in bed.”
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“T shouldn’t take it from you,” she said, shivering.

“] don’t miss it at all; ma’am,” the older woman as-
sured her. “I’ll see you safely to your room, and you can
give it back to me then.”

Ardith shuddered. “I'm being a nuisance.”

“Not at all,” the older woman said. “I'm glad to be of
some service. I heard that your health was frail.”

They began walking out of the room in the direction
of the stairs as they went on talking in low voices. Ardith
said, “I am a consumptive.”

“You poor thing!”

“I thought I was cured. Then I had another attack in
London. And the doctor suggested I come up here.”

“The air here is good for the lungs,” Mrs. MacDonald
agreed as they started up the stairs.

“T miss my little son, Ian,” Ardith lamented. “I had to
leave him in Edinburgh for a while with my mother-in-
law.”

“I’m sure she’ll be good to him.”

“I know that,” Ardith said. “She is 2 wonderful woman.
But I do miss my son.”

“That’s only natural,” the older woman said.

“I take strong medicine three times a day. The last
dose before I go to bed at night.”

“I know,” Mrs. MacDonald said. “The doctor men-
tioned it to me and gave me the medicine bottle. And I
had Meg put the drops in a glass of water and leave it
on your bedside table. I do hope you found it.”

They were on the landing and she whispered, “Yes, I
took the medicine. But now I'm wondering if that medi-
cine, combined with my weariness, didn’t cause me to
sleepwalk.”

“It very well might,” the other woman whispered
back. “Since, as I understand .it, this sort of thing is all
caused by upset nerves.”

“I don’t want to wake the doctor.”
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“You’re sure you shouldn’t?””

“No,” she said. “I’ll discuss it with him in the morning.
He needs his rest badly. He has so much to do now that
we are finally here.” '

“Just as you say, ma’am.”

They reached the door of her room, and she saw that
it was open. She turned to the housekeeper, “I must have
left it open after me.”

“Should I lock the door?”

“No. I don’t think I'll sleepwalk again tonight,” she
said. “Thank you for the shawl.” And she removed it and
gave it back to the worried woman.

“Is there anything else I can do?”

“No. You've been most helpful. Thank you and good
night,” she whispered. And she went on into her bedroom
and shut the door behind her.

She crossed to the bed and rummaged to straighten
out the bedclothes and get under them. They were
mauled about and she guessed she must have stirred
around a good deal before getting up and going down-
stairs. Only when she was in bed with the clothes tucked
around her did she begin to realize the enormity of it all.

She had somehow found her way out of the room and
down to the pianoforte, which she had seen only once
during the tour of the house in the afternoon. And she
had never sleepwalked before in all her life!

How to explain it? She’d been playing the pianoforte
very well, according to Mrs. MacDonald. And yet she
had no idea of what tune she had chosen or even of
playing it. A new feeling of terror surged through her.
Perhaps it hadn’t been an example of sleepwalking at all,
but a case of her body being taken over by an unhappy
spirit. The spirit of Fanny Bray!

She had a hard time fighting to control her nerves, to

. keep from going to the adjoining room where William

was sleeping and sob it all out to him. But she did not
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~ want to waken him. He would be bound to be irritable
~ and accuse her of having another bad dream. He would
somehow make light of her weird beliefs. Better to wait
until morning.

If she could!

She stared up into the darkness of the room and wished
that there might be at least a single moonbeam to pierce
the blackness and make her feel less isolated. Anything to
lessen her terror. And now she began to perspire again,
and she had the depressed conviction that her health was
growing worse rather than better. She would never see
Ian again! Never sit him on her lap or run her fingers
though his soft, curly hair! How she missed her child!

She would die here in this old mansion with a curse on
it. Even now the ghost of Fanny might have taken hold
of her. If the unhappy spirit could make her move
through the dark house and seat herself at the piano and
play, she could well be made to do other things. From
now on, whenever her eyes closed in sleep she would
know a new fear of what she might do before she
wakened.

She wearily went over all this in her mind until at last
her eyes closed again in her exhaustion. It was now that
she began to have the familiar nightmare once more. The
eerie dream in which she was filled with terror, trying to
escape a dreadful fate, hunted by the men in black masks.
The grim nightmare followed its usual pattern. She fled
to her bedroom and the masked men pursued her there
and dragged her screaming down the stairway!

With a whimpering sound, she opened her eyes and
saw that it was daylight and the little maid, Meg, was
standing by her, looking down at her with a rather
frightened expression. She at once felt embarrassed and
lifted herself on an elbow.

“Was I talking in my sleep?” she asked the girl.

The maid with the straw-colored hair nodded. “Yes,
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ma’am. You were moaning and acting as if you were in
pain.”

“I'had a bad dream.”

“I'm sorry, ma’am. I didn’t mean to wake you.”

She sat up and ran her fingers through her long raven
hair. “It’s all right. I’'m sure it is time I was up anyway.
Is the master about?”

Meg nodded. “Yes, ma’am. He came down to breakfast
almost a full hour ago.”

“He should have come and wakened me,” she said.

“I have hot water for your morning bath and the tub
ready,” the maid told her.

“Thank you,” Ardith said, swinging out of bed.

The tub was a large galvanized one, and when she sat
in it the water covered all but her knees. She enjoyed the
luxury of this first bath since she’d left Edinburgh. Meg
was helpful, hovering by with soap and scrubbing her
back for her. The attractive girl had apparently been well
trained in her Edinburgh post.

As the maid helped dry her when she stepped from
the tub, Ardith said, “You are most helpful. I'm glad
Mrs. MacDonald selected you as my personal maid.”

Meg blushed with appreciation. She said, “I do my
best, ma’am. Tell me if you are not satisfied. Did you get
your medicine? I prepared it and left it on your bedside
table when I turned down the bed.”

“I found it. Please do that every night, otherwise I'm
liable to forget it,” Ardith said with a smile as she gave
the maid the wet towel and crossed to her clothes to
begin dressing.

Once again the maid was helpful. And when Ardith
was fully dressed, Meg busied herself cleaning up the
room. “I will have the water drained and the tub put
awav while you are down to breakfast,” she promised.

“No hurry,” Ardith smiled from the door to the hall
And then she went downstairs.
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William was crossing the hallway when she appeared
at the foot of the stairs. He came to her and embraced
her and gave her a brief kiss. “You look very well this
morning,” he said. “You seemed to be sleeping soundly
when I came to your room a while ago. So I decided not
to wake you.”

“I rested fairly well,” she said. “Have you had break-
fast?”

“Yes;” he said. “But I shall come and have another cup
of tea with you.”

Not until the maid had finished serving them and they
were alone at the breakfast table did she dare to tell him
of her strange experience of the previous night. Then she
gave him all the details of what had happened. He listened
with an almost sullen look on his handsome face.

She said, “You know I have never walked in my sleep
before!”

“Not even as a child?” he asked sharply.

“I can’t recall any such incident.”

Her young doctor husband stared at her. “I'll warrant
there were some,” was his reply. “Most people who have
a history of sleepwalking show first symptoms in child-
hood. They are often bothered at later intervals in their

lives, mostly when they are in a nervous state.”

“You think it was just ordinary sleepwalking,” she
said, placing a strong empbhasis on the ordinary.

“I do,” he agreed. “Whatever else would you expect
me to think?”

Ardith hesitated. “I don’t want to make you angry.”

“Meaning?”

Again, she hesitated, “Last night I had a recurrence of
that nightmare. The one which fits in so well with the
tragedy of Fanny Bray.”

He spread a hand in a plea for her to be reasonable. “I
don’t think you should stress that your nightmares are
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somewhat like what actually took place here years ago.
We'’ve been over all that.”

“I know and you make nothing of it,” she said unhap-
pily. “But think of what I did last night. I went down
and played the pianoforte! Mrs. MacDonald found me
there!”

“It is embarrassing,” William said. “But no more than
that.”

She put down her empty tea cup and fixed her eyes on
his as she said resolutely, “Shall I tell you what I think?
I think I may have been taken over by Fanny’s spirit.
That she somehow entered my body and made me do it!”

“That is sheer nonsense,” William said with anger. “I
will not listen to such theories.”

“You won’t even consider the possibility? So we might
take steps against it happening again?”

“No. I have no belief in spirits of the sort you are try-
ing to link with last night. You should know that. As
your husband, and your doctor, I tell you the sleepwalk-
ing was brought on by exhaustion and nervous stress. Try
to rid your mind of your unhappy thoughts and I vow
you’ll sleepwalk no more.”

She was hurt by his lack of sensitivity towards her in
the matter, but she knew he was taking this stand for her
good and so she did not dare argue with him about it.
She still held to her own views, but she realized that it
could be a battle she would have to fight alone.

Her young husband broke into her thoughts by say-
ing, “I propose, this morning, to pay a courtesy visit on
Dr. Ivor Carr. And I would like you to come along if
you will. I'll ask McLeod to have a rig ready for us.”

Ardith did not enjoy the prospect of visiting the old
drunken doctor whom William had come to rival. But
since her husband felt it a necessary duty, she again must
give in to him.
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She rose from the table. “Very well. How soon do you
wish to leave?” .

“In a half-hour,” William said, also getting up. “I have
decided where my office will be.”

“Oh?”

“Yes,” he went on enthusiastically. “There is a rear
parlor behind the drawing room, and it has a door of its
own which leads directly to the side lawn. I propose to
convert that room into an office and a waiting room. It
will require only the raising of one partition and having a
doorway made between the two.”

“It sounds an excellent idea,” she agreed.

“I'm sure of it,” he said. “I will have plenty of room
for my books and desk, plus an examining table and cor-
ner for pharmacy. And yet the area will be shut away
from the rest of the house and have its own entrance.”

“There is already a door from the back of the parlor to
one of the hallways,” she recalled.

“Yes,” he said. “I shall use that for my own comings
and goings between the office and the house. I've asked
McLeod to get the work started at once.”

She gave him an encouraging smile. “I'm glad it is
working out well for you.” At the same time she was
thinking that it hadn’t turned out that ideal for her.

William nodded. “Making good here is extremely im-
portant to me,” he said. And giving her an anxious glance,
he added, “And I want you to regain your health. That
is the main purpose for our being here. I have put this
above everything. So do ignore the unhappy history of
this place and try to keep your thoughts calm and pleas-
ant, conducive to a quick recovery.”

“I will try,” she said quietly as she left him to go up-
stairs and dress for the visit to the old doctor.

When she came down again, she was wearing a tiny
bonnet of brown and a sober dress to match. She felt it
would be an occasion of some solemnity and she had bet-
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ter dress the role of the serious wife of an equally serious,
young doctor. Best to make a solid impression, especially
with the old doctor and his wife who were almost sure
to be super-critical of a new rival in the village.

She went outside as the morning was sunny and pleas-
ant. There was no sign of her husband or the carriage.
But she imagined he might be back in the stables talking
to Grim McLeod. As she stood there debating whether
to go around to the stables or wait by the front door,
she was suddenly aware of someone staring at her.

A weird figure emerged from the bushes opposite the
house and stood in the clearing of grass, staring at her
unashamedly. The intruder was a gnarled-faced old man
with long, iron gray hair. He had a kind of squint and
he was wearing a faded tam and the traditional Highland
kilt though his was so shabby and dirty it was hard to
see what clan its plaid might represent.

The old man had a look of fear on his lined face, and
he pointed a knobby finger at her and gasped, “ "Tis you!
Come back again!”

His manner upset her. In a taut voice, she said, “Who
are you? What are you doing here?”

The intruder went on behaving strangely. He took a
step nearer her so that she could clearly see the mad
glitter of his watery blue eyes. He gave a rasping chuckle
as he said, “Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten Mad Charlie?”

“I've never met you before,” she said, standing close
to the door as her fears of the strange old man increased.

He chuckled again and came another step closer so that
she could see his lined face better and realized that in
spite of a stooped back he was taller than she.

He said, “I've seen your ghost by moonlight many a
night, Fanny! But this is the first time I've seen ye by
daylight! Is it more bold you’re getting!”

“You’re mad!” she gasped, drawing back.

He grinned at her and showed the rotten fangs of yel-
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{ low teeth his lips had concealed until this moment.

- “You'’re back for revenge, Fanny! I know! I was there
hiding in the woods and heard your dying screams! You

~ told them they would pay! And like the W1tch you are,
you’re keeping your word!”

“I'm not Fanny!”

“So you say,” the old madman chuckled. “But we both
know better! You don’t like these new people in the
house! Nor do I!”

The talk between them was ended by the sound of the
carriage approaching. Mad Charlie glanced in the direc-
tion from which the sound of creaking wheels on the
gravel came and at once darted into the bushes again and

~ was out of sight in a matter of seconds.

She stood there pale and startled as Grim McLeod
came up with the carriage. William was seated beside
him. The big man passed the reins to William as the
single-horse rig halted before the door where she was
waiting. McLeod jumped down and came to her.

The big man stared at her and asked, “Is something
wrong, ma’am?”

She gave a sigh. “Not now. There was someone here.
He came out of the bushes at me. A strange old man!”

Grim McLeod looked more grim than ever. He asked,
“Was he wearing a tam and kilts?”

“Yes. And he called himself Mad Charlie! At least, I
think he did.”

The big man glared across at the bushes. “He’s been
skulking about ever since we opened the place. I have a
notion he was in here while the house was supposedly
closed. Maybe in one of the stables. He has no home that
I know of.”

“Then he really is named Mad Charlie?”

“All I've ever heard him called,” Grim McLeod said
darkly. “He’s angry because he’s been put out of the
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house. I'll warn him again when I see him not to bother
you another time.”

“Thank you,” she said. “He behaved strangely, seemed
to mistake me for Fanny Bray! I can understand now
that I know he is mad.”

Grim McLeod stared at her. “It is because of your like-
ness to the poor woman,” he said. “No doubt it confused
his muddled mind. I'll help ye up in the carriage, if you
please.”

The big man boosted her up to the seat where William
was rather impatiently holding the reins of the brindle
horse. He asked, “What was all that long harangue on the
steps about?”

“Nothing important.”

“It must have had some importance,” William pro-
tested as he gave the horse lead to be on its way. “You
talked long enough!”

The carriage rolled out of the yardway with Grim
McLeod staring gloomily after them. She glanced at the
bushes which flanked the roadway on either side and
wondered if the old madman might suddenly decide to
spring out at them.

She said, “An old man apppeared out of the bushes
while I was waiting.”

“An old man?”

“Yes. A local character from what McLeod told me.
He called himself Mad Charlie!”

William was scowling. “You say this madman came
and actually bothered you at our front door?”

“Yes. McLeod believes that this Mad Charlie was liv-
ing in the house before it was opened. That our arrival
has driven him away and he resents it! He’s been skulking
on the grounds ever since.”

William fumed as the carriage reached the main road-
way. “We’ll see to that! I won’t be bothered by lunatics!
‘What did he say to you?”
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“Nothing important! He was very confused,” she re-
_plied evasively, knowing if she repeated the old man’s
words she might only make her husband more angry.

“I would like to hear exactly what he said to you!”

“He said that he knew who I was.”

“How could he?”

“He confused me with Fanny Bray. He kept saying
that I had returned for revenge. A lot of nonsense talk
like that. The man is mad!”

William looked shocked as he drove along through the

 village. “If there’s one thing we don’t need it is talk like
~ that!”

William ignored the stares of the few people in the
village street, concentrating on this problem which Mad
Charlie had brought them.

Trying to placate her disturbed young husband, she

- said, “He meant no harm, I'm sure. And no one will lis-

12

ten to his comments. He’s the town madman!

“In these places, madmen get more than their share of
attention,” William grumbled. “They often provide the
only entertainment. So people gather around and listen to
them. And if his loose talk about your being Fanny re-
turned falls on superstitious ears it could cause some
trouble. I'll have enough problem getting patients in any
case; I'll get no one if they decide you’re a ghost!”

“But they won’t!”

“I hope not.”

“Do you know where the doctor’s house is?” she asked.

“Yes, McLeod gave me directions,” William said. “It
is on a short street near the cliffs. We’ll be coming to it
soon. We turn to the right.”

They came to a side street, and William directed the
rig into it. They’d not driven more than a hundred yards
when she saw the black and white sign hanging from a
wooden post, reading Ivor Carr, M.D. They drove on to
the walkway where the sign stood There was a stone
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fence around the thatched cottage, but the garden area
in front of the place had been neglected and was now
thick with weeds. The shutters on the cottage were al-
most without paint and one of them, at the right win-
dow, hung drunkenly from a single hinge.

Ardith confessed, “I’m nervous.”

“You mustn’t be,” William said. “We are doing the
proper thing.”

“Proper or not, it isn’t pleasant,” she told him.

They halted the rig and William tied the horse to one
of the posts in front of the cottage. Then he helped her
down and together they walked up the flagstone walk
to the front door of the cottage. At the door they could
hear an irritable male voice raised in an angry tirade in-
side. William gave her a significant glance and then
pulled the bell. It rang loudly within and they waited.

There was the sound of slow footsteps approaching
the door, and an old woman with a white, frilled cotton
cap on her head and a plaid shawl around her shoulders
glared out at them.

She said, “I'm not sure the doctor can see you.”

William doffed his top hat and said politely, “We will
only take a moment of his time.”

The dried-up face showed suspicion. “Who is it sick,
you or the lass?”

“Neither of us,” William said.

“Then what do you want to see the doctor about?”

William said, “I’'m the new doctor I'd like to introduce
myself and my wife.”

The thin face showed surprise and annoyance. “So
you're the one,” she said sourly. “The one from Lon-
don!”

“Yes,” William said.

The old woman considered. “I’ll tell him you’re here
and see what he says.” And she shut the door and left
them standing.
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William looked so boyishly unhappy that Ardith
found herself feeling sorry for him. She knew her

friendly, romantic young husband had expected a quite

different welcome. For all his training and hospital ex-
perience, he still was less sophisticated in dealing with
people than she was. She pressed his hand in hers, and
he gave her a look of grim resignation. Neither of them
said anything.

The footsteps sounded again and the door opened. The
dried-up face studied them with utter contempt, and
the old woman opened the door for them to enter. She
- snapped, “He will see you!”

They entered the cottage which was dark and smellcd
of the damp of the nearby ocean. 'A door stood open at

the end of a dark hall, and they automatically made their

way down to it. They paused at the doorway and saw,
seated behind a battered desk covered with musty papers,
pill boxes and every sort of odds and ends, a sour-
looking, little old man in a wing collar and string black
tie. He had a head of white hair which stood up wildly
like stiff wire, giving him the peculiar appearance of hav-
ing just been frightened by something!

But there was no fear in the grim, bony face with the
sunken cheeks. He regarded them from under shaggy
eyebrows with his small, hard eyes taking in every detail
of them. He grunted, “Come-in! Come in!”

They entered and William nervously introduced him-
self and Ardith. The old man accepted the introductions
with another grunt as he eyed them with distaste. He did
not invite them to seat themselves in the two plain chairs
which were part of the furnishings in the untidy office.

“You’re one of the banking Stewarts from Edinburgh,”
the surly Dr. Ivor Carr said.

“Yes,” William replied.

“Directly descended from Black Charlie, the highway-
man,” the old doctor said with a harsh laugh. And at the
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same time the air became filled with the aroma of Scotch
whiskey.

“Not directly,” William said. “Though I do not deny
he did have a romance with one of my ancestors. They
had a son, Billy, who died not too long ago at an ad- .
vanced age. He left no issue.”

“Your grandfather was a doctor in Edinburgh when I
was a medical student,” Dr. Ivor Carr said. “You know
he was suspected of being mixed up with Burke and
Hare and those other grave thieves. The resurrectionists!
He came near going to jail!”

William’s cheeks flamed. “I'm sure if you check the
records you’ll find my grandfather was absolved of all
blame!”

“Naturally,” the old doctor said sourly. “In Edin-
burgh, the Stewarts are sacred cows! But let me warn
you, young man, that is not true in Harwick!”

“I have come here as a friend and a fellow profes-
sional,” William told him. “I wish no quarrel with you!”

Dr. Ivor Carr laughed nastily again, and once more the
odor of strong whiskey pervaded the stale air in his office.
He said, “You call yourself a fellow professional! T was
doing the most complicated surgery long before you
were born!”

“l don’t deny that, sir,” William said, managing to
keep himself under control. “But I'm still a doctor like
yourself, though not your match in years.”

“Nor in experience,” the old doctor snapped. “I have
heard about you. You've come here directly from Bish-
op’s Hospital in London.”

“That is so,” her husband agreed.

Dr. Ivor Carr gave him a sarcastic look. “It’s seldom a
remote country village gets a doctor from a city hospital.
‘When they do, there is usually a reason. Were you run-
ning away from a possible draft in the army? From all we
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hear, there is a great need for smart, young medical of-
ficers in the Crimea!”

Once again William showed resentment. He said, “I
did not come here to escape army service. I'm here be-
cause of my wife’s poor health. T hope the air in this

~ Highland country will do much to restore her.”

“Indeed,” the old man now turned his attention to her.
“You don’t look ill, madam.”

She said, “I have had consumption.”

“You would have done better to have chosen some
quieter place if you’re looking for rest and recovery,”
the sour Dr. Ivor Carr said. “Harwick is not the proper
spot for you. And Wyndmoor hardly a suitable house.
No one has dared live in the place for two decades!”

She said, “It is a fine house.”

“Haunted,” the old doctor told her. “A place of trag-
edy. Your husband will have a hard time getting patients
to go there. And anyway most of the village people are
loyal to me. They have a deep loyalty and affection for
me, and they will continue to trust their ills to my care.”

William said, “That is probably true. But there are
surely some who might like another doctor or even a
second opinion, I hope to find myself a place here.”

“Don’t expect any help from me!” the old doctor
warned him.

“I don’t,” William said. “I would like to feel we were
friends. That there is no resentment on your part.”

The bony old man stood up behind his desk and said
angrily, “We can never be friends! You’ve chosen to
intrude on me here! I do resent it and I will continue to!”

“I'm sorry,” William said. “It seems we have nothing
more to discuss.”

“Nothing!” the veteran doctor said sourly. “You have
gained the enmity of Sir Douglas Gordon in buying
Wyndmoor; he is the most powerful man in the area.
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And you have my bad will. I doubt if you last here
long.”

“We will see,” William said.

Just as they turned to leave, the grim Dr. Ivor Carr

said, “Madam, has anyone told you that you bear a re-
markable resemblance to the former mistress of Wynd-"

moor?”

“Yes,” she said in a small voice.

“Only noticed it now,” the ancient doctor said, staring
at her strangely. “Odd that this should happen. That af-
ter twenty years, you should come to live in the house
and look so much like her.”

In a small voice, she said, “You see a likeness to her
in me.”

Dr. Ivor Carr was still staring at her. “A great likeness!
Remarkable! I knew her well. I warned she should get
away and she didn’t listen. T hope your fate will be much
different!” And he bowed stiffly to her.

“Thank you,” she said quietly and bowed in return.

William bade the old man good day, and they turned
and on their own, found their way to the front door.
‘William said not a word until they were out of the house
and near the carriage.

Then he stormed. “That was a grand error! How right
you were!”

“Pm sorry,” she said. “Probably it was just as well for
you to talk with him.”

“I’'m certain of that,” her young husband said grimly.
“T at least know the kind of unpleasant old fellow he is!”
And he helped her step up into the carriage. Then he
untied the horse and got into the carriage beside her.

She gave him a wry smile. “At least it’s over with!”

William flicked the reins and drove away from the cot-
tage. He was still in a rage. “Talking about the Stewarts
as he did! You’d swear there were nothing but rogues

88

N e o




and criminals in our past! The Stewarts are one of the
most respectable families in all Scotland!”

“You could hardly expect him to be fair!”

“And saying that I came here to escape army service!”

“You can be sure he’ll do you whatever harm he can,”
she said. “But at least you know his attitude. And by the
smell of whiskey in that room, he hasn’t stopped his
drinking.”

“I saw a bottle on the floor behind his desk. He
thought he’d hidden it out of view, but I caught a glimpse
of it. If he keeps at that for the rest of the day he won’t
see too many patients.”

“I'm sure you’re needed here,” Ardith told her hus-
band.

William went on angrily, “And, of course, he wasn’t
content to take swipes at me! He had to have his innings
with you! I might have known he’d say the house was
haunted and bring up the old business of your resembling
Fanny Bray!”
~ “Whatever he said makes no difference,” she pro-
tested.

“It does, when you already are of the opinion the
house is haunted,” her young husband said unhappily as
they drove along the nearly-deserted main street with its
gray houses huddled together. No one could accuse Har-
wick of being a busy commercial place.

“His saying it is the wrong place for me won’t make
any difference in the opinion I form,” she promised him.
“I know his talk is motivated by fear of you. He knows
his own failings have brought you here. And now he is
afraid you will -take his patients from him!”

“It is stupid,” William said. “There is room for two
doctors in the area. And he is obviously old and not at-
tending to his practice. Why is he so unfair?”

“Because that is the sort of person he is,” was her re-
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ply. “At least we have tried to let him know we wish to
be friendly. Perhaps he will come around in time.”

“I much doubt it,” was her husband’s reply, and he
lapsed into a grim silence which lasted most of the rest of
the way to Wyndmoor.

She sat quietly beside him, bothered with her own
thoughts. It upset her to be continually told that she
resembled the late Fanny Bray. Worst of all she knew
it was true in at least a small degree. And she worried
that perhaps it was the spirit of the murdered woman
gradually taking control of her which had caused a phys-
ical change in her looks. It had begun with the eerie
dreams which had haunted her sleep in London! The
dreams which had begun only after William bought the
old mansion. And the nightmares were going on, so that
now she was finding herself moving about like a phantom
in her sleep. William didn’t know how she felt about it
all in spite of her trying to make him understand!

They drove in the narrow roadway from the main
road to Wyndmoor to discover another light carriage in
the yard and a tall, well-dressed young man standing by
it. As soon as he saw them, he came running forward.

Reaching the carriage breathlessly, he doffed his top
hat and asked, “Are you Dr. William Davis?”

“I am,” William said, pulling on the reins to keep the
horses still.

“Im John Thatcher, secretary to Sir Douglas Gor-
don,” the good-looking, brown-haired man said. “His
only daughter has had a spell, and he sent me over to get
you since you are closer to us than Dr. Carr.”

“How far is it?” William asked.

“Only a mile or so from here,” the voung man said.
“I’'ve been waiting about ten minutes. His Lordship will
be extremely upset. May I lead the way!”

“Very well,” William said. “You drive out and I will
turn around and follow!”
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“Very good, doctor,” the young man said, and hurried
to the other carriage.
William gave her a meaningful glance as he prepared
to turn the carriage and said, “Well, it seems we are to
meet all our enemies on this one morning!”
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CHAPTER FIVE

They followed the other carriage which young
John Thatcher drove along at a swift pace. It was evi-
dent that the estate of Sir Douglas Gordon was on the
other side of Wyndmoor towards the country, rather
than between Wyndmoor and the village. This was un-
doubtedly why, in a crisis, the titled squire of the area
had decided to call on William first. Also, there would
be the usual problem of whether Dr. Ivor Carr would
be sober or not.

William said, “This might prove helpful. If I'm able to
do this local tyrant a service he might even be grateful,
though I much doubt it.”

“At least he has called on you in a professional ca-
pacity,” she said. “It gives you a trump card.”

“My services are as available to him and his family
as to anyone else,” William said. “But I'm surprised he
didn’t summon his old friend, Carr.”

“Perhaps he doesn’t trust him as a doctor.”

“I'd have severe doubts about him,” William agreed.

They came to the turn-off leading to the estate, and
it was almost as broad and well kept as the main roadway.
Within a few minutes the huge turreted castle of Sir
Douglas came into sight. Ardith, who had thought

93



..

Wyndmoor large, was overwhelmed by the size of this
place.

She said in an awed voice, “It even makes Stormhaven
seem small.”

“We Stewarts are only bankers and doctors, not titled
gents with our estates handed down to us for genera-
tions,” William said grimly.

The crisis at the castle was clearly still in progress.
Servants were gathered at the front entrance, watching
for their arrival. And as soon as they came near the en-
trance, stablemen rushed out to take the horses. John
Thatcher came back hurriedly to help Ardith and Wil-
liam down. As William made it a practice to always keep
his medical bag with him, he had only to retrieve it from
the bottom of the carriage.

“You may as well come along in,” he told her as they
walked quickly to the imposing entrance of the castle.

John Thatcher led the way. They walked down a
long hall to what Ardith took to be a sewing room.
There they found a pathetic tableau. Stretched out on
the floor and writhing in seeming agony was a girl in her
early teens with long, blonde hair. Standing over her was
a troubled-looking man of fifty or so, florid and paunchy
from good living. Beside him, clutching his arm, was a
worried-looking blonde woman who would surely be
his wife and the stricken child’s mother. She was slim,
pale and had the same blonde hair as her little girl.

Kneeling by the child was a troubled-looking woman
of late middle years who would be either governess or
nanny to the sick girl. William swiftly advanced to the
side of the girl and knelt with the woman. His examina-
tion was precise, and in a low voice he gave the woman
some instructions. She got up and hurried away. Mean-
while, William grimly watched the youngster.

The father and mother of the girl looked on helplessly.
After a moment the woman returned carrying a small
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towel, a pitcher of water and a spoon. She gave all of
these to William. He then expertly placed the spoon be-
tween the child’s grinding teeth. Next he wet the towel
and began to bathe her forehead. It was only a matter
of a few minutes when the attractive blonde girl’s attack
began to ease, and she suddenly dropped off into what
appeared to be a deep sleep.

William looked up at the parents and said, “She will
be all right now. She’ll sleep for a while. When she
wakes, she will likely have a headache; it may be a bad
one or merely slight, in any case she will recover.”

Sir Douglas Gordon showed suspicion on his puffy
face. “How can you know all that?”

“I have seen cases like your daughter’s before,” William
said, rising. “She should be taken to her bed now.”

The middle-aged woman took charge, with Lady
Mona hovering by her. Several of the male servants came
forward and gently lifted the little girl up, still sleeping,
and carried her away. The middle-aged woman followed
them out of the room, but both Lady Mona and Sir
Douglas remained.

Lady Mona, who seemed near tears, said, “It was good
of you to come so quickly, doctor. Whenever we have
called on Dr. Carr, it has taken so long for him to get
here that her attacks have always been over with before
he could examine her.”

Sir Douglas silenced his wife with a grim glance and
turned to-William, saying, “I am Sir Douglas Gordon
and this is my wife, Lady Mona.”

William bowed, “My privilege to meet you both,” he
said. “And this is my wife, Ardith; she happened to be
in the carriage with me when I was given your message,
so I took the liberty of bringing her along.”

“I knew you had arrived,” the puffy-faced man said.
“I'd say this is an ideal opportunity for us all to meet.
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I suggest we move on to the drawing room and have
some sherry.”

Sir Douglas led the way to the large, luxuriously fur-
nished room which held a fortune in ornate furniture.
Servants quickly appeared to serve the sherry. Sir Doug- -
las saw the ladies seated with himself and William stand-
ing between them before they began any general
discussion.

Then Sir Douglas turned to William and said, “Dr. Carr
has diagnosed my daughter’s condition to be fainting
spells. He says they are fairly common among girls of
her age and she will grow out of them.”

William balanced his glass of sherry and stared at it a
moment before replying. Then he said, “I understand
from what your wife said that Dr. Carr has never actu-
ally seen your daughter when she is having one of her
convulsions.”

“He hasn’t,” Lady Mona offered seriously. “He has
always seen her some hours afterward.”

William asked, “Does she have these attacks often?”

The puffy face of the girl’s titled father showed un-
easiness. “Not too often!”

His wife spoke up. “Be truthful, Douglas. Much more
often than we would wish. We have come to fear the
spells. They happen every few months.”

“And there are signs before the spell comes on?”
William suggested.

“Yes,” Lady Mona said. “She has complained of numb-
ness in parts of her body and a strange change in taste.
Sometimes she says she hears sweet music and the cries
of night birds.”

“I know,” William nodded.

Sir Douglas eyed him worriedly. “What do you
know?”

William said, “P'm sorry, sir. But Dr. Carr’s diagnosis
is not correct. Your daughter is not suffering from mere
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" fainting spells. What I have found her in now was a
~ Grand Mal.”

“A Grand Mal?” the older man repeated in a question-
ing tone. It was evident he had not heard the term before.

William eyed him solemnly. “Yes. I'm sorry to bring
you this news. But your daughter is an epileptic.”

Lady Mona gasped. “Margaret an epileptic!”

“Yes,” William said. “Let me hasten to add she can be
treated and made more comfortable. I can give you drugs
which may lessen the severity of her seizures. And I can
tell you what to do so that she doesn’t injure herself
during the times when she is in one of these convulsive
fits.”

“What can be done to cure her?” Sir Douglas de-
manded with bluff authority.

“Pm sorry, Sir Douglas, there is no cure,” William
said. “We can only hope that nature intervenes and the
seizures become less severe.”

“Is her life in danger?” Lady Mona asked, near tears
again.

“No,” William said. “There is no reason to expect her
longevity to be affected. But over a period of years there
is the danger that her mind will suffer. Some epileptics
become mentally like children before death comes to
them.”

“Horrible!” Lady Mona gasped. “I don’t want to be-
lieve it!”

“And I refuse to!” Sir Douglas said in anger. And to
William he put the question, “What causes this disease?”

William told the older man, “The cause of epilepsy is
unknown. But we are aware that there are hereditary
tendencies involved. It often occurs in successive genera-
tions of the same family. Or it may show up in a family
where there has been evidences of feeble-mindedness or
insanity in earlier generations.”

Sir Douglas and Lady Mona exchanged a troubled
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glance. The stout man said, “Your Uncle Graham. And
before him, there were others in your family. That is
where the bad seed has come from!”

“You can’t be certain of that,” his wife said unhappily,
dabbing at her eyes with a hankie. .

The t<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>