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I desire to state that I, personally, have never
assisted at, or participated in, any ceremony con-
nected with Magic—Black or White.

The literature of occultism is so immense that
any conscientious writer can obtain from it abun-
dant material for the background of a romance
such as this.

In the present case I have spared no pains to
secure accuracy of detail from existing accounts
when describing magical rites or formulas for pro-
tection against evil, and these have been verified
in conversation with certain persons, sought out
for that purpose who are actual practitioners of
the Art.

All the characters and situations in this book
are entirely imaginary but, in the inquiry neces-
sary to the writing of it, I found ample evidence
that Black Magic is still practiced in London, and
other cities, at the present day.

Should any of my readers incline to a serious
study of the subject, and thus come into contact
with a man or a woman of Power, I feel that it is
only right to urge them, most strongly, to refrain
from being drawn into the practice of the Secret
Art in any way. My own observations have led
me to an absolute conviction that to do so would
bring them into dangers of a very real and con-

crete ,nature.
Dennis Wheatley
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To
the memory of
that most illustrious story-teller,

ALEXANDRE DUMAS PERE

Whose books gave me enormous pleasure when I
was a boy.

Whose heroes, while subject to normal human
frailties, set a splendid example to the young of
courage, loyalty and endurance—for which reason I
have modelled the heroes of my own books on them.

And whose very slender short story, ‘The Corsican
Brothers’, while having no resemblance whatever in
period, subject, background or plot to The Satanist,
gave me the idea of using identical twins as two of my

principal characters in it.
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A Dangerous Assignment

Colonel Verney’s office was on the top floor of a tall building
in London. He was sitting at his desk looking at a photo-
graph of the paked body of a man of about' thirty. Dark
marks on the wrists and ankles showed where they had been
tightly bound; the head lolled back and the neck was half
severed by a horrible gash from ear to ear. Laying the photo-
graph down, the Colonel said:

‘The Devil’s behind this. I'm convinced of it.’

‘Several devils, if you ask me, Sir,” replied Inspector
Thompson, who was sitting opposite him. ‘Must have been, to
have trussed poor Morden up like that before cutting his
throat.’

‘I didn’t say *“a devil” but “the Devil”—Lucifer, Satan, or
whatever you care to call the indestructible power of Evil
that has sought to destroy mankind ever since the Creation.’

The Inspector had been transferred to the Special Branch
only a few months before; so he did not know much about
the work of Colonel Verney’s department. Like the other
branches of the Secret Service, its function was to secure in-
formation; it never took legal proceedings. Whenever these
were required the case was passed to Special Branch for ac-
tion. Morden had been one of Colonel Verney’s young men,
and Thompson had come over from Scotland Yard to report
on the case. The report was negative as, although it was over
a week since Morden’s body had been found in an alley lead-
ing down to a Bermondsey dock, the police had so far failed
to secure a clue of any kind to the murder. But Thompson
had also brought with him the results of a second post-
mortem held to answer certain specific questions raised by
the Colonel.

Now, he gave a slightly uneasy cough, and said: ‘I should
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have thought it a pretty plain case, Sir. Morden was after
these Communist saboteurs, they rumbled him and knocked
him off. I can't see how the Devil comes into that. Not. from
the practical point of view, anyhow. But, of course, if you've
got any special theory we’d be only too happy to follow it
up.’
The Colonel shook his head. ‘No, I've nothing you could
work on, Thompson. I'm about to brief another man to carry
on in Morden’s place. He might pick up something, and natu-
rally your people will continue to check up on all the rough-
necks who might have been involved. We can only hope that
one of us will tumble on a lead. Thank you for coming over.’

As the Inspector stood up, the Colonel rose too. He was a
rather thin man and tall above the average, but his height
was not immediately apparent on account of a slight stoop.
His hair was going grey, parted in the centre and brushed
firmly back to suppress a tendency to curl at the ends. His
face was longish, with a firm mouth and determined chin;
but the other features were dominated by a big aggressive
nose that had earned him the nickname of Conky Bill—or, as
most of his friends called him for short, C.B. His eyebrows
were thick and prawn-like. Below them his grey eyes had the
quality of seeming to look right through one. He usually
spoke very quietly, in an almost confidential tone, and gave
the impression that there were very few things out of which
he did not derive a certain amount of amusement; but at the
moment his thin face was grim.

Having politely seen the Inspector to the door, he paused
on the threshold and said to his secretary in the outer office,
‘T’ll see Mr. Sullivan now.’” Then he returned to his desk.

Barney Sullivan was twenty-eight years of age, and, in con-
trast to his Chief, made the most of his five foot nine inches
by carrying himself very upright. He was broad-shouldered,
rather round-faced and had a nose that only just escaped
being snub. His mouth was wide, his brown eyes merry, and
his hair a mass of short, irrepressible dark curls. Those merry
eyes, a healthy bronzed skin, and his swift movements,
showed him to be a young man endowed with abundant joie
de vivre.

As he came in, Verney, now faintly smiling, waved him to
the chair the Inspector had vacated, offered his cigarette case,
and asked:

‘Well, young feller, how’s the world treating you?’

With a word of thanks, Barney took one of C.B.s
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specials—they were super-long Virginians that he smoked oc-
casionally as an alternative to his beloved thin-stemmed
pipe—then he replied.

‘Not too badly, Sir. I had a grand run with the Pytchley on
my day off last week. We killed three times. Apart from that,
only the usual complaint; too much desk work. I'm sick of
the sight of card-indexes.’

C.B. shrugged. ‘Has to be done. Backbone of our job. But
I've got something for you that should mean your being out
and about for quite a while. That is, if you care to take it.’

‘Orders is orders, Sir.’ Barney gave a wide-mouthed grin.
‘All that matters is if you think I'm up to it.’

‘I do. Otherwise I wouldn’t offer it to you. But I’ve never
yet asked a man to gamble his life with his eyes shut. The
risk involved in this case is far greater than any of us are ex-
pected to take in the normal course of our duties; so I'll not
hold it against you if you say you’d prefer to stick to routine
work. Before you reply you'd better take a look at that.’

Barney picked up the photograph that C.B. pushed across
to him, stared at it a moment and gave a low whistle. ‘So
that’s what happened to poor Teddy Morden! I knew, of
course, that he was dead, but understood that he’d died of a
heart attack.’

‘We don’t broadcast such matters,” remarked the Colonel
quietly, ‘or even let on about them in the office to anyone
who is not immediately concerned. Now; how about it?’

‘I'll play, Sir.’ Barney’s reply came after only a second’s
hesitation. ‘I hardly knew Morden, except to pass the time of
day with; but he was one of us and I'm game to have a cut at
the swine who did that to him.’

‘Good show, Sullivan. I had a hunch that in you I'd picked
the right man to carry on from where Morden left off. The
chance of your running down his murderers is pretty slender,
though. The police haven't got a clue. Of course, you might
strike a lucky lead but, anyway, that isn’t really your job. I
showed you that photograph only so that you should know
the sort of thing to which you will be exposing yourself by
stepping into Morden’s shoes.’

C.B. got out his pipe and began to fill it. “This is top-level
stuff. Last December a high-power meeting was held with the
P.M. in the chair. Among those present, as well as several
Cabinet Ministers, were the leaders of the Opposition and
some of the big shots of the T.U.C. They met to discuss a
matter which for a long time past has been giving a lot of
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responsible people headaches; namely, the hold that Commu-
nism still has on Labour. As a result of that meeting the
Prime Minister sent for me and ordered me to carry out a
special investigation.’

As he paused, Barney remarked, ‘I was under the impres-
sion that the savagery with which the Russians put down the
Hungarian revolution had resulted in a major set-back for the
Communists all over Western Europe; and that here, espe-
cially, owing to the strong line recently taken by the T.U.C.
Chiefs, the Reds have been finding the going much more
difficult.’

‘You were right about the effect of the Budapest massacres,
but that was quite a few years ago. The Communists get most
of their recruits from among young people who are discon-
tented with their lot, and for many of them the Hungarian
purge is now only an episode in history. Anyhow, we have
good grounds for believing that support for Communism here
is again on the increase. You are right too, of course, that for
some time past the T.U.C. has been taking active steps in an
attempt to check the influence wielded by Communists in the
Unions; but it’s an uphill game. Did you happen to see a
booklet published last year that was called The British Road
to Stalinism?’

‘Yes. It was a warning to trade-unionists put out by the In-
dustrial Research and Information Service about the danger
of Communist infiltration.”

‘That’s right. And the L.LR.LS. is no Tory-backed set-up. Its
Chief is Jack Tanner, a former chairman of the T.U.C. and
president of the Amalgamated Engineering Union. The book-
let was issued in an attempt to impress on the ordinary work-
ers the importance of attending Branch meetings and using
their vote in the election of shop-stewards and Union
officials. If anything could have woken up the rank and file
of Labour one would have thought a broadside from such a
source would do the trick; but it failed to make any notice-
able impression.’

Having lit his pipe, the Colonel went on. ‘There are eight
million trade-unionists and only twenty-five thousand Com-
munists, yet the Communists hold posts out of all proportion
to their numbers. The average British working man is as
sound as a bell. If only we could get a quarter of them to
face up to their responsibilities, we could check the rot in no
time. But they won’t. And only the comparatively few, who
have political ambitions, will stand for election as officials be-
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cause the work entailed would mean giving up some of their
evenmgs instead of watchmg T.V., working in their gardens,
or going to the pub.’

Barney nodded. ‘Yes, apathy’s the root of the trouble; but
from what one hears, it’s not only that. A lot of the elections
are rigged.’

‘Ah! Now you're talking, young feller. That’s one of the
things I want you to find out about. As you will have seen
from the papers, the T.U.C. have been toying with an investi-
gation into ballot rigging for a long time past; but they don’t
seem to be able to get down to brass tacks, and it is a real
menace. Once one of these Red gentry succeeds in getting
himself into a key post, such as secretary of a branch, he is
in a position to do all sorts of fiddles. He can call snap meet-
ings at a time when those who would oppose him are sick or
on holiday; he can nominate his pals to act as tellers when
votes are counted, and get up to a dozen tricks which result
in others of his kidney getting seats on the committee. The
process is cumulative and before the ordinary members of the
branch wake up to what is happening they find that it is
Communist controlled. And once they’re in, it’s next to im-
possible to get them out. Anyone who tries is either beaten
up or, in some way or other, put on the spot.’

‘Like that Union official they accused of raping the typist,’
Barney grinned. ‘If the girl hadn’t proved a decent sort and
refused to lie for them, he would have been out on his ear
and his private life wrecked into the bargain.’

‘That’s it. No game is too dirty for them to play, even
against one of their own kind if he shows signs.of disagreeing
with the Party line—and the other name for that is “orders
from Moscow”.’

The Colonel sat forward and went on in his low conspira-
torial voice. ‘Now, we can’t do much about the general apathy
at the moment. But if we could get the low-down on these
rigged elections and other crooked dealings it would provide
really valuable ammunition for the T.U.C. in the purge they
are attempting. Not only could they get the boys we had the
goods on sacked from their posts, but full publicity about
what has been going on would raise the dander of the honest
majority men and make them more conscious of their respon-
sibilities. Greater numbers of them would attend meetings
and the odds then would be on honest chaps instead of sabo—
teurs being elected. Get the idea?

‘I certainly do, Sir.’
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‘Good! Then there’s another angle to it. Since the war,
Britain has been fighting for her life economically. Industry
has done marvels in increasing our exports, and the Govern-
ment did a wonderful job a while back in saving the pound.
But the country has been deliberately robbed of a big part of
the benefit it should have derived from these stupendous
efforts.’

‘By unofficial strikes,” hazarded Barney.

“You've said it, my lad. In the past ten years they’ve cost
the country untold millions, and at times thrown as many as
a hundred thousand people, who had no part in the dispute,
out of work for several weeks. It’s their repercussions that
prove so costly and there seems no way of altering the pat-
tern they follow. A group of Reds get a dispute going on
some little point of procedure in a small plant where they
have control. The installing of a new machine, or an altera-
tion in schedule to improve efficiency, is all they need to start
an argument. They persuade one category of workers that it
may lead to their getting smaller pay-packets, or cause redun-
dancy, so they down tools. If it ended there that wouldn’t be
a very serious matter. But it doesn’t. The agitators get busy
with the cry that a threat to one category of workers is a
threat to all, and out come other categories in sympathy. Yet
even that is not the worst. After a week or two the stoppage
in that factory begins to affect others. Nine times out of ten
the thing it is making is not a finished article, but a part or
material essential for putting the completed product on the
market. That means far bigger plants have to put their hands
on short time, or are brought to a standstill.

‘It's time everyone realized that every man who joins a
strike that has not the approval of his Union is a Public
Enemy; because these wildcat stoppages eat into profits like
rats into corn, and profits mean taxes. If it had not been for
all this downing of tools without real justification, by now we
could have doubled old-age pensions and child allowances,
and had a shilling off the income-tax into the bargain.’

‘Bejesus, you're right, Sir!” The touch of Irish slipped out
owing to Barney’s spontaneous agreement. ‘Look at that
B.O.A.C. strike. It must have cost the country millions; and
largely because the men let themselves be carried away by
the brilliant oratory of Sid Maitland—in spite of the fact
that, according to the Press, he openly declared himself to be
a Communist. They just wouldn’t listen to Jim Matthews but
howled him down, and when he tried to get them to accept



the Union’s ruling and rely on its negotiations they called
him a traitor. It’s a shocking state of things when they won’t
be guided by their own Union officials.’

‘That’s what is giving the responsible Labour leaders such a
headache. For the past year or so they have been doing their
utmost both to oust the Communists from key positions in
the Unions and to get a firmer control over the shop stew-
ards. But it is uphill work, because it lays them open to accu-
sations of attempting to browbeat the workers and of being
secretly in league with the Tory government; and it is difficult
for them to convince the rank and file that they are not.’

‘Yes, I see that. They’re between the devil and the deep
blue sea; and owing to the size of the Unions it is impossible
for their top men to keep in personal touch with all their tens
of thousands of members. That is where the shop stewards
have such a pull.’

The Colonel nodded. ‘True enough. But don’t run away
with the idea that all the shop stewards are bad hats. The
great majority of them are good chaps doing a very valuable
job of work maintaining good relations between the manage-
ment and their mates. The trouble is that the bad ones are in
a position to do an immense amount of damage by foment-
ing these wildcat strikes. Those are the boys we want to get
the low-down on; so that we can expose them and help the
T.U.C. in its big campaign to purge the British Labour move-
ment of Russian influence.’

‘And where do I come in on this, Sir? Barney asked.

Again C.B.’s voice sank to a conspiratorial low. ‘Sinews of
war, young fellow. That’s our line of attack. Men who come
out unofficially don’t get strike pay. Yet some of these unoffi-
cial strikes go on for months. Meantime the strikers have got
to live and feed their families. How do they do it? We know
the answer to that one. At least we know it to apply in some
cases, and have good reason to suppose that it applies in
many more. They are given enough cash to keep going on
the side from secret funds controlled by the Reds.

‘Don’t some of the better types query where it comes
from? )

‘Those who do are told that it is from subscriptions raised
among sympathizers.’

‘But, in fact, it comes from Moscow.’

‘For such considerable sums, that seems the only possible
source of origin. One of Russia’s prime objects is to disrupt
our industry, in order to create the unemployment and dis-
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content which always results in the spread of Communism; so
they could hardly spend their money to better purpose. Yet
the fact remains that we have failed to uncover any link be-
tween the leaders of these unofficial strikes and any of the
Iron Curtain country Embassies, or any other Soviet-
controlled set-up.’

‘Quite a number of the top Reds go to Russia from time to
time, Sir. :

‘Yes, and although they give out that they go there only
for a holiday, I don’t doubt they return with plenty of ideas
that don’t do British industry much good; but they could not
bring back any considerable sums of money with them—not
without our knowing about it.’

‘And you want me to try to find out the source of supply?’

‘That’s it; then we could think up some way of cutting it
off.” C.B. pulled at his pipe for a moment, then said with a
change of tone, ‘Now, a word about yourself. What led you
to join this outfit?’

Barney grinned. ‘I was broke. My creditors in Dublin had
made Ireland too hot to hold me. I decided that I'd got to
take a steady job, but I knew that I'd never settle down to a
humdrum office routine. It had to be something that would
provide me with a bit of excitement now and then, and my
uncle, General Sir Geoffrey Frobisher, got me in here.’

‘So that was it, eh! Of course, I knew that old “Frosty”
Frobisher had vouched for you, and looking up your file the
other day reminded me that you are the Earl of Larne. How
come that you have never used your title?’

‘Well, it was this way, Sir. I've practically no family, only
my mother’s brother, the General. Both my parents died
when I was quite young and he became my guardian. He did
very little about it, though; but I can't really blame him for
that. I lived in Ireland and he lived in England. During most
of the time I was at school he was up to his eyes in the war.
Then for the greater part of the next six years he was sta-
tioned abroad—doing tours of duty in the Middle East, then
in Germany. No one else had any right to call me to account,
so I'm afraid my high spirits led to my becoming rather a
bad hat. T got sent down from Trinity for leading a pretty
hectic rag, but I had quite a generous allowance and plenty
of friends. The fathers of several of those with whom I used
to stay in the holidays reared bloodstock, and I've always
been good with horses; so I naturally gravitated to that as a
means of earning a living. I won quite a few steeplechases
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and received handsome presents from the owners. But it was
a case of easy come easy go, and most of what I made over
the sticks I lost by backing losers on the flat.

‘Thanks, Sir.” Barney took another of C.B.’s long ciga-
rettes, lit it and went on. ‘They were an expensive crowd to
live with, too, so I was soon up to my eyes in debt. But I was
in my last year at the University when I was sent down, and
becoming twenty-one a year later saved me from disaster. My
father didn’t leave me a fortune, only a few thousands, and if
I'd had any sense I should have pulled up then. As it was,
like a young ass, I started to really hit up the town. What
with the gee-gees, the girls, and throwing expensive parties, 1
got through the lot in a couple of years.’

‘You would have been twenty-three by then. That’s about
the time you came into the title, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, Sir. But I had never expected to. When my father
died there were seven people between myself and the Earl-
dom, and we didn’t even know that branch of the family.
One was drowned in 1939, two more were killed in the war
and another met his death while climbing in Switzerland in
1951. That still left three; the late Lord Larne and his two
sons. They had lived in Kenya since before the war, so I'd
never met any of them and never gave them a thought until
one day in ‘fifty-four. I learned then that all three had
crashed in their private plane and been killed.’

‘Didn’t you come into any money with the title?

‘No. The place in Ireland had been sold way back in the
‘twenties, and all the money Lord Larne left went to his
widow, who still lives in Kenya. All I came into were the
heirlooms—some good family silver and a few pictures—but
unfortunately they weren’t worth much.’

‘What happened then?’

‘The General sent for me. I came clean with him about my
debts in Dublin and he said some pretty caustic things to me;
but, by and large, he behaved extremely well. He declared
that as I came of an ancient and honourable family, I was
under a definite obligation not to disgrace the title; that if I
took it up, it would certainly lead to my continuing to mix
with people whose style of life I could not afford, and that, in
any ordinary job, it could only prove a handicap to me.
Therefore, he argued, I ought not to use it until I had lived
down my raffish past. By then I had realized that if I did not
turn over a new leaf I was riding for a really nasty fall; so I
agreed to forget the Earldom for the time being, leave Ire-



land, and make a fresh start. He said that if I'd do that and
promise to go straight for five years before using my title, he
would pay my debts and make me an allowance of £300 a
year until I got on my feet.’

‘So that was the way of it.’

‘Yes. Then we talked about all sorts of jobs and eventually
he hit on the idea of getting me in here. That appealed to me
more than going off to one of the Dominions or into indus-
try. I went back to Dublin, hardened my heart about saying
good-bye to any of my friends so as not to have to lie to
them about my future plans, packed up my things and simply
told my landlady that I was going to the United States. I im-
agine my sudden disappearance was no more than a nine
days’ wonder, and I've never been back there since. Naturally
I missed the hectic parties, the racing, the girls and the cham-~
pagne for a bit, but I soon became so intrigued by the work
here that I didn’t miss them any more; and I can never be
sufficiently grateful to the General for what he did for me.’

C.B.’s long face broke into its most friendly smile. “Yes, he
certainly did the right thing and handsome thing by you; but
you've yourself to thank even more for having the guts to
snap out of the sort of life you had been living for so long.
About this title of yours, though? The five years are nearly
up, aren’t they?’

‘Yes; only another three months to go.’

‘Do you propose to use it then?

‘No, I don’t think so. Having a title these days doesn’t get
one anywhere. It only costs money and I'm not all that well
off. I might if I married though, as the girl would probably
like it, so it wouldn’t be fair to her not to.’

‘Are you thinking of getting married?’

Barney grinned. ‘No, Sir. I prefer to love them all a little
bit.”

‘Good. You're wrong, though, about a title never getting a
man anywhere. There are times when it can be very useful,
and that might well prove the case, in certain circumstances,
during the course of this job I'm putting you on.’

‘What! While I'm posing as a Red among manual workers
and technicians? Barney opened his brown eyes wide in sur-
prise. ‘Surely not?’ )

‘That will be your role for most of the time, of course, but
there may turn out to be another angle to the business. I'm
not telling you about that at present, because it is only a
theory of my own and I don’t want to start you off with pre-
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conceived ideas that might both warp your judgment and be
wrong. But if at any time you do feel that the use of your
title might help to open a door to you, use it. I'll take the
responsibility for your breaking your promise to the General
and, if need be, square matters with him.’

‘Very well. That’s O.K. by me, Sir.’

C.B. pushed a thick file across the desk, and said: ‘Here is
all the dope we’ve got so far. Take it to your office and spend
the next two or three days going through it very thoroughly.
Naturally I have a dozen other members of the firm hard at
it, ferreting out the pasts of various fellow-travellers, attend-
ing meetings, checking figures, and generally gathering infor-
mation, but you’ll be the only one to be planted on the inside
in London as a real red-hot Red. Your line will be that
you've just come over from Ireland. We’ll provide you with
all the background stuff—a Party card, membership cards of
half-a-dozen Unions, and a list of the most promising
branches at which to use them. Don't start anything until you
have mastered that file, and when you have, let me know.
Can I take it that you are clear on what I want you to do?

“Yes, Sir. I've to get you all I can on the methods used by
Communists to become officials in the Unions, about rigged
elections and where the money comes from to finance unoffi-
cial strikes.”

‘You’ve got it, young feller. Good luck to you.’

‘Thank you, Sir.’ Barney Sullivan tucked the file under his
arm and, with his cheerful face more serious than usual, left
the room.

As Barney went out, Verney again picked up the photo-
graph of Morden’s body. With set mouth he stared at it while
thinking of the points that had emerged from the second au-
topsy, for which he had asked.

Morden’s ankles had been lashed together, but his wrists
had not; they had been lashed separately to thick pieces of
wood or iron. The marks of the cords that had bound his an-
kles did not make a straight line; they made a V pointing to-
wards the feet, as though pressure had been exerted between
them to drag the cords down where they met in the middle.
Immediately below the point of the V there was severe bruis-
ing of both ankles, as though a thick stake, or peg, had been
thrust between them. There had been no blood on the body
when it was found, so obviously it had been washed after
Morden’s throat had been cut; but the second autopsy had re-
vealed that while there was no trace of blood on Morden’s
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body, there were still tiny particles of blood under his eyelids
and in his hair. .

Inspector Thompson had been aware that Colonel Verney
had given most of his time before the last war to checking up
on the activities of Fascists, and that since the war he had
given most of it to checking up on those of Communists.
What the Inspector had not known was that, as C.B. was re-
sponsible for keeping tabs on ail groups which might be en-
gaged in any anti-social activity, it had included a number of
secret societies that practised Black Magic. The knowledge
that he had gained of such matters was, therefore, considera-
ble.

With a heavy sigh he put away the photograph. It was the
marks on the legs that had first led him to suspect that Mor-
den had been hung by his bound ankles from a stout peg be-
tween them, and now the particles of blood found in his hair
confirmed that. Verney did not believe that the killing was
the work of thugs in the dock area. In his. own mind he now
felt certain that Morden was the victim of a ritual murder,
and had been crucified upside-down.

12



A Widow Seeks Revenge

Colonel Verney lived for a good part of the year as a
grass-widower. That was not because he was lacking in affec-
tion for his wife, but both of them had been over forty when
they married and she had been loath to give up the charming
little villa near St. Raphael, in the South of France, where
she had made her home for the previous seven years.

During those years, as Molly Fountain, she had built up a
reputation for herself as a very competent writer of adven-
ture stories and her work brought her quite a comfortable in-
come. Had that been added to the Colonel’s—since in Britain
the incomes of husband and wife are assessed as one for tax
purposes—the result would have been that they would have
been compelled to pay away a big proportion of their joint
earnings in income and super tax. By continuing to be domi-
ciled in different countries they were better off by at least a
thousand a year, which more than paid for frequent trips by
one or other of them between London and St. Raphael and,
moreover, enabled Molly to go on writing her books in the
sunny, secluded retreat where inspiration seemed to come to
her much more easily than in a city.

The law allowed her to spend up to three months a year in
England without becoming liable to tax, and Verney spent his
leaves with her in France; added to which his work often ne-
cessitated his going to the Continent for consultations with
his opposite numbers in other capitals, and sometimes she
flew from Nice to Geneva, Paris, Rome or wherever it might
be, to be with him. In consequence, a month rarely passed
without their being able to have a few nights together or
longer sessions of a fortnight or more; and for two middle-
aged people, both of whose minds were largely occupied with
their work, the arrangement had proved very satisfactory.
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Verney, too, was particularly fortunate as by this arrange-
ment he had not even had to forgo the benefit of leaving his
bachelor quarters, for a London home where he was made
much of. The same month that he had married Molly, her
son John had married Ellen Beddows, and Ellen had just in-
herited a handsome fortune from her father. John was doing
well as a junior partner in a firm of interior decorators, but
it was Ellen’s money that had enabled them to start their
married life in much better style than he would have been
able to afford.

They had bought one of the delightful new- houses that
were being built in Dovehouse Street, Chelsea; and behind it,
at the far end of a pleasant little paved garden, it had another
building which was virtually a self-contained flat. It consisted
of a large, lofty studio with a small bedroom, bathroom and
tiny kitchenette. As the house itself contained ample accom-
modation for the young couple, and they both adored C.B.,
they had insisted that he should come to live in the studio.

This proved an admirable arrangement, for he enjoyed all
the amenities of a home without always being on top of
them. Moreover, as he continued his old practice of dining
two or three nights a week at his club, they could when they
wished ask other young couples to dinner without having him
too as odd man out; and when they had larger parties he was
always happy to place the big studio at their disposal.

It had been on Monday, March 7th, that he had briefed
Barney Sullivan, and on the following Sunday afternoon he
had just settled himself down in the studio to read the papers,
when John Fountain came across, put his head in at the door,
and said:

‘C.B., a young woman has called and is asking to see you.
Her name is Mrs. Morden. What about it?’

With a sigh C.B. lowered the paper. He knew that it must
be Teddy Morden’s widow, and felt that an interview with
her would certainly be most painful for them both, the odds
being that she had come to upbraid him for sending her hus-
band to his death; but he quickly resigned himself to it.

‘All right, John. I'li see her.’

John gave him a wicked grin. ‘She’s quite an eyeful—a
ravishing blonde. Poor old Mumsie. What’s it worth to you
for me not to let on to her that you've got yourself a lovely
girl-friend? '

C.B. grinned back. ‘That’s quite enough of that, young
feller. Bring her along.’
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‘O.K. Chief. But my silence will cost you a case of Moet
N.V.’

Two minutes later Mrs. Morden stepped across the thresh-
old of C.B.’s spacious book-lined sanctum. From behind her
shoulder the irrepressible John winked at C.B. and made the
V sign; then he quietly closed the door upon them.

Mary Morden was twenty-three and John had not exagger-
ated her good looks. A small black hat enhanced the gold of
her ripe-corn coloured hair, which she evidently kept long, as
it was done up in two thick plaits at the back of her head,
leaving fully exposed two unusually pretty little ears. Her
eyebrows were rather thick, and she left them like that be-
cause they were so fair that, had they been plucked, they
would hardly have shown; but below them were two al-
mond-shaped eyes of that deep blue colour which is most
usually seen in combination with the dark beauty of an Irish
colleen. Her nose was straight, her mouth firm and
pointed chin slightly aggressive. She was fairly tall with a
good bust that nicely balanced her hips, and she carried her-
self well. C.B., who had an eye for such things, decided that
her black and white check suit, although it fitted her well,
was ready-made; but that her nylons were of fine quality. As
she took the chair he placed for her, she crossed a pair of
legs of which she had good reason to be proud, and he saw
that they ended in small, neat feet.

He had seen her before on two occasions. The last had
been at Morden’s funeral, and there he had only bowed to
her as a veiled, pathetic figure. The first had been when he
had had to go down to her flat at Wimbledon to break the
news of her husband’s death to her. It had been a Monday
morning; she had been busy doing the weekly washing, and
so had come out from the kitchen with her hair tied up in a
scarf, wearing a faded blouse, tight blue jeans and a pair of
down-at-heel slippers. She had little make-up on now, but she
had had none at all on then, and a wisp of hair that had got
loose from under the scarf had given her a slightly sluttish
appearance. He had been struck by her fine eyes but failed to
realize that she was a beauty before the news he brought con-
firmed her fears for Teddy, who had not been home since
the afternoon of Saturday; upon which she had buried her
face in her hands and burst into a passion of tears. To make
the horrible job he had to do a little easier, he had first
sought out Morden’s brother and sister-in-law, and taken
them with him. Having told Mrs. Morden of her husband’s
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death as gently as he could, and provided her with ample
money to meet any immediate necessities, he had left her
with her relations by marriage. v

Now, as soon as she was seated, she said briskly: I do
hope you will forgive me for spoiling your Sunday afternoon
like this, Colonel Verney, but I thought it a likely time to
catch you and, that in view of what I want to talk to you
about, it was better that I should come to your home than to
your office.’

“You're not spoiling it,” he assured her with a smile. ‘I was
only glancing through the papers. I'm glad to see you and, if
I may say so, looking so,er...’

“You mean recovered from the shock,” she helped him out,
‘Well, it’s a fortnight now and one can’t go on weeping one’s
eyes out for ever. It was a choice of either letting myself sink
into a sort of morbid coma that might have gone on for
months, or getting down to something that would occupy my
time and mind, and I decided on the latter.” .

‘Well done you. I'm delighted to hear it’ Offering her his
cigarette case, he added: ‘Tell me about this job you’ve got?

‘What lovely long ones.” She took a cigarette and, after he
had lit it for her, said: ‘T haven’t got it yet. That’s why I'm
here.’

He raised his prawn-like eyebrows a fraction. ‘I see. Well,
if it’s a reference you require I'd be delighted; but if you
want me to find you a job that’s rather a different matter.
Still, if you’ll tell me what qualifications you have, I'll do my
bestto . . .’

‘Thanks, but this isn’t a case for either. I followed your
wishes in telling my friends and neighbours that Teddy died
of a heart-attack, but we know that he was murdered. You
couldn’t have concealed the truth from me, even if you had
wanted to, because I had to be given his death certificate. I
don’t think that by nature I am vindictive, but Teddy meant

. meant a lot to me. I want to help bring his murderer to
justice.’

‘That’s very understandable,” said C.B. gravely, ‘but I'm
afraid you would only be wasting your time. The police are
doing everything possible, and even with all their resources
they haven’t yet got a clue.’

‘Then that is all the more reason why you should let me
try my band. If in a fortnight they have failed to get any-
where, it means that the trail has gone cold by now, so they
are not very likely to. Fresh crimes are calling for the atten-
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tion of the police every day; so they will give less and less
time to Teddy’s case, and after another few weeks shelve it.’

‘No case is ever closed until the criminal is caught.’

Mary Morden made an impatient gesture. ‘No, but after a
while the file joins the hundreds of others on unsolved crimes
and no one does any more about it.” Her strong jaw hardened
suddenly and she added: ‘But take me on and that won’t hap-
pen. I'll stick to it for years if . . .

‘Take you on!" C.B. repeated, then he quickly shook his
head. ‘No, Mrs. Morden, I'm sorry, but that is quite out of
the question. Even if I wanted to I couldn’t. There are very
definite rules governing procedure in my department.’

‘Oh, I didn’t mean officially. That’s why I thought it best to
come here to see you. Then no one could suspect that I was
working for you. And I don’t want any pay. I'm not rolling
in money, but I can manage on what I've got.’

For a moment CB. looked straight at the beautiful earnest
face opposite him; then he shook his head again. ‘Honestly,
it’s not possible. For you even to make a start I'd have to
disclose to you the mission Teddy was employed upon, and
that would mean letting you into all sorts of official secrets. I
could lose my job for that. Besides, you would be exposing
yourself to grave danger and that’s a responsibility I'm not
prepared to take.’

She pulled a face, shrugged and made a move to stand up.
‘Very well, Colonel Verney, I'm sorry to find you so un-
cooperative and sorry to have wasted your time. I'll just have
to set about the business on my own.’

‘Hey! Wait a mo’, lady.” Conky Bill gestured her back into
the chair. He was trying desperately to think of some way in
which he could dissuade her from entering on an investigation
that, at best, would mean months of futile endeavour and, at
worst, the chance that she would run up against real trouble
which would end in her becoming a lovely corpse.

‘Well!” she smiled suddenly. ‘Are you thinking of changing
your mind?

‘No, M’am,” he replied promptly, getting to his feet. ‘And
I'm not likely to in a matter like this. I'm just going to make
you a cup of tea.’

‘That’s nice of you,” she conceded, and her smile broad-
ened, showing two rows of strong, even teeth.

He rather prided himself as a brewer of a good cup of tea,
and some minutes later he emerged from his kitchenette with a
tray on which reposed a pot of Earl Grey, milk, lemon, sugar
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and a plate of shortbread biscuits. Setting it down he said,
“You must be “mother”. Lemon for me and three lumps of
sugar.’

As she poured out, he went on. ‘So you’re going to play
the lone wolf, eh? Or rather the unshorn lamb going into the
forest to put the fear of God into the great big hairy bears.
I’'ve had the best part of thirty years at the game, but most
times I've gone in a tank with plenty of air cover. All
the same, I still look on myself as a learner, and I'd be aw-
fully interested to hear how you propose to set about it.’

She passed him his cup. ‘Elementary, my dear Watson! I
shall find out all I can about everyone with whom Teddy had
anything to do these past few months.’

‘Did he tell you anything about the job he was on?

‘No, not a thing. He was terribly security-minded.’

‘Then that won’t get you anywhere; because you can have
no line on the people he was after.’

‘You can't be certain that it won't. And 1 have got one
line that might lead to something. It wasn’t at all in keeping
with his character, but some time back he suddenly became
deeply interested in Spiritualism.’

Had it not been for his long training at suppressing all
signs of emotion while interrogating people, C.B. might well
have dropped his tea-cup. As it was his long face remained
impassive as he said, ‘Really; and he made no secret about
that?’

‘He would have, but a mutual friend of ours happened to
see him at a séance, and told me about it. When I tackled
him he came clean and admitted that he had been to several.
I tried to persuade him to drop it. After all, his work took
him out at night often enough without his spending an eve-
ning or two a week attending séances. Besides, I am a Roman
Catholic. Not a very good one, I'm afraid. In fact, we were
married at a Registry Office and I haven’t been inside a
church for years. All the same, I still believe in its teaching,
and that Spiritualism is wrong. Teddy knew that, of course;
otherwise he would probably have suggested my going with
him. As it was, he seemed absolutely fascinated by this new
interest. He wouldn’t listen to me and continued to go to the
meetings in spite of all I could say.’

‘But what leads you to think that his interest in Spiritual-
ism had any bearing on his death?

Mary Morden’s fair eyelashes fluttered and for a moment
veiled her deep blue eyes as she replied, a shade uncomforta-
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bly: ‘Because there was something behind it—something very
unpleasant.’

C.B. had to keep a tight hold on himself in order not to
show the intense interest which gripped him as he asked in his
low voice: “What sort of thing?”

‘T don’t really know. Teddy used to talk in his sleep. He
never gave away any office secrets, and mostly it was incoher-
ent muttering. But during the last few weeks he began to
have nightmares. He seemed to be struggling in a sort of me-
dieval hell. He raved about the Devil taking the form of a
small black imp, and of a Temple where animals were sacri-
ficed. An Indian was mixed up in it, and someone whom he
referred to as ‘“the Master”. When he woke from these
nightmares, or I woke him, he was drenched in sweat. But he
wouldn’t tell me their cause. He used to shrug them off by
saying that he was making a study of the occult and had been
reading a lot about the bad side of it.’

‘That may have been true. On the other hand, one can’t
rule out the possibility that he had got in with some bad hats
at these séances and that they introduced him into a Black
Magic circle.’

“That’s what I think.’

‘And you intend to follow this up?

‘Yes.’

For a moment C.B. was silent. All she had said fitted in so
well with his own theory of what lay behind Morden’s death
that he was greatly tempted to tell her to go ahead. Yet few
people knew better than he did the terrible danger to which
she would be exposing herself if she did. Having decided that
he must do his best to stop her, he said:

‘Listen, lady. In my work I've been up against this sort of
thing before; ! yet I've never succeeded in bringing a big
Black to justice. They are incredibly cunning and utterly un-
scrupulous. If I, with all the resources of my department,
can’t get the goods on them, how can you, a woman working
on her own, hope to? Supposing you are right, youwll get no
further than the fringe of it; then they’ll catch you out, and
the odds are that you'll end up as poor Teddy did. It isn’t on!
You've got to put this idea right out of your head.’

She gave a slight shrug. ‘Of course there’s a risk. I know
that. But in my case I think you exaggerate. If these people
did kill Teddy, it must have been because one of them found

1 See To the Devil—a Daughter
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out that he was working for you. As you have turned me
down that could not apply to me. Anyway, I'm a free agent,
and, if I choose to do this, you can’t stop me.’

‘No, I can’t. But I can give you some idea of the sort of
situation you will be faced with from the very start.’

‘I'd be interested to hear it.’

‘Well, all Black Magic rituals are based on sex or, to use
more appropriate words, unbridled lust, perversion and ob-
scenity. If you ever succeed in getting inside a Satanic Tem-
ple, you will be expected to witness and applaud acts which
would turn the stomach of a member of the vice-squad, let
alope a decent young woman like yourself. But that would be
only after your own initiation. And that’s the hurdle you'd
have to take before you could get anywhere. You don’t need
me to tell you what a lovely person you are, and they are not
going to give you a ring-side seat for nowt. Your entry ticket
would be having to give yourself to the man who introduces
you into the circle.’

Mary Morden dropped her eyes again. ‘I can only hope
that he wouldn’t be too repulsive.’

‘What!” C.B. sat forward suddenly. ‘D'you mean you
would?

“Yes." She looked up and met his glance squarely. ‘I'd bet-
ter be frank with you, Colonel Verney. I grew up in the back
streets of Dublin and became a cabaret girl. For reasons
with which I won't bother you there came a time when I had
to have more money than my pay. Cabaret girls get plenty of
opportunities to earn money the so-called easy way, and
those who do don’t think of themselves as prostitutes. But, to
be brutally honest, that’s what I was for the best part of a
year. And, believe me, even with girls such as I was, who
don’t have to go to bed with every man who asks them to, it’s
not easy money. There are times when men who seem to be
decent sorts turn out to be absolute swine, and to earn a few
pounds that way is like suddenly finding oneself in hell.

‘Four years ago Teddy took me out of that. He knew the
sort of life I had been leading, but all the same he married
me. I’'m not going to tell you that he was my one great love.
The fact is, I've never had one; but I was terribly fond of
him. He gave me security, a decent home, respectability,
everything that any reasonable woman could want except a
child, and I made him a good and faithful wife.

‘But now that is all aver. I've no family. I'm on my own
again. With his pension and a little capital he inherited from
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an uncle I'll be free from want; but by killing Teddy some
fiend robbed the world of an honest, decent, kindly man, and
robbed me of everything that made life worth while. So I'll
not stick at using my looks, and my body too, if need be, in
an attempt to get even with his murderer.’

For a moment C.B. was silent again, then he said: ‘If that’s
the case, Mrs. Morden, there’s no more I can say; except to
express my admiration for your determination and courage.’

‘Thank you,’ she said gravely. ‘T’'m glad my confession
hasn’t made you think too badly of me.’ )

‘Far from it. None of us has much choice about the sort of
life we have to lead when we are young; and, frankly, it is a
small grain of comfort to me to know that at least you are
prepared for the sort of thing it’s certain you’ll have to face.’

" “That’s that, then.” She picked up her bag. ‘Well, I won’t
keep you any longer. Thank you for seeing me and giving me
such a nice tea.’

Waving her back, he said: ‘No, don’t go yet. Although I
can’t give you any official help, maybe I can suggest a way to
lessen these risks you are determined to run.’

Her mouth twitched in a faint smile. ‘T'll bet that it is to
try to make myself look old and unattractive.’

He laughed. ‘No; there would be no chance of your suc-
ceeding in that. Even a make-up expert couldn’t alter your
face enough for people not to detect at close quarters that it
was a painted mask. Then, how about your figure, and those
legs? But I was thinking of the risk to your life, not to your,
er—virtue. You won’t be able to disguise the fact that you
are an extremely attractive young woman, but you could rad-
ically alter your appearance and give yourself a different type
of beauty.’ L

‘What would be the point of that?

C.B. put his index finger alongside his big aggressive nose
and spoke almost in a whisper. ‘Before poor Teddy was done
in you can be certain that the people who did the job first
found out all they could about him. From the moment they
began to suspect that he was spying on them they would have
had him followed. That would have led them to his home. It
is a thousand quid to a rotten apple that they know you and
all about you. The moment you went among them—that is,
as your natural self—they would recognize you and realize
that you were on their track. Then your number would be up
before you had even started. If you are to stand any chance
at all you must assume a completely new identity.’
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‘T see. Yes, of course, you are right. Well, I'll turn myself
into a brunette, change my hair-style and do everything else I
can think of to alter my appearance.’

‘Good! But that is not enough. You must also change your
place of residence and live in new quarters under a different
name. Would that be difficult for you? I mean, although you
tell me you have no family of your own, there are your in-
laws. Could you think of a plausible excuse for going away
for a while without leaving them your address?

Mary’s mouth tightened, and her voice held a trace of bit-
terness. ‘I won’t have to think up an excuse. Teddy’s people
are the worst type of middle-class snobs. God knows, I've
done nothing to antagonize them. It is just that they had
pinned their hopes on Teddy marrying some little piece
vaguely connected with the peerage, or at least a girl whose
parents had money; and I didn’t fit into either category. They
had no time for me from the beginning and if I took a run-
ning jump into a pond tonight, it wouldn’t cost any of them a
wink of sleep. I have only to shut up the flat and give out
that 'm going back to Ireland for the Mordens to count
themselves will rid of me.’

‘I would advise you to do that then. Move into furnished
rooms or a small hotel in some district where you know no
one. Take a new name and open an account in it at a local
bank, then instruct your own to pay your funds into it as re-
quired and to forward your letters there enclosed in enve-
lopes bearing the name you have taken. Shut yourself off as
completely as you can from all past associations, and commu-
nicate with no-one. That includes myself. If these people
know that Teddy was working for me they may be watching
this place; so don’t come here again or to the office, or tele-
phone either. That is unless one of two things happens. One,
you have succeeded in getting something definite for me to
act on; two, you believe yourself to be in danger of your life.
In the latter case, evidence or no evidence, you can count on
me to come with all the King’s horses and all the King’s men
racing to your rescue.’

“Thank you, Colonel Verney. I don’t expect you will hear
any more of me for quite a time; but when you do, I only
hope it will be on the first count and not the last. You've
been very kind, and at least I can promise not to call for
your help without good reason.’ . .

Five minutes later he let her out of the side door into the
narrow alley that ran between the studio and the garden of

22



the house next door. As he watched her, a trim figure, head
held high, walking with firm step swiftly away, he wished
more than ever that he had been able to dissuade her from
entering on this dangerous undertaking, or at least to give her
some protection.

Back in his armchair he pondered for a long while whether
he should pass on to Barney Sullivan what she had told him,
inform him of her intentions, and tell him to co-operate with
her. But, each working on his own, neither could bring the
other into danger, and they provided two sources through ei-
ther of which he might learn the truth about the murder of
Teddy Morden; whereas, if they were associated, should one
become suspect, the other would also. So he decided against
letting Barney know anything about Mary’s proposed activi-
ties.

It was a decision that he was to look back on later with
bitter regret.
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A Scientist Becomes Queer

It was three weeks later—to be exact, late in the afternoon
on Monday, April 4th—that Colonel Verney received a visit
from Squadron Leader Forsby. They were old friends as they
had worked together during the war, and afterwards Forsby
had been seconded to special Security duties. For the past two
years he had been responsible for security at the Long Range
Rocket Experimental Establishment, which was situated on a
lonely stretch of coast down in Wales.

The Squadron Leader was a small, grey-haired man with a
kindly face and a deceptively meek manner, for he could be
extremely tough when the necessity arose. As he set down his
brief case and took a chair, Verney said: ‘Glad to see you,
Dick. What sort of trouble has brought you up to the great
big wicked city?

‘It’s a funny one, C.B.,” the little man replied. ‘May be
nothing in it, maybe a lot. One of my science babies has gone
a bit queer.’

‘I thought they were all slightly nuts, anyhow.’

Forsby smiled. ‘They’re a special breed and live in a differ-
ent world from us. Ethically many of them are quite irre-
sponsible; but this is a bit out of series.’

‘Don’t tell me we've got another Nunn May or Fuchs on
our hands!’

‘I hope not, but he just might be. His name is Otto Khune.
He’s of German extraction but born American, in Chicago.
In 1945 he married an English wife. She was a young Wren
signals officer, and they met while she was doing a tour of
duty at one of the Naval repair bases that we set up in the
U.S. during the war. Evidently she didn’t fancy the idea of liv-
ing in the States, as they both came to England in 1946, and
he took British nationality. As he had already been working
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for the Yanks on Rocket projects, and was fully vouched for,
he was given a job by the Ministry of Supply; but the mar-
riage didn’t last. His wife divorced him in 1951. His speci-
ality is fuels, and for the past eighteen months he has been
top man in that line at the Station.’

‘What'’s he been up to?

‘Nothing. It is simply that his colleagues are worried about
his mental state. They all have their own quarters, of course,
but the unattached ones feed and spend a good part of their
leisure hours in a mess. For some weeks past Khune's behav-
iour there, particularly when it is getting late at night, has
puzzled the others. They say that for short periods he talks
and behaves as though he were an entirely different person.
Did you happen to read that book The Three Faces of Eve?

C.B. shook his head. ‘No, but I heard several people talk
about it. I gather it was a report by two professional psychia-
trists on an American woman who suffered from split person-
ality.’

‘That’s right. I found it absolutely fascinating. Normally
she was a prudish, dowdy little housewife with a shy, retiring
nature, but at times she changed into a gay, bawdy-minded,
come-hither girl, bought herself expensive clothes, made her-
self up fit to kill and went out to hit up the night spots. Then
a third individuality emerged when she appeared to be a
grave, sensible, responsible woman. And these changes in per-
sonality took place not once, but many times actually under
the eyes of the men who were examining her; so one can
hardly write the whole thing off as a hoax.’

‘No, schizophrenia is a mental state now fully accepted by
the medical profession. If that’s the trouble with this chap
Khune, I take it your worry is that while dominated by this
new personality he may commit some breach of security?’

‘Exactly. When in his normal state we have every reason to
believe him to be a patriotic naturalized Briton, but when he
has these queer fits he appears to be anything but that. The
sort of thing he says is that the only hope for the world is a
new deal, starting with the elimination of all the old Imperi-
alist and Capitalist governments; that the United States’ oil
interests and big business are at the bottom of all the ills that
are afflicting mankind, and that true freedom for the individ-
ual can only be achieved by complete equality for all.’

‘That sounds like the old Communist gags. Do you think
he is being got at by the Russians?

‘Maybe, but somehow 1 don't think it’s that. His ideas
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seem to be more on the old anarchist lines—the complete ab-
olition of all rule with everyone muddling along in little
share-and-share alike communities. Anyhow, as he was away
this weekend, I decided, on the off-chance that he is in com-
munication with some no-goods and that I might find some-
thing that would throw light on the matter, to search his
quarters.” Forsby opened his brief case and taking from it a
typescript, added: ‘There was nothing of any interest among
his correspondence, but in his desk I found a document in his
writing, and this is a copy that I took of it.’

Verney put on his spectacles, spread out the paper and
read:

I, Otto Helmuth Khune, am making this statement of my
free will and while of sound mind in case anything should
happen to me, or my sanity later be questioned.

I was born in Chicago on February 8th, 1918, of natural-
ized American parents who had immigrated from Germany
in 1910. They had had six children before the birth of myself
and my brother Lothar, we two being my mother’s third set
of twins. Of the others, three died in infancy, or early child-
hood, and neither pair of twins was identical, whereas Lothar
and I were.

We were the last children born to my parents and the three
earlier ones who survived were all girls. One met her death in
a fire in 1933, the two others married and live in Detroit and
Philadelphia respectively. It is now nearly fifteen years since I
have seen either of them and neither plays any part in the
matter of which I am about to give an account. Both my par-
ents are now dead. )

When 1 state that Lothar and I are identical twins, I mean
that literally. Our physical resemblance was so exact that
even people who knew us intimately, at times mistook one of
us for the other. Mentally, too, we were extraordinarily alike.
We had the same tastes in food, recreations and clothes, and
almost invariably shared our likes or dislikes of people. As
we grew into our ‘teens the latter trait began to show some
divergence, but mentally we continued to be remarkably at-
runed.

Neither of us had any difficulty in reading the others
thoughts and frequently we started to say the same thing at
the same moment, so that the similarity of our minds became
a joke among our acquaintances. The bond was still closer
than that for, if one of us felt ill, the other invariably was,
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almost at once, subject to the same symptoms. This even ex-
tended to the demonstrably physical. On one occasion in a
fight at school I had my eye blacked; Lothar felt the blow
and soon after his eye also closed and coloured up. On an-
other he fell and broke his ankle, upon which I suffered such
acute pain in mine that I had to have the same treatment for
such a mishap.

Another thing that we had in common was a highly devel-
oped psychic sense. It is said that the seventh child of a sev-
enth child is often endowed in this way; and Lothar and 1
stood in this relation to my mother, who had been a seventh
child. She; too, was psychic to some degree. To a limited ex-
tent she could see things in a crystal and tell fortunes by
cards, and she had had several death warnings that proved
true foreknowledge of the event. But her psychic faculties
were not so highly developed as those of Lothar and myself.

We could assess people’s characters by the colour of the
auras round their heads, which are invisible to the great ma-
jority of persons, but were perfectly visible to us. We had
hunches about matters which would affect ourselves that in-
variably proved correct, and could often foretell good or ill
fortune that would come to our friends.

We could ‘see’ things. Our first experience of this was
when we were quite young, and was the spirit-form of a dog
with which we used to play, without thinking there was any-
thing strange about it, in our bedroom at night. Later we saw
several ghosts, and for that reason neither of us would ever
pass a cemetery- after dark, although in due course we found
out that ghosts are more generally pathetic than malignant.

These psychic faculties came to us quite naturally. When
young we accepted them as normal and made no special
effort to develop them, except in one particular; this was the
ability to hypnotize. Both of us possessed it, but Lothar in a
much greater degree than myself; perhaps because from the
beginning he used to practise on me. To incite me to do ordi-
nary things in this way was, of course, easy, because without
any special effort he was able to convey to me his thoughts.
But the test of his powers came when he willed me to do
things that I was naturally averse to doing. Often he failed,
but he was extraordinarily persistent and gradually he gained
an ascendancy over me in all things except matters about
which I felt particularly strongly.

Lothar and I were both clever and ambitious. We did well
at school and later secured degrees with honours in maths
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and chemistry at the University of Chicago. Our father had
been a young professor of mathematics at Leipzig before he
decided to emigrate, and afterwards held a post as a senior
examiner in the employ of the Chicago Schools Board. In our
early days we owed a lot to his private tuition but in due
course we entered fields which were beyond his sphere, and
after we had taken our finals promising careers were open to
both of us.

I secured a well-paid appointment with Weltwerk Schon-
heim Inc., the big industrial chemists, but Lothar, to most
people’s surprise—as such posts are not well paid—accepted
a junior professorship at the University. His reason for doing
so was, however, no secret from me. Beyond all things he
loved power; and whereas had he gone into industry he
would, for some years at least, have had to knuckle under to
his seniors, by becoming a professor he at once achieved a
position in which he was able to dominate and mould the
minds of a group of mostly intelligent young people.

In the mid-1930s, while still in our ’teens, we had both be-
come members of the Youth Corps of the Deutscher Bund,
which was particularly strong in Chicago and was then rap-
idly expanding there, owing to the vigorous activities of a
group of pro-Nazis. Lothar rapidly became prominent among
them and by the time the war broke out in Europe, our age
then being twenty-one, he was recognized as one of its lead-
ers!

Naturally our sympathies were with Germany, but Lothar
felt much more strongly on the matter than I did. He threw
himself into a campaign aimed at giving Germany all the
help that was possible; whereas my attitude was isolationist,
and 1 maintained that as American citizens we ought to use
such influence as we possessed to keep the United States
strictly neutral.

In America the repercussions of Pearl Harbour were ter-
rific. Isolationism disappeared overnight and almost to a man
the people were behind the Government in its declaration of
war on Japan. But in Chicago opinion was far from being so
unanimous about the U.S. also entering the war against Ger-
many. On this, for the first time in our lives, Lothar and 1
not only differed fundamentally, but quarrelled violently. I
held that, although it might be distasteful to us, our duty lay
in loyalty to the United States and, if need be, we must fight
for the country in which we had been born and reared and
under whose just laws we had been enabled to earn an hon-



ourable living. He held that blood counted for more than the
accident of being born outside Germany, that in the triumph
of the Nazi ideology lay the only cure for the decadence
which infested the great democracies, and that it would be
shameful to cling to our easy way of life instead of doing our
utmost to help Hitler in his struggle. In short, the United
States having declared war on Germany, he declared himself
to be personally at war with the United States.

Of course, he was not such a fool as to say so openly, but
he obtained exemption from continuing his lectures at the
University on the excuse that he intended to join the U.S. Air
Force, and shortly afterwards disappeared from Chicago.

The telepathic tie that united us kept me to some extent
informed about him as, from time to time when I happened
to think of him, I had visual images of his surroundings and
people he was with. 1 felt certain that he had gone to South
America and from there, via North Ajfrica and Italy, suc-
ceeded in reaching Germany.

Then I saw him working on graphs and scientific data in
one of many cubicles that formed a concrete warren under-
ground. One night when I had just got off 10 sleep, 1 woke
with a start to find myself actually with him. At least that is
what it seemed like. He, or I, for I suddenly realized that my
ego had got into his body, was lying flat on the ground in
pitch darkness. But the darkness lasted only a second, then 1
was aware of a hideous din and blinding flashes momentarily
lighting up the scene all round. I knew then that I was in the
middle of an appalling air-raid and that he had been knocked
out by blast. The flashes showed a flat countryside, broken
only by some groups of hutments and several long mounds
with concrete entrances. 1 was absolutely terrified, but I
picked myself up, ran like a hare for the nearest bunker and
threw myself inside. In my panic I tripped, went head over
heels down the steep stairs and knocked myself out at the
bottom.

When I came to I was back in bed in Chicago, feeling like
death and with frightful bruises on my head and body. Next
day | heard over the radio about the great air-raid on the
German Research Works at Peenemiinde, and I had no doubt
at all that it was there that I had been. I can only imagine
that in the instant Lothar passed out he sent a spiritual SOS
to me, and that on finding his body empty I entered and
saved it.

On another night during the final phase of the war, Lothar
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called me to him. By then, of course, I had long-since real-
ized that he was one of the scientists working on Long Range
Rockets, as at times 1 had had brief visions of him both at
work and taking his pleasure with several different German
girls who had jobs at the Establishment. Owing to his hyp-
notic powers, few women could resist him; but his mind was
always too much occupied with serious matters for him to be-
come a slave to that sort of thing, and it has no bearing on
what followed.

I think it was again fear that had caused him to call for
me, but there was nothing I could have done to help him on
this occasion, for he was fully conscious and I remained only
an invisible presence by his side, sharing his desperate anxi-
ety. The Russians had just surrounded the Station and en-
tered it, and he was terrified that they would shoot him. But
they didn’t. They marched him off with a number of other
scientists to a railway siding and they were all locked into
cattle-trucks.

This experience had no more immediate effect on me than
others when I had had mental pictures of Lothar in all sorts
of situations, pleasant and unpleasant; but during the next
few weeks I became unaccountably ill and suffered from
bouts of acute depression. Normal grounds for depression 1
had none. On the contrary, I had every reason to be ex-
tremely happy as, only a few months earlier, I had married
Dinah Charnwell, a lovely English girl with whom I was pas-
sionately in love, and I had no financial or other worries. The
reason for my wretched state was undoubtedly my picking up
Lothar’s vibrations while, half-starved and desperately uncer-
tain about his future, he was being transported as a prisoner
by slow stages into Russia.

By midsummer I began to recover. Subconsciously 1 was
aware that he was receiving better treatment, and not long
afterwards, in a dream in which we met, he told me that he
had become completely reconciled to putting his knowledge
and abilities at the service of the Soviet Union.

I should make it plain that during all this time neither I,
my family, nor anyone else with whom we were acquainted
had heard from Lothar direct, or through any other source.
Yet, when I did meet him again, on his coming to London in
1950, he confirmed that all I had learned of his activities
through our psychic tie-up was substantially correct, and 1
found that in a like manner he had followed the general outline
of what had been happening to me.
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Of that visit of his to London I will postpone writing for
the time being, as I am too tired to write much more for the
moment, In due course I will include an account of it in a
further passage of this document, since I intend to continue it
as a record of the mental disturbances with which I have re-
cently become afflicted. I will confine myself now to stating
that 1 feel certain that Lothar is again in England, and that
for some sinister purpose of his own he is endeavouring to
dominate my mentality. But I will not allow him to succeed. I
will not.

‘Extraordinary story,” C.B. commented as he laid the docu-
ment down. ‘D'you think there’s any truth in it, or that he's
just got bats in the belfry?

‘It’s true as far as I've been able to check up,’ replied
Forsby. ‘I looked in at the Ministry of Supply before coming
here and got them to show me the confidential report that
was compiled on Khune when he applied to be taken on for
the sort of hush-hush work he's still doing. Most of it was
from American sources. It confirms what he says of his fam-
ily and early life in Chicago, and that he had an identical
twin named Lothar. It also confirms that Lothar disappeared
from Chicago early in 1942, and states that as he was known
to be a rabid Nazi it was suspected that he had left the U.S.
with the intention of joining the enemy. The close association
of the twins up to that time led the F.B.I. to keep our man
under careful observation for a while, but they satisfied them-
selves that he and his family had lost touch with Lothar; so
he was written off as a security risk and O.K.’d. for employ-
ment in a Government Research Establishment. By the time
our Ministry of Supply came into the picture he was married
to an English girl, had taken British nationality, and the war
with Germany was over; so, without hesitation, he was ac-
cepted for secret work.’

‘Then it’s on the cards that the rest of his story may be
true. Telepathy has been scientifically proved beyond  ques-
tion, and it’s common knowledge that twins are apt to de-
velop that faculty between themselves much more readily
than other people.’

‘That’s so; but this business of one showing the physical
marks of injuries received by the other takes a bit of believ-
ing.’

C.B. pulled thoughtfully on his thin-stemmed pipe. ‘I think
one must admit that it is possible. Mental disturbances can
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certainly produce physical results. There have been plenty of
cases in which neurotic young women have believed them-
selves pregnant and shown all the symptoms, until a doctor
has been called in and examination shown that their swollen
tummies contained nothing but a bubble of air. One can’t
laugh off the religious fanatics, either. There are numerous
well-authenticated accounts of nuns who from intense con-
centration on our Lord’s crucifixion have developed
stigmata—actual wounds in the palms of their hands and on
their insteps, similar to those suffered by Jesus when he was
nailed to the cross.’

“Yes, I hadn’t thought of that; and, of course, you are
right. That certainly makes Khune’s story more plausible.
Anyhow, we must play for safety by assuming that his
brother is trying to get at him, and that makes him a security
risk. How do you suggest that I should handle the matter?

‘I don't see that there is much we can do at the moment.’

Forsby smiled. ‘Neither do I. That’s why I came to you.
The work he is doing is too important for me to persuade the
Director to take him off it without a much more down-
to-earth case than this.’

‘T wouldn’t advise that, anyway, for the moment. “Satan
still finds evil work for idle hands”, etc. Much better to keep
his mind occupied as much as possible. Naturally you'll keep
him under observation. If you think he is likely to give us
real trouble you could use these dual personality fits of his as
an excuse to have him vetted by the medicos, and get them to
lay him off. But if he only continues to simmer, take no ac-
tion except to try to get hold of the next chunk of this state-
ment that he is writing. From it we might get a bit more data
on this Nazi-cum-Bolshie twin of his, Lothar. He sounds a
dangerous type, and if he really has come to England the
odds are that he’s up te no good; so we must do our best to
locate and keep an eye on him.’

‘Right-o!” Forsby stood up. ‘T’ll be off now, then, C.B. I've
made an early drinks date as well as a dinner date with old
friends for this evening, as I so seldom get up from Wales.’

On the following afternoon Verney had a talk with Barney
Sullivan. The latter had already put in three progress reports
and C.B. had sent for him to discuss the latest. Together they
went through it.

Provided as he had been by the office with Union cards
and a suitable identity, Barney had met with no difficulty in
attending a number of branch meetings, presenting himself in
each case as having just moved into the district and wishing
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to make his number before actually taking a job; and the
Communist Party ticket he carried had enabled him to get
acquainted with several Union officials who were known
Reds. Ample money to stand rounds of drinks to such gentry
after the meetings, and his vital personality, were now leading
them to treat this new Comrade from Ireland as one of them-
selves and to talk fairly freely about Party matters with him.,

His principal discovery so far had been that the Commu-
nists were far from happy about the way their affairs were
going. The savage suppression by the Russians of the Hun-
garian uprising had proved a serious blow to them and cost
them several thousand members. During the many months
that had since elapsed, although they had worked extremely
hard, they had not yet succeeded in making up the loss. For
this they were able to take some consolation from the fact
that they had engineered many unofficial strikes and that
their plans for infiltrating into Union offices had gone better
than might have been expected; but now, suddenly, this latter
most important item on their programme had become subject
to a serious threat,

For many years past the post of General Secretary to the
great C.G.T. had been held by a Communist. In a month’s
time he was due to stand for re-election and a vigorous la-
bour leader named Tom Ruddy, who held strong anti-
Communist views, had been nominated to stand against him.
Ruddy was far from being a newcomer to labour politics or
a nonentity. Although, in 1939 past his first youth, instead of
remaining at home in protected employment he had wangled
his way into the Army, become a sergeant-major and been
decorated with the D.C.M. for knocking out one of Rom-
mel’s tanks in Africa, After the war he had stood for Parlia-
ment, got in, and made quite a name for himself as a Social-
ist with plenty of sound common sense; then, on losing his
seat in the 1951 election, he had resumed his work as a
Union official and steadily mounted in the esteem of his more
responsible colleagues. His war record guaranteed him the
support of the greater part of the old soldiers in his union; he
was a good speaker, had a bluff, forthright manner, and a
sense of humour.

All this added np to make him such a popular figure that
the Communists were beginning to fear that, in spite of all
the secret machinations they might employ, by mid-May it
was highly possible that he would have ousted their own man
from the key post in the C.G.T. And their anxiety did not
end there; for they were afraid that, if Ruddy proved victo-
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rious, it would have widespread repercussions throughout the
whole Labour movement, leading to many other Communists
losing future elections to their opponents.

Varney naturally knew of Tom Ruddy and the forthcom-
ing election, but he was surprised and pleased to hear that
Ruddy’s prospects seemed so good, and he urged Barney to
keep his ears well open for any plot that might be brewing to
sabotage Ruddy’s chances.

They spent the next half-hour going through a list of the
Communists with whom Barney had got into touch at
branches of other Unions. In some cases he had been able to
pick up small items of information about their private lives
which would be added to their dossiers; about others C.B.
was able to pass on to him further particulars that might be
helpful which had been brought in by the department’s net-
work since Barney had started on his mission. Both of them
knew that it was this careful collation of a mass of detail,
rather than some spectacular break, that usually brought re-
sults in the long run. '

When they had finished, the Colonel leant back and said:
‘T take it you haven’t tumbled on anything which might give
us a line on poor Morden’s killers?

‘Well . . .’ Barney hesitated. ‘Not exactly.’

‘Come young feller!” For once C.B.’s voice held a sugges-
tion of asperity. ‘That’s no reply. Yes or no?

Barney pulled a face. ‘Sorry, Sir. I ought to have known
better than to hedge with you. But it’s such an unlikely bet
that I thought you might think I'd gone a bit goofy and was
wasting my time.’

‘Nothing's unlikely in this business. Let’s have it.’

‘Well, last week I thought I'd go down to Wimbledon and
call on Mrs. Morden. I've never met her, but I intended to
introduce myself as a member of the firm and say that I'd
been sent along to enquire how she was bearing up, and if
there was any way in which we could be of help to her. My
idea was that now five weeks have elapsed since her hus-
band’s death she might be sufficiently recovered from the
shock not to mind talking about him, and she might say
something about him that hadn’t seemed to her to have any
bearing on the case, but would to me.”

Verney nodded. ‘Good idea. What came of it?

‘She wasn’t there. I got it from her neighbours on the other
side of the landing that pearly three weeks ago she shut up
her flat and went off-to Ireland without leaving an address.’
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‘I see.” To himself, C.B. was thinking, ‘So my warning
about what she’d be up against didn’t shake her, and she's
probably putting her lovely head into some. hornets’ nest by
now. Anyhow, it’s some comfort that she’s taken my advice
about going somewhere else to live and severed the ties by
which .she could be connected with Morden.” Aloud, he
added: ‘It was from her neighbours you picked up a lead,
then?

‘No. It so happened that, while I was still talking to the
woman across the landing, the local parson put in an appear-
ance. He had come to call on Mrs. M. for the same sort of
reason that I had intended to give. Having drawn a blank we
went downstairs together and I offered to give him a lift back
to his vicarage in my car. Naturally, we discussed Morden’s
tragically early death in general terms and it transpired that
up to a few months ago he looked on Teddy as one of the
ewe-lambs of his parish. Mrs. M. is an R.C. so he hardly
knew her. That's why he hadn’t called before; and he’d done
so then only as a Christian act, to see if she was getting over
things all right. But Teddy had been brought up as a staunch
Protestant and, although he married out of his own Church,
he had continued to attend it regularly and to act as a sides-
man.’

Barney paused and ran a hand through his mop of short
dark curls. ‘That is, up to a few months ago; but quite sud-
denly he stopped going. At first the padre thought he must be
away on holiday, but he ran into him one evening, learnt that
he had not been away and naturally enquired the reason for
his backsliding. Teddy seemed a bit embarrassed but was per-
suaded to come to the vicarage for a glass of sherry; then he
came clean. Apparently he had become a Theosophist, and
could no longer fully believe in the doctrines of the Church.’

Instantly Verney’s interest quickened, but he only said:
‘That certainly sounds rather queer in a well-balanced chap
like Morden. Where do we go from there?

‘The padre tried to argue him out of it; but Teddy
wouldn’t budge. Apparently he had been attending a course
of lectures and séances. He maintained that the things that
took place there could not be faked, and he was convinced
that the Theosophists held the true key to the after-life. As
luck would have it, he mentioned the name of the woman
who runs the circle at which these miracles are performed,
and the padre remembered it. She is a Mrs. Wardeel.’

‘Have you managed to trace her?
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“Yes, Sir. I got her address through the Society for Psychi-
cal Research. It is 204 Barkston Gardens. I gathered from
the man I got her address from that Theosophists and Spiri-
tualists don’t usually hold the same beliefs; but this Mrs.
Wardeel seems to be running a cult of her own that combines
the two, as at her meetings lectures on the theory of the thing
are followed by actual demonstrations of being able to get
into touch with the spirit world.’

‘And you intend to follow this up?’

‘I shall if you don’t think it a waste of time Sir. Actually I
wrote off to Mrs. Wardeel at once and asked if I could attend
one of her meetings. As I couldn’t provide any introduction, I
thought she might prove a bit cagey about letting a stranger
into these mysteries; so I took your tip about using my title
to add a bit of snob value to my request. Anyhow, it worked.
I had a typed letter. back from her secretary saying that Mrs.
Wardeel was always happy to spread enlightenment among
people of sufficient education to be fitted to receive it, and
that I should send a cheque for five guineas as the fee for a
course of six lectures. I sent my cheque, and the first is to-
night.’

‘Go, by all means,’ smiled C.B. ‘It might lead to something;
one never can tell. I wonder, though,” he added after a mo-
ment, ‘what the real explanation is about Morden. Did he
really get bitten with this mumbo-jumbo, or did he deliber-
ately desert his Church because he thought he was being
watched and wanted to convince these people that he had
fallen completely for the line they were selling him?

Barney shook his curly head. ‘I fear that’s a thing that now
we'll never know.’

‘True enough, young feller. Anyway, don’t let them turn
you into a spook addict.’

‘No fear of that, Sir, Barney grinned. ‘The odds are,
though, that I'll get no more than a good laugh over the fun
and games by which a few small-time crooks make a living
out of the bunch of loonies that I'll find at this place tonight.’

When Barney had gone, Verney took from a drawer in his
desk the photograph of Teddy Morden’s body. After staring
at it for a moment, he thought to himself: ‘It ties up. The
moment Mary Morden told me about these séances, I felt
certain it tied up. She doesn’t stand much chance, poor kid;
but, if Barney’s- as astute as I believe him to be, we'll get
Morden’s murderers yet.’
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Out of the Past

That evening Fate took a hand, for it was decreed that a few
minutes before eight o’clock Barney Sullivan and Mary Mor-
den should meet on the doorstep of 204 Barkston Gardens.

They had approached from different directions and, until
they came face to face, she noticed him only as a youngish
man wearing a soft hat and a loose-fitting grey tweed over-
coat that hung from broad shoulders, while he registered her
as a tallish girl with her head well up and a fine springy walk.
Then, as they turned together into the square brick porch, the
electric light in its roof suddenly revealed clearly to each the
face of the other.

Barney had no more than a vague feeling that he had seen
Mary somewhere before; after which his mind switched al-
most instantly to speculate on why such a good-looking
young woman should be dabbling in' spiritualism instead of
spending her evening at some cheerful party, or dmmg and
dancing with a boy-friend.

That he did not know her again was perfectly understand-
able; for, apart from the fact that it was five years since they
had met, Mary had changed her appearance in every way
that was possible. Her smooth plaits had gone; she now wore
her hair shoulder length and curled at the ends, and had had
it dyed a rich, dark brown. Her thickish eyebrows had also
been dyed, and plucked so that they remained fairly thick at
the inner ends but tapered away to points which gave the
impression that they turned up slightly at the ends. She was
wearing more make-up: a much heavier shade of powder,
that gave her fair skin the bronze tint of a brunette who has
recently been sun-bathing, mascara on her lashes, eye-
shadow, and a magenta lip-stick with which she had suc-
ceeded in changing a little the shape of her mouth. Her ex-
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nerience of making up while in cabaret had stood her in good
stead, and even her ex-neighbours at Wimbledon would have
been unlikely to recognize the quietly turned out Mrs. Mor-
den in this new presentation by which she had deprived her-
self of her golden hair, but become much more of a femme
fatale.

On the other hand, at the first glance, Mary recognized
Barney and her heart gave a jump that seemed to bring it
right up into her mouth. Her face would have betrayed her
had he not at that moment turned to ring the front-door bell.
It was answered almost immediately by an elderly woman
servant. Barney politely stepped aside for Mary to enter, then
followed her in.

As the servant took his coat and hat, Mary walked on to-
wards a middle-aged woman who was standing in the middle
of the square hall. She was a large lady with a big bust on
which dangled several necklaces of semi-precious stones.
From her broad, flat face several chins sloped down into a
thick neck, the whole being heavily powdered. Her eyes were
a very light blue and unusually widely spaced. Upon her head
was piled an elaborate structure of brassy curls, and her
whole appearance suggested to Barney the type of rich Ed-
wardian widow whose Mecca used to be the Palm Courts of
Grand Hotels. He assumed, rightly, that she was Mrs. War-
deel.

To Mary she extended, held high, a carefully manicured
and heavily beringed hand, as she said in a deep voice: ‘Ah,
Mrs. Mauriac; or perhaps, now that you have become a regu-
lar attendant at our little gatherings, you will allow me to call
you Margot?

‘So, she is French,’ Barney was thinking. But actually
Mary had been mainly governed in the choice of a nom de
guerre by making it fit with the initials on her handbags, and
other personal belongings, that it would have been a nuisance
to have to alter. It was only as an afterthought that it oc-
curred to her that, as she had to take another name for a
while, it would be rather fun to assume the sort of one that
might have been chosen for a foreign film-star, Meanwhile,
Mrs. Wardeel continued to gush at her.

‘You know, I always take a special interest in the young
who seek the great truths—young physically, I mean; for, of
course, we are all young whenever we get away from these
wretched bodies that anchor us here. Not, of course, my dear
that that applies to you. But there is no escape from the ad-
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vancing years, is there? And for the young to learn early that
they will never really grow old is such a marvellous protec-
tion against the time when one’s looks begin to fade. I am
sure that one of the Masters must have you in his particular
care to have guided you to us so early in your present incar-
nation.’

As Mary smiled and murmured a few appropriate words,
Barney came up behind her. Mrs. Wardeel turned to him,
again offered the beringed hand, and made a gracious inclina-
tion of her big synthetically-gold-crowned head.

‘Ah; and now a new seeker after the Light. But we have
two tonight. Are you Mr. Betterton or Lord Larne?

Barney pressed the slightly flabby fingers and replied with
a gravity that he felt the occasion called for. ‘I'm Lord Larne,
and I am most grateful to you for allowing me to—er—come
here and learn about the sort of things that really matter.’

“You are welcome,’ she said in her deep voice. ‘I welcome
you in the name of the Masters. All who come here are sent
by them; but only upon trial. Do not expect too much at
once. Those who show scepticism and demand proof for
everything reveal by that that they are not yet sufficiently ad-
vanced to be worthy of approaching the higher spheres. But,
if you are patient and receptive, stage by stage the great
truths will be unveiled to you.’

Three more people had arrived so, turning to Mary, she
added, *Mrs. Mauriac, would you take our new friend, Lord
Larne, through to the meeting room?’

Mary’s heart was still pounding, but her face now showed
nothing of her inward agitation. On Mrs. Wardeel’s introduc-
ing her to Barney, they exchanged a conventional smile, then
walked side by side towards. a room at the back of the house.
As they did so, she was wondering what could possibly have
brought to such a gathering the type of man she knew him to
be, and, even more extraordinary, why he should be using a
title to which she believed he had no right.

The room they entered was long and fairly broad and
looked larger than it was in fact because all its furniture—
except a desk at one end—had been removed and replaced
by seven rows of fold-up wooden chairs. Some twenty people
had already taken their seats. Most of them were middle-aged
and fairly prosperous looking; there were more women than
men, and among the former were two Indian ladies wearing
caste marks and saris.

Barney ran his eye swiftly over such of their faces. as he
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could see from where he stood and decided that they looked
a more normal crowd than he had expected—in fact, they
might all have been collected in one swoop by clearing and
transporting the occupants of the lounge of any of the bet-
ter-class South Kensington hotels. Mary nodded a greeting to
a few of them, then took the chair that he was holding for
her. As he sat down beside her he said:

‘I gather that you are one of the older inhabitants of this
village, Mrs. Mauriac?

‘Oh, I . . ." her mouth felt dry and her voice threatened to
rise from nervous tension. With an effort she got it under
control. ‘I'm far from that. This is only the third meeting that
I've attended.’

Barney noted that she had no French accent, then he re-
plied:

‘Even that puts you quite a bit ahead of me. Do you find
the teaching easy to follow?

‘Some of it.” To cover her confusion Mary hurried on. ‘I
find the arguments for believing in Reincarnation simple and
convincing, and I've become terribly interested in that. But
I'm still a long way from understanding the Theosophical
doctrine.’

‘Really!” He raised his eyebrows. ‘I was under the impres-
sion that Theosophists were anti-doctrinaire. I thought they
concerned themselves only with getting at the original wis-
dom that is said to lie at the root of all the great religions,
but most of which has since been obscured by the teachings
introduced by many generations of ignorant priests.’

‘That’s quite true; Theosophy does not conflict with Chris-
tianity or Buddhism in their best sense. But all the same it
has its own doctrine, and much of it seems awfully compli-
cated to me. You see, it isn’t as though this was a course of
lectures in which one starts at the beginning; each is on a dif-
ferent aspect of the ancient teaching, and newcomers like
you and I have to do our best to pick up what we can as we
go along.’ ’

Having by this time had a chance to take full stock of
Mary, Barney was congratulating himself on his luck in ac-
quiring so unexpectedly such a glamorous companion with
whom to listen to what he anticipated would be a lot of twad-
dle; but he was temporarily prevented from developing the
acquaintance further by the arrival of an elderly lady, leaning
on an ebony walking stick, who greeted Mary with a smile,
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took the chair on her other side, and began to talk to her
about the last meeting.

During the next five minutes another dozen or so people
arrived, including a fat, squat Indian wearing thick-lensed
glasses, and with protruding teeth, who from his bowing and
smiling to right and left seemed to know nearly everyone
there. Then Mrs. Wardeel came in followed by a small, bald
man in a dark grey suit who looked as if he might have been
a bank manager. He walked round to a chair behind the desk
while she paused beside it. Silence fell and she said:

‘Dear followers of the Path, Mr. Silcox is well known to
most of you. We are blessed in having him with us again. Old
friends and new alike will, I know, benefit from another of
his talks. This evening he is going to speak to us on the True
Light to be found in the Gospels.’

Mrs. Wardeel took a seat that had been kept for her in the
front row and Mr. Silcox stood up. Without any unctuous
preamble he went straight into his subject, which was to place
a new interpretation on many of the sayings of Jesus Christ,
given the assumption that He believed in Reincarnation, was
Himself in His last incarnation, and was really referring to
such matters most of the time. .

According to Mr. Silcox, when our Lord spoke of His ‘Fa-
ther’, He was referring not to a father either physical or di-
vine, but to His own complete personality built up during
countless incarnations, only a fragment of which He had
brought down with Him to earth.

This argument was based on the Reincarnationist belief
that everyone’s parents are chosen for them only to ensure
that they are given the sort of start in life best suited to pro-
vide them with an opportunity to learn whatever lessons are
decreed for them in their new incarnation; and that they are
their own father in the sense that their egos have already
been formed by certain of their experiences during a long
succession of past lives.

In support of this contention the speaker drew attention to
that passage in the Second Commandment to the effect that
God would ‘visit the sins of the fathers upon the children
even unto the third and fourth generation’.

‘Could any sane person,” Mr. Silcox asked, ‘believe a just
god capable of showing such vicious malice as to threaten the
innocent and unborn with dire chastisement for evil done by
their physical parents or grandparents? Clearly the explana-
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tion of this apparently harsh decree was that, each of us
being spiritually the child of the personality we had created
for ourselves in previous lives, if we did evil in our present
incarnation we should have to pay for it in the future, and it
might take us three or four more incarnations before we had
fully worked off our debt.

All this was new to Barney and, far from being bored as
he had expected, he found it deeply interesting; so for the
next half-hour he gave his mind almost entirely to following
Mr. Silcox’s interpretation of the sayings of Our Lord.

Mary, on the other hand, was hardly listening. The main
arguments for Reincarnation were already known to her, and
her thoughts had gone back five years to the last time she had
seen Barney. That had been in the grey dawn of early morn-
ing in a room of a small hotel in Dublin. He had not long got
out of the bed they had shared and, having dressed, he had
kissed her goodbye with the cheerful words:

‘T'll see you again soon, sweetheart, and we’ll have better
fun next time.” But there had been no next time and, al-
though she had searched high and low for him, she had never
seen him again until tonight. With a sick feeling she went
back in her mind over the whole sordid story of her life as
Mary McCreedy.

Her mother had earned a precarious living as a small-part
actress in musical comedy, vaudeville and anything else that
offered. About her father she knew nothing except that, ac-
cording to her mother, he was a naval officer and had been
lost at sea while she was still an infant. As no reference was
ever made to any of his family she suspected that he had
never married her mother. In any case, whether or not she
was illegitimate, she knew that to have been the case with her
brother, Shaun, who had been born three years after herself.
His father had been a Dublin business man, known to her
during her childhood as Uncle Patrick. She assumed now that
in those days he largely supported the household, as they had
lived in reasonable comfort and she and her brother had been
educated privately. But when she was fifteen ‘Uncle’ Patrick
had died, and they had had to move to a much poorer part
of the city.

Shortly afterwards her mother had taken her away from
the Convent she was attending, to have her taught dancing.
The following year she appeared in Pantomime and, as she
was a well-developed girl for her age she had, by lying about
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it, got herself a job when barely seventeen in the Cabaret of
a Dublin night-club.

Meanwhile her mother, having failed to find another per-
manent protector, and harassed by debt, had taken to the bot-
tle; then, before Mary had been many months in Cabaret, on
the way home one Saturday night in a state of liquor her
mother had been knocked down and killed by a bus. After
that Mary had had to move with her young brother into two
rooms, and had become the sole support of their little house-
hold.

The night-club where she worked would not have been
worthy of the name by continental standards, so hedged about
‘was it with restrictions imposed by a Municipality under the
moral influence of the Roman Catholic Church. There were
no near-nude floor shows, nor was drinking permitted till the
small hours of the morning. In fact, it was little more than a
restaurant that hired a troupe of girls to sing and dance in
little numbers which would not give offence to family parties
and, in theory at least, the girls were all respectable. But, of
course, between shows they were expected to act as dance-
hostesses to any man who might ask them and so, inevitably,
they were inured to receiving certain propositions.

Mary had been aware that some of her companions owed
their smarter clothes and expensive trifles to accepting such
offers, and she had not got on less well with any of them on
that account; but at eighteen the teaching of the nuns still
had a strong influence upon her. Moreover, she cherished ro-
mantic ideas that in due course a Prince Charming would
come along, and that she would be shamed if, on his mar-
rying her, she were not still a virgin. Yet, with a young
brother to keep as well as herself, although the Church
school to which he went had waived his fees since their
mother’s death, she found it ever harder to make ends meet.

That had been the situation when she met Barney Sullivan.
He had come in one evening with several other young roister-
ers and picked her out to dance with. She had been attracted
at once by his merry smile and carefree gaiety, but at the end
of the evening he had casually given her a handsome tip and
made no suggestion of seeing her again. However, in the
weeks that followed he had come in on several occasions
after dinner with three or four other well-off young fellows
out for a good time, danced with her, and given her the
impression that he had fallen for her. Then one night he had
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turned up with the same little crowd of friends, this time
slightly tight, but most cheerfully so; and, after sharing a bot-
tle of champagne with her, he had suggested that she should
sleep with him. On her making her usual reply that she was
‘not that sort of a girl’ he had refused to believe her, declar-
ing with a laugh that all the girls there did if a chap could
make it worth their while; but he had not pressed her further.

A few nights later he had come there again, and that night
it so happened that she was in desperate trouble. Her young
brother, who was in his last term at school, was the treasurer
of the football club, and he had confessed to her that after-
noon that he had spent the money entrusted to him. If he
could not replace it by the following day he would be found
out and branded as a thief. It was only a matter of six
pounds odd, but she had not got it and had already had from
the management an advance on her wage to pay the rent. She
had intended to humiliate herself by attempting to borrow
from some of the other girls, but that would have meant a
further debt round her neck that it would be a struggle to
repay. Barney, flushed with champagne and with a pocket
full of money from a lucky day at the races, had offered her
twenty pounds if she would do as several of the other girls
had, and go to bed with him. Attracted to him as she was,
and harassed by he anxiety about her brother, she had given
way to his pleading.

No sooner had they left the club than she began to regret
her decision and, for her, the next hour was one of misery.
Although she was a normal healthy girl fully capable of pas-
sion, she was totally inexperienced; so a combination of
panic, guilt and—much as she needed the money—shame at
having succumbed to earning it in this way, temporarily ren-
dered her frigid. Barney, feeling on top of the world, and his
finer senses dulled by the wine he had drunk, swiftly set him-
self to overcome her unresponsiveness. It was only after-
wards, as she lay weeping in his arms, that he realized to his
considerable distress that she had been a virgin.

But for her matters had not ended there. At first she had
put down his non-reappearance at the club to disappointment
in her; then, to her horror, she realized that she was going to
have a baby. Instantly she jumped to the conclusion that he
was purposely avoiding her because he suspected that he
might have given her one. She did not know his address and,
although she asked all sorts of people, none of them knew it
either. It was not until some weeks later that a friend of his
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came to the club and was able to tell her that he had gone off
to America quite suddenly, without even saying goodbye to
his circle of boon companions.

Meanwhile her life had become one long agony of anxiety
and fear. In vain she lit candles and prayed morning, noon
and night to Our Lady for a natural release from her condi-
tion; her prayers remained unanswered. At length she con-
fided in one of the other, older, girls and learned that she
could be got out of her trouble; but it was going to cost a lot
of money. As she was as hard-up as ever, and the matter was
urgent, there was only one thing for it; her friend arranged
for her to borrow the bulk of the money from a money-
lender, and she had to begin accepting the offers of men who
came to the club, whether she liked them or not, as the only
means of repaying the instalments on the loan.

She soon learned that such encounters were not always un-
pleasant, but in most instances she found them loathsome and
degrading. Moreover, as the club was very far from being
thought of as a centre of prostitution, advances of that kind
were made to the girls there only occasionally, and it soon
became apparent to her that Barney had treated her with ex-
ceptional generosity; which meant that a considerable time
must elapse before she was entirely free from her debt. -

Those months remained vivid in her memory: the horror
and pain of the illegal operation; her misery at having to give
up practising her religion because she could not bring herself
to confess to having committed so grievous a sin; the nausea
that had at times assailed her from having to submit to the
caresses of half-drunken men; the awful strain of having to
pretend to enjoy it when, tired from a long evening’s dancing
and aching for her bed, she had been driven miles out into
the country by some stranger to be made love to in the back
of his car; and the shame aroused in her by the sneering
looks or lecherous grins of slatternly chambermaids who had
shown her up with men to tawdry bedrooms in dubious little
hotels.

And her penance had lasted longer than it need have done,
since, to bring some cheer into her life, she had given way to
the understandable weakness of using part of the money she
earned to buy better clothes and many small luxuries which
she could not before afford. With the interest on her debt, it
had been ten months before she had managed to get clear
finally, Then, shortly afterwards, during a fortnight’s holiday
at the seaside, she had met Teddy Morden; and he had taken
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her to London, freeing her from her past, and giving her his
love, his name and a happy married life.

Yet even four years as a contented wife had not made her
feelings about Barney Sullivan less bitter. It was his act which
had resulted in those ten months during which she had hardly
known a day free from anxiety, or disgust with herself at the
life she had been forced into leading! It never entered her
mind that if a man paid a girl to go to bed with him he was
entitled to assume that she knew how to look after herself,
and was not responsible for what might become of her after-
wards. As she saw it, he should have known that he might
have put her in the family way and come to the club again to
find out if she was all right; instead of which, as it appeared
to her, he had deliberately refrained from doing so from fear
that she might be pregnant by him then gone off to America
leaving her to her unhappy fate. In consequence, in her mind
he had become the symbol of all that is mean and contempti-
ble in a man.

With a little start she suddenly realized that Mr. Silcox had
come to the end of his talk. During the ten minutes that fol-
lowed several members of the audience asked him questions,
which he answered with easy assurance. Then Mrs. Wardeel
moved a vote of thanks to him which met with decorous ap-
plause, after which she said:

‘Now, dear fellow followers of the Way, let us rearrange
the chairs and see what Mrs. Brimmings has in store for us.
No doubt some of you will have heard of Mrs. Brimmings.
From the accounts I have had she is a remarkably gifted me-
dium and under her control, the Chinese Mandarin Chi-
Ling—whose last incarnation took place some two hundred
years ago—she is able to make contact with not only the
first, but also the second and third, astral planes. We are
most fortunate in having her with us tonight.’

Everyone stood up. The unoccupied chairs were put back
against the wall and the rest formed into a large circle, in the
middle of which a chair was placed for Mrs. Brimmings. As
Mrs. Wardeel led her forward to it, Barney saw that she was
a small, faded elderly woman with grey hair scragged back
into a bun, and wearing rather shoddy clothes. It occurred to
him that she might easily be taken for a charwoman, and a
moment later she said to Mrs. Wardeel in accents that rein-
forced that impression:

‘May I ’ave a rug, dear. Me poor feet get so cold when I'm
out of me body.’
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A rug was duly fetched and wrapped round her, then the
company settled down and, crossing their arms, all linked
hands with their neighbours. Before taking her place in the
circle Mrs. Wardeel switched out all the lights except one
with a heavy blue shade, thus darkening the room to a faint
bluish gloom, in which the medium could be seen only as a
dark shape; then she said in a deep whisper:

‘For the two new friends who are with us tonight, I shall
give the usual warning, Whatever may happen, no one must
break the circle by letting go the hand of his neighbour. To
do so would be to place the medium in grave danger by
bringing her spirit back to her body too suddenly. And no
one should address her unless called on to do so.’

After that, silence fell, broken only by an occasional half-
seppressed cough or the faint creak of one of the wooden
chairs as someone eased his position. To Barney the silence
seemed to continue for a long time, which he judged to be
about twenty minutes, although in fact it was little more than
ten. But it had the effect of creating a definite atmosphere of
tension and expectancy.

At length a faint blob of light appeared high up in a cor-
ner of the room. It flickered about uncertainly for a little
then, to Barney’s surprise, descended on his own forehead.
With difficulty he suppressed an exclamation; but, almost in-
stantly, it moved again and came to rest for a moment on the
forehead of a man nearly opposite to him, after which it dis-
appeared. '

‘Ah!” Mrs. Wardeel gave a heavy sigh of satisfaction, then
declared in an audible whisper. ‘All is favourable. Qur two
new friends are accepted on probation to sit with us in the
mystic circle.’

Again silence fell. It lasted for about five minutes and Bar-
ney was becoming a little bored when, without the least
warning, an illuminated trumpet appeared a few feet above
the medium’s head and from it there came a long musical
note.

In a flash it was gone, but the faintly seen form of the me-
dium seemed to be writhing from side to side and she was
breathing heavily., After a moment she became quite still and
from her came a voice utterly unlike her normal one, which
said with a slight foreign accent, but clearly and with author-
ity:

‘Once more you disturb my meditations. Beware that you
do not do so without good cause. Yet I will always descend
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among those swathed in the bonds of a present incarnation to
bring them that need me comfort and reassurance.’

There was a pause, then the voice went on. ‘You who are
now called Josephine Carden. Why do you still seek to get
into touch with him who was your husband? You have al-
ready been told by a companion of mine, known as Little Vi-
olet, that all is well with him, and that he wishes to forget his
last time here, so that he may the sooner make progress towards
a higher state.’

A low sob came from a fat woman not far away from Bar-
ney on his left, and her body threatened to slump forward,
but was held back by her neighbours keeping a firm grip on
her hands. ,

‘Hush, dear,” murmured Mrs. Wardeel. “That was most un-
kind of the Mandarin; but another time some other guide
may bring you comfort.’

‘Silence woman!’ shouted the Mandarin. ‘My time is not to
be wasted or my .judgment questioned by such as you. Silcox!
Henry Silcox, I have good tidings for you. The Master K.H.
has consented to your passing the Second Grade of Initia-
tion.’

The little man who had given the talk gave a gasp and
murmured, ‘I am humbly grateful. I shall do my utmost to be
worthy.’

There came a short pause, then the voice spoke again.
‘Betterton. There is one here named Betterton?

“Yes, yes!” exclaimed the other newcomer, opposite Barney,
on whose forehead the light had also rested.

“You seek knowledge of the wife who recently cast off her
fleshly envelope. She is happy. She is united again with the
girl child who was sufficiently filled with grace to leave you
while in her last life still young in years. Your wife bids you
marry again for the sake of the other children.’

So it went on for about twenty minutes, the strong, vi-
brant, slightly foreign voice throwing out bits of information
or commands to some dozen people in the audience. Then si-
lence fell again. Some minutes passed and the medium began
to groan. Mrs. Wardeel broke the circle, went over to her
and softly stroked her forehead until she came round, then
asked:

‘Are you feeling all right, Mrs. Brimmings? Can we put the
lights up now?

‘Yes, dear.’ Mrs. Brimmings spoke again with the voice of
a cockney char. ‘Mister Chi-Ling always takes a lot out of
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me; but I'll be meself again soon as I've ’ad a cup-o’-tea an’ a
bite to eat.’

As Mr. Silcox switched on the lights, Barney made a quick
assessment of the performance he had seen; and he was fully
convinced that it was a performance. It had been well put on
and superficially convincing; but he had little doubt that the
light and the trumpet were permanent properties of the room
frequently put to use at these meetings. So, too, could a
sound apparatus be installed beneath Mrs. Brimmings’s chair
through which someone outside the room had made Chi-
Ling’s pronouncements; or else the medium was quite a dif-
ferent personality from that which she normally appeared,
and was a clever actress, highly skilled in voice production.
As for the Mandarin’s messages, suitable ones could easily be
cooked up to sound impressive to the older members of the
circle with whose circumstances Mrs. Wardeel should have
had little difficulty in becoming acquainted. That, too, doubt-
less applied to the newcomer, Betterton, whereas to himself,
about whom Mrs. Wardeel had had no means of finding any-
thing out, no message had been given.

Counting heads, he reckoned that Mrs. Wardeel must have
netted about thirty guineas on the evening. Silcox, he
thought, was probably honest and had given his talk for noth-
ing, while Mrs. Brimmings’s rake-off for her collaboration
was, perhaps, a fiver; so that left a handsome profit and, as
the meetings were held weekly, he decided that Mrs. Wardeel
was running quite a useful little racket.

As the circle broke up he released Mary’s hand and asked
her, ‘Have you ever received a message at one of these sit-
tings?’

She shook her head. ‘No, not yet; although I always con-
centrate during them, hoping to hear something of a person I
knew who has not long been dead.’

‘Passed over, you mean,” he corrected her with a grin.

She gave him a queer look, his levity giving her cause to
wonder more than ever what had brought him to such a gath-
ering. But she turned away without reply, and they mingled
with the others who were now filing out of the room.

Crossing the hall, the little crowd entered a smaller room
at one side of which there was a buffet with tea, coffee and
light refreshments. There a babble of conversation had bro-
ken out, and two other men, one the fat Indian with the peb-
ble glasses and hideous protruding teeth, and another whom
Mary greeted as Mr. Nutting, came up to her. Anxious not to
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lose touch with her, Barney swiftly forestalled the others in
getting her a cup of coffee and a plate of sandwiches. When
he rejoined her she asked him if she had heard aright that he
was Lord Larne, and on his smilingly confirming that, she in-
troduced him to Mr. Nutting and the Indian, whose name
was Krishna Ratnadatta.

For a short while the four of them talked together about
the séance, then Nutting, who proved to be an earnest bore,
button-holed Barney and, to his annoyance, entered on a long
description of how he had been led to take the Path of Disci-
pleship. But Barney listened to him with only half an ear so,
although Ratnadatta was speaking to Mary in a low confi-
dential voice, he happened to overhear him say:

‘These meetings off Mrs. Wardeel's, they are for the young
enquirer very well. Yes, very well for those who, in this in-
carnation, are at the beginning off the Path. But you, Mrs.
Mauriac, I am told by the insight that I haf been given, are
already well advanced upon it.’

Barney’s interest at once being aroused, he managed to
keep Mr. Nutting going with an occasional appreciative nod,
while concentrating on the continuance of the conversation
between Mary and the Indian, to whom she replied:

‘I should like to think so, Mr. Ratnadatta.’

‘That it ees so, I know, Mrs. Mauriac,” were the Indian’s
next words. ‘At the two previous meetings after weech we haf
talked together I haf by your quick understanding been much
impressed. Such understanding ees not given to those who in
previous incarnations haf not learnt a lot. Haf you at times
perhaps had glimpses off your previous lives?’

‘No,” said Mary, ‘I'm afraid I can’t claim that I have.

‘No matter. Some off us bring down with us from our Vase
of Memory much more than others. But that ees no criterion
off how well filled up with past experience a person’s vase
may be. In some case the Great Ones decree that far mem-
ory be obscured, for a while, for good purpose. So it ees with
you I think. To yourself you owe it to reopen your waking
mind to the subconscious, so that you may bring new
strengths for progress on the astral plane.’

‘I am endeavouring to recall my dreams and write them
down, as the lecturer last week told us that we should.’

‘Good; very good. Such training ees valuable; but to suc-
ceed that way require much time.” Mr. Ratnadatta paused for
a moment then went on. ‘There are other roads; channels by
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weech a person can reach the astral plane with swiftness, but
such are great secrets and you will not learn off them here.’

‘Could you perhaps . . . ?” Mary said hesitantly.

‘It ees possible. But on yourself everything would depend.
You would haf to give all your mind to the great work. Per-
haps your circumstances do not permit that, eh? Your hus-
band, you haf tell me, passed on two years ago; but perhaps
you haf children, or parents to take great part off your
thought?’

Out of the corner of his eye, Barney saw Mary shake her
head. ‘No, I have no family and am quite alone in the world.’

‘Good, very good. Then, if you haf the will to devote your-
self, I will giff thought to introducing you to another circle.
Not like this, but one in weech power can be called down;
real power by those who haf penetrate far into the mysteries.’

‘I’d be most terribly grateful if you would.’

‘First we must talk more together, before I can make final
decision.’ For this are you agreeable to meet me on Saturday
evening?'

‘Yes; at any time you like.’

‘Good; very good. Meet me plees then at entrance to
Sloane Square Tube Station at eight o’clock, and I giff you
dinner.’

Flashing his protruding teeth at Mary in an oily smile, Mr.
Ratnadatta bowed to her politely and moved away. Murmur-
ing an apology to the verbose Mr. Nutting, Barney swiftly re-
captured her and, seeing that the party was beginning to
break up, asked:

‘May I see you home, Mrs. Mauriae; or, anyhow, to your
Tube or bus stop?

She hesitated only a second before replying, ‘Yes, if you
like. Thank you. I shall be walking; but it’s no great distance
as I have a flat in the Cromwell Road.’

Having made their adieux to Mrs. Wardeel, they collected
their coats and left the house together. Barney was a fluent
and amusing talker, but on this occasion he confined himself
to serious comment on the evening’s events, as he feared that
if he showed levity about the sfance, or showed curiosity
about his companion’s private life, she might resent it. But
while he talked his mind was functioning independently and
again assessing Mrs. Wardeel’s set-up.

He knew well enough that, apart from the typical old lag,
it is extremely difficult to pick out, simply by their faces,
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criminals from law-abiding citizens. But from the general be-
haviour of the people at the meeting, he had come to the
conclusion that the majority were either quite harmless, se-
rious students of the occult, or sensation seekers. Only the In-
dian had struck him as possibly being a dangerous type, and
his view had been reinforced by Ratnadatta’s saying to Mary
that he could introduce her to another circle of much high-
er-powered occultists. It seemed just possible that the Indian
had made the same proposal to Morden, and that through ac-
cepting it he had got himself involved in Black Magic, then
tried too late to break away and been murdered to prevent
him betraying the dark secrets of the cult. v

Mary, with still vivid memories of her late husband’s night--
mares, in which he had mentioned an Indian, had encouraged
Ratnadatta’s advances from her first visit to Mrs. Wardeel’s,
in the hope that he might be the man Teddy had had on his
mind; and now, while listening to Barney’s small-talk about
the meeting, she was congratulating herself on being, as she
believed, on the right track, and having an appointment to
meet Ratnadatta privately on Saturday, which might enable
her definitely to link him with the crime.

Barney had already decided that he, too, must cultivate the
Indian with the object of also putting himself in the way of
securing an invitation to join this more secret circle; but that
would take time, and the lovely Mrs. Margot Mauriac, with
whom he was walking, was already on the brink of receiving
such an invitation. If, therefore, he could keep in touch with
her, that might prove a short cut to learning a lot more about
Ratnadatta. And in this instance, he felt with pleasurable an-
ticipation that, for once, duty opened a most attractive pros-
pect.

In consequence, when they reached the tall old house
half-way along the Cromwell Road, in which Mary had
rented a furnished flat on the fourth floor, he said with his
most winning manner:

“You know, I really have found this evening thrilling. It
has opened up all sorts of new speculations and ideas in my
mind. But I don’t know a soul with whom I can discuss
them—that is, except yourself. Would you . . . I know it’s
awful cheek on such a short acquaintance . . . but would
you have dinner with me one night? I've got to attend a busi-
ness meeting tomorrow evening, but what about Thursday or
Friday? Please say yes?

For a moment she looked straight at him; then, with a
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rather tight-lipped smile, she said, ‘All right then. If you like.
Let’s make it Thursday.’

‘Splendid!” he laughed. ‘I'll call for you here at seven-
thirty.’

A shade awkwardly they shook hands. She turned away,
and as she walked up the steps to the porch, he waved her a
cheerful ‘Good night’.

Mary had not been taken in by his apparent eagerness to
discuss the occult. She knew too well the way a man looks at
a woman when she has suddenly aroused a physical interest
in him. -As she went upstairs to her flat, she was thinking:

‘You rotten little cad. So you'd like to try to seduce me
again! Lord Larne indeed! I suppose you've found that posing
as a Lord makes it easier for you to put girls in the family
way then leave them in the lurch. All right, Mr. Barney Sulli-
van. This time it is I who will lead you up the garden path.
T'll play you until you're near crazy to have me, then drop
you like a brick.’
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The Brotherhood of the Ram

Barney gave considerable thought to where he should take
Mary to dinner on the Thursday. It had to be a restaurant at
which he was not known as Mr. Sullivan. That left open to
him most of the more expensive places; for although his sa-
lary, coupled with the allowance his uncle made him, enabled
him to live quite comfortably, he was not well enough off to
go to them except occasionally when he was on a job and the
bill, or a good part of it, could be charged up to his expense
account. In this case that applied, and he wanted to do Mary
well; moreover, he wanted to dance with her afterwards. But
he had said nothing about that and spoken only of a quiet
dinner; so, even if he turned up in a black tie, the odds were
that she would not be wearing the sort of clothes in which
she would be happy for him to take her to the Berkeley or
the Savoy. At length he decided to go in a dark suit and take
her to the Hungaria, as he had been there only a few times as
a member of other people’s parties, the food and band were
good, and evening dress optional. So, using his title, he rang
up and booked a table.

She was ready for him when he called for her in a taxi,
and, as he expected, was dressed in a cocktail frock. At the
sight of her his pulses quickened slightly, for she struck him
as even better looking than as he had seen her in his thoughts
during the past two days. Nevertheless, their evening together
did not run with anything like the smoothness that he had
hoped.

The reason for that was not far to seek. Ostensibly they
were a well-matched young couple out for the sole purpose
of enjoying one another’s company; but actually each of
them was deliberately deceiving the other, and finding it nec-
essary to lie about nearly every question that cropped up.
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Both, in preparation for the meeting, had thought out a
false past and present for themselves. Barney had decided to
take the role of the late Lord Larne’s eldest son, who had
been killed with his father in the aeroplane crash. He -said
that he had spent most of his life in Kenya and was over in
England only on a long visit to go into the possibilities of
opening a new Travel Agency, with London tie-ups, in Nai-
robi.

Mary, one of whose fairly regular and more pleasant
sources of income-during her black year in Dublin had been
a Customs Officer, now gave her late husband that role; add-
ing, as an explanation of her name, that he had been quite a
lot older than herself, come to England with the Free French
and, after the war, taken British nationality. She said that he
had died two years earlier as a result of a heavy crate, not
properly secured to a crane, falling upon him; and, lest her
faint suggestion of an Irish accent should stir old memories in
Barney’s mind, she told him that she was ‘Liverpool’ Irish
and had been brought up in that city.

Her occupation she gave as a free-lance model, and in that
there was a substratum of truth. She had picked up the rudi-
ments of such work from her mother, who had eked out her
earnings as an actress in that way, and had herself a few
times earned a small fee for showing dresses in one of Dub-
lin’s less expensive shops; so, during the past fortnight, she
had taken it up again to supplement her pension and, now
that she was older and had more poise, the agent she had
gone to had already found no difficulty in getting her several
bookings.

But on both sides the past was a subject giving constant
rise to unexpected questions calling for swiftly thought up lies
by way of answer; so neither of them could be natural and at
ease. Moreover .the ostensible reason for their meeting—to
talk of the occult—failed to bridge the gap because she knew
little more about it than he did. In consequence, finding her
decidedly reluctant to say much about herself, he was re-
duced during the latter part of dinner to giving her accounts
of the doings of the Mau-Mau, while praying that she had
not read the book upon which he was drawing for experi-
ences as though they were his own.

However, when they took the floor, matters improved
somewhat, for he was a naturally good dancer and she had
been a professional. They spoke little but each found in the
other an excellent partner and thoroughly enjoyed the smooth
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rthythm. While they danced the best part of two hours sped
swiftly by, and by then the fact that they were both playing a
part had slipped to the back of their minds. Feeling now that
he could open up on a matter that concerned her personally
with less chance of her resenting it, a little before midnight
Barney ordered more coffee and liqueurs then asked her:

‘How well do you know that Indian chap who was at the
meeting?

‘Mr. Ratnadatta? Her voice was casual. ‘Oh, he’s just one
of several acquaintances I've made at Mrs. Wardeel’s; al-
though, as a matter of fact, I’'ve learnt more from talking to
him after the meetings than at them. But why do you ask?

‘Well . . .’ Barney hesitated a second. ‘I suppose I ought
not to have listened to your conversation with him; but I
couldn’t help overhearing him offer to take you to some
much more advanced occult circle, of which he is a member.’

‘He didn’t. He only said he would consider doing so after
he hed had another talk with me.’

“Yes. I gathered that. But he asked you to have dinner with
him on Saturday, didn’t he? And it’s unlikely that he would
have done that unless he had pretty well made up his mind
already that you were a suitable candidate.’

She smiled. ‘I hope he does. He implies that Mrs. War-
deel’s parties are only kindergarten stuff, and I'm sure he
knows what he is talking about. It would be terribly exciting
to belong to a group possessing real power.’

Barney gave her an uneasy glance. Now that he had spent
an evening at close quarters with the beautiful ‘Margot’ he
was beginning to feel an interest in her that had nothing to
do with his job; and as he thought it highly probable that
Ratnadatta’s circle practised Black Magic, he did not at all
like the idea of her getting herself mixed up with that kind of
crowd. On the other hand, he did want her to lead him to it.
How to handle this dilemma worried him considerably; but,
after a moment’s thought, he decided that, even if it meant
prolonging his investigation, he ought to try to head her off,
so he said:

‘I don’t know much about the occult, but- one thing about
it is clear. There are only two ways of obtaining power by
supernatural means. One is by leading the life of a Saint; the
other is by becoming a disciple of the Devil. Like you, I'm
talking of real power now; and you may be right in believing
that this chap Ratnadatta can lead you to it. If so, maybe he’s
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a saint, but I'd lay a packet that he and his pals turn out to
be Black Magicians.’

Mary was also of that opinion, but she did not admit it.
Instead she said, ‘Not necessarily. They may be advanced
practitioners.of Yoga.’

“Yes; I suppose that’s a possibility. Still, the idea of your
letting him become your, er—guide, philosopher and friend,
worries me.’

‘That’s nice of you.” Her voice held only a suspicion of sar-
casm.

‘I mean,’” he persisted, ‘that you might get yourself involved
in something pretty unpleasant if you keep this date with him
on Saturday.’

‘I am not in the habit of breaking dates, once I've made
them. Anyway, he is only giving me dinnper.’

‘You never know. He might suggest taking you on to this
circle of his afterwards.’

‘T hope he does. I’m full of curiosity about it.”

‘Look Margot,” he said, using for the first time the Chris-
tian name by which he knew her, and hedging slightly in an
attempt to get in on the game now she had made it clear that
she could not be persuaded to drop it. ‘I'm curious about it
too. You may be right about its being a Yoga party, and if so
it could be the real path to developing one'’s higher faculties.
Anyhow, I mean to cultivate old Ratnadatta until I can per-
suade him that I am also a suitable candidate to be let in on
his mysteries. But that will take time; so, just in case it is a
Satanist set-up, if he does offer you a chance to join his cir-
cle, I wish you would stall for a while. Then, if I can get on
the right side of him after another couple of meetings at Mrs.
Wardeel's, we could fix it so that I go with you on your set-
ting sail into these unknown waters.’

Mary felt a little secret thrill of satisfaction. During the
first part of the evening the false personality she had had to
build up had made her feel so awkward with him that she
knew that she was far from making herself a charming and
interesting companion. She had even begun to fear that her
plan to ensnare and pay out this plausible roué who had
brought such misery upon her was about to become still-
born, and that he would never ask her out again. But now,
here he was already showing deep concern for her, and anx-
ious to become her protector in case she ran into danger.
All the same, she had no intention of delaying for a single
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day if she was given the opportunity to follow up this possi-
ble lead to Teddy’s murder. And if Barney was left to wonder
what was happening to her on Saturday night, so much the
better. That was just the sort of thing to make him all the
keener.

She shook her head. ‘No, I'm afraid I can’t do that. If I
once turned down an offer from Ratnadatta he might not ask
me again. But I assure you I'm perfectly capable of taking
care of myself. And now, I think I ought to be getting home.’

‘0.K. then!” With a light-hearted shrug he appeared to dis-
miss the matter, but after a moment he added, ‘I haven’t en-
joyed dancing so much with anyone for a long time. If your
friend the Fakir hasn’t turned you into a pretty white nanny-
.goat, what about having dinner with me here again on Sun-
day?

Mary smiled back at him. ‘I enjoyed it too, and I'd like to
do that. You’ll have to take the risk, though, that by then I'll
have acquired the power to turn you into a horrid black
toad.’ ‘

‘I'm awfully flattered that you should feel like that about
me!

She gave him a puzzled look. “Unless you're being sarcas-
tic, I don’t quite see what you mean.’

His eyes suddenly danced with devilment, and his teeth
flashed in a grin. ‘Surely you know that a witch has to take
her familiar to live with her?’

The waiter brought the bill at that moment; so Barney did
not see her flush, as she thought angrily, ‘He hasn’t changed a
bit. How like him to seize the first chance to throw out that
sort of suggestion under cover of a joke.’ And it was that
angry thought which was largely responsible for precipitating
her into a stupid action very soon afterwards.

Ten minutes later, as their taxi moved off, Barney, with the
assurance of a man who is rarely repulsed by women, put an
arm round her shoulders. She let him, and predicted to her-
self what his next move would be—he would begin at once to
tell her how beautiful she was, then when they came opposite
the Ritz he would attempt to kiss her and, if she allowed him
to, by the time they reached Hyde Park Corner he would put
his free hand on her knee.

In her first two assumptions she proved right, but as he
drew her towards him she swiftly jerked her head away, and
snapped, ‘Stop that! How dare you treat me as if I were a
tart!”
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Next moment she could have bitten her tongue out. It was
an absurd thing to have said, simply because he had tried to
kiss ber, and she had been impelled to say it only because she
was already visualizing in her mind the sort of thing she ex-
pected him to attempt later, if she let him.

Sitting back quickly, he exclaimed: ‘What on earth are you
talking about? Treat you like a tart! I've done nothing of the
kind.’

‘Yes you have.’ She took refuge in angry contradiction. ‘To
try to make love to a woman who has given you not the least
encouragement, and whom you hardly know, the very first
moment you are alone with her, is as good as telling her to
her face that you think she’s the sort who can be had for the
price of a dinner.’

‘Nonsense!” said Barney, firmly. ‘Men don’t kiss tarts in
taxis. They wait till they get back to their flats, do what there
is to do, give them a few quid, and, nine times out of ten, go
home and forget all about them. Whereas I want to see you
again. You know I do; and I wouldn’t be such a fool as to
spoil my chances of our becoming really good friends.’

Her mind fixed on his words ‘and forget all about them’.
They acted like a can of petrol pouréd on the fires of her
Irish temper and, ignoring the rest of what he had said, she
stormed at him:

‘So that's how you treat girls who are reduced to giving
themselves for money, is it? And what about afterwards? Say
you’ve put the wretched girl in the famlly way. I suppose
that’s no concern of your Lordship’s?’

‘Really, Margot! he protested. ‘I can’t think what’s got into
you. A tart is a tart, and is doing a job of work like any
other, even if at times it is not a very pleasant one. It is up to
her to learn how to take care of herself. If she doesn’t bother
and gets caught, you can’t hold the man responsible.’

‘As he did it, he is.

‘T don’t agree. If a chap is having an affair with a decent
girl that, of course, is different. It is up to him to see that
nothing goes wrong, and should they have the bad luck to
have an accident, obviously it’s his responsibility to get her
out of trouble. Listen, I'll give you a parallel. When I was
younger and lived in . . . out in Kenya, I often used to ride
for other people in steeplechases. Say an owner had a really
fractious horse and asked me as a favour to ride him, if the
brute had thrown me and I’d broken a leg I’d have had the
right to expect the owner to cough up my doctor’s fees and
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hospital expenses. But if he had paid me for the job, and I'd
taken the risk for money, it wouldn’t even have occurred to
me to ask the owner to foot the bill. In the same way, with
tarts, getting in the family way is simply an occupational risk;
that’s all there is to it.’

‘But supposing the girl is young and ignorant?

He shrugged. ‘If she’s been paid I don’t see that that makes
much difference. These girls always have older friends to
whom they can go for advice, or know of some old woman
who'll do the necessary. But what beats me is why you should
have become so het-up about all this.’

Mary saw the red light. She had already been dangerously
near to stating her own case. If she pursued the subject fur-
ther it might easily ring a bell in his mind and cause him to
recognize her. Then goodbye to all hope of getting her own
back on him. With an effort she pulled herself together and
said in a calmer voice. ‘You are quite right, It is only that
I'm sorry for girls who have to earn their living that way and,
as a woman, resent the fact that men’s lust should force them
to it.’

‘Oh come! I admit that prostitution could not exist if there
were not the demand that keeps it going. But the majority of
these girls are just lazy sluts who prefer to lie late in bed in
the morning, deck themselves out in clothes they could not
otherwise afford, then spend most of their time drinking or
dancing in bars and clubs, rather than to do an honest day’s
work.”

‘Perhaps that is so; but there must be exceptions.’

‘No doubt there are. But what has that got to do with the
fact that I tried to kiss you? In the most respectable circles,
from their ’teens on, when boys and girls like each other they
kiss without any thought of going to bed together afterwards.
I can only suppose that you've got some awful Freudian com-
plex that turns you into an icicle at the touch of a man.’

‘It’s not that,” she said with an effort. ‘I'm quite normal. I
enjoy being kissed by a man I like. But . . . well . . . I do
need a chance to make up my mind if I like him enough
first.’

The taxi had just pulled up outside the house in which she
was living, and Barney said with a smile, ‘Then I haven't
blotted my copy-book irretrievably. I'm glad about that. May
I take it that Sunday is still on?’

‘Yes,” she nodded as he helped her out. T'm afraid I've be-
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haved rather stupidly. I didn’t mean to. Please forgive me.
And thank you very much for this evening. Good night.’

Still much puzzled by her outburst he watched her go up
the steps and let herself in, then he told the taxi to drive him
to his rooms in Warwick Square.

While undressing, Mary did her best to reassess the rela-
tionship between them, of which only she was aware. The
views he had expressed, obviously with complete honesty, on
a man’s obligations, or lack of them, to a girl with whom he
had slept, depending on whether she had given herself to him
for love or for money, had made a considerable impression
on her. In fact, as a general principle, she found it difficult
not to accept them. But, having for five years nurtured a bit-
ter grudge against him as the author of all her personal
sufferings, she found it impossible to dissociate him from
them overnight.

The carefree attitude that he still displayed to life, his pass-
ing himself off as a lord, and his taking it for granted that she
would let him make love to her after only a few hours spent
in his company, all combined to reinforce her belief that he
was cynical, unscrupulous, heartless, and a menace to any
woman who was fool enough to fall for him. But in this case
it was he who had fallen for her. The anxiety he had dis-
played about her meeting Ratnadatta on Saturday evening,
and his eagerness to see her again, was, she felt, ample evi-
dence of that; and as she dropped off to sleep she was savour-
ing in advance the triumph she would enjoy when she had led
him on into a state in which she would make him utterly
miserable with frustrated desire.

On the Saturday evening she duly kept her appointment
with Ratnadatta at Sloane Square Tube Station. Sleek, paun-
chy, his brown eyes expressionless behind the pebble lenses,
but his rabbit teeth protruding in an ingratiating smile, he
greeted her most politely, then beckoned up the leading taxi
on the rank.

He was dressed as she had seen him on previous occasions,
in a pale blue suit of thinnish material, over which he now
had a light fawn overcoat. Apart from the colour of his skin,
the only indications of his Eastern origin were that his hat
was of the kind habitually worn by Mr. Nehru, and that he
smelled strongly of scent. As they pot into the taxi Mary
caught a pungent whiff of it; but to that she was far from
objecting, as during their talks together at Mrs. Wardeel’s she
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had several times had to suppress an impulse to back away
from him on account of his breath. It had a curiously sweet
yet unpleasant odour like that of bad lobster, and she hoped
that his having scented himself so lavishly this evening would
help to counteract it.

The taxi took them only half-a-mile then pulled up outside
a small restaurant in Chelsea. Its Eurasian proprietor wel-
comed Ratnadatta as a valued patron and, bowing them to
the back of the restaurant, led ‘them upstairs to a small room
in which a table was laid for two.

Although her host was on the youthful side of middle-age,
it had somehow not occurred to Mary that he might have
amorous designs upon her. But from her black year she was
well aware of the use to which such private dining-rooms
were usually put and, as her glance fell on a sofa against one
wall, she was seized with swift revulsion at the thought of
such an encounter with him.

Catching her uneasy look, he said quickly, “You haf no ob-
jection, plees; the things off weech we shall talk are not for
other ears.’

Momentarily reassured, she replied: ‘Yes, of course. I
quite understand.’

When the menu was produced he urged her to order what-
ever she fancied, so she chose potted shrimps, a tournedo
and Coupe Jacques; on which he said that the same would
suit him too.

As the proprietor left the room, she remarked, ‘I thought
that Theosophists who have achieved initiation had to be-
come vegetarians.’

He chuckled. ‘Those who are Theosophists only are’little
people. They know nothing. We off the Brotherhood haf
passed beyond such senseless taboos. Off commandments we
haf but one, “Do what thou wilt shall be the Whole off the
Law’l ?

She smiled back at him, ‘That sounds an easy philosophy
to follow.’

‘It ees good, very good. It frees the mind from all care—all
inhibitions. With the shackles off convention thrown aside,
life becomes all pleasure. That ees as the Great One wishes
for us.’

“You speak as though the three Masters in whom the
Theosophists believe were one.’

‘Yes, plees. As in much other things, they make great
error. There ees only one Supreme Entity and he can give us
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all our wishings.” At that moment a waiter came in with the
first course and Ratnadatta added quickly, ‘We talk of this
more later, yes. Eat now and enjoy.’

During the meal he plied Mary with questions, sometimes
direct, and sometimes oblique, so that she could not be quite
certain at what he was driving. Mostly they concerned her
past, her religious beliefs, and the life she was leading at
present. Owing to the practice she had had in answering simi-
lar questions put by Barney two nights before, she found her-
self able to answer much more readily and even embroider
convincingly the picture she had built up. On the subject of
religion she took special pains to assure him that although
she had been brought up as a Roman Catholic, she had long
since ceased to be a practising one, and now regarded the
hard and fast beliefs demanded by that faith as quite unac-
ceptable to an intelligent individual.

At times she tried to lighten her replies to his catechism in
the hope of bringing a little humour into their conversation;
but the Indian did not respond and continued to regard her
steadily from behind his thick-lensed spectacles. However, the
food was good, if not pretentious, and he proved an attentive
host. When the pudding had been served he poured her an-
other glass of wine and asked her about her sex life. "

Again she felt an inward shudder at the thought that he
might be leading up to attempting to make love to her; so she
replied coldly, ‘I don’t think we need go into that.’

‘Indeed yes." His voice for the first time held a note of
sharpness. ‘To judge your fitness for advancement all your
personality you must reveal to me. The secret life as well as
the open life. Speak now of your first experience.’

Realizing that she would have wasted her time, and get no
further with him, if she refused, she told a plausible lie about
it. ‘Apart from cuddling, and that sort of thing, with a few
young men, I had none until I was married.’
© ‘And then?

‘Well, I got no pleasure from it at first, but after a while,
!ike any normal girl who loves her husband, I came to enjoy
it.’

‘Since your husband’s death what, plees? Haf you a lover?

She felt sure of the answers he would like to that, so she
gave them. ‘No,” and then added, ‘not at the moment, but I
had several.’

“You take them why? Because you fall in love with each,
or for some other reason?
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‘T liked them all, naturally. But it was really because I felt
lonely. Besides, I'm young and healthy and, having got used
to that sort of thing, after having been deprived of it for a
while I felt the need for it.’

‘Good, very good. Most sensible. This shows that you are
already free from the false bindings you received as young
from Christian teaching. Instead you haf taken your own will
for guide. What now off women? Haf your own sex some-
times attraction for you?’

Mary shook her head.

“You haf perhaps a strong feeling against homosexuals?’

‘No. I'm sorry for them, that’s all. But if they are made
that way I think they have as much right as other people to
enjoy themselves in their own fashion.’

‘Again you show the broad mind weech tells me that your
incarnations haf been many.’

They had finished the bottle of Chianti that Ratnadatta had
ordered, and now the waiter arrived with coffee and liqueurs.
When he had gone the Indian said:

‘For your understanding I must now speak off things that
are hidden from most. Perhaps you haf heard sometime off
the reply savages in dark Africa make to white men who ask
“Why do you make prayer to the idol, the waterfall, thunder,
and what else. Such can do you no good. Haf you never
heard that there ees a great God high up in the sky who
created all things and ees all-powerful. It ees to Him that you
should make your prayers.”’

‘No,” said Mary, ‘T've not. What do the savages reply?

‘They say, “Yes, we know off the great god who created
the world and all that ees in it; but to him it ees useless to
make prayer.- Our ancestors did so and found he did not
answer. That was because he no longer hear. Having finish
the world he loose interest in it and go far far away to make
other worlds. But in the idol he leave a little part off his
power and to the river and the fire-mountain we make sacri-
fice because if not they become angry; then perhaps they de-
stroy our crops, our cattle, ourselves.” ’

Ratnadatta solemnly nodded his head and went on. ‘Those
savages haf preserve a truth long lost to nations civilized.
The Creator did after completion go away to think only off
making new worlds. To worship Him ees foolishness; a waste
of time.’

‘Surely, though, you don’t suggest we should worship
idols?’ Mary asked.
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‘No, no! Yet the Creator did leave power behind Him. He
delegate it to one off his sons.’

Hardly believing that she could have heard aright, Mary
murmured, ‘You mean Jesus Christ?

The dark face opposite her took on a contemptuous look.
‘What an idea! He was a prophet only, one off many and not
a very good one. I speak off Prince Lucifer.’

‘T...]Isee. He was an Arch-angel, wasn’t he; before he
became the Devil?’

‘An Arch-angel, yes. A true son off the Creator. Devil ees
a term used only by those who fear Him. It came to use with
the spread-off the Christian heresy. If you are to progress you
must forget such foolishness. Those who haf true knowledge
reverence Him as Our Lord Satan. For off this world he ees
the Lord. All power over it ees His. He was given it as His
Principality. The Bible, even, makes admission of that.’

Mary thought to herseif, ‘Well, now we know where we
are. Both Barney and I were right in believing this horrid lit-
tle man to be one of a circle of Satanists.” Aloud she said, ‘I
remember the passage now. What you say throws an entirely
new light on everything.’

‘Good, very good.” Ratnadatta smiled at her. ‘Another pas-
sage I recall to you. Or the high mountain He offered Christ
all cities and the plains. Not the world, off course, but as far
as he could see. That we know to haf been because He think
Christ could haf been useful servant and wish to save him
from taking wrong Path. Christ being conceited fool refuse;
so, instead off becoming a great Lord, he died horrible death.
But my point ees that Prince Lucifer’s offer would haf made
no sense if the cities and plains were not His to give.’

‘Yes; I suppose that is so.’

“You suppose!’ snapped the Indian. ‘Understand plees, that
if you wish for advancement you make no questionings off
what I tell.’

‘Oh, I wasn’t doubting you,” Mary assured him hastily.
‘Please go on and tell me how I can become one of the fa-
voured of . . . of Him who is Lord of this world.’

He smiled again. ‘The Path ees not difficult for those who
are willing to embrace life with whole heart. Remember, the
Creator told Adam that He had made all things for his de-
light. The same wish has also been that off His great son, Our
Lord Satan, for all descendants off Adam up to present day.
At first, perhaps, inhibitions from youthful upbringing may
unexpectedly make troubles in your mind, You must practise
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to be rid off them; yes ruthlessly. Only so will you fit yourself
to take part in secret rituals. It ees by these we call down
power to ourselves. Without taking part in them all else ees
off no use.’

‘What sort of rituals are they? Mary enquired.

‘The most ancient off all. They haf been practise since the
beginning off the world. Most religions preserve relics off them;
submission, communion, in some also offering off sacrifice.
But in all the meaning off them has been obscured by evil or
ignorant priests. Most haf become so distorted to be now un-
recognizable. This in the West more than in the East, or even
dark Africa. People still primitive haf preserved greater degree
off truth. Good example ees sacrifice. To make sacrifice ees
to pay tribute, and it ees proper that those who are protected
should pay tribute to their Protector. Also blood ees the life
force. It must be spilt so that its spiritual essence may be re-
turned in form off renewed vitality to persons who take part
in such ritual. But perhaps you haf not yet strong enough
desire to progress for overcoming prejudice off Europeans
against rites off this kind? :

Under her bronze make-up Mary went a little pale.
The appalling thought had suddenly struck her that Teddy’s
terrible end might be due to his having been offered up as a
human sacrifice. To find out if Ratnadatta and his circle had
had any part in bringing about Teddy’s death was her sole
object in cultivating the Incfian, and it looked now as if,
should he prove willing to take her to a meeting of Satanists,
she might have to become an unwilling accomplice at some
other hideous crime. Yet the only alternative to steeling her-
self to face such a possibility was to throw her hand in; so
she said:

‘The reason you give for making sacrifices is quite logical;
so I should feel no qualms at witnessing such a ritual. Are
they . . . are they performed often?

‘Four times a year we sacrifice a ram,” he replied quietly.
‘That ees because the circle to weech I belong ees one off
many Lodges scattered all over the world weech form the
Brotherhood of the Ram.”

She suppressed a sigh of relief, but a moment later won-
dered if he was telling the whole truth, or only a part of it
from fear of disclosing too dangerous a secret to her before
he had better reason to feel confident he could trust her with
it.
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Leaning forward across the little table he went on, ‘I haf
now judge you and believe you are ripe for advancement. But
first answer me plees. Question one. After what I haf tell you
ees it still your earnest wish to receive enlightenment?

Mary could now smell again the sweetish bad-lobster
odour of his breath, but she showed no sign of the queasy
feeling it gave her, and she replied firmly, ‘It certainly is.’

‘Question two. Do you agree to giff your whole will to de-
veloping your mind to a state in weech power can be en-
trusted to you?

“Yes,’ she nodded. ‘To be given occult power is my dearest
wish.’

‘Question three. To achieve that are you willing to surren-
der yourself absolutely to Our Lord Satan for the furtherance
off His work—the bringing off happiness to those who fol-
low Him?

Again she said, ‘Yes.’

‘Good, very good,” he purred, much to her relief sitting
back and sparing her further distress from the ill-conditioned
interior of his fat little paunch. ‘I haf instinct about you. I was
right. And now I give you pleasant surprise. Tonight ees Sat-
urday. It ees on Saturdays that my Lodge holds its meetings.
You will not be made initiate tonight. No; not yet. Not till
you haf seen for yourself something off the ancient mysteries.
After, perhaps you feel fear to go on. Then ees still time to
withdraw. Such decision show only that, after all, you are not
yet ready to accept full truth. No harm done. But if after you
again affirm will to proceed at a future meeting I introduce
you as neophyte.’

Suddenly he again sat forward, and the hard little brown
eyes behind the pebble glasses bored into hers. ‘One thing
more. You will mention never to anyone what you haf seen.
Should you do that we will know off it. The ear off Our Lord
Satan misses nothing. You would do better to commit suicide
than live to face His retribution.’

‘I. . .yes. I quite understand,’ she said in a low voice. ‘It is
very good of you indeed to give me this opportunity of . . .
of advancing along the true Path. Whereabouts is the meeting
being held?”

He stood up. ‘Until you become initiate, that I must keep
secret from you. But soon I am now hoping that you will be
a Sister off the Ram. If so, you will haf had great good for-
tune that it ees my Lodge that you join. For this year it ees
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granted power greater than all others, because the Great Ram
has come to us from distant land to act temporarily as our
earthly Master.’

After the unspecified but terrible fate with which Ratna-
datta had threatened her should she betray them, Mary had
been seized with sudden panic. Already she had made up her
mind that, even if she failed to secure any evidence that they
were connected with Teddy’s death, but found that they were
actively engaged in evil practices, she would give chapter and
verse about them to Colonel Verney. Yet the threat brought
to her mind the powers they might possess. It seemed certain,
at least, that among them would be clairvoyants of far
greater abilities than the sort of semi-amateur she had seen
crystal gazing the first time she had gone to a meeting at
Mrs. Wardeel’s; and, perhaps, true mediums. If they were ca-
pable of overlooking her and traced her to Colonel Verney
that might really place her in danger of her life.

The thought of the Colonel brought ‘back to her the warn-
ing he had given her about the seriousness of the risk she
would be running if she attempted to penetrate the secrets of
a Black Magic circle; and Barney, too, had shown acute con-
cern at the idea of her doing so. Although she had refused to
recognize it before, she knew that they were right, and that it
was madness for her to pit her wits against a whole group of
clever, unscrupulous people who, she was now persuaded,
could call on evil occult forces to aid them. Swiftly she began
to seek an excuse by which she could back out while there
was still time.

But with equal suddenness to the panic which had seized
her, a memory now flashed into her mind. It was of one of
Teddy’s worst nightmares. In all of them he had muttered
and raved, mostly incoherently, about Satan and hell, and
even such absurdities as being chased by a black imp, but
sometimes he cried out short sentences aloud. Once, just be-
fore she had woken him, he had shouted, ‘The Ram! The
Great Ram! Smoke is coming from him! He must be the
Devil !’

At the time, she had hardly registered the words, taking
them for just one more of Teddy’s nightmare fantasies. But
now, following on what Ratnadatta had said only a few mo-
ments before, they came back to her. And they made sense.
The Great Ram was a man; the Master of Ratnadatta’s
Lodge. Here was the proof of what she had previously only
suspected. Ratnadatta was the Indian Teddy had mentioned
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in his ravings and had taken him to the place where she be-
lieved he had met his death.

Like a bugle call rallying the remnants of a decimated
squadron of cavalry to charge again, the knowledge that she
had really hit on the right track caused strength and determi-
nation to flow back into her. Now, whatever might happen to
her she knew that she must go through with it,



The Satanie Temple

Ten minutes later Mary was again in a taxi with the Indian.
He had spoken to the driver in so low a voice that she had
been unable to overhear it; so she knew only that they were
going in a northerly direction. Then, when the taxi had car-
ried them only a few hundred yards, he produced a clean
white handkerchief from his pocket, folded it carefully on his
fat knees, and turning to her said: i

‘I haf told you that the place off meeting must be kept se-
cret from you until you become initiate. Plees now, I put
bandage over your eyes.’ '

Relieved, at least, that as he leaned towards her she had an
excuse for turning ber head away from him, she submitted,
holding the handkerchief in place while he tied its ends be-
hind over her brown dyed hair.

After the taxi had taken a few turnings she lost all sense of
direction, and the drive seemed to her to last a long time;
but, during it, she was saved from becoming a prey to ner-
vous speculation by -Ratnadatta’s carrying on what almost
amounted to a monologue upon matters of such interest that
it soon engaged her mind.

His theme was ancient religions and, although Mary’s
knowledge of them was decidedly sketchy, she had read suffi-
ciently to appreciate that the views he expressed threw a new,
even if distorted, light on many things.

He explained to her that, just as the early Christians had
been forced to go underground to avoid persecution by the
government in Rome, so, when Christianity had later gained
a hold on other governments, the followers of the Old reli-
gion had had to seek safety from the laws enacted against
them by going underground. He said that the word ‘witch-
craft’ had originally been ‘wisecraft’, derived from ‘craft-
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of-the-wise’, and that the belief that witches and wizards were
necessarily evil people was a most mistaken one. Some had
been charlatans, but a high percentage of them had been peo-
ple who had passed through many incarnations, were initiates
who understood the great truths, and so enjoyed occult
power. And it was the recognition that they wielded such
powers, and fear of them by the ignorant Christian priests,
which had led to their persecution.

He then talked to her of the heavenly bodies, the influence
they exerted on human beings, and how those influences
could be made use of to further the interests of initiates who
had learned the secret of timing their acts to coincide with
cosmic rays most favourable to their success. By such means,
he said, money could be acquired without working for it, po-
sitions secured, and either fertility or sterility made certain.
But, he added, such operations needed to be undertaken only
by initiates who were temporarily isolated from the Brother-
hood, as at the meetings of its Lodges each Master was in-
vested with the power to give swift aid to followers of the
Path in achieving all their reasonable desires—as she was
about to see for herself that night. ,

He was describing to her certain rain-making and fertility
rites, still practised with success by peoples remote from civi-
lization who had had handed down to them a little of the old
wisdom, when the taxi at last drew up.

Quickly untying the handkerchief that blindfolded her,
Ratnadatta got out. As he paid off the taxi she looked about
her and saw that they were in a dark street, lined on
both sides by mean houses. There was a little group of men
in caps talking together outside a public house on the corner,
but otherwise few people in sight.

Taking her arm, Ratnadatta hurried her along in the other
direction. They turned a corner into another mean street
along one side of which there was a high blank wall. At its
end the wall continued at a right angle as one side of a nar-
row lane. Entering it they walked on for about a hundred
yards. Mary saw then that it was a cul-de-sac, with an end
that broadened out into a small court in which, with their
lights out, half-a-dozen cars were parked.

On the left side of the court the wall merged into a large
square brick house. Its tall windows showed not a chink of
light, but a single low-power electric bulb made a pool of dim
yellow radiance from over the stone pediment of its porch.
Five steps, two of them cracked, led up to the porch which
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was flanked by fluted pillars. Above the broad front door,
from which the paint was peeling, Mary noticed a fine Adam
fan-light. It reminded her of the many in the older streets of
Dublin, and she realized that this mansion, now surrounded
by slums, must date back to Georgian days.

Ratnadatta pressed a bell push several times, as if he was
using it to send a morse code signal. The door was opened
and, stepping in, they came face to face with a heavy curtain
that screened the interior as though it was a black-out pre-
caution to prevent light shining into the street at a time when
an air-raid threatened.

An end of the curtain was lifted and they sidled through,
emerging into a small pillared hall with a wrought-iron balus-
traded staircase leading up from its centre. After the decayed
appearance of the outside of the house, its inside came as a
striking contrast. The hall was brightly lit by a sparkling crys-
tal chandelier that hung from the centre of-its ceiling, the
cornices were gilded, the furniture was the finest Chippendale
and two negro footmen in plain liveries bowed silently to
Ratnadatta as he and Mary came in, then took their coats.

She wondered where the house was situated and, as the
taxi had set off from Chelsea towards the north, she thought
it might be in Islington, or one of those districts no great dis-
tance from the City in which rich nobles had long ago had
their town residences. In any case it seemed probable that
some wealthy family had held on to it for several generations,
always hoping that the value of its site would increase,
whereas it had gone down and down as the district in which it
lay had gradually deteriorated into a slum area.

Before she had .time to speculate further, Ratnadatta took
her up the broad staircase and along a corridor to a curiously
shaped room. It was low ceilinged, very long but quite nar-
row. Half way along it stood a table on which were several
decanters and some light refreshments. Along the far wall
were a row of half-a-dozen elbow chairs, all of which faced
an unbroken line of heavy brocade curtains.

After a glance round, Mary assumed from the position of
the chairs that the curtains must screen windows out of
which anyone seated opposite them could look when the cur-
tains were drawn back. While she was wondering how, in
such a place, there could possibly be a prospect worthy of
such elaborate arrangements for looking at, Ratnadatta had
gone to the table and filled a wine glass from one of the de-
canters. Offering it to her with a bow he said:
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‘This you will like. It ees a rare wine coming from Greece.
In old times it was great favourite with priestesses who serve
the oracle at Delphi.’

.On sipping the near-purple coloured liquid, she thought it
tasted like a rich sherry in which aromatic herbs had been
steeped. Finding it very pleasant she drank about half the
contents of the glass. Ratnadatta meanwhile had helped him-
self to a lighter golden coloured wine, and remarked:

‘For me something drier. Off this wine off Cyprus I am
very fond. Come now. Be seated, plees, and soon I shall show
you that I haf made no idle boast off the powers bestowed by
Our Lord Satan on those who serve him well.

They sat down side by side in two-of the elbow chairs and
for some ten minutes the Indian resumed his discourse on an-
cient rites; then, having glanced at his watch, he leaned for-
ward and pulled a cord that drew back the pair of heavy cur-
tains facing which they were seated. To Mary’s surprise this
did not reveal a window; only a blank wall covered in pat-
terned satin; but in it, opposite each of the chairs, was what
she at first took to be a ventilator, as it was an aperture about
six inches square, covered with fine mesh wire netting.

Ratnadatta signed to her to look through it, and when her
eyes came close to the wire she found that these secret obser-
vation posts gave an excellent view of a large and lofty room.
She guessed that at one time it had probably been a banquet-
ing hall, and the curious shaped room in which she was sit-
ting a minstrels’ gallery, opening into it. But now the former
had more the appearance of a chapel. At its far end, covered
with a broad strip of blood-red silk, was a long raised slab,
that looked as though it might be used as an altar. Beyond it
stood a great carved throne of ebony, and behind that, tall
red silk curtains having embroidered upon them in gold a de-
sign of two drop-shaped sections with curved tails interlock-
ing to form a circle, which, although Mary did not know it,
was the Yin and the Yang—the Eastern symbol for the male
and female principles. In the body of the hall, to either side
of a central aisle, instead of pews were ranged a dozen or
more divans plentifully stocked with cushions of many col-
ours, and from somewhere out of sight came the sounds of a
band tuning up.

Down in the hall some twenty people were already assem-
bled, and were being joined by others. They were coming in
by a door that Mary could not see, as it was below the bal-
cony in which she was sitting, but just within her range of
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vision there was a large table on which stood an array of bot-
tles and glasses; and each newcomer helped himself to a
drink from it before joining the earlier arrivals.

From the groups down below there came up a gentle mur-
mur of conversation and from their behaviour they might
have been guests at a perfectly respectable cocktail party. But
one glance was enough to see that this gathering was far
from being anything of that kind. Everyone present was
wearing a small black satin mask, a narrow black velvet gar-
ter below the left knee and silver sandals, but little else. They
had on only long cloaks of transparent veiling, sparsely deco-
rated with silver suns, moons or signs of the Zodiac; so that
the bodies of all of them were almost as fully revealed as if
they had been naked. The party consisted of roughly equal
numbers of both sexes; among the women there was an enor-
mously fat negress and a young Chinese girl; among the men,
two negroes, one of whom had white hair, an Indian and two
who looked like Japanese.

The company was a mixture of all ages and although about
a third of them had well proportioned figures the bodies of
the majority were far from attractive. But there was nothing
to suggest the obscene either in the decor of the temple or the
attitudes of the people in it, and Mary decided that the single
silver-spangled garments they wore, by softening the lines of
thick hips, lean shanks, hanging breasts and pot-bellies, made
the ugly ones considerably less repulsive to look at than if
they had been morally irreproachable eccentrics standing
about quite naked in a nudist camp.

Feeling uncertain what sort of reaction Ratnadatta would
expect her to display at the sight of this spectacle, she played
for safety by remarking: ‘What a huge woman that negress
is. I should think she must weigh twenty stone.’

He turned from his grille to nod to her. ‘Yes, perhaps. She
ees on a visit to London from Haiti. There she owns facto-
ries and a great estate. She ees a Lesbian and her riches en-
able her to indulge her tastes. At our last mecting I speak
with her and she tell me that she keep twenty young girls in a
harem for her pleasure.’

Mary suppressed a shudder of disgust and asked: ‘Who is
the very tall man with the fair wavy hair?

‘That I cannot disclose to you, because he has not spoken
to me off himseif. It ees our rule never to question one an-
other, or speak off what we may learn by accident. I inform
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you about the negress only because she make no secret off
who she ees or what she does.’

The unseen band was still apparently tuning up, as only a
jumble of discordant notes came from it; so Mary remarked:
‘The band seems to be taking a long time to get going.’

Ratnadatta turned to her again with a look of surprise. ‘It
ees not a band. It ees a recording off a piece by a young mu-
sician off great promise.’

“Then I don’t think much-of it,” she declared. ‘It has no
tune or rhythm. Like so much of this ultra-modern music, it’s
just a senseless series of discords that I should have thought
anyone could throw together.’

‘You are wrong,’ he told her severely. ‘And you must learn
to like it. In recent times the arts haf made great strides. Mu-
sicians, painters, sculptors, haf broken away from tradition.
That ees good; very good. They no longer follow slavishly
tastes set by bourgeois society. This shows that they are per-
sons fitting themselves for advancement and acceptance off
the hidden truths. To all such, encouragement must be given.
The work they do helps much to break down other conven-
tions which strangle happiness off mankind.’

In any other circumstances Mary would have argued hotly
that the beauty given to the world in the past by its great art-
ists had made a contribution to the happiness of mankind
that it was hard to equal, and that the monstrosities in stone,
meaningless daubs on canvas, and ugly compositions of sound
now being produced could bring pleasure to few people other
than those with twisted minds; and that she believed that in
most cases it was a wicked racket to get money out of
wealthy fools who could be persuaded that such crudities
would have a lasting value. But she naturally refrained from
expressing her views and, to change the conversation, asked:
‘Why do they all wear a single garter below their left knee?

‘It ees insignia off power,” Ratnadatta replied. ‘Old as the
world. To be seen as indication off priests even in Altamara
cave drawings off primitive peoples.’

At that moment the recording came to an end and the
crowd below began to settle themselves on the divans. On
some two or three sat down together facing the altar, on oth-
ers single individuals lounged at full length, their heads sup-
ported on one hand in the manner of Romans about to enjoy
an entertainment or a feast. Suddenly a cracked trumpet
sounded a single note. Complete silence fell and lasted for
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about three minutes. Then the trumpet sounded twice more
and everyone stood up.

From under the balcony on which Mary and Ratnadatta
were sitting a tall figure emerged, walked with slow stately
step up the aisle and turned at the altar to face the congrega-
tion. Unlike them, he had no mask and was wearing a heavy
robe of black satin, richly embroidered with mystic symbols
in many colours. He also had on a high, pointed fool’s cap
similarly decorated. His face was that of a man in his sixties
and judging from it he might have been a bishop, for it was
round, smooth, pale and benign.

Ratnadatta said in a whisper, “This ees not the Great Ram,
but the High Priest that he haf temporarily replace. He holds
the title Abaddon and has much power. But the Great Ram
has more, far more. Presently he will come and grant wishes
off all who desire.’

While he was speaking the congregation bowed to Abad-
don and he bowed to them in return. In a melodious voice he
said: ‘Exalted Brethren of the Ram, as followers of the True
Path, in the name of Our Lord Satan, I bid you welcome. Be
seated and at your ease.’

The congregation bowed again and resumed their seats or
lounging postures on the divans. He seated himself on the
throne, then spoke again. ‘I, Abaddon, am an ear of the
Great One. Through me He listens to all you have to tell and
through me He will distribute praise or blame.’

A scrawny middle-aged woman stood up, stepped quickly
towards him and began to speak in a low voice. Mary
strained her ears to catch what she was saying, but at that
moment Ratnadatta pulled the curtain cord, so that the heavy
curtains swished together, shutting off her view and all
sounds from below.

‘I regret,” he said, sitting back, ‘but in turn they now make
report off work each has carried out for pleasing Our Lord
Satan since they last attend a meeting. Such it ees not fitting
that you should hear until you are initiate. But haf patience,
plees. Presently we look again. Meantime I get you another
glass off wine.’ .

For the comfort of the nearly naked congregation the
whole place had been thoroughly well heated, and up in the
gallery it was almost stifling; so Mary’s throat was a little
parched. Yet, as he stood up and moved towards the table,
she wondered if she ought to drink any more. She had found
the herb-flavoured wine delicious, but felt sure that it was un-

76



usually potent stuff and suspected that the slight dizziness she
had been feeling for some while past might be due to it,
rather than to the overheated atmosphere. Cattion prompting
her to play for safety, she said, ‘Would you mind if I had a
soft drink instead?’

‘If you prefer,” he replied without a trace of hesitation, ‘We
haf here a drink weech ees made from mangoes and other
fruits. It ees good, very good. I mix you some with soda, and
a lump of ice, yes?'

It proved another strange but delicious drink and, acquit-
ting him of the suspicion that the wine he had given “her
might have contained a small dose of some subtle drug, she
quenched her thirst gratefully with the iced fruit drink.

During the next half-hour he talked to her about the old
gods and goddesses of several countries and the truths which
lay behind thHe mythology concerning them. He told her that
they had all been actual people, on earth in their last incarna-
tions, and so capable of calling down supernatural powers;
that the word Pagan, as a term of opprobrium, had not been
applied to them until much later, and then by misguided
priests who taught that salvation could be achieved only by
leading a dreary life of chastity, humility and self-denial; but
that in fact they had been enlightened beings, bringing great
happiness to the world when it was young and so for many
generations afterwards rightly venerated by their peoples.

As Mary listened to him the time sped swiftly by. Her
head continued to be a little muzzy but the sensation had no
resemblance to the feeling she normally had on occasions
when she knew that she ought to refuse another drink. She
felt wonderfully alert, her nerves were steady, and the fears
about what might happen to her that had agitated her mind
on her first entering this hidden mansion had entirely van-
ished.

In the last few minutes Ratnadatta had twice taken a quick
look down into the temple and when, after a third reconnais-
sance, he again pulled the curtain right back, she sat forward
eagerly to see what was going on.

The congregation was still spread about upon the divans
and some were talking in hushed voices, but there was an air
of expectancy about them and many kept glancing in the di-
rection of the altar. The High Priest, Abaddon, was now
seated to one side of it on a low chair. He had taken off his
fool’s cap and Mary saw that he had a big dome-shaped head
that was completely bald. Another low chair on the opposite
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side of the altar had been taken by a tall fair-haired woman
with fine classical features who, Ratnadatta told Mary, was
the High Priestess of the Lodge.

The cracked trumpet blared out its single note. Instantly
those who had been whispering together fell silent. One min-
ute passed, two, three, four, five, without anything happening.
Those minutes seemed to drag interminably while an utter si-
lence was maintained and the strain of expectancy mounted.
Two more full minutes passed, then the trumpet blared out
six long blasts. At the first the whole congregation rose,
Abaddon and the High Priestess with them, and stood with
bowed heads.

The blood-red curtains behind the altar moved slightly but
did not appear to part. Afterwards Mary wondered if her eyes
had closed for a few seconds, though she felt sure they had
not. Yet at one minute there was nothing to be seen between
the curtains and the back of the throne, and the next a man
was standing there.

As he moved out from behind it she drew a sharp breath
and her heart began to beat furiously. The man was tall and
slim. His body was encased in black tights from shoulder to
wrists and ankles. Round his waist he wore a loose, narrow
belt which was entirely encrusted with flashing precious
stones and weighed down to one side by a jewelled dagger.
Upon his breast dangled a golden winged phallus suspended
from a necklace of large pearls alternating with equally large
rubies, and below his left knee was buckled an inch-deep gar-
ter shimmering with the green fire of priceless emeralds. Only
the lower part of his face could be seen. It was thin, with an
aggressive, deeply cleft chin above which was a full, star-
tlingly scarlet mouth. His upper features and the top of his
head were hidden under a mask fashioned to represent the
big black bulbous nose, the slit eyes and the great curling
horns of a Ram.

Seating himself on the carved ebony throne he leaned
back, crossed his long legs, and cried in a harsh, intolerant
voice: ‘Children of my Office. From High matters I spare
time to preside over this Lodge again. By the favour of Our
Lord Satan I have the power to grant your wishes, should it
please me to do so. Waste no moment in unnecessary bab-
bling or you will incur my anger. Now; lift up your heads
and tell me your desires.’ ,

His English was correct and fluent but he spoke with a cu-~
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rious accent that Mary could not place, and she thought it
unlikely that he had been born an Englishman.

As though he had threatened to leave before half the
congregation had had a chance to crave something from him,
they all launched themselves forward, tumbling over one an-
other in their endeavours to be first at the altar. A cynical
smile twisted his scarlet lips for a moment, then, lifting one
hand, he cried, ‘Stop! Remain still!’

Instantly the crowd halted, and seemed rooted where they
stood.

Pointing a finger at an elderly woman who had succeeded
in nearly reaching his throne and was now on her knees be-
side it, he said, “You! What do you ask?

‘My sight, Master!” she wailed. ‘It is almost gone and the
specialists can do nothing for me.’

Leaning forward he ripped the mask from her face and
spat first into one of her eyes then into the other.

She cowered back, blinked for a moment, then gave an
hysterical shriek of delight. ‘A miracle! A miracle! I can see
clearly again! Praised be the name of our Lord Satan! Bless-
ings on the Great Ram!’

Still gibbering her thanks she began to slobber kisses on his
feet, but he kicked her away and turned to a weedy looking
man on his left.

‘Master!’ said the man hoarsely, ‘I am a Harley Street psy-
chiatrist. Through overwork I am losing my power to hypno-
tize, although I always guide patients in the way Our Lord
Satan would wish me to.’

The Great Ram_ touched him between the eyes with one
finger, and said, “Your power is restored.’

A haggard woman at whom he next looked cried: ‘Master,
I need heroin. My supplier has been arrested. I beseech you
to direct me to a new one.’

‘Fool!” he snapped at her. ‘If you have neither the wit to
secure it nor the will to do without it, you are no longer fitted
for Our Lord Satan’s service. Return here in seven days and
if your condition is not satisfactory, I will cause you to die in
a fit.’

As the woman reeled away sobbing, the huge negress got
her turn. In a deep voice she rumbled, ‘I’s a stranger in Lon-
don. My voodoo don’t work well here. I's got a yen fer a lit-
tle white gell, Master. Give me a love charm so I'll get her.’

With a smile the Great Ram plucked a hair from a part of
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his mask that was made of ram’s wool, gave it to her, and
said, ‘Cause her to swallow that and she will be yours.’

A thickset man cried, ‘Me too, Master! I am half crazy for
a stubborn woman and I beg a love charm.’

The mouth of the fearsome figure on the throne drew into
a hard line, then opened to raply, ‘The last was a special case.
Because she is a stranger to England her vibrations do not
beget reactions here. If yours are too weak to accomplish
your object, consult with Abaddon. You should know better
than to trouble me about such a minor matter.’

The younger of the two negroes begged to be cured of a
lung complaint that he had contracted owing to the damp cli-
mate of Britain. The Great Ram laid a hand upon his chest
and told him that he was cured.

One of the more attractive women said that she was preg-
nant, and that as she had a weak heart she was afraid either
to use drugs or have an illegal operation. She was told to
stand aside until the rest had been dealt with.

Another of the younger women said, ‘Master, I am the sec-
retary of a junior Minister. He may go far, and if I could
induce him to fall for me I could make use of him in further-
ing Our Lord Satan’s work. But I am not good-looking
enough to tempt him.’

The Great Ram stood up, drew the girl into a close em-
brace and gave her a long kiss on the mouth. Mary was too
far off to see the full details of the transformation, but that
one had taken place was beyond dispute. As the girl stepped
back her hips looked slimmer, she held herself better so that
she seemed taller, her previously slack breasts had filled out,
and her lank lustreless hair had become a crown of shimmer-
ing curls.

A gaunt, middle-aged man said, ‘Master, I am a publisher.
Everything that I have published since joining the Brotherood
has in some form been slanted against either capitalism or
Christianity or accepted conventions. But such books do not
sell well with the people who can best afford to buy; and I
have nearly exhausted my capital. What shall I do?

After looking straight into his eyes for a moment, the
Great Ram replied: ‘I can see that you have had an interest-
ing life, so I bestow upon you the gift of writing. Write a
book based on your own experiénces. Abaddon will arrange
that it shall be made into a film. Its rights will bring you sev-
eral thousand pounds.’

One of the two Japanese put a hand to his sleek dark hair,
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gave a pull and, as it was a wig, it came off, revealing a com-
pletely bald skull. ‘Master!” he said in a sibilant voice.
“Through an illness two years ago I lost all my hair. Rude
people mock at me, and it is a great handicap when making
love to women. I beg you make it grow again.’

The Great Ram laid a hand on the man’s head. When he
withdrew it the bald pate was no longer shining but faintly
coloured with a first sprouting of fine dark fluff. ‘Do not
brush it for a month,” he said. ‘By then it will have grown an
inch, and it will continue to do so.’

So it went on, cures and favours being distributed to all,
except for a few who were turned away on account of their
requests “being either ill regarded or considered too trivial.
Mary sat spellbound, her gaze riveted on the scene. She now
felt certain that both the wine and the fruit juice she had
drunk must have contained some drug, as every few minutes
she found some difficulty in focusing her eyes, but the
thought did not worry her, for the drug had also made her
feel happy and exhilarated. The sight of the uglier of the
semi-nude people down below no longer filled her with revul-
sion; they now inspired in her only a wish to know more of
them as interesting human beings, and to miss nothing of
these extraordinary proceedings.

She had not long to wait before she witnessed a more as-
tounding manifestation of the Great Ram’s powers than any
she had yet seen. When the last request had been dealt with,
he spoke to the pregnant woman whom he had told to stand
aside, and ordered her to lay herself at full length on the
altar. Now, standing in front of his throne, and about a yard
away from her, he let his chin fall on his chest so that the
lower part of his face became hidden by the mask, from ei-
ther side of which protruded the fearsome curling horns. For
some minutes, while the congregation watched with bated
breath, he remained quite still, a tall black-clad figure, either
deep in contemplation or concentrating intensely. Almost im-
perceptibly at first, a faint mist began to obscure his legs
from the knees down. It thickened, becoming like smoke, and
increased in height until it formed a dark oval cloud hiding
his limbs from the feet to half-way up his thighs.

Suddenly it solidified. Mary gave a gasp of astonishment
and horror. She blinked her eyes, sat back, rubbed them, then
looked again. She could still hardly believe it, yet she knew
she was not dreaming. The dark cloud had become a grin-
ning black imp; the imp of Teddy’s nightmares.
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The creature was not like a child, but was a perfectly
formed manikin, about thirty inches high. It had a pot belly,
long pointed ears, but no hair, and its red eyes glowed like
live coals in its pitchblack face.

Neither it nor its creator moved for what seemed an im-
mensely long time, but was in fact about two minutes. Then
the small supernatural monster began to disintegrate, but only
so far as to become again a dense black cloud. In that form it
began to oscillate and lengthen until it turned into a swiftly
whirling spiral of thick oily looking smoke. The spiral
straightened to a five-foot long upright streak. Its upper point
curved over, shot downwards like a diving aircraft and entered
the body of the woman lying on the altar.

Her eyes were shut, there had been no sound, and evi-
dently she remained unaware that anything was happening to
her—until the whole of the evil spirit had disappeared inside
her. Then she began to writhe and murmur, but her parox-
ysm was of short duration. In less than a minute her dark
invader streaked out of her, spiralled, reformed into a cloud,
solidified and again became a black imp standing in front of
its master. )

With a gasp she sat up, looked round in astonishment then,
catching sight of the imp, gave a cry of terror.

‘Silence woman!” It was the voice of the Great Ram, still
clear but now seeming to come from a long way away. ‘I
have destroyed the new life in your body. Go home at once
and do what there is to do. In an hour’s time you will have
been freed from your trouble.’

Getting up from the altar, the woman made a movement
as though she intended to throw herself at his feet in grati-
tude, but evidently she was too frightened of the imp, which
stood between her and him, to do so. Instead she made an
awkward curtsey, called out, ‘Oh, thank you! Thank youl
Blessed be Satan’s name!” Then, her hair dishevelled and her
muslin cloak flying out behind her, she ran from the temple.

The voice of the Great Ram came again. ‘Prepare to re-
ceive through me the Benediction of Our Lord Satan, that
you may be fitted to honour the Creator by the rite symboli-
cal of His work.’

At this order the congregation swiftly formed up in two
lines facing the altar. For a few moments complete silence
and stillness reigned again. Then the imp moved forward
from the dais on which the Great Ram was standing, jumped
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soundlessly down on to the floor of the temple and, like a
General inspecting troops, moved slowly along the front
rank, but pausing for a moment in front of every individual.
As it did so each was shaken by a sudden shudder, and some
uttered a low cry.

As the two lines of men and women had their backs to
Mary, and the imp was so much shorter than they were, she
could catch glimpses of it only as it passed from one to an-
other; so in a whisper she said to Ratnadatta:

‘What is it doing to them?’

The Indian whispered back. ‘He ees touching the genitals
off each. Through him, in this way, their sexual powers are
restored or increased. It enable them to enjoy with more fre-
quency than others, yet without tiredenss.’

When the imp had completed its round it returned to its
place in front of the Great Ram; its outline began to quiver,
slowly it disintegrated into a ball of smoke, then the smoke
faded into mist and the mist dispersed, leaving the air clear.
Since producing this terrible familiar the Great Ram had. re-
mained with bowed head and as still as a statue. Now he
raised his head, gave himself a slight shake and in a few swift
strides walked round the throne to take up his first position
with his back to the tall blood-red curtains. The congregation
bowed their heads. With his left hand he made the sign of the
cross upside down. There came a faint movement of the cur-
tains and he disappeared as mysteriously as he had arrived.

An audible sigh of relief went up from the congregation.
Abaddon then rose from the seat to one side of the altar,
which he had occupied all this time, and addressed them:

‘Brothers and Sisters of the Ram. Tonight there will be no
further ceremonies. Seven nights hence we meet again. All
should attend unless engaged that evening on the work of
Our Lord Satan. I need hardly remind you that three Satur-
days hence is Walpurgis Nacht, and a feast of obligation. As
is customary, that night we shall symbolically sacrifice our-
selves by offering up the life-blood of a ram to Him who has
illimitable power. Now, be at your ease, and rejoice while ap-
peasing those appetites given by the Creator to mankind with
the object of making the world a happy place to live in. Do
what thou wilt shall be the Whole of the Law.’

As he ceased speaking, the congregation broke its ranks,
resumed its early carefree chatter, and some of them began
to move the divans so that they should form a big circle. Oth-
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ers carried low tables from the sides of the hall, setting one
down in front of each divan, while others again fetched
dishes of food and bottles of wine to set upon them.

Before the arrangements for this next phase of the Satan-
ists’ activities was completed, Ratnadatta again pulled the
curtains, then said to Mary: ‘Now they make jolly feasting
and afterwards they enjoy to dance. But that there ees no
point in your remaining to see. Also I wish soon as possible
to join them. So now we go.’

Mary thought it highly probable that the party would end
in an orgy; so she would have liked to stay on in order to
find out if those who wished were allowed to leavé before it
took place, and if the rest paired off in couples or they all
became involved in a general drunken mélée. But as Ratna-
datta had announced his intention of joining the party as
soon as he was rid of her, she had no option but to let him
take her away.

Down in the front hall they retrieved their coats, then went
out into the dark courtyard. The half-dozen parked cars were
still there and Ratnadatta remarked to her, ‘Only those who
live at a distance outside London are permit to park cars
bere. Otherwise too many make for undesirable comment in
neighbourhood. But I haf ordered taxi weech meet us not far
off.”

-Again they  walked through the mean, now deserted,
streets, until they emerged opposite one of the new, feature-
less blocks of flats that since the war have been erected in all
the poorer parts of London. On the corner a taxi was stand-
ing with its flag down. As they approached it the driver
leaned from his cab and said:

‘Would you be Mr. Smithers?

“Yes,” nodded Ratnadatta. ‘I regret if we haf kept you wait-
ing for long.’

‘That’s all right,” the taxi man replied gruffly. ‘The garage
wot sent me guaranteed my fare, and said you was a gener-
ous gent as would give me a good tip. ’Op in. Where d’you
want ter go?

The Indian handed Mary into the cab then, in a low voice,
gave the driver his instructions. Within a few moments of the
taxi moving off Ratnadatta again produced the folded hand-
kerchief and Mary once more submitted to having her eyes
bandaged.

‘Now,” said Ratnadatta, as soon as he had knotted the

84



handkerchief behind her head, ‘what feelings haf you about
what you haf witness tonight?’

‘I was positively staggered,” she replied. ‘For a lot of the
time I felt frightened, of course. I'd have been terrified if I
had not had you with me. And I'd never have believed such
things could happen if I hadn’t seen them with my own eyes.
But I was fascinated; absolutely fascinated.’

“You haf not then too great fears to wish to proceed?

‘No. If other women can screw up the courage to face
things like . . . like that black imp, I don’t see why I
shouldn’t too.’

‘Good, very good,” he purred. ‘But there ees one other mat-
ter on which I must talk with you. Earlier I haf spoken much
this evening upon subject off fertility rites performed by prim-
itive peoples. I now giff you reason why they still practise
such rites. It ees because they haf had great truth handed
down from generation to generation that sex ees the most po-
tent off all magics. By act off it alone can men and women
enter into communion with Him who represents Creator.
This explains why custom was in ancient times for every
maiden to go to temple and offer her virginity to first
stranger. That way, you understand, she make her first com-
munion. Not to plees self with lover off choice. That to come
afterwards. But first with whoever Our Lord Satan may
choose for her as His representative. In my country are many
fine temples open to public where this tradition ees still ob-
served.’ .

‘It is what is known as sacred prostitution, isn’t it? Mary
asked in a low voice. ’

“Yes plees; you are right. But proper expression ees Service
to Temple; and all who wish to become Sisters off the Ram
must observe this ritual before they become initiate. You un-
derstand?

‘But I am not a virgin,’ she objected quickly.

‘No matter. The offering off yourself will be accepted as
symbolic off act weech you would haf performed had you re-
ceived right teaching when younger.’

Much that Ratnadatta had said over dinner had left no
doubt in Mary’s mind that initiation into the Brotherhood of
the Ram would be a very different business from the purely
spiritual promotion with which the leading Theosophists en-
couraged their most earnest adherents, and all she had seen
in the past hour had confirmed her belief that an assurance
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that she was willing to submit herself to some form of sexual
baptism would be demanded of her before she could get
much further. From the beginning she had recognized that if
Teddy had been murdered by Satanists, and she was to suc-
ceed in penetrating their circle, that would almost certainly
be the price she would have to pay; but it had then been only
a possibility for future consideration. Now she was called on
to decide whether she really would go to such lengths.

She was not in love with, or pledged to, anyone; and to
give herself to a man she had only just met would be no new
experience. To some extent she was still affected by a mild
aphrodisiac that Ratnadatta had given her in her drinks, and
the image of the very tall man, with his splendid torso, rip-
pling muscles and fair wavy hair, came into her mind, mak-
ing her feel that, as a purely physical act, service to the tem-
ple might well prove enjoyable. At worst she would find it no
more repugnant than one or two particularly unpleasant
nights which she could recall having had to spend with
half-drunken men during her black year in Dublin, and it
would be over much sooner.

Nevertheless, there were limits beyond which she was not
prepared to go. She had never even spoken to a coloured
man until she had met Ratnadatta, and had all a normal
white woman’s prejudice against physical contact with them.
What if one of the negroes or orientals who had been at the
meeting was selected as the stranger to whom she had to offer
up her symbolic virginity, or—worse—Ratnadatta himself. At
the thought of his hot little hands upon her and his foul
breath in her face, her stomach nearly turned over.

A shade impatiently, he asked: ‘Well, haf you made up
your mind? Since you are not a virgin and haf had several
lovers why do you hesitate? You haf nothing to be frightened
off. Come plees; tell me your decision.’

Suddenly she saw a possible way to safeguard herself from
the sort of ordeal she felt that she could not possibly face,
and answered shrewdly, ‘While we were at dinner you told
me that the sole creed of the Brotherhood was “Do what
thou wilt shall be the Whole of the Law”. That does not
square with the possibility that I might find the first man who
wanted me repugnant, and so intensely dislike the idea of
having to give myself to him.”

Before replying Ratnadatta, in his turn, hesitated for a mo-
ment, then he said in the reassuring tone that a father might
have used to a child afraid to enter a swimming pool: ‘About
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that you need feel no concern. Our Lord Satan wishes joy to
all who are prepared to serve Him. His High Priests decree
matters so that partners in the Creation rite are well suited to
one another.’

‘In that case,” said Mary, ‘I still wish to be accepted as an
initiate.’

‘Good; very good." He sounded pleased, although not par-
ticularly so. ‘You may congratulate yourself.” Wisdom ac-
quired in your past lives has again conquered inhibitions with
weech your upbringing shackled you in this. I shall set your
feet firmly on the Path for good life obtained by power to
influence minds off others.’

A moment later she felt his fingers at the back of her head,
untying the handkerchief that blindfolded her, and he added:
‘Now you haf taken decision it ees not necessary to drive
long way round about. Excuse plees that I shall drop you
here; but so I am sooner back.’

On looking about her Mary saw that the taxi was moving
eastwards and running up towards Hyde Park Corner. As
they neared the bus stop, Ratnadatta said, ‘I see you at Mrs.
Wardeel’'s on Tuesday, yes? After that again on Saturday.
You meet me plees at Tube Station as before. But this time
later; at nine thirty o’clock.” Then he tapped on the window
for the taxi to stop. They wished each other good night, she
got out and the taxi carried him on in the direction of Pic-
cadilly.

It was not yet quite midnight so the buses were still run-
ning. After a wait of five minutes she got one, and as she
looked round at her fellow passengers she wondered what
they would think if they knew how she had spent the eve-
ning. Had she told them, she knew that they would never be-
lieve her, and would put her down as mad. But she was not
mad, and the possession of such a secret gave her a feeling of
superiority over them. All the same, by the time the bus set
her down in Cromwell Road, the excitement that had buoyed
her up for the past two hours was rapidly draining away.

Making as little noise as possible she crept upstairs and on
reaching her little flat made herself a cup of coffee. As she
drank it she visualized again the extraordinary things she had
witnessed. On a sudden impulse she gave her arm a hard
pinch to make certain that she was not dreaming.

She was not. That hideous black imp and the pregnant
woman had not been part of a nightmare. She had really seen
them. And she had arranged to go to the temple again with
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Ratnadatta next Saturday. If she did, she would have to sub-
mit to initiation. While the Indian had been talking to her
about it that had not seemed too high a price to pay for the
chance of identifying Teddy’s murderers. But now, at the
thought of those evil near-naked servants of the Devil, with
whom she would have to feast and dance, a wave of panic
and revulsion swept through her. Teddy was dead. Nothing
she could do would bring him back to life. It was madness to
place herself in the power of such people for the slender
hope of being able to revenge him. Her nerve would break
and she would give herself away. Suddenly she reversed her
recent decision. She would not go on Saturday; or to Mrs.
Wardeel’s on Tuesday, either. She would make a clean break
while there was still time, and try to forget the whole awful
business as soon as possible.



An Unfertunate—Aeccident (?)

On Sunday morning Mary lay late in bed. The emotions that
had agitated her the previous night had taken a lot out of
her, and she felt tired and listless. As she thought over all
that Ratnadatta had-told her of the ancient cult, she had to
admit to berself that many of his arguments in its favour
were logical and, perhaps, contained a sub-stratum of truth.
Yet that did not alter the fact that the advantages obtained
by its few unscrupulous adherents must be gained at the ex-
pense of many honest decent people, and its amoral teachings
be a menace to family life, high principles, and everything
that went to make a well-ordered world.

But, in any case, she had not been seeking to obtain power
for herself, and her resolution to be done with Ratnadatta
and all to do with the occult remained unchanged.

That left her with a new problem. What was she now to do
with herself? She could not yet pick up the threads of her old
life where she had left them, because before leaving Wimble-
don she had gone to an estate agent, told him she was going
to Ireland, given him the keys of her flat and asked him to let
it furnished for her for three months for the best price he
could get.

Thinking of the flat turned her thoughts to Teddy. It was
now six weeks since his death, yet, at times, she still missed
him terribly. It was not that he had ever been for her the
world’s great heart-throb, but he had been gentle, generous
and reliable and she had come to count on his companion-
ship. He had been quite good-looking, too, a very adequate if
not terribly exciting lover, and always most appreciative of
all she did to make their home a place to which he could be
proud to bring his friends.

Since he had had so many fine qualities, she wondered now
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why she had never felt more deeply about him, and decided
that probably it was because he had been too transparently
good to keep a woman intrigued for long by his personality.
It seemed a sad commentary on life that the best men often
failed to do so, whereas gay, irresponsible deceivers like Bar-
ney Sullivan could so often make women adore them.

It occurred to her then that at least she had Barney left
over as a legacy from her abortive investigation into Teddy’s
murder. Planning the moves for her revenge on him would
give her something to think about between the occasional
jobs she was getting as a model. She would be seeing him
again that night and this time she would give him some en-
couragement, anyhow to the extent of letting him kiss her.

At midday she got up and cooked herself an egg dish in
the tiny kitchenette.. It was very sparsely equipped and as she
stood at the minute gas-stove she wished, not for the first
time, that she were back in her own well-furnished kitchen at
Wimbledon. It gave her the idea of going out there. Not to
the flat, as by this time it was certain to be occupied by
strangers; but she loved the Common. It was a sunny day and
now that it was mid-April the silver birches would be putting
out their tender young green leaves. The chance of her run-
ning into anyone she knew was small; and, suddenly recalling
the way in which she had completely changed her appear-
ance, she realized that they would not know her if she did.
Anyway, now she had decided to stop playing the detective it
was no longer necessary to avoid all contacts with life as
Mrs. Morden.

As usual she took ample time to make herself up and dress
with care, then she went out and took a bus up to the
Green Man on the corner of Putney Heath. Owing to the fine
weather there were quite a lot of people about, and twice sin-
gle men driving slowly by in cars attempted to pick her up.
But she was used to such unwelcome attentions when alone
and, ignoring them, struck out with her long firm stride
across the common. In turn she visited all her favourite spots;
the old Windmill, the dell where William Pitt the younger,
while Prime Minister, was said to have fought a duel, and the
ponds on which the children were sailing their boats.

The fresh air and the long walk did her a power of good,
the healthy sights and sounds around her drove from her
mind haunting thoughts of the Great Ram, and after making
a hearty tea at a little place just off the Common, to which
she had been on a few previous occasions, she réturned to
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London in excellent form for her next encounter with Bar-
ney.

They had arranged to meet at seven-thirty, and when she
arrived at the Hungaria there he was in the foyer looking as
devil-may-care as ever, but with an eye-shade over his left
eye, and the curve of his cheek below it badly discoloured.

With a slightly amused grimace she said: ‘It looks as if you
have been mixed up in a fight.’

‘I have,” he laughed. ‘I'll tell you all about it when you've
parked your coat.’

When she came out of the cloakroom he took her down-
stairs to the cocktail lounge and, as soon as they had ordered
drinks, she asked, ‘Now! What have you been up to?

‘T hit a man smaller than myself, and got the worst of it!’

‘Then you deserved your lesson,” she said, although she did
not believe him. He might be a thoroughly bad hat where
women were concerned, but she felt certain he was not the
type of man to do anything cowardly. All the same, it in-
trigued her that, instead of producing some cooked-up story
about having defended a child or a dog against ill-treatment
by a gang of toughs, he should elect to pretend to have been
in the wrong.

‘As a matter of fact,” he told her with a lopsided grin, ‘I
got it in a free-for-all. Last night some pals of mine suggested
that we should try our luck at a gambling joint that one of
them knew of up in St. John’s Wood. After a bit of a binge
we went along there and played chemi for a while. Of course
the game was rigged, as it always is in those sort of places;
but the bloke who runs it made it a bit too obvious that he
took us all for suckers. When we caught him out red-handed,
we decided to break the place up. By ill luck I found myself
up against the chucker-out. He was only a little runt of a
man, but I suppose he had servéd in the Commandoes or
something. Anyhow, before I knew what was happening, he
had given me this whopper, and a couple of minutes later he
bundled me out into the street.’ )

The truth was very different. The previous night he had at-
tended a Union meeting down in Shoreditch and come up
against one of the casual risks inseparable from his investiga-
tion.

His work entailed his covering the activities of several
Branches, each of a different Union, for all of which his
office had provided him with forged membership cards, and
he could, at most, have taken a regular job in the area of
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only one of them. Since it would have been pointless to de-
vote eight hours a day to working as a docker, busman or
some other category of labourer, having told the Secretary at
each branch that he had recently come to London from Ire-
land for family reasons, he had registered himself at them all
as unemployed and since skillfully evaded, on one excuse or
another, taking such jobs as had been offered him.

The Party ticket he carried was evidence enough for the
Communist members on the committees of the Branches to
which he belonged that he was to be trusted, but to induce
them actually to confide in and make use of him, he had lost
no opportunity of putting himself forward at every meeting
he attended as an active trouble-maker. It followed that the
more conservative members of the branches had come to re-
gard him as the type of hot-head who is a menace to regular
employment and good relations with the bosses. The night be-
fore, on his leaving the meeting, three such anti-Communists
had followed and later tackled him in an ill-lit street. They
had charged him with being a ‘professional out-of-work’ and
a ‘bloody. agitator’ who wanted to see ‘everyone else out of
work in support of his Communist opinions. Then, while two
of them had stood by, the third stalwart, a man with the
build of a blacksmith, whom they referred to as ‘good old
Ed’, bad made him put his fists up and sailed into him.

As Barney was nowhere near the weight of his opponent,
and in such circumstances pulling one of the fast tricks he
knew was out of the question, he had had the sense to let
himself be knocked down early in the encounter; so he had
got off fairly lightly. Actually, too, he was more sorry for the
man who had attacked him than for himself, since the two
other men who had been present might talk about ‘old Ed’s’
exploit; so he dared not refrain from reporting the affair to
his Communist friends on the committee, which meant for
certain that they would put ‘old Ed’s’ name on their black list
and, sooner or later, find an excuse to victimize him.

Mary, of course, knew nothing of all this, and she readily
accepted Barney's story of the gambling joint, because it
fitted in with the picture of him, as an unprincipled young
roisterer, that she knew of old. After a moment, she re-
marked with a smile:

‘See what comes of being one of the idle rich and staymg
up half the night to throw your money about.’

‘Have a heart!” he protested. ‘I'm only one of those poor
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Irish Earls who has to get his robes out of pop when there’s a
coronation. As for being idle, I spent hours and hours last
week trying to persuade Civil Aircraft lines to run tourist
flights to Kenya.’ He then launched into an account of es-
tablished flight.schedules and the number of passengers car-
ried from information he had mugged up since last they had
met, the better to establish his cover-story with her.

After a second cocktail they went up to the restaurant, and
she told him about two model shows for which she had been
booked in the coming week; but all the time she was wonder-
ing why he had not yet asked her about her meeting with
Ratnadatta. At length the temptation to broach the subject
proved too strong for her and she said, a shade coldly: ‘It
seems you are no longer interested in learning how I got on
last night.’ R

He had deliberately refrained in order to pique her, and
now he laughed. ‘I guessed you were bursting to tell me; so
I've been holding out on you. But to tell the truth I'm itching
to hear, and near as damn it gave you best only a moment
ago. How’s the form for your becoming a pretty white nan-
nygoat and me a big black toad?

‘In your case, pretty good,’ she replied lightly, ‘though you
needn't flatter yourself I'd have you as my familiar. Last
night Mr. Ratnadatta took me to a place in Chelsea and gave
me dinner upstairs in a private room!’

‘What!’ he exclaimed. ‘Of all the nerve! And you let him?

‘Why not? He is a nice little man, and extremely learned.’

‘Nice little man, my foot!" Barney stuck his chin out
aggressively. ‘He’s a smarmy no-good Babu. It was damned
impertinent of him to take you to a place like that, and I'd
like to kick his learned bottom.’

‘Really Barney!’ It was the first time she had used his
Christian name, although he had asked her to when she had
dined with him the previous Thursday. “You sound as though
you had only just climbed out of the bog. It’s silly to take
such a primitive view of it. He wanted to tell me about the
secret doctrine and he couldn’t do that in a restaurant with
other people nearby who might overhear him.’

‘Oh, all right then. What had he to say about it?

For the best part of half-an-hour, between mouthfuls of
food and wine, she gave him the highlights of Ratnadatta’s
discourse, and as they discussed them Barney had to agree
that much of it made sense. Just after the main course they
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had chosen—a Hungarian goulash—had been served, he en-
quired: ‘And when you had finished dinner, what happened
then?

She gave her sweetest smile. ‘He took me to a Satanic tem-
ple.’

‘The little swine! That's just what I feared he might do.
Still, it seems you came to no harm, otherwise you wouldn’t
be looking so cheerful.’

‘No; I enjoyed it. I found it absolutely fascinating.’

Barney was on the point of giving way to an outburst but,
his duty coming uppermost in his mind, he checked it and
asked, ‘Whereabouts was this place?’

‘T’'ve no idea,” she replied lightly. ‘He took me to and from
it in a taxi, and both ways he insisted on putting a bandage
over my eyes. Going there took a long time and for no very
good reason I got the impression that it was somewhere in
north-east London. But I'm sure the distance we covered
coming back was much shorter, and when he dropped me at
Hyde Park Corner the taxi had just come up the slope from
Knightsbridge; so it may be anywhere.’

‘You must have seen something of it when you got out of
the taxi. What was it like outside?’

‘It was an old Georgian mansion with a high wall all round
it, except for its front; and there it faced on to a semi-private
courtyard. But it was in the heart of a slum district. That’s all
I can tell you.’

“That doesn’t get us far. In a great area like London there
must ba dozens of derelict places like that in districts that
have gradually deteriorated into slums.’

‘Oh, but it wasn’t derelict. Inside it was beautifully deco-
rated, and furnished in keeping with its period.’

‘That doesn’t surprise me. Those sort of crooks have oodles
of money. What happened after you arrived there?’

For a second Mary hesitated. She had not forgotten Ratna-
datta’s threat that he and his friends would know about it if
she betrayed their secrets, and take steps to exact a grim pen-
alty. But now that she had made up her mind to break with
them, and would soon have lost touch with him altogether,
she felt that she need no longer take serious notice of his
threat. Besides, she was thoroughly enjoying Barney’s reac-
tions to the dangers she had courted and was tempted by the
urge to see him becoming more wrought up on her account.

‘Well,” she said, ‘if I do tell you I must ask you to keep it
to yourself. You see, I'm not supposed to speak about these
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people’s doings to anyone, and if it leaked out that I had they
might make trouble for me.’

‘I fully appreciate that,” he nodded. ‘So the last thing you
need be afraid of is that I'd let you down.’

‘All right then. He took me up to a gallery where without
being seen we could look down on the interior of the temple.
There were about thirty men and women in it, all masked and
wearing only gossamer-thin cloaks, through which one could
see absolutely everything.’

Barney’s face had become grim, and he muttered, ‘That’s
more or less the kind of form I expected. But, damn it all,
‘Margot! You mustn’t let yourself get involved further in this
sort of thing. You really mustn’t!

‘I don’t know.” She gave a shrug that implied sophisticated
detachment. ‘I haven’t yet quite made up my mind. I
wouldn’t have missed this show last night for anything. By
comparison, the sort of things one sees at Mrs. Wardeel’s are
child’s play. Ratnadatta and his friends really can call down
power, and I'm awfully tempted to go with him again next
Saturday. It depends on whether I can screw up my courage
to go through the initiation ceremony.’

‘What form does it take? Something pretty beastly, I bet.’

‘Not necessarily. But once in, I might be expected to take
part in the, er—social activities of the Brotherhood.’

‘T don’t quite get you?

‘Well, Ratnadatta let me watch them do their serious stuff,
but then he said that I'd seen quite enough for a first visit.
Just as we were leaving they were about to sit down to a
feast, and I've rather uneasy suspicions about the kind of fun
and games they may have got up to afterwards.’

‘Suspicions! Be your age, Margot! You'd get yourself raped
for a certainty.’

She turned her big blue eyes on him with an innocent look.

‘D’you really think so?
" *Of course I do! You mustn’t even think of going to this
place again. You've got nothing to offer them except your
body, and that’s what they’re after. They might even dope
and white-slave you. Let’s hear now about what you did
see—their serious stuff?’

With secret amusement at his agitation, Mary replied:
‘First of all they made their reports to the High Priest about
what they had been up to since last attending a meeting. He
looked a charming old man; the sort of priest that no woman
would mind confessing anything to. Then, after a long period
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of silence, came the manifestations of genuine occult power.
Somehow, I didn’t see exactly how it happened, but the
Arch-Priest of the Brotherhood appeared from some curtains
that hung behind the altar.

‘They all seemed a bit scared of him, and so was I. Appar-
ently he is the big-shot of a world-wide organization, and
only in London on a visit. The greater part of his face was
hidden under a horned headdress, he was dressed in black
tights—just as one sees pictures of the Devil—and he was
wearing a fortune in jewels. He listened to the requests made
by the congregation, and granted nearly all of them what
they asked for—beauty, ways to make money, restoration of
sight and all sorts of other favours and cures.’

Barney stopped eating and a slow smile spread over his
face as he said, ‘Oh, come on; you’re pulling my leg?

‘No, really! And after that there came the most extraordi-
pnary and terrifying thing of all. A small cloud of smoke
formed down at his feet and from it there materijalized a hid-
eous black imp.’

While she was speaking, Barney had picked up from in
front of him the wicker cradle in which lay the bottle of Bur-
gundy they were drinking with their goulash. With his other
hand he took her glass and refilled it. As she was about to
take it from him, somehow, they fumbled it. At the moment
she said the word ‘imp’, the glass slipped from between their
hands and precipated the whole of its contents into her lap.

With exclamations of dismay, both of them stood up. A
passing waiter quickly pulled out the table and muttered ex-
pressions of sympathy while Mary hurried off to the ladies’
room. The splashed table cloth was replaced, the remains of
the goulash taken away and fresh places laid.

Mary was furious. As an aid to her designs to ensnare Bar-
ney she had put on her best semi-evening frock. It was brand
new, and of a yellow material which she had chosen because,
now that she was a brunette, she knew that the colour would
set off her dark beauty to perfection.

In the cloakroom she quickly wriggled out of it and the
attendant did her best to remove the stain by sponging with
hot water. But when they had rough-dried it in front of an
electric fire, the edge of the great circular splodge, where the
wine had soaked in, was still plainly visible, and to their dis-
may they found that some of the wine having trickled
through between Mary’s legs, there was a smaller stain on the
back of the skirt. As the wine there had had longer to pene-

96



trate the material, sponging the place had less effect and the
woman glumly declared that she doubted if even proper
cleaning would get it out.

Conscious of the many pairs of eyes taking stock of her
misfortune as she recrossed the restaurant twenty minutes
later, and still seething with rage, Mary rejoined Barney. He
accepted the blame, and apologized profusely. She, out of
good manners, did her best to make light of the matter and
said that it had been her fault; but she was unable, altogether,
to conceal her annoyance, and when new portions of goulash
were served to them she petulantly told the waiter to take hers
away as she had had enough.

Barney ate some of his in an uncomfortable silence; then
in an endeavour to take her mind off her misfortune, he said:
‘I didn’t really mean it when I said I thought you were pull-
ing my leg. Do go on and tell me more about the extraordi-
nary things you saw last mght You'd got as far as the ap-
pearance of the black imp.’

As though she had received a mild electric shock, Mary
stiffened slightly. It had flashed into her mind that the spilling
of the wine might not have been an ordinary accident. In de-
fiance of Ratnadatta’s warning, she had been giving away the
secrets of the brotherhood. Was it possible that she was being
overlooked and some occult force had been set in motion to
check her? Thinking about it again she knew that the mishap
had been more her fault than Barney’s, because it was
through her hand that the glass had actually slipped. Momen-
tarily it had seemed as if her fingertips had lost their sense of
touch, and next second the wine had cascaded into her lap.
Suddenly she felt convinced that the temporary paralysis, al-
though it had come and gone in less time than it takes to
draw breath, could have been caused only by supernatural
means.

Striving to conceal the fear with which the thought filled
her, she stammered: ‘The . . . the imp! Yes, I . . . L. But, of
course, I was pulling your leg. There was no imp or priest
who used it to perform an abortion. . . .’

Barney shot her a swift, shocked suspicious glance and
broke in, “You never mentioned that.’

‘Oh . . . didn’t I? Well, it doesn’t matter. I was making the
whole thing up. I mean about them all wearing masks but
having no clothes on, and about an Arch-Priest they called
the Great Ram performing miracles.’

‘D’you mean that? Honestly?’
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‘Of course.” She forced a smile. ‘I was just seeing how
much I could get you to swallow.”

He smiled back. ‘I boggled at the miracles, and the
black-clad gent producing an imp was a bit too much; but
you sold me the general set-up. Anyhow, praise be to God
you were only fooling. What did Ratnadatta’s game turn out
to be after all, though?

‘It was as I thought—Yoga.! Mary quickly tried to recall
the little she had heard about Yoga, and went on: ‘It really
was rather thrilling. One of them, wearing only a loin cloth,
lay down on a bed of nails, and another walked on live coals
without burning his feet. It can be of practical use, too, if
one works at it hard enough. Ratnadatta swears to me that
through having learnt to breathe iri a certain way he can
keep himself warm on the coldest day without wearing an
overcoat. It is also the royal road to getting out of one’s body;
so I mean to take up practising the exercises.’

‘Does that mean that you are going to this place again next
Saturday?

Mary still had no intention of doing so; but the temptation
to re-arouse Barney’s concern for her, even to a more limited
extent, led her to reply, “Yes, why not?

His reaction was just what she had hoped for. ‘And that, I
suppose, commits you to having dinner again in a private
room with this slimy Babu?

Recalling all she had told him of Ratnadatta’s arguments in
support of the ancient worship of Satan as the Lord of this
World, she suddenly saw the red light. That did not fit in
with the new aspect she had given the Indian as an innocent
practitioner of Yoga. To forestall Barney’s possibly asking
her to explain this obvious contradiction in the story she was
now anxious that he should believe, she said:

‘I was fooling about that, too. We dined downstairs in the
restaurant, and next Saturday he is not even giving me din-
ner. I'm not to meet him at the Sloane Square Tube until
half-past nine.’

‘What about his blindfolding you, though? Did he, or was
that just another taradiddle to get a rise out of me?’

Mary saw that she was cornered. As she had no idea in
what part of London the temple was situated, she could not
tell him its locality; on the other hand, to admit that she had
been blindfolded was to imply that there really was some-
thing sinister about it. In desperation, her nerves still barely
under control, she exclaimed:
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‘Oh, for goodness’ sake leave it! You've mno right to cate-
chize me about where I go or what I do.’

‘Sorry,’ said Barney, ‘but seeing we're friends, I'm naturally
interested.’ '

For a few minutes they ploughed into the Peach Melba
that they had chosen as a pudding. When they had finished,
Barney said: ‘Come on, let’s dance.’

His proposal brought back to her the stained condition of
her frock. ‘How can 1?7 she snapped. ‘The wine not only
went through to my belt, but dripped off it on to the back of
my skirt; so both from the rear as well as from the front, I
look a shocking sight.’

For a moment Barney considered whether he ought to
offer to buy her a new dress. But he decided that as this was
only the second time he had taken her out, he did not know
her well enough, and she might regard the suggestion as an
impertinence. After a moment he said, a shade resentfully:

‘I’'m terribly sorry about your dress, But really it wasn’t my
fault. I handed your glass to you and you seemed to be grip-
ping it firmly before I let go of it.’

Again the terrifying image of the imp came into her mind.
Renewed fear mingled with resentment caused her to give an
angry shrug. ‘What's it matter whose fault it was? My dress is
ruined anyway; and I'm not going to make an exhibition of
myself just to please you.”

Barney also had an Irish temper and at this, as he felt, un-
justified attack on him, he said: ‘Well, if you don’t want to
talk, and you won’t dance, there’s not much point in our re-
maining here, is there?

‘No,’ she agreed. ‘And the sooner I can get my dress into
soak the better chance there will be of the stains not showing
after I've had it dyed a less attractive colour.’

‘O.K. Let’s go then!” Abruptly he stood up and pulled out
the table for her. ‘Go and get your coat. I'll settle the bill
later.’ :

She had hardly had time to think before he put her into a
taxi. And he did not follow her into it. He gave the driver
her address and some silver then, with a casual wave, he
'wished her an unsmiling ‘good night' and stalked off back
into the restaurant. They had been on edge with one another
for three-quarters of an hour, but when the blow-up came it
lasted less than four minutes.

On her way home Mary cursed herself whole-heartedly.
She had meant to play the siren with Barney. that evening,
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and so convert the interest he had shown in her from the first
into a much warmer feeling. But now, for the second time,
she had behaved in a manner which could only lead him to
believe that, attractive as her looks might make her, she was
so stupid, prudish, and naturally ill-tempered that it would be
folly to cultivate her further. From the manner in which he
had left her, it was clear that he did not mean to ask her out
again.

Since she had lost Teddy everything had gone wrong. She
had given up her home, and the friends who might have
comforted her, to set out on a wild-goose chase; or at least
one that fear had forced her to abandon. And now she had
thrown away the last human link which could provide her
with an interest. She was, and must continue to be for some
time to come, as utterly alone in the world as if she had be-
come marooned on a desert island. Unless, far worse, when
she least expected it, Ratnadatta appeared on the scene to
exact payment from her for having ignored his warning. Her
day had started with such promise, yet ended with catas-
trophe. That night she wept herself to sleep.
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A Prey to Loneliness

The saying that ‘hope springs eternal in the human breast’
certainly applies to most healthy people, and there was noth-
ing in the least wrong with Mary, either mentally or physi-
cally. In consequence, after a sound sleep, she began to view
her situation more cheerfully. The occult manifestations she
had witnessed on Saturday night were of a potency sufficient
to have struck terror into anyone’s mind; so it was hardly to
be wondered at that only twenty-four hours later her nerves
were still so jumpy that she had accepted an accident as evi-
dence that the Brotherhood was keeping watch on her by su-
pernatural means, and had the power to make her let drop a
glass of wine.

But when she had woken and thought about the matter for
a while, she decided that she had panicked unnecessarily. For
the Satanists to keep a round-the-clock watch on her, they
would need to employ a whole team of clairvoyants, and
surely that was rating her importance to them much too
high? To suppose that when anyone was about to betray their
secrets an occult alarm bell rang to inform them of it was
hardly credible; and, if they did have some such telepathic
control, why should they have let her go on for several min-
utes describing the temple, its congregation and the things
she had seen happen in it, before stopping her? On top of
that the idea that they had the power temporarily to paralyse
her fingertips from a distance seemed altogether too fantastic.
The truth of the mafter must be that she had simply been
careless in taking the glass, and the fact that she had dropped
it just as she was on the point of telling Barney about the
black imp had been no more than a coincidence.

Much comforted by this logical banishing of her overnight
fears, while she lay in her bath she sought again for some in-
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terest to occupy her mind now that she had abandoned her
crusade to bring Teddy’s murderer to justice, and some weeks
must elapse before she could restore her old appearance to a
point when she could take up once more, without embarrass-
ment, with the people they had known.

The modelling work on which she had started only re-
cently had, as yet, brought her few new acquaintances. It
would bring more in time, but she knew that the majority of
the men in the so-called ‘rag’ trade regarded the models they
employed only as dummies to display clothes on, and the
girls themselves, enjoying a much higher than average stand-
ard of good looks, all had either husbands or numerous
boy-friends, who kept them fully occupied.

The previous night she had resigned herself to having lost
Barney and had not been able to make up her mind if she
was glad or sorry. Despite her long nurtured grievance
against him, while in his company she enjoyed his gay, intelli-
gent conversation and, subconsciously, was still strongly at-
tracted to him physically. To know that she would not now
have the satisfaction of making him fall for her, then being
thoroughly beastly to him, was a sad disappointment; but she
tried to console herself with the thought that two wrongs did
not make a right, so perhaps it was as well that her plan to
avenge herself on him had been nipped in the bud.

Yet the thought of him was like a worrying tooth and as
she lay in her bath she toyed with the idea of trying to get in
touch with him. Had she known his address she would have
written him a line of apology for her behaviour, and so tried
to start the ball rolling between them again that way, but she
did not. It then occurred to her that he would be in the tele-
. phone book; so, getting out of the bath, she dried herself
quickly and got the book, but no Lord Larne was listed in it.
Throwing it down she upbraided herself for a fool for having
even bothered to look, as she ought to have realized that,
having no right to the title, he would not have had the face
to use it publicly. That settled the matter. She must accept it
that he had once more gone out of her life.

The only other people she had met after changing her per-
sonality to Margot Mauriac were those who attended the
meetings at Mrs. Wardeel’s. She now knew several of them
by name and could, if she chose, develop a friendship with
them. As they were nearly all considerably older than herself,
and earnest seekers after truth,.that would not prove very ex-
citing. But at the thought of whole days, when she had no
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modelling engagements, spent in aimless window-gazing, and
with no prospect in the evening but going to a cinema on her
own, she decided that such human contacts would be better
than nothing.

She had not meant to go to Mrs. Wardeel’s again, because
that would entail meeting Ratnadatta. But if the spilling of
the wine had been, as she was now convinced, a normal acci-
dent, she had nothing to fear from him. Instead of simply not
keeping her appointment with him next Saturday she would
tell him on Tuesday night that, having thought the matter
over, she had now decided that she was still too convention-
ally minded to prove a suitable candidate for initiation into
his Brotherhood.

She began to wonder then if, from anger at her having
wasted his time, he might bring some form of trouble on her.
But suddenly a new thought entered her mind. Barney would
be at the meeting too. Why hadn’t she thought of that be-
fore? Here was her chance to recapture him. She would get
him to walk home with her afterwards, tell him that as a
compensation for having spoilt his evening on Saturday she
had prepared a little supper for them, and bring him up to
ber flat.

The more she thought over this new plan, the more it
pleased her, and the urge she felt to carry it out soon over-
came her vague fears of meeting Ratnadatta again. That af-
ternoon she went up to the West-End to model some swim-
suits for the coming summer season, and in the evening thor-
oughly enjoyed a film. Tuesday she had no engagement; so
she spent the morning turning out her sitting-room and in the
afternoon spread herself at Harrods, buying smoked West-
phalian ham, cold salmon, materials for a salad, cheese
straws and fruit. As she laid the table she again regretted her
own much nicer things at Wimbledon, but she had bought
plenty of flowers to make the room gay and the wine-
salesman had assured her that the bottle of Hock he had rec-
ommended was really good.

Filled with happy anticipation, she set off for Mrs. War-
deel’s and arrived there a little before eight o’clock. When
she entered the lecture room neither Barney nor Ratnadatta
had arrived. The latter did so just before the proceedings
started, but Barney had still not put in an appearance.

The lecture that evening was on Maya religious beliefs and
how they tied up with Theosophy, but she hardly took in a
word of it. Every few minutes she looked towards the door,
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hoping that she would see Barney slip in and quietly take a
seat at the back; but her hopes were disappointed.

She then tried to persuade herself that, having heard the
subject of the lecture at the last meeting, he thought it would
bore him, so meant to come later in time only to see another
medium perform. But the lecture finished, the chairs were ar-
ranged in a circle, and still he did not come.

On this occasion the medium was a tall, thin man. Having
taken his chair in the middle of the circle, he was wrapped
up to the chin by Mrs. Wardeel in a voluminous sheet, then
two members of the audience were chosen to assure the rest
that no hidden wires or other apparatus had been connected
in his vicinity. All the lights, except for one small bulb, were
turned off, the spectators linked hands with their neighbours,
there was a long, long silence during which nothing hap-
pened, then a gentle radiance in the neighbourhood of the
medium’s mouth became perceptible.

Gradually it increased until the whole of the lower part of
his face could be seen by it. Opening his mouth wide he
began to breathe stertorously and a pale yellow foam formed
round the inside of his lips. The foam increased until it be-
came a solid bubble, hiding both his upper and lower teeth
and his tongue. For a while the bubble ballooned and deflated
in time with his breathing, and as he strove to force it out the
radiance was sufficient to show that sweat was streaming
down his face. At last it lapped over, covering his chin then,
looking like a thick band of dough, slowly made its way
down the slope of the sheet that covered his chest until it
reached the level of his stomach. There it stopped, but more
and more of the stuff oozed down till a lump as large as a
medium-sized melon had formed. The lump flattened out and
five roundish points began to protrude from it. These length-
ened until the whole thing had roughly the shape of a huge
hand attached by a curved arm to the medium’s mouth.

Mary had never before seen an occultist project ectoplasm,
and cause it to take on the likeness of human limbs or a rudi-
mentary human body; so normally she would have been
much impressed by the strange exhibition. But having, three
nights before, witnessed the far more hair-raising spectacle of
the Great Ram conjuring up a cloud of smoke that turned
into a perfectly formed manikin capable of movement, al-
though unattached to him, she found the long slow .perform-
ance somewhat wearisome. Moreover, her mind was still on
Barney and his failure to attend the meeting.
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When they had last dined together, he had frankly declared
his disbelief in the genuineness of the medium they had seen
the week before, so she thought it possible that scepticism
about Mrs. Wardeel’s parties as a whole had decided him
against giving any more of his evenings to attending them.
But she was more inclined to believe that, feeling certain she
would be there, he had refrained from coming so as to avoid
any possibility of being drawn into a resumption of their, so
far, most unsatisfactory, tentative moves towards entering on
an affair.

Her disappointment was naturally proportionate to the
hours she had given to musing over the way in which that
evening she would make Barney take a much better view of
her, and those she had spent in preparing that delightful little
supper. But by the time the medium had re-absorbed his ec-
toplasm she had made herself face up to it that, if it was to
avoid meeting her again that Barney had failed to attend this
meeting, the odds were all against his coming to the one next
week, so she would be wise to write him off for good and all.

When the party moved into the dining-room for coffee,
Ratnadatta sidled up to her, gave his toothy smile and said in
a low voice: ‘Mrs. Mauriac, I haf another person with weech
I wish to talk here tonight. But I also wish to talk with you.
As it ees private matter, better that we talk in street; so plees
I walk part off way home with you.’

His friendly greeting at first confirmed her belief that she
had nothing to fear from him; but his words sent a sudden
chill through her. Perhaps he did know that she had spoken
of the Brotherhood to Barney. If so, his proposal to walk
home with her suggested that he wanted to get her on his
own in a situation where he could do her some injury. Then,
after a moment, she dismissed the idea as highly improbable,
and reassured herself with the thought that, anyway, he
would not be such a fool as to attempt to harm her while
walking through a respectable district at an hour when there
would still be plenty of people about on whom she could call
for help.

Taking her consent for granted, he had left her at once
and quickly attached himself to a heavily made up, middle-
aged woman, wearing valuable jewels, whom Mary had not
seen there before, and he remained talking to her for the next
twenty minutes. Meanwhile a retired General, who had sin-
gled Mary out on a previous occasion, brought her a coffee
and sought to entertain her with an account of marvels be
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had seen Fakirs perform in India many years before she was
born.

When the party began to break up, the bejewelled lady
took herself off, Ratnadatta rejoined Mary, listened with her
to a final story by the General, then tactfully prised her away
from him. Five minutes later they were walking side by side
towards the central stretch of the Cromwell Road, and he
said:

‘I haf forgot to tell you that when we meet on Saturday
you must wear no make-up. None at all, you understand?
Scrub your face clean. Also your hair must be done as
plainly as possible, scrag back flat with ends done as bun at
back off head.’

Mary gave him an astonished look, then faltered: ‘As a
matter of fact, Mr. Ratnadatta, I . .. I've been thinking
things over and I . . . well, I’ve come to the conclusion that
I'm not really advanced enough to accept initiation yet.’

In turn he shot a surprised look at her. But his voice held
no trace of anger as he replied: ‘Initiation! You haf flatter
yourself. At best some time must pass before you can hope
for so much. First stage ees neophyte. Acceptance on proba-
tion only, after taking oath of loyalty to the Brotherhood.
Next the neophyte must perform some act for token off will-
ing service. . . .

He had been about to go on, but she cut in quickly, ‘Do
you mean that in the case of a woman it is then that she per-
forms her service to the temple by, er—offering herself to a
stranger?’

‘No, no.” He shook his head. ‘That does not come until ini-
tiation. It ees part off the initiation rite. By act off willingness
I refer to performing satisfactorily some work for further- -
ance off aims off the Brotherhood weech the neophyte is
giffen order to do by our High Priest Abaddon. Only by pass-
ing such test does a neophyte become qualified for initiation.’

They walked the next fifty yards in silence, while Mary
was thinking, ‘It looks, then, as if I could go with him again
to the Temple next Saturday without having anything much
to be afraid of. If they had designs on me the last thing they
would want is for me to do my hair up in a bun and make
myself look like a scarecrow. And it would give me one more
chance to see if I can learn from them anything about
Teddy.” Yet caution urged her to try to find out a little more
before committing herself; so aloud she asked: “What exactly
would I have to do to be accepted as a neophyte?’
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‘I haf already tell you,’ he replied a shade impatiently.
‘You promise obedience to our High Priest and take oath to
keep secrets off the Brotherhood. Then you are welcomed
and well-wished by all present and ceremony is concluded.
The rite takes only a quarter-of-an-hour—perhaps twenty
minutes.’ ’

‘And afterwards? she enquired.

‘Why, as you are not initiate, you must go home, of
course. I take you again to Hyde Park Corner. You wait then
two, three, perhaps four weeks, till occasion arise when
Abaddon has use for you, and requires from you token act
off willing service.’

‘What would happen if I failed in that?

“You would haf lost your chance to become initiate. Most
regrettable; for whatever you may feel yourself, I know you
to be ready for advancement. But there ees no reason why
you should fail. The task provided ees always suitable for the
neophyte to weech it ees given.’

Now that he had made it clear to her beyond all question
that she must still pass through two preliminary stages before
having finally to commit herself, she felt very differently
about the matter from the way she had on getting home from
her visit to the Temple the previous Saturday night. The
thought of the long empty days and lonely evenings that lay
ahead of her played their part, and once more there rose in
her the urge to try to find out about Teddy.

‘Very well, then,’ she said impulsively. ‘To be honest, I was
a bit scared and meant to back out. But I don’t mind going
through this short ceremony if I am to be given plenty of
time to get used to the thought of facing the big one. So I'll
meet you as we arranged on Saturday.’

‘Good; very good,’ said Mr. Ratnadatta.
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A Fiendish Plot

The following morning, while Mary was disconsolately mak-
ing a late breakfast of the Westphalian ham she had bought
as a first dish for the supper at which she had planned to en-
tertain Barney, Colonel Verney was already in his office hard
at work sorting the papers in his ‘In’ tray. On the previous
Monday he had had to attend a N.A.T.O. conference in Na-
ples; so he had flown down to Nice on Friday night, in order
to spend the weekend with his wife, gone on to Naples and
got back only the night before. He had found Molly in good
form and had thoroughly enjoyed relaxing among the orange
trees and oleanders in the garden of their villa. Such breaks
he knew to be a sound insurance against strain from over-
work but, all the same, they had to be paid for on his return
by an accumulation of matters requiring his attention.

Putting the longer documents aside he dealt first with let-
ters needing a prompt answer; then, having sent his secretary
off to type them, he got down to an hour’s reading of reports.
Among them there was one from Squadron-Leader Forsby.
In a brief letter he said only that Otto Khune’s behaviour
during the past week had continued much as before and as
yet gave no grounds for suspicion that he was communicating
with any questionable person. But sometime during the week
he had completed the account of his past, and a copy of it,
which had been taken after a further search of his quarters,
carried out when he was absent from the Station on Sunday,
was enclosed. Spreading out the typescript, Verney read:

It was in May 1950 that, after an interval of eight years, 1
again saw my brother Lothar. I was at the time living with
my wife Dinah at Farnborough, and engaged, as an official of
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the Ministry of Supply, -in tabulating the results of new fuels
then being tested at the Experimental Aircraft Establishment
there.

We occupied a pleasant little house on the outskirts of the
town, had made a number of friends in the neighbourhood,
and our life was a very happy one until, early in May, 1
began to be plagued by constant thoughts of Lothar.

For a long time past, thoughts of him had come to me
only infrequently. I was aware, although it had never been
confirmed as a fact by a communication from him or any
other source, that he was in the U.S.S.R., and now content to
carry on his scientific work there under his Russian masters
in one of their research establishments. It distressed me that
he should be working for the Communists, but there was
nothing 1 could dg about it, and I had come to accept it that,
as our paths in life had diverged so widely, it was unlikely
that we should ever meet again.

Yet, having once more started to think about him, try as I
would I could not get him out of my mind. In fact, I became
the victim of a mental disturbance of the same nature as that
I have suffered recently. I found that I could no longer con-
centrate fully on my work or take pleasure in the social life
that my wife and I had been leading. Then too, as now, I
gradually became convinced that Lothar was in England and
wished to see me. .

My visions of him increased in clarity until I became fa-
miliar with the surroundings in which he was living. He had
two rooms on the ground floor of a rather shoddy apartment
house. It was number 94, in a long dreary street which 1
knew to be in North London somewhere beyond St. Pancras
Station. The next development was my becoming aware of
the way to find it on starting from the Station, and that
Lothar was willing me to come there to meet him.

I knew instinctively that no good could come from such a
meeting; so for some days I resisted the urge to go there. But
Lothar gave me no peace; and both Dinah and my fellow
employees at the research station became greatly alarmed by
my mental condition. They said that at times I talked as if 1
were a different person, and urged me to see a doctor.

To have done so would have been futile. Medical science
now acceplts telepathy, but I doubt if any doctor would have
believed my story and, even if he had, it would have been
beyond his power to help me. The probability is that he
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would have had me put into a mental home, if only for a
period of observation, and, as that could have brought me no
relief, I were not prepared to submit to it.

At length, towards the end of the month, on May 26, to be
exact, I decided that, if I was not to lose my job owing to a
complete breakdown, I must give way to Lothar’s urging. So
1 took the day off and went up to London.

From St. Pancras 1 had no difficulty in finding the street in
which Lothar had his rooms, and it proved in all respects
precisely the same as I had seen it in my visions. On going up
the steps of No. 94, I saw that the front door was ajar. Walk-
ing in I entered the first room on the right. As I had felt cer-
tain he would be, he was sitting there and expecting me.

To begin with, my fears that such a meeting would bring
misfortune on myself were stilled, because he greeted me
with great affection; and few people can exercise more charm
than Lothar when he is in a mood to do so. I learned that he
had periodically overlooked me and so had followed the out-
line of my career just as 1 had his. He had known of my
marriage and that 1 had left the United States to settle in
Britain, and was aware of the type of work that I was then
employed upon; and he confirmed my belief that he had gone
by way of South America to Germany, been captured by the
Russians at Peenemiinde and later reconciled himself to con-
tinuing his scientific research on rocket development under
the Soviet Government.

It was this, he admitted frankly, that had been his main
reason for not having got into touch with me openly, as he
had entered Britain by clandestine means and, to minimize
the risk of being found out, left his lodging only when the
mission he had come upon necessitated his doing so. His
other reason was that, since we still resembled one another so
closely, it would have been impossible for him to conceal the
fact that he was my twin and, as I had no doubt told my wife
that he had deserted the Allied cause during the war, for him
to have turned up at Farnborough might have greatly embar-
rassed me.

He produced a bottle of wine, and over it we talked for a
long while about our youth in Chicago and our devotion to
one another in those days, then of the lives we had made for
ourselves in Russia and Britain respectively. From what he
told me it was clear that upper-crust scientists fared far better
there than here. We were then thirty-two years of age and he
was already receiving an emolument in the form of excellent
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accommeodation, transport, holiday, and priority goods vouch-
ers which, added to his cash salary, enabled him to live at a
standard that, with British taxation at its present level, I
could never hope to equal.

It was this which led me to make some remark to the
effect that not only had the men in the Kremlin abandoned
all attempts to make the Marxist ideology work in practice,
but they were deliberately creating a new aristocracy with
such cynical disregard for even a semblance of equality that
Britain’s Welfare State brought her much nearer to being a
Communist society than the revolution had Russia.

He entirely agreed, remarking that true Communism could
never work in any country and, realizing that, although they
could not openly admit it, the men in the Kremlin had, in
fact, become Nazis. It was that which made him willing and
happy to work for them. He went on to say that he still be-
lieved the Hitler doctrines to be the only ones by which, in
the modern world, the masses could be made to work the
hours they should and be controlled effectively; that, by the
‘application of those doctrines, power could be concentrated
in a few hands in a way that was impossible in the democra-
cies, and that power ultimately used to establish a world or-
der—«call it Communism or anything else one liked—ruled
over by a single governing body.

When that day came, he declared with complete self-
confidence, he meant to be a member of it—and it would not
be many years in coming. The Western Powers could not
compete effectively in the armaments race because the expen-
diture of their governments was limited by the reluctance of
the voters, to whom they had to go, cap in hand, to retain
power, to provide sufficient money; and as each of them,
again at the dictation of these masses, had to place the indi-
vidual interests of their countries before those of maintaining
a united front, capitalist-democracy was doomed. Innumera-
ble jealousies and divergent policies inherited from the past
could be made afresh into bones of contention and played up
into serious national issues, which would keep them from
ever combining wholeheartedly; so, one way and another,
when Russia struck they would be incapable of mobilizing
even a third of their potential strength against her.

Power, he contended, was the only thing really worth hav-
ing. And what could equal playing a part in decreeing the
way of life to be followed by the whole human race when the
new World State was established? He meant to do so, and out
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of his old affection for me he wished me to share his exalted
station. .

It then transpired that the object of his visit, which was
being kept secret even from all but one high official at the
Soviet Embassy, was to take me back to Russia with him. He
said that immediate employment could be arranged for me
with a remuneration which would enable me to enjoy many
luxuries that I could not afford here, and that if I wished it my
wife could be brought over later to join me. But that was
only the beginning of the programme. He was already well
on the way up the ladder to political power and in due course
would have a special use for me. What exactly that was, he
would not specify; but it hinged upon the fact that, as identi-
cal twins, once 1 became fluent in Russian we could easily
pass for one another.

Even while he was still describing this, apparently, alluring
prospect to me, 1 had made up my mind to refuse. Quite
apart from the fact that I believe enslavement and the de-
struction of individuality, which is the policy of the Soviet
Government, to be the most evil fate that could befall man-
kind, and that I am a loyal British subject with a deep sense
of gratitude for the freedom and security 1 enjoy as a natur-
alized citizen of this country, I was not in the least tempted
to accept temporary affluence as the price of the uncer-
tainties of aiding him in his political career in Russia. Bril-
liant as I knew Lothar to be, there could be no guarantee that
his ambitions would not bring him up against some, perhaps,
less gifted but more powerful rival; then, as there were plenty
of examples to show, it would need only one slip by him on
some interpretation of Marxist doctrine for us both to land
up in Siberia, or even find ourselves facing a firing squad.

On my declining his proposal he tried sweet reason and,
exerting all his charm and will-power, argued with me for
over an hour. Then, finding that I still stood firm, his manner
changed and he began to threaten me. He said that secret
plans he had made for the furtherance of his ambitions could
not be carried out unless he had a double to appear in his
stead on certain important occasions and that, as 1 was the
only person who could pass as himself without question, like
it or not 1 had got to return to Russia with him.

When 1 still refused he issued an ultimatum. He gave me
three days in which to think it over and said that, if by the
third day 1 did not come to him again prepared to do as he
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wished, he would give me no further chance but bring about
my ruin.

On that we parted and I returned to Farnborough. As can
be imagined, 1 was greatly worried. It did not occur to me
that, living in hiding as he was, he was capable of upsetting
the well-ordered life I was leading, but I did fear that he
would use the occult link between us to badger me and make
me miserable. To my surprise the contrary proved the case
and for a whole week I remained free from those mental in-
vasions of my consciousness by him with which 1 had been
afflicted from the beginning of the month.

This lulled me into a false sense of security. I began to be-
lieve that his threats had been only idle ones, and that he had
resigned himself to my refusal to go to Russia with him. I
was to learn differently.

I belonged to a group of scientists who met once a month
for an informal dinner—for which, as a number of us came
up from the country, we did not change—at the. Connaught
Rooms. A distinguished guest always addressed us on some
subject of interest and there was a debate afterwards. Some-
times the. debates were of such interest that a number of us
congregated in the downstairs bar after the meeting had bro-
ken up to continue the discussion. If 1 joined the party in the
bar, lingering there made it too late for me to catch the last
train back to Farnborough; so I had formed the habit of tak-
ing up an overnight bag with me as I had found that I could
always get a room at one or other of the small Bloomsbury
hotels if need be. Governed, therefore, by my degree of inter-
est in the subject discussed, and how I chanced to be feeling, 1
either stayed the night in town or got home soon after mid-
night.

It so happened that a week after my meeting with Lothar,
1 attended one of these dinners, and stayed on afterwards
talking to some of my friends. When I went to the cloakroom
to get my night-bag the attendant declared that 1 had already
collected it. In vain I produced my ticket and vowed that 1
had not. The attendant protested that I had said I had mislaid
my ticket, and that on my giving my name, which was on a
label attached to the bag, and signing a slip, the bag had been
handed to me. She also produced another attendant to con-
firm that I was the gentleman to whom the bag had been
given.

Supposing that a professional thief had impersonated me, 1
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registered a complaint and, as it was by then too late to catch
the last train, after trying several hotels that were full I se-
cured a room at one in which I had stayed only once before,
and slept in my underclothes.

Next morning, as was my custom on such occasions, on ar-
riving back in Farnborough I went straight from the station
to my office. At the midday break I went home for lunch. As
I greeted Dinah 1 expected her to ask me how I had enjoyed
my dinner in London. Instead, looking more radiant than I
had seen her for a long time, she threw her arms round my
neck and cried:

‘Darling, you ought to go to those dinners of yours more
often if you always come home after them. I don’t think
we’ve had such a wonderful night since our honeymoon.’

As she was holding me to her I was able to conceal my
astonishment. Then, aver her shoulder, I distinctly saw Loth-
ar’s face, and it was sneering at me. Instantly the explanation
of what Dinah had said became clear. Lothar had imperson-
ated me and slept with her the previous night.

My distress and fury can be imagined; but realizing the
shattering effect the truth would have on her, I felt that 1
must prevent her from getting the least suspicion that any-
thing was wrong. Controlling my emotions with an effort, I
told her how much I loved her and what a joy she was to me.
Later, I found my night-bag in a cupboard in the hall. That
was concrete evidence that Dinah had not dreamt my return,
and I had no doubt that Lothar had gone to some trouble to
collect it, so that he might use it as a sort of sign-manual that
he really had been there and taken my place as Dinah’s hus-
band in our bed.

One would have thought such an act, causing me the sick
misery that it did, would have been enough to satisfy his re-
sentment at my refusal to fall in with hts plans; but it was
not.

Three weeks elapsed, during which 1 gradually became less
troubled by thoughts of him and the criminal deception he
had practised on Dinah; then one morning I received a solici-
tor’s letter. It informed me that 1 was to be cited as co-
respondent in an action for divorce.

Knowing myself to be guiltless, I went up to London and
demanded from the solicitors an explanation of the unjusti-
fied charge that had been brought against me. They gave it to
me, chapter and verse.

Soon after six o’clock in the evening of the day that I had
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attended the dinner, a Mr. Wilberforce had caught me in
flagrante delicto with his wife in the bedroom of their flat in
Bayswater. He had forced me to give him my name and ad-
dress, and a woman who cleaned for them was prepared to
give evidence that, not only had she let me into the flat
that evening, but had also done so on two previous occasions.
The fact, as I learned later, that Mrs. Wilberforce was a
woman of dubious reputation, who frequented night-clubs,
made no difference to the legal aspect of the matter. As I had
arrived in London that evening at five o’clock and spent the
best part of the next two hours watching a film that I had
particularly wanted to see, I could produce no alibi.

The only possible explanation was that Lothar, having read
my mind and knowing my intentions, had impersonated me
with this woman before going down to Farnborough, as a
means of being further revenged upon me.

Hardly able to contain myself for fury, 1 jumped into a
taxi and drove straight to Lothar’s rooms. This time the front
door was shut. My ring was answered by a blowsy woman
who gave me a surly nod and said:

“‘Hello Mr. Vintrex, I'd begun to think you wasn’t coming
for that envelope you left with me. Hang on half-a-mo’, and
I'll go and get it for you.'

It was obvious that she took me for Lothar, so I let her
continue to think so, and she slouched off down into the
basement, The moment she had disappeared I tried the door
of the room in which 1 had seen him. It opened at my touch
and I walkéd in on the off chance that 1 might find something
there which would give me a clue to his whereabouts.

A young man with long hair was seated there tapping away
at a typewriter. I asked quickly if he happened to know the
address of the previous tenant and how long it was since he
had left. With a shrug, he replied, ‘No, I don’t even know his
name. But I've been here a fortnight.”

I thanked him and backed out just in time to meet the land-
lady as she reappeared up the basement stairs. She handed
me an envelope and with a mumur of thanks I left the house.

It had jumped to my mind that Lothar had left some paper
with the woman because he thought it too dangerous to carry
about with him, so he was still in this country and, with luck,
it might be something which would enable me to trace him;
or, rather, enable the police to do so, as, by then, I had made
up my mind to put them on to him as an enemy agent.

With trembling fihgers I opened the envelope. It contained
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only a single sheet of paper with the following words printed
on it in capitals—'Congratulations on Dinah. She must love
you a lot, and I'm sorry I won’t be in England when you
have your next night out, I wonder how she will take it when
you have to tell her about the Wilberforce woman?’

My feelings can be imagined as the full implications of the
swinish double trick he had played me sank in. And as he
had evidently left the country it was useless to go to the po-
lice.

Desperately I wondered what to do. At first I felt inclined
to tell the truth, both to Dinah and to a solicitor as my de-
fence in the divorce case now pending against me. But since
Lothar could no longer be laid by the heels and brought into
court as evidence of my innocence, I knew that I should
never be believed. 1 had told Dinah about Lothar, and his
being my identical twin, during our engagement, but I don’t
think his name had been even mentioned between us. since. If
only I'd told her about my seeing him in London, or gone to
the police then, I would have had some sort of case, but to
state now that my twin brother had turned up out of the past
and impersonated me would sound laughably thin.

One thing 1 could do was to subpoena the woman with
whom Lothar had lodged because, obviously, 1 could not
have been living in her house and at Farnborough at the
same time; and that, in due course, I did, but it did not save
the situation.

For some days I said nothing to Dinah, but I became so ill
from worry that I decided the only way to escape a nervous
breakdown was to come clean with her. Of course, 1 did not
tell her that Lothar had slept with her that night I was in
London, or that he was a Russian agent, as the first would
have inflicted grievous pain on her unnecessarily and the sec-
ond, if it now got out—my not having reported that at the
time—might have cost me my job to no good purpose. I told
her only that I had seen Lothar in London and that he had
used my name when caught with the Wilberforce woman.

Dinah behaved very well; but it was obvious that she did
not believe my story. She took a night to think things over,
then told me that our future must depend on what transpired
when the case was heard. If I could prove my innocence she
would most humbly beg my pardon for having doubted me.
If I'd suffered a temporary aberration and it was a single slip,
she would forgive me. But if it emerged that I had been hav-
ing a regular affair with this woman, she would have to think
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again. In the meantime she meant to go back and live with
her parents.

As the case could not be heard until the autumn session, 1
spent a miserable summer, At last it came on and in court 1
saw Mrs. Wilberforce for the first time. She was a Spanish
type, black-haired and good looking, and had plenty of sex
appeal. I suppose I should have expected it, but to my horror
she greeted me as an old friend, and said, with a reproachful
smile:

‘I do think, Otto, yow've behaved awfully badly in not writ-
ing or coming to see me all this time. What's done’s done,
and it couldn’t have made matters any the worse for you.'

All I could do was to make no reply and give her a stony
stare.

The case did not take long, as my only witness, the lodg-
ing-house woman, let me down completely. My solicitor had
told me that she had proved extremely awkward and refused
to sign a statement; and now in court she declared on oath
that she had never before set eyes on me.

Her reason was not far to seek. She must have been in the
pay of the Russians to take lodgers that they sent her, ask no
questions and keep her mouth shut. Evidently she believed
me to be a Soviet agent and, for her own safety, had deter-
mined to deny all knowledge of me, so that should I later be
arrested she would escape being involved in the case.

The verdict, of course, went against me; but after that 1
thought my fortunes were changing for the better. The
cross-examination of the Wilberforces’ cleaning woman had
disclosed that her mistress frequently entertained men alone
in the flat, when her husband was absent; so the damages
awarded to Wilberforce were much less than I had feared I
should have to pay and, as this also revealed her as unlikely to
be the kind of woman I would have had a regular affair with,
I had good hopes that Dinah would return to me.

Alas, 1 had underestimated Lothar’s vindictiveness. With
diabolical cunning he had left a hidden landmine to make
more certain the wrecking of my marriage. Like so much else
about us, our writing was so similar that he had never had
any difficulty in forging mine, and he had made most skilful
use of a letter purporting to have been written by me to Mrs.
Wilberforce.

In it he referred with filthy delight to certain obscenities in
which they had indulged on his previous visits to her, and
said how greatly he was looking forward to another session
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of the same kind when he came to see her at six o’clock on
the evening of my dinner in London. But instead of sending
it to her he had sent it to her husband with an anonymous
note to the effect that the writer had found it in a handbag
that she had left behind in a night-club. It was this which had
led Wilberforce to turn up at their flat unexpectedly at the
hour given, as Lothar had evidently planned he should, and
so catch them in bed together.

Fortunately for my reputation, as the case against me ap-
peared such a clear one the contents of the letter had not been
disclosed in court but only mentioned as the reason for Wil-
berforce having surprised his wife. But the solicitors who were
holding a watching brief for Dinah requested a sight of it
afterwards, and their report to her proved my final undoing.
She started divorce proceedings against me and early in
1951 was granted her decree nisi.

I have not seen Lothar in the flesh, or heard anything of
him, since our one meeting in May 1950. But I feel certain
that he is now in England, and have the impression that he is
living somewhere near the East Coast. Anyway, he is endeav-
ouring to condition my mind to a state in which 1 would be
prepared to meet him again. Should he succeed, it is quite
possible that this time 1 shall murder him. It is in case 1
should do so that I have set all this down; as it may be re-
garded as some justification for my act, and stand me in bet-
ter stead than would the same account if extracted from me,
piece by piece, under police examination after the crime had
been committed.

Apart from the poignant tragedy unfolded in it, this second
instalment gave Verney considerable concern. From it there
could be no doubt that Lothar had completely gone over to
the Russians. Therefore, if he was now in England and en-
deavouring to get hold of his brother, the odds were all
against his wanting to do so only for personal reasons; it was
much more likely that he hoped to induce him to give away
information connected with his secret work and was, in fact,
a Soviet agent.

That being so, no effort must be spared to secure his arrest.
But with the information so far to hand,. there was no more
chance of finding him than a needle in a haystack. Owing to
Otto’s justifiable hatred of Lothar, it seemed unlikely that he
would be persuaded to agree to a meeting but, if he did,
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Lothar would have to disclose his whereabouts to him, and then
would come a chance to pounce. Perhaps at that point Otto
might be persuaded to co-operate; but, in asking him to do
so, Verney saw a snag. If Lothar was overlooking him he
might learn of his brother’s intention to betray him and so
avoid the trap.

After some thought C.B. decided to await developments
for a while, but to take the precaution of sending Forsby two
extra assistants with instructions that, should Otto leave the
station, they were to tail him and, if he met his twin, arrest
both brothers.

For another three-quarters of an hour the Colonel rapidly
read through an assortment of documents, then his buzzer
went and his secretary said over the inter-com: ‘Mr. Sullivan
is here and would like to see you. He says it is rather impor-
tant.’

‘Send him in,’ replied Verney, and a moment later he was
greeting Barney. ‘Hello, young feller! Been in the wars?”

Barney’s eye was getting back to normal, but the flesh
round it still showed discolouration. ‘No, Sir,’ he grinned.
‘Just a tiff with a stout fellow who didn’t like my politics.’

‘Well, what’s the news? It had better be pretty good, be-
cause I've got my plate extra full this morning.’

‘It is, Sir. I tried to get you Friday night, but they said you
wouldn’t be back till this morning. I've got the low-down on
the source from which the Commies draw their secret funds
to prolong unofficial strikes.’

‘Have you indeed! Good work. Sit down and tell me more.’

‘There are about fifty men at a small factory out at Hen-
don who have been on strike for some weeks without Union
backing. My Red pals on the District Committee haven’t
made any secret of it from me that they are giving unofficial
assistance to the strikers. On Friday, as I’'m an out-of-work, 1
mapaged to get myself picked as one of the two body-guards
against a possible hold-up to go with the official who draws
the money from the bank. We drove in a car to Floyds
branch in Tottenham Court Road. There were two big bags
of silver, so I and my opposite number took those while the
Chief Scout locked up the notes in his brief case. To my dis-
appointment he had pushed the cheque across the counter
face down, but after the cashier had paid out a clerk came
along to speak to him. He was still holding the cheque in his
band, but not looking at. it. Without thinking he turned it
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over and I succeeded in getting a squint at the side that mat-
tered. It was drawn on the account of the Manual Workers’
Benevolent Society.’

‘Well done, partner. Nice work.” C.B. flicked open his case
and offered the long cigarettes. ‘I'll see the right chap at the
Treasury and ask him to find out for us who finances this
Workers’ Benevolent. Under the Currency Regulations the
banks are now obliged to disclose certain information when it
is applied for officially. Copies of the Benevolent’s passbook
sheets will give us its source of income, and that may well
lead to something I'd very much like to know. Tell me now,
what’s the latest on Tom Ruddy’s chances for Secretary-
General of the C.G.T.?

‘I'd say they’re jolly good. He was down here addressing a
meeting of London delegates last night. Not being a delegate
I wasn’t entitled to attend, but I thought it important to find
out the form from a ring-side seat if I possibly could, and I
managed to wangle my way in on the ticket of a chap whose
pocket I'd picked outside. It was pretty lively; plenty of heck-
ling, of course, but Ruddy is used to that and, by and large,
he put up a first-class perforrnance. When the meeting was
wound up, there could be no doubt that the majority of the
delegates were all for him.’

‘That’s good to hear. If he can get himself elected I'm sure
it will have a most stimulating effect on the workers who
would like to oust their Communist representatives from
other Trade Unions. Anything to report on your second
string?’

‘T don’t quite get you, Sir?

C.B. shrugged. ‘Your main assignment is to get me all the
dope you can on Communist secret procedure—like running
this account in the name of the Workers’ Benevolent. By sec-
ond string, I mean following up any lead that might help us
to solve Morden’s murder. When you were last here you had
a hunch that his sudden interest in Theosophy would be
worth investigating.’

‘Sure, and I did, Colonel.” The Irishism came out quite
spontaneously, as Barney ran a hand through his short dark
curls. ‘And I've made a start on it. I couldn't go to old
Mother Wardeel’s last night, because of Ruddy’s meeting. But
I went the week before. She is running what I'd guess to be
quite a profitable racket with no harm to it. No doubt most
of the stuff she puts on is faked, but it provides something to
natter about for a bunch of mostly worthy types who have
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more time and money than sense. I made two contacts that
may prove worth cultivating, though: a Babu and a very at-
tractive young woman.’

An image of Mary immediately sprang to C.B.’s mind. As
a lead to checking up if it were she that Barney had encoun-
tered, he raised a prawn-like eyebrow and remarked: °‘I
shouldn’t have thought that sort of thing held much appeal
for young people; she must have been quite an exception.’

‘Not as regards age. Of the twenty-odd women there, four
or five were under thirty; and one was a tall blonde who
might quite well have been a film starlet.’

This coincidence made Verney think it probable that Mary
had balked at taking his tip to dye her beautiful golden hair,
so was the blonde Barney had referred to; but, seeking to
confirm this impression, he asked, “What type is this young
woman in whom you are interesting yourself?’

‘She is a brunette. Brown as a Mediterranean mermaid,
shoulder length bair that curls at the ends, eyebrows with a
slightly satanic tilt, and a mouth as red as a pomegranate.
She is Mrs. Mauriac, and the widow of a Frenchman who
was a Customs Officer.’

The description differed so greatly from C.B.’s memory of
Mary Morden that he decided that, if she had carried out her
intention of going to Mrs. Wardeel’s, she must be the film-
starlet. Meanwhile Barney was going on, ‘She certainly is a
poppet. That is, to look at. But she’s one of the most puzzling
pieces one could come across in a long day’s march.

‘In what way?

‘Well, she talks in a most sophisticated manner about the
sort of games one would expect Satanists to get up, yet acts
as if she were sweet seventeen and had never been kissed.’

‘It seems that she is very forthcoming to strangers; or else
you must be quite a psychologist to have found all this out
about her in one meeting at which a lot of other people were
present.’

Barney grinned. ‘Oh no. Twice since I have taken her out
to diuner.’

‘T see. And is it your intention to charge these outings up
on your expense account?’

‘Certainly, Sir.” Barney’s voice was firm. ‘And since she
knows me as Lord Larne I had to do her jolly well. Besides,
all work and no play, you know. But, joking apart, it really
was for the good of the cause.’
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‘Seeing how infernally tight the Government keeps us for
money, you'll have to justify that.’

‘T learned that she had been to a place that I believe to be
a Satanic temple.’

C.B. smiled. ‘If it is, and you can take me to it, I'll cer-
tainly have that chalked up to you as the price of one din-
ner.’

‘T can’t. I don’t know where it is. Neither does she.’

‘Was she doped before being taken there?’

‘No; blindfolded. And 1 may be barking up the wrong tree.
Over dinner on Sunday night she was getting quite chatty
about it. She described the interior of the place, a Brother-
hood of masked, near-nude men and women, and various
wonders performed by a priest dressed up like the Deyvil
whom they call the Great Ram. Then she suddenly closed up
like a clam; told me she had been pulling my leg and that
really the place was only a joint where they practise Yoga.’

‘Do you know who took her there?

‘Yes, Sir. That's just the point. It was one of Mrs. War-
deel’s regular supporters: an Indian named Ratnadatta. He is
the other bird I am interested in, because he’s too intelligent
to waste his evenings stooging around with that sort of crowd
unless he has some ulterior motive.’ ;

‘You think he might be a sort of talent scout, keeping an
eye out for likely suckers who could be made use of, one way
or another, by some Black fraternity?

‘That’s it, Sir. I heard him disparaging Mrs. Wardeel’s out-
fit to Mrs. Mauriac as no better than a children’s circus, and
saying that, if she was really interested in the occult, he could
show her some real grown-up stuff. That was a week ago last
Tuesday, and on Saturday night she went to this place with
him.’

‘And what do you deduce from all this?

‘Well, Teddy Morden became a regular attendant at Mrs.
Wardeel’s parties, didn’t he? Perhaps this Indian gent intro-
duced him, too, into this sixth-form set-up. Maybe the whole
thing is a mare’s nest, and Mrs. Mauriac really was pulling
my leg about it being a Black Magic circle. But if she wasn’t,
I think it’s on the cards that it was there that Morden got up
against trouble.’

‘That’s fair enough. All right. I'll O.K. both your dinners.
What is your next move to be?’

Barney grinned. ‘I'm going after Mr. Ratnadatta. I'm cer-
tain he’s up to no good; and I mean to have the pants off him
before he is much older.’
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O

Ordeal of a Neophyte

On Saturday Mary could settle to nothing. She had no en-
gagements during the day, so after tidying her flat and doing
her week-end shopping she had nothing to occupy her. In
turn she tried the radio and reading a thriller, and abandon-
ing both went out ‘to see a film; but even that failed to hold
her interest for more than a few minutes at a time. She sim-
ply could not keep her mind from speculating on what might
happen to her that evening.

She endeavoured to fortify herself by remembering that
Ratnadatta had been quite definite in his assurances that she
would not be required to offer herself in service to the Tem-
ple until her initiation, and that before that there was a sec-
ond stage to be gone through in which some token act of
work in the interests of the Brotherhood had to be per-
formed.

But how much reliance could she place on his word? She
would have to trust herself to him again in that old mansion
hidden in a slum, which was now the secret meeting place of
depraved men and women. For the ceremony it was certain
that she would have to go down into the temple among them.
She would, almost certainly, be expected first to undress and
don their uniform of only a mask, silver sandals and a traps-
parent muslin cloak. She had no illusions about the emotions
that the sight of herself aroused in men, often even quite re-
spectable ones, when they saw her in a swim-suit on a bathing
beach. What if some of the Brotherhood followed their own
dictum, ‘Do what thou wilt shall be the Whole of the Law’
and set upon her? Even if Ratnadatta had the will to protect
her, would he be able to do so? And why should they refrain
from demanding of a neophyte what they might expect to be
given willingly by an initiate?

Yet in the end, soon after nine o’clock, she found herself
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in a bus on the way to Sloane Square; for, late in the after-
noon, several thoughts had come to her to allay her fears.
Depraved as the members of the Brotherhood might be indi-
vidually, they were under the orders of their High Priest
Abaddon, and from his benevolent looks she believed he
would protect her; they clearly set great value on the proper
observance of their ceremonies, so were unlikely to depart
from a set ritual; and surely Ratnadatta would not have spent
so much time indoctrinating her unless his object was to
make her a permanent disciple of the Devil, whereas that
would be defeated if she were so treated that night that she
refused ever again to go to a meeting. Moreover, once a neo-
phyte, the probability was that she would be permitted to talk
to other members of the Brotherhood, and that would give
her a chance to pursue her original intention of trying to find
out if the Satanists had been responsible for Teddy’s terrible
end.

At the Tube Station Ratnadatta was waiting for her. As he
had directed, she had no obvious make-up-on and had had
her hair scragged back tightly into a bun; so, although she
had tied a silk scarf round her head, she felt quite a sight.
But his comment was one of approval.

They got into a taxi and again she allowed him to tie a
handkerchief over her eyes. The drive seemed much shorter
than when he had taken her to the Temple the previous Sat-
urday and during it he said little, except to reaffirm that the
ceremony would be quite a brief one and add that, as it was
to be the first item on the evening’s programme, he hoped to
be able to drop her at Hyde Park Corner well before eleven
o’clock. Again she wondered, with a nasty sinking feeling in-
side her, if he was telling the truth; but it was too late to
back out now.

The taxi set them down in a different place from that at
which they had got out before, but after a few minutes’ walk
through streets that stank from the garbage that littered their
gutters, they again turned into the cul-de-sac at the end of
which lay the old mansion.

As soon as they were inside, the Indian led her across the
fine hall to a room on the ground floor. Its walls were lined
with books, some of which were handsomely bound and oth-
ers that looked as if they were very old. It was heavily car-
peted and richly furnished, so had the appearance of a
wealthy man’s study, but some filing cabinets and a dicta-
phone and typewriter on a side table suggested that it was also
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used as a business office. Behind a heavily carved desk, which
was bare except for a bronze copied from that retrieved from
Pompeii and now in the secret museum at Naples, which de-
picts a satyr raping a goat, sat Abaddon.

The High Priest was wearing a dark lounge suit, and Mary
thought that he looked more than ever like a Bishop. He
stood up as she came in, came forward to meet her with a
charming smile, took her by the hand, led her to a chair, and
said:

‘Welcome, my child.’ Then, with a glance at Ratnadatta,
‘Our Brother Sasin, here, has told me a lot about you. He be-
lieves that you are one of those who are old in time, and that
your feet are truly set upon the right Path; so that you are
worthy of advancement and to be granted, in due course,
powers which will enable you to be of value in the service of
Our Lord Satan. But first, I must examine you myself; for my
consent to our acceptance of you as a neophyte is dependant
on my confirming Sasin’s opinion.’

For some five minutes he put to her a number of questions
which she answered in a low voice, replying to them all in
the way she thought he would wish, on the basis of the in-
struction Ratnadatta had given her during their numerous
talks.

Abaddon’s eyes were large, pale blue and steady. Once or
twice, when she found a lie difficult to tell convincingly, she
had a subconscious urge to look away from them, but found
she was unable to, Under that intent gaze she almost pan-
icked, feeling certain that he must detect the fact that she
was not telling the truth about her convictions. But at last the
catechism ended, and he appeared satisfied. Turning to Rat-
nadatta, he said:

‘My reading of our young friend is that she is troubled by
certain fears and still has lingering doubts. But both are not
unusual in applicants of her age. The unkmown is always
more frightening to the young, and she has not yet had long
enough to free herself entirely from ideas acquired during a
conventional upbringing. Yet neither of these encumbrances
to a happy state of mind are, in her case, so considerable that
they will not soon be dissipated now that she has come
among us. Our High Priestess will not be with us tonight, but
any Sister of the Ram is qualified to prepare her. Go, Sésin,
and bring here two of our Sisters from among the early arriv-
als.’

As Ratnadatta left the room, Abaddon took from a drawer
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in his desk a black satin mask, gave it to her and said, ‘Take
off your scarf and put that on. The identities of all the Broth-
ers and Sisters of a Lodge are known to its High Priest and
High Priestess; but it is not required that they should disclose
them to one another. Some do so in order that they may de-
velop outside in their everyday lives, friendships they have
made here; others prefer to keep their identities secret. For
that reason, from beginning to end of all our meetifigs every-
one except myself and our High Priestess remains masked.’

When she had adjusted the mask, he went on: ‘For the
same reason no one is ever addressed while here by the name
by which they are known outside, The ceremony of initiation
includes baptism into the initiate’s new faith. Each receives a
Satanic name by which he is in future known among the
Brotherhood. It must be a name associated with the service
of Our Lord Satan. The names of His great nobility—the
Seraphim who surround His throne and receive their orders
direct from Him—such as Asmodeus, Uriel, Zabulon, Nebros,
and so on, may not be taken by initiates. Like my own, Abad-
don, they are reserved as titles for the High Priests of the dif-
ferent Lodges. But you may choose your own from those of
all the witches and wizards who have actually lived in the past
in this country or any other; and since all of us in our past
incarnations have many times inhabited both male and female
bodies, a man may choose a witch’s name or a woman a war-
lock’s, should they so desire.”

Having said what he had to say, he fell silent and seemed
quite content to sit, his long, beautiful hands folded on the
desk in front of him, regarding Mary with a faint smile. But
she found the continued silence and this unwavering gaze
vaguely disquieting; so she searched her mind for some re-
mark to break it and, after a moment said:

‘Circe was a famous witch, wasn't she. It’s a pretty name
and I think I'd like to be called after her.’

‘By all means, my dear.” His smile deepened and he slightly
inclined his high domed head. ‘The name of the Greek en-
chantress will go well with your dark beauty. But think the
matter over. There will be ample time to do so before your
initiation, and by then you may have decided that you prefer
some other.’

At that moment Ratnadatta re-entered the room. He now
had on a mask and with him were two masked women. Both
were wearing the sort of clothes in which they might have
gone shopping in Bond Street or to a smart luncheon party.
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The elder had grey hair and was small, but carried her
well-preserved little figure very upright and had an air of
great self-confidence. Her clothes were good but vaguely
shabby, as though she did not bother with such matters over-
much. She was wearing a rope of good-sized pearls, a wed-
ding ring, and a diamond half-hoop that did not appear to be
of any great value.

The other was the Chinese girl. One glance was enough to
tell Mary that her suit must have cost all of sixty guineas, her
little hat near twenty and her hand-made shoes again as
much. She had a diamond and platinum clip in the lapel of
her coat, of the kind that could have come only from a jew-
eller of the first rank. She wore no wedding ring, but on her
left hand there blazed one of the largest diamond solitaires
that Mary had ever seen.

Standing up, Abaddon bowed to them, said, ‘Greetings my
children’, then gestured with right hand towards Mary. ‘Here
is one who aspires to join us in serving Our Lord Satan, and
who I have good hopes will prove herself fitted to become
our Sister. For the time being we shall refer to her as Circe.’

With a glance at Mary, he waved his left hand towards the
two women. ‘The Countess of Salisbury, and Tung-fang
Shuo, honoured Sisters of the Ram.’ Then, to them, he
added, ‘In cell number ten you will find all things ready for
apparelling Circe suitably for her first ceremony. Be pleased
to escort her to it and do all that is necessary.’

Both women gave Mary an appraising look. Very con-
scious that her clothes were ‘off the peg’, her face un-
made-up and her hair done most unbecomingly, Mary wilted
under their glance. But, next moment, she saw that beneath
their masks the mouths of both of them were smiling, and
the older one said briskly, ‘Don’t look so worried, child.
There is nothing to be frightened about. Come with us, now.’

Somewhat reassured, Mary gave a half-smile to Abaddon
and Ratnadatta, then accompanied the two women from the
room. As they walked, one on either side of her, up the broad
staircase, the elderly Countess remarked: ‘Perhaps Abaddon’s
mentioning a cell scared you. But it need not. In Victorian
times this house was a nunnery and the big reception rooms
on the first floor were converted into a number of small cells.
They come in quite useful now as they provide us with a
range of private changing rooms.’

Half way down a broad corridor they entered one of them.
It no longer had any resemblance to a cell. A fitted carpet
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covered its floor; on its panelled walls hung several small, but
beautifully executed, coloured erotic French prints of the
eighteenth century. It was furnished with a wardrobe, dress-
ing table, electric fire, and chairs, on one of which reposed a
strange collection of items consisting mainly of iron and
sacking.

‘Get your clothes off, my dear,” said the Countess, and
Mary began to obey. As she did so, impelled to show that she
was not completely overawed, she said: ‘Abaddon told me
that everyone here goes by the name of a witch or wizard, so
why do you continue to use your own name, Lady Salisbury?

The little grey-haired woman gave a sharp laugh. ‘Outside
these walls I have no title, but if you had read the old histori-
cal chronicles you would know that the Countess of Salis-
bury, who lived in Edward the Third’s time, was the Queen
witch of England. She was the King’s mistress and it was
from her that he snatched the emblem of Satan’s power, her
jewelled garter, Far memory tells me that I lived her life in a
previous incarnation; so I took her title.’

‘And you? Realizing now that she must not neglect the op-
portunity to get these women to talk, Mary looked at the
Chinese girl. ‘I'm afraid I did not catch your name, but I'd be
interested to know about its associations.’

The girl smiled. ‘I am Tung-fang Shuo, and take my name
from the great Chinese magician whe lived in the second cen-
tury A.p. But tell us, what impels you to wish to become a
Sister of the Ram?’

‘A desire for power,’ replied Mary promptly.

‘What kind of power? enquired the Countess.

After hesitating a second, Mary answered, ‘Power over
men.’

A beak-like nose projected from the Countess’s mask and
she wrinkled it in a suggestion of contempt. “Then I think
you stupid. You have looks enough already to get most men
you might want. Power can have more interesting uses. Fif-
teen years ago my husband was no more than a fairly rich
industrialist with no worthwhile social connections. Now, if I
Junmasked I should be surprised if you did not recognize me.
Hardly a week passes without my photograph appearing in
the Tatler, or some other paper. I am one of the best-known
hostesses in London; and that brings far more satisfaction
than just being able to lure any man you want into bed with
you.’

‘I do not agree,” declared Tung-fang Shuo. ‘Your life of
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- constantly entertaining important people must be one long
round of anxiety and trouble. Regard myself. Three years ago
I was brought to London as a typist to work in the Chinese
Embassy. Behold me now. I toil not, neither do I spin. I am
the mistress of a millionaire. He must kiss my feet before I
will allow him to make love to me, and if I were fool enough
I could make him squander his whole fortune on my whims.’
Suddenly she raised her hand, flashing the huge diamond on
her finger. ‘But 1 am wise enough to be content with such
presents as he of his own will buys me.’

By that time Mary had taken off all her clothes. The
Countess picked up the sacking from the chair and held it
out to her. To her amazement she saw that it had been fash-
ioned into a rough two-piece garment. The upper part was
simply a sack with holes cut in it at one end through which
head and arms could be passed; the lower, another sack, slit
down one side and along its bottom, so that by a string
theaded through its top it could be tied round the waist as a
skirt.

Tung-fang Shuo’s black almond eyes smiled at Mary
through the mask she was wearing. ‘I am sad for you at this
moment. You are very beautiful, and it is a hard thing for a
beautiful woman to have to put on clothes that lessen the de-
sire of men for her. But you are still a Christian; so you must
wear a Christian’s livery.’

- Obediently ‘Mary wriggled into the coarse, scratchy sack-
ing, while Tung-fang Shuo pulled out from under the chair a
pair of shoes so ugly, and made of such thick leather, that
they resembled 'men’s football boots from which the top few
inches had been cut off. Mary sat down and the Chinese girl
helped her get her bare feet into these monstrosities. They
were much too large for her, but strong adjustable clips kept
them on. As she stood up again and took a step forward she
nearly overbalanced, the foot she had raised came down with
a thud, and she realized that the soles of these horrible shoes
must be weighted with lead.

The Countess, meanwhile, had been sorting out the iron-
mongery and Mary could see now that it consisted of a rusty
set of ancient gyves and manacles. The two women adjusted
the leg-irons then fastened the thick handcuffs, that were at-
tached to them by short chains, over her wrists. Standing
-back they both surveyed her and the Countess said:

‘I think a No. 2 size mantle would be about right for her.’

‘Yes,” agreed Tung-fang Shuo, ‘and her feet are a little
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larger than mine, so she will need size 5 in sandals.” Then she
added to Mary: ‘Sit down now and wait here until we return.
We shall not be long as we have only to undress.”

When they had gone Mary looked at herself in the mirror
and found her reflection even more unprepossessing than she
had supposed. The shapeless sacking made her look broader
and shorter than she appeared normally, and entirely hid her
good figure. Her scragged black hair left her face without its
attractive frame. Her complexion was still brown, as she had
disobeyed Ratnadatta in that one particular, fearing that if
she allowed him to see her naturally fair skin, he might sus-
pect that she had also disguised herself in other ways; but she
had on no eye-shadow or lipstick, and her mouth now stood
out abnormally pale against her bronze-tinted face.

In less than ten minutes the Countess and Tung-fang Shuo
rejoined her. Both now wore only transparent mantles, silver
sandals and black velvet garters buckled below their left
knees. The former, with her lean skinny little body, and loose
hanging breasts, Mary thought a repulsive sight for this time.
she had been given no drugged drink to condition her mind
into regarding nudity with detached indifference; yet that
very fact enabled her consciously to appreciate that the slen-
der, golden-brown form of the young Chinese was beautifully
proportioned and as entracing to look at as a great work of
art.

The Countess said: ‘Come now. You will find it difficult to
walk in those heavy shoes, but we will help you.’

She was right. The weight of the irons was distributed, and
so supportable, but the lead in the shoes made it an effort to
lift them from the ground. The two women each took Mary
by an arm and between them she staggered along the corri-
dor. When they reached the staircase they made her put her
arms round their necks, and so got her down the stairs with-
out the risk of her ricking an ankle.

In the hall Ratnadatta was waiting for them. He, too, had
changed into mantle and sandals, so that now his pot-belly
stood out undisguised. He led the way round and under the
broad staircase. Below it was a pair of big arched doors.
Taking -a short knob-kerrie from a hook on the wall, he
banged with it loudly upon them. From the far side there
came a muffled challenge.

‘Who seeks entry here?’

‘One who repents her past heresies and craves to be ac-
cepted into the grace off our Master, Satan; designated by the
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Creator Lord off this World from its beginning to its end,’
cried Ratnadatta in a loud voice.

‘Enter penitent, that you may abase yourself before the
only true God,” replied the voice, and the doors swung si-
lently open.

Ratnadatta stood aside and motioned to Mary to go for-
ward. The two women let go her arms and Tung-fang Shuo
said in a quick whisper, ‘Slide your feet. You'll find that eas-
ier. It will not take long.’

Mustering her courage, Mary crossed the threshold into the
Temple. It was arranged as she had first seen it, with the di-
vans forming short rows on either side of the aisle. The
congregation was sitting or lounging upon them but now, in-
stead of their masked faces being turned towards the altar,
the twenty-odd pairs.of eyes behind the masks were rivetted
upon herself.

Through the grille up in the balcony her field of vision had
been limited, but she saw now that the sides of the temple
were supported by rows of pillars from which rose gothic
arches, giving it much more the appearance of a small church
than, as she had thought it, a banqueting hall. Then recalling
that the Countess had told her that it had once been a con-
vent, she concluded that from a banqueting hall the nuns must
have converted it into their chapel. If so, the altar she was ap-
proaching must have once been consecrated. The thought
that in a few more minutes she would be called on to ap-
prove its desecration added to her terror.

The awful effort of moving her lead-weighted feet made
ber pant for breath and break out in perspiration. But slowly
she shuffled forward while, but for the slithering of the shoe
soles on the polished floorboards, an utter silence reigned and
the many eyes continued to stare at her.

At last she reached the steps in front of the altar. Abaddon
was standing behind it, robed as before in heavy black satin.
He beckoned her up the steps, then signed to her to kneel
down on the top one. When she did so her head came just
above the level of the altar top, and as she looked up at him
he said in his melodious voice: _

‘Penitent, the opportunity is offered you to redeem your
past. Do you desire to take it?

‘Yes,” she murmured.

‘Are you prepared to serve Our Lord Satan with your
whole mind, body and soul, permitting nothing to deter you
from the furtherance of his work?
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‘Yes,’ she repeated.

‘Do you freely undertake to accept without question all or-
ders that may be given to you by those He has placed, or
may place, in authority over you?’

‘Yes,’” she murmured again.

From somewhere behind him he produced a cross about
eighteen inches long and made from two thin strips of black
wood held together by a single nail. Leaning forward he put
it into her hands, and said:

‘As proof that you have purged your mind of all false
teaching you will now break this and throw the pieces from
you, while declaring, “I deny Jesus Christ, the deceiver; and
abjure the Christian Faith, holding in contempt all its works.”’

A lump formed in Mary’s throat. The thought of perform-
ing the awful act required of her filled her with terror. If she
uttered such an appalling blasphemy surely the wrath of
Heaven would fall upon her? All the beliefs she had held
when younger surged up into her mind. She had accepted
without a shadow of doubt the accounts given her by the
nuns at her convent of people who mocked God having been
struck dead on the spot. Even if such things did not happen,
there could be no escaping the Day of Judgment. The faith-
ful and the backsliders alike would then have to account for
their every act. Although she no longer practised her religion
she had never ceased to believe that. How could she possibly
make herself answerable for having committed such a terrible
sin? The thought of it, and the price she must some day pay,
would haunt her night and day for the rest of her life.

Yet, what if she refused? She had wantonly placed herself
in the hands of these evil people. She was completely at their
mercy. They would regard her standing firm in her true beliefs
as a defiance of the dark power that they worshipped. To
them, it would be like someone in a Christian church stand-
ing before the altar and proclaiming his allegiance to the
Devil. Their rage at such an insult might cause them to rise
up and fall upon her in a frenzy. They might even murder
her.

They would, from fear that, having refused to serve Satan,
if they let her go she would betray their vile secrets. Only by
killing her could they be certain of saving themselves, or at
least having to abandon this well-concealed meeting-place
with all its costly furnishings. They would have nothing to
fear from her disappearance; for she was living alone under
an assumed name. Her landlady would report in a few days’
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time to the police that she had gone off leaving her things
behind, but that would lead only to her being listed with hun-
dreds of other missing persons. She had cut herself off even
from Barney, the one and only person who might have tried
to trace her.

Short of a miracle, escape was impossible and, having so
long since fallen from a state of grace, how could she hope
for one? Either she must pronounce the ultimate blas-

- phemy or die there.

Desperately she sought for some middle course: some plea
or trick by which she might postpone the issue. Her mind
whirled with visions: of the Saviour, whom she was ordered to
deny, upon the Cross; of a picture of Hell she had been
shown as a child, in which naked men and women were
being thrust by demons with pitchforks into the roaring
flames; of a little coloured plaster statue of the Virgin before
which she had knelt for many hundred nights when saying
her prayers; of the insolently splendid figure of the Great
Ram, and his terrifying black imp, as they had stood only a
few feet from the spot where she was crouching, no more
than a week ago.

These swiftly changing images robbed her of all coherent
thought. From the moment Abaddon had spoken the abjura-
tion her mind had been racing with such speed that each
fearful idea chased out its predecessor in a flash; but even so
the seconds had been ticking by, and she heard the High
Priest say in a low voice:

‘Come; do as I have directed. Otherwise the Brotherhood
will become impatient.’

At that instant yet another mental picture flashed into
Mary’s brain. It was the pale serene face of the Mother Supe-
rior at the Convent she had attended. The old lady's lips and
her gentle tones sounded again in Mary’s ears, ‘Remember,
child, the understanding and the mercy of our Lord Jesus is
infinite.’

It was the key. He knew that she had come here not for
her own gain or advantage, with greed, lust, or a craving to
be given power over others, but only in the hope of bringing
her husband’s murderers to book; and that if it proved possi-
ble, she would take steps to wreck this evil community that
vilified His name. Nothing she said, in this gateway to Hell,
no oath she took to Satan, could be binding provided that in
her heart she remained true to the Redeemer.

A new strength suddenly flowed into her. She snapped the
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wooden cross in half and flung the pieces from her. Then in a
hoarse voice she uttered the terrible words.

Abaddon smiled down upon her, and said: ‘Stand up and
raise your left hand.’

With a clank of the chain that attached her wrist-cuff to
her leg-irons, she did so. Leaning forward again he put into
her raised hand a life-sized phallus made of solid gold. It was
so heavy that she nearly dropped it, but managed to clutch it
to her chest.

‘Hold it above your head,” he ordered, ‘and repeat after
me, sentence by sentence, the words I am about to say. “By
the symbol of the Creator . . . I swear henceforth to be . . .
a faithful servant of His most puissant Arch-Angel . . . the
Prince Lucifer . . . whom before departing to perform fur-
ther wonders . . . He designated as His Regent and Lord of
this World . . . As a being now possessed of a human body
in this world . . . I swear to give my full allegiance to its
lawful Master . . . To worship Him, Our Lord Satan, and no
other . . . To despise all man-made religions . . . and to
bring contempt upon them whenever that may be done with-
out courting danger . . . To undermine the faith of others
. . . in such false religions, wherever possible . . . and bring
them to the true faith . . . if after consultation with my su-
periors they decide that to be desirable . . . I swear to obey
without question . . . every order I may receive from my su-
periors . . . or those who may be placed in authority over
me . . . I swear to give my mind, body and soul unreservedly
. . . to the furtherance of the designs of Our Lord Satan
. . . Finally I swear that as a neophyte . . . and later should
I be privileged to be initiated into the Brotherhood of the
Ram . . . I will in no circumstances disclose its secrets . . .
the places of meeting of its Lodges . . . anything to which I
have been a witness while attending their meetings . . . or
the identity of any person that I have met at one or more of
them. Should I break this my oath . . . may it be decreed
that for a hundred incarnations . . . beginning with my next
. . . I shall never rise from poverty . . . shall be rejected by
all upon whom I may set my affections . . . and die from
some agonizing disease.” ’

At first, as Mary repeated his words phrase by phrase, her
voice was a little weak and hesitant, but after a few moments
she realized that, having passed the Rubicon by denying
Christ, nothing she might say mattered now; so she took the
remainder of the oath in firm, clear tones.
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When the worst, as she thought, was over, Abaddon said to
her: ‘Now lie down at full length upon the altar.’

Awkwardly, on account of her lead-weighted feet, she
clambered on to it and stretched herself out.

In a loud voice Abaddon cried: ‘Brothers and Sisters of the
Ram. The penitent has proved worthy of acceptance as a
neophyte into our High Order. It is now my happy duty to
free her from the bonds of ignorance and superstitions.’

With swift, well-practised movements, he knocked off
Mary’s fetters and unbuckled the heavy shoes, casting them
quickly aside. He then gave a gentle pull at her bun and ran
his hands through her hair, so that the pins fell out and her
dark locks again tumbled about her shoulders. Lastly, with a
sharp knife he slit up the sacking shirt and cut the string that
held the sacking skirt in place. Ripping the tatters of the ugly
garments away he exposed her on the altar naked except for
the mask over her face.

‘Stand up,’ he said, ‘and face the congregation so that they
may look upon you.’

Mary did as she was bid. It was futile to pretend false
shame. She had been prepared at least for this, and she was
justly proud of her beautiful body. A murmur of interest and
admiration went up from the masked men and women loung-
ing on the divans.

Upon the two nearest, on either side of the aisle, the
Countess and Tung-fang Shuo were sitting. The one had
folded on her knees a transparent muslin mantle; the other
was holding a pair of silver sandals, Both rose, came forward
and put upon Mary this livery of the Brotherhood.

As they stepped back, the rest of the congregation sud-
denly came to its feet and surged forward. Fearful afresh of
what might be about to happen to her, Mary stared at the
advancing mob with distended eyes and backed swiftly
against the altar. But Abaddon had come round it, and said
to her:

‘You have nothing to fear. It is our custom that the Broth-
erhood should give ritual welcome to every neophyte, because
she is already half-way to becoming a Sister. As High Priest
it is my privilege to be the first to do so.’ He then put his
hands on her shoulders, stooped his head, and kissed her on
the lips.

He smelt faintly of lavender water and cigars, so she did
not mind in the least. Neither did she when the Countess
took his place and gave her a swift peck, or when Tung-fang

133



Shuo, in turn, drew her close and gave her a long, sweetly
perfumed kiss on the mouth; but as the Chinese girl released
her she was stricken with fearful apprehension. The whole
congregation was now thronging round, men and women, old
and young; yet there was nothing she could do to evade
them.

One after another they greeted her according to their tem-
peraments. Some performed the ritual only as a necessary
act, placing their hands lightly on her shoulders or waist, and
barely touching her lips with theirs. But others took full ad-
vantage of the opportunity offered to them.

The very tall, fair-haired man, whom she had noticed the
week before from the gallery, actually lifted her from her
feet and held her to him for nearly half a minute, while kiss-
ing her until she was breathless. But after him came the huge
negress, grinning from ear to ear, to envelop her in a moun-
tain of flesh, so that she had to exercise great control to pre-
vent herself from fighting off the repulsive creature.

Ratnadatta waited until last. As had been the case with
several of the others, he took his time about it, and she felt
that in accepting his embrace she reached the summit of her
ordeal. Her flesh seemed to creep as he put his arms about
her, and as his lips opened to kiss her she received the full
strength of his sweetish, bad-lobster-smelling breath.

At last it was over. Stepping back, Ratnadatta took her
hand and turned her towards the altar behind which Abad-
don had again taken up his position. They bowed to him; he
returned their bow, then the Indian led her back down the
aisle and out through the big double doors of the temple.

Silent, and still trembling, she accompanied him up the
stairs. He opened the door of the room in which she had
changed and said:

‘Put on your own clothes, plees. When you haf dressed
come down to the hall. I shall be there waiting for you.”

As she dressed she could not make up her mind if she was
glad or sorry that she had not been allowed to stay for longer
down in the temple. While suffering her ordeal she had hoped
that as the price of it she would be given a chance to mingle
with the members of the Brotherhood, enter into conversa-
tion with some of them and, perhaps, pick up some pointer
bearing on the reason for her having come there. On the
other hand, had they let her remain there to take part in their
feast and dance, some of the kisses she had received sug-
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gested that, although she was as yet only a neophyte, far
worse might have befallen her. On balance she decided that,
if she could now get away without further unwelcome atten-
tions from Ratnadatta, she would be well out of it.

Down in the hall she found him fully dressed. Without a
word he took her out into the cul-de-sac and, with a step so
quick that it betrayed impatience, walked her for a quarter of
a mile until they reached a waiting taxi. As soon as they were
seated in it, he bandaged her eyes, then he said:

‘Tonight you haf taken a great step. You behave good;
very good. I haf no complaints for you. Not till initiation do
you receive baptism and perform service to temple. Also then
you will sign pact in your own blood, and will be granted in
exchange first stage off power to influence others. But before
this you must perform some act decreed as test off your will-
ingness to serve Our Lord Satan intelligently and well.’

He wheezed a little, then went on. ‘You must continue at-
tendance at the Tuesdays off Mrs. Wardeel. She ees a stupid
woman, but serves good purpose in gathering at her house
peoples interested in the occult. Most are harmless fools; but
sometimes there comes one like yourself, worthy off advance-
ment and suitable for employment in the great work off Our
Lord Satan. I attend always for purpose off recognizing such.
It will be there, next week, the week after, I do not know;
but when Abaddon tells me to, that I shall inform you off the
task allotted to you.’

At Hyde Park Comrner he set her down. It seemed to her
that a whole night must have passed since she had met him at
Sloane Square Tube Station; but to her amazement it was still
before eleven. Although she could have sworn that she had
been in the Temple for hours, the actual ceremony had lasted
only twenty minutes.

On her way home in a bus she still felt dazed and terribly
exhausted. Her mind was filled with a medley of recollections
of sights, sounds and feelings that she had experienced that
evening: the body of the skinny Countess, the huge glittering
diamond on the finger of Tung-fang Shuo, Abaddon seated in
a lounge suit at his desk, her terror on being ordered to deny
Jesus Christ, the weight of those terrible lead-soled shoes, the
face of the Mother Superior, the embrace of the very tall
fair-haired man, her panic as the congregation crowded
round her.

Fortunately the bus conductress jogged her memory at the
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stop she had asked for when taking her ticket. She stumbled
off, walked back to her number in Cromwell Road, let herself
in, and wearily dragged herself upstairs to her flat.

Going straight to the bathroom she turned on the bath,
then tipped some disinfectant into a glass, added water, and
taking a gulp began to rinse her mouth., Her impulse to clean
it and scrub her face free from the traces left by the score,
and more, of mouths that had caressed or slobbered over it
brought back into her mind details of the most repulsive
kisses to which she had had to submit.

Suddenly she seemed to smell again Ratnadatta’s foul
breath, her stomach heaved, and she was sick into the basin.
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11

Seen in a Crystal

Mary’s reaction to the ordeal through which she had passed
led to her again contemplating abandoning her self-imposed
mission. Although she could not yet resume her old life at
Wimbledon, there was nothing to stop her packing her things
and leaving Cromwell Road without telling anyone where she
was moving, and taking rooms under another name in a dif-
ferent part of London. Or, as she had an ample reserve of
money, she could refuse further offers of work as a model
and take a few weeks’ holiday at the seaside.

The idea of going to Dublin for a while then occurred to
her. Soon after Teddy’s death she had received a letter of
condolence from her young brother. He had said that he was
doing quite well in an advertising agency, in which he had
found an -opening, and was living as a p.g. with a pleasant
family. He was her only relative, and the only person she
could think of who would at once open to her a new circle of
acquaintances, and so solve the question of the loneliness
which afflicted her. But, on second thoughts, she felt that a
visit to Dublin would revive too sharply her memories of her
year of misery there; so the problem of her unhappy isolation
remained.

Moreover, by Monday night she was reasoning with herself
that after having submitted to Saturday’s ceremony it would
be absurd to throw away the advantages she might gain from
it. To hear the task she was to be set, as a test of her willing-
ness to serve the Devil, should at least give her one more
chance of finding out more about the Brotherhood. She might
have an opportunity of cultivating her acquaintance with the
Countess and Tung-fang Shuo and, if she were allowed to
mingle with the rest, perhaps even manage matters so that the
very tall fair-haired man, who had obviously been most
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strongly attracted to her, would make a date to take her out
to dinner. After all, she need not carry out the test job given
to her, and when the place looked like getting too hot she
could always make a bolt for it to some little seaside place or
a village in the country. In consequence, she went again, as
Ratnadatta had told her to, on Tuesday evening to Mrs. War-
deel’s.

The lecture that night was given by a sprightly, grey-haired
American woman, and was on the subject of the doctrine of
Theosophy. She started off by enunciating the heart of the
creed—that everyone reaches perfection in the end, but must
first pass through many incarnations, during which they are
subject to the law of ‘Karma’, and so can increase or decrease
the number of lives they must spend on earth in accordance
with the efforts they make, or lack of them, to purge them-
selves from selfishness and all evil tendencies. She then pro-
ceeded to describe the Occult Hierarchy.

It consisted, she said, of those who had achieved perfection
and it was they who ordered all matters for everyone still
passing through lives on earth. Supreme among them was a
Trinity formed by the King of this World, the Lord Buddha,
and the Mahachohan. The first two represented the Head and
Heart of our universe, and the last was like a divine Arm that
stretched down to control the practical side of things in this
world.

The King and the Buddha each made their influence felt
through two representatives, the Manu and the Bodhisattva,
the latter being the Protector of all religions. This last office
was at present held by The Lord Maitreya, and it was his
spirit that had animated the body of Jesus Christ.

Under these Supreme Powers were ranged in order the
other members of the Hierarchy, some of whom take pupils,
so are known as Masters. Those who particularly concerned
themselves with the Theosophical movement were the Master
Morya, the Master Koot Hoomi, who were usually referred
to as the Master M. and the Master K.H., and the Master the
Count, whose special business it was to supervise ceremonial.

It should be the object of all Theosophists to strive to fit
themselves to be taken as a pupil by one of these Masters.
The two first could be approached only on the astral plane,
while in a state of trance, or during what we know as
dreams. They were said to live on opposite sides of a narrow
gorge at Shigatse in Tibet. But the Master the Count pos-
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sessed a physical body and was believed to have a castle in
Hungary.

The lecturer then went on to speak of the founder of
Theosophy, Madame Blavatsky, and those who had suc-
ceeded her as enlightened leaders of the Society—Mrs. Annie
Besant, C. W. Leadbeater, George Arundale, Cruppumullage
Jinarajadasa, James Wedgwood, and several others. All
these, she said, had passed several of the Five Initiations, all
of which must be passed before a person became liberated
from the law of ‘Karma’. Madame Blavatsky had achieved
this supreme goal and so been permitted to stay for a time
with the Master M. in Tibet; while Mrs. Besant and C. W.
Leadbeater had both passed the Fourth Initiation, and the lat-
ter was said actually to have met the Master the Count in the
flesh, when strolling along the Corso in Rome.

She then spoke of the Orders of the Rosy Cross and of the
Star in the East, and of the unhappy schisms in the Society
which had in turn led to the formal dissolution of both; de-
plored the differences of opinion between Krishnamur-
ti—who during his boyhood and youth had been accepted by
Theosophists as the new great Bringer of Light to the
world—and Arundale and Leadbeater, which had saddened
Mrs. Besant’s last years; and, finally, urged them to refrain
from such disputes, which could only bring discredit upon the
movement and check the progress along the Upward Path of
those who participated in them.

It was not until the lecture had finished that Mary, on
glancing round, realized that Barney must have belatedly
slipped in; for there he was, sitting in the back row near the
door. Her heart began to beat as he caught her glance, but he
gave her only a nod and a suggestion of a smile. Then, when
the chairs were moved into a circle, instead of coming over
to her, he remained helping with them at the far end of the
room.

For the second part of that evening’s session, Mrs. Wardeel
had provided a clairvoyant. She was a fat, blowsy looking
woman with dreamy eyes, but not so dreamy by nature as to
lack a sense of business. Having taken her seat at a small
table with a crystal on it, and another chair on its far side,
she announced in a deep voice, ‘I'll be pleased to see what I
can for those who wish, but owing to numbers I can give
each of you only a short session. Just enough to answer, if
things prove favourable, one or two questions. But, if any of
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you would like a private consultation about intimate matters,
Mrs. Wardeel will give you my telephone number. My fee for
a hour’s looking is two guineas.’

All the lights were put out except that of a standard lamp
which had been brought in and placed near the table; then
she went to work.

Those members of the audience who had questions to ask
sat in turn in the chair opposite her and she gave each of
them a few minutes. Most of the enquiries were about rela-
tives abroad, the recovery of children or friends from illness
or mishaps, journeys it was proposed to take, and law-suits or
money matters, but at times her consultants asked only if
anything was likely to happen to them soon which would
have an important effect on their future.

After a dozen or more people had had their turn, Barney
went to the table and put that sort of question to her. The
clairvoyant gave him a shrewd look, concentrated on her
crystal for a little, then replied, ‘I see a fair young lady. Soon
now you're going to fall in love with her, but I'm afraid she’s
going to lead you a fine dance!

‘Have I met her yet? And do I marry her? Barney en-
quired.

‘Come and see me privately,” replied the sibyl, promptly,
‘and I'll tell you more. Next please!’

Mary at once stood up, took his place and asked the same
question.

After gazing fixedly down into her crystal for about half a
minute, the woman sat back, gave her an uneasy look, and
said: ‘You're heading for trouble. I'd watch my step, if I
were you.

‘What sort of trouble? enquired Mary.

‘You know,’ replied the woman darkly. ‘Wouldn’t do to
speak of it here. And if you take a drive into the country
with a fair man, you’ll have cause to regret it. Next please!’

For a moment Mary had been both startled and fright-
ened; for she had jumped to the conclusion that the clairvoy-
ant’s warning must refer to her association with the Brother-
hood. But the mention of ‘a fair man’ set her at ease again,
convincing her that the woman was only baiting her hook
with the most likely lure to induce a potential customer to
spend two guineas on a private consultation.

Twenty minutes later the session was over and they all
trooped across the hall for the usual refreshments. Ratnadatta
paused by Mary to smile a greeting and say to her in a low
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voice, ‘I haf no news for you yet. Next week perhaps. Do not
fail to attend here every week; otherwise when time comes I
haf the bother to make contact with you where you live.’

He then quickly left her to get hold of the woman wearing
valuable jewels, to whom he had spent most of his time talk-
ing during the after-session reception the previous week.

As Mary had, two days before, contemplated leaving Lon-
don, his last words aroused a vague fear in her. They might
have simply referred to her flat, the address of which he al-
ready had; but they might equally well have implied that
wherever she went he had the means of finding her. In any
case, they clearly indicated that she was no longer free to sev-
er at will her connection with the Brotherhood, and that if
she tried to she must expect him to seek her out and, per-
haps, inflict some form of punishment on her.

Thrusting that unnerving thought out of her mind, she
looked quickly round for Barney. He was near the end of the
buffer furthest from her, and engaged in conversation with a
small earnest woman who, from an experience of her own,
she knew, once started, babbled on like a brook. That he
would have liked to break away was evident from the fact
that he kept throwing sideways glances at other people, par-
ticularly at Ratnadatta, who was only a few feet distant from
him.

Mary had accepted a sausage roll from a man who was a
regular attendant at Mrs. Wardeel’s meetings, and after ex-
changing a few words with ber he moved off with the dish; so
she decided that as soon as she had finished it she would both
rescue Barney from the bore and gently reproach him for
having ignored her. But, before she could put her plate down,
she was buttonholed by her admirer, the retired general, who
thrust a cup of coffee upon her; and he was such a pleasant
old man that she had not the heart to cut him short then
push her way across the room to break in on another conver-
sation.

The minutes ticked by without change in the situation until
people began to leave. Ratnadatta went out with the richly
bejewelled woman and did not return. Bammey, who had been
listening with only half an ear to reminiscences about a pol-
tergeist, cursed silently, his only reason for having come there
having been to get on friendly terms with the Indian.

Quickly, he re-assessed the situation. Through being de-
prived of the chance of tactfully opening the subject of other
occult circles existing which were, perhaps, much more ad-
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vanced than Mrs. Wardeel’s, as a first move in getting Ratna-
datta to take him to his, he felt that he had wasted his eve-
ning. But not quite, perhaps, as Mary was still there.

He had decided that, lovely as she was to look at, her ill-
temper and unpredictability rendered her not worth powder
and shot as a woman; but, nevertheless, she had actually been
to Ratnadatta’s circle, so there was always the chance that
she might be in a more amenable mood this evening, and
willing to talk about it. Suddenly the boyish smile broke over
his round face, he put out his hand to the little babbling
brook, seized hers, wrung it heartily and said, ‘It’s been terri-
bly interesting to hear about your poltergeist; but I must go
now. Train to catch. Goodnight.’

Before she quite realized that she had lost her audience, he
was across the room and focusing his friendly grin on the re-
tired general. ‘Sorry to butt in, Sir; but I promised to sce
Mrs. Mauriac home, and most people seem to be leaving.’

Mary made no demur until they were in the street, then
she said: ‘Really! Of all the impudence! First to practically
cut me, then stake a claim to me as if I were your . . . your,
er. ..

‘Dark lady of the Sonnets,” suggested Barney helpfully.

‘No, you fool. I mean, as though there were some sort of
understanding between us.’

‘Well, there is, isn’t there? he countered, with cheerful as-
surance. ‘I like you and you like me. At least I hope you do.
I must admit, though, that I'm a bit jealous of this fair-haired
chap who is going to take you for a run in the country.’

‘Oh, that was all nonsense.,” Mary spoke with confidence,
yet she had an uneasy memory of the clairvoyant’s face as
she had warned her that she was heading for trouble. Could
she, after all, have seen in her crystal darkly an aura of evil
round her questioner, and—sudden thought—could the
‘fair-haired chap’ possibly be the very tall Satanist who, on
the previous Saturday evening, had lifted her off her feet and
kissed her until she was gasping for breath?

‘Of course,” Barney agreed. ‘The old bag was just throwing
out whatever struck her as the most likely draw to induce
suckers to spend a couple of quid on a private consultation.
As I'm dark, in my case it was a ravishing blonde, and the
suggestion that she was going to lead me a dance the subtle
twist to intrigue me into wanting to hear just what sort of a
dance she might lead me. But as I don’t happen to be inter-
ested in a blonde, and even if I met one, am too busy just
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now to run after her, Madame Zero, or whatever she calls
herself, was barking up the wrong tree.’

Mary did not reply, but she was thinking, “‘You don’t realize
it, my gay boyo, but you are escorting a blonde home here
and now, and with a little luck, it’s a pretty dance she is
going to lead you!’ After a moment, she asked: ‘What did
you think of the lecture?

‘The first part made sense. Everything these people say
about reincarnation is so logical that there seems no answer
to their arguments in support of it.’ i

‘Yes, there’s something awfully reasonable about regarding
the world as a school at which we get a move.up, or not, at
the opening of each new term as a result of the good or bad
marks we have earned the term before. It is much more at-
tractive than the idea of a Day of Judgment on which every-
one is tried on their performance in a single life and either
carried up to heaven .or thrown down to hell, for all eternity.’

‘I don’t mind paying up for my lapses,” Barney remarked,
‘but, like old Omar Khayyidm, I feel that when the last
Trump sounds we’'d be justified in saying to God, “You made
me as I am, so what about it?”’

Mary laughed. ‘I don’t think I'd have the courage to do
that; and I really am on the way to becoming a reincarna-
tionist. To have made one’s own bed and have to lie on it
until one can make a better is the sort of treatment no one
could reasonably complain about.’

‘True enough; but these Theosophists aren’t content to ac-
cept the basic teaching, and they’ve gone right off the rails
somewhere. How could that American woman, or anyone
else, really know about these big shots who are supposed to
ordain all that happens in the world. If one took literally what
she said about the two great Masters living on either side of a
valley in Tibet, it would conjure up a picture of two elderly
crap players throwing the dice, one of whom is an American
and the other a Russian. As for the Master the Count, if he
ever had any existence outside the wildest imagination, I'll
bet that by this time his castle in Hungary has been taken
over as a free holiday resort for good little Marxists, and that
the Reds put the skids under the old gentleman long ago.’

‘Of course, you’re right.” Mary laughed again. ‘And people
like Leadbeater and Arundale may have been honest to begin
with, but like the ambitious priests of other religions they be-
came corrupted by the power that being leaders of the move-
ment had given them. I haven't the least doubt that they in-
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vented all that nonsense about the Hierarchy and their con-
tacts with the Master M. and Koot what’s-his-name, just to
make their followers treat them as though they were little
gods themselves.’

By this time they had arrived in front of the tall old house
in which Mary had her flat. As they faced one another, after
a moment’s hesitation, she said: ‘It’s not very late. Would you
like to come up and share my supper?

‘T'd love to,” he gave her a quick smile, ‘if that wouldn’t be
robbing you too badly.’

‘Oh no! That is, if you don’t mind something simple, like
scrambled eggs?

‘What could be nicer?

Having been frustrated in his intention of cultivating Rat-
nadatta, he had decided to ask Mary out to dinner again in
the hope that through her he might learn more about the In-
dian, pending his next chance to get hold of him, which
would not be for another week; so her invitation, while it
took him by surprise, could not have pleased him better. But
as he followed her into the house and upstairs, he felt that it
would be wise to keep off the subject for a while, at least; as
he thought her such a prickly pear that she might fly into a
temper unless he handled her very tactfully.

Mary, meanwhile, was regretting that she could not give
him the sort of supper she had prepared the previous week,
and wishing that she had tidied up her sitting-room before
going out. But she had bought fresh flowers the day before,
and the bottle of Hock was still unopened.

While Barney laid the table and opened the wine, she
cooked a dish of scrambled eggs, bacon and tomatoes, and as
they called to one another during these preparations the very
naturalness of this little domestic scene put them more at
their ease than they had so far been when together.

Over the meal he got her talking about her work as a
model, and of films she had recently seen; so by the time they
lit cigarettes with their coffee, her mind was a long way from
the supernatural and it came as quite a shock when he asked:

‘How did you get on last Saturday?

His question had been quite casual, but it instantly brought
back to her the scene in the Temple. Swiftly averting her
eyes, she played for time. ‘On Saturday? What do you mean?’

‘Why, you told me you were going to meet that chap Rat-
nadatta again.’

‘Er . . . yes; of course.’

146



He smiled at her. ‘Well, how did the party go?

‘Oh, much the same as on the previous Saturday.’

‘Just Yoga, and that sort of thing?

She nodded.

‘Look,’” he said, ‘I’d like to learn a bit about Yoga. Will
you take me along to Ratnadatta’s place one evening?

‘No. I couldn’t do that. I'm not a member and one has to
be introduced by somebody who is.’

‘I see. Well, anyway, you might let me have the address;

then I'll write him a line and ask him if he will introduce
me.’
‘T can’t, I don’t know it.” The moment she had spoken she
realized that she had made a stupid admission which might
lead him to suppose that something less innocent than Yoga
went on there, but he only shrugged and remarked:

‘Of course, I'd forgotten. He blindfolds you when he takes
you there, doesn’t he?’

‘Oh, no.’ She quickly retrieved her error. ‘I made that up
just as I did about the Great Ram and his black imp, and all
the other things I told you. The only reason I can’t give you
the address is that I didn’t hear Ratnadatta give it to the
taxi-driver either time, and it is in a district that I've never
been to before; so all I know is that it’'s somewhere up in
North London.’

Barney knew that she was lying, and it was clear that she
did not mean to tell him anything, so he said: ‘It doesn’t mat-
ter. I meant to ask Ratnadatta tonight about his Yoga circle,
but I didn't get the chance. I'll have another shot when I see
him at Mrs, Wardeel’s next week.’

He then tactfully changed the conversation, but her reac-
tion to his questions worried him. As she did not know where
the place was to which Ratnadatta took her that meant that
he really did blindfold her when taking her there; and he
would not do that unless something much more sinister than
the innocent practice of Yoga went on at his circle. That
being so, she must be playing with fire and might get herself
badly burnt. If she would, or could, have let him go with her
next time she indulged her curiosity about occult mysteries,
that would have been one thing; but for her to continue
going on her own to these parties was quite another. In
consequence, after they had talked cheerfully again for a fur-
ther half-hour, and he stood up to go, he said:

‘Listen, Margot. You're a queer girl, and a bit of a mys-
tery, living on your own like this with no family and appar-
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ently very few friends. But I like you a lot, and I'm worried
about you.’

She smiled at him. ‘Why should you be? There are lots of
girls like me earning a living in London on their own.’

‘Not many who are so darn good-looking,” he grinned
back. ‘But that’s beside the point at the moment; and I'll tell
you why I’'m worried. I was watching your face this evening
when the old crystal-gazing bag told you that you were head-
ing for trouble.

‘What, with a fair-haired boy-friend? Don't worry. I'm not
a precocious school girl, to be lured to her fate by the offer
of a ride in a Jaguar.’

‘Of course pot. But I mean before she mentioned him. It
was when she warned you to watch your step. She rang a bell
then; because for a moment you looked as if you were scared
to death. You are frightened of something. I'm sure of it.
And I've a hunch that Mr. Ratnadatta is the nigger in your
wood-pile. He may only be teaching you Yoga exercises at
the moment, but you know yourself, or anyhow suspect, that
it’s leading up to something pretty dangerous. I want you to
cut Ratnadatta out. Promise me not to go with him to this
place again, there’s a good girl.’ .

She shook her head. ‘I’'m afraid I can’t do that; and, as I've
told you, I'm quite capable of looking after myself.’

‘Well, cut him out for the time being, then. Come and dine
and dance with me again. Let’s put on our glad rags on Sat-
urday and go to the Berkeley.’

For a moment Mary hesitated. Ratnadatta had not asked
her to meet him on Saturday; he had even implied that it
might be some weeks before he took her to the temple again,
so why should she not accept Barney’s invitation?

‘Very well,” she said, accompanying him to the door of the
flat, ‘T'd love to; and I'm awfully sorry about our last evening
together having been such a flop. As a matter of fact, I'd
formed a little plan to make amends.’

‘You had nothing to make amends for. That was up to me
for having ruined your dress.”

‘No, it was my fault, and if I'd had any sense I'd have
asked you to bring me back here at once so that I could
change it; then we could have gone up there again, and still
had a couple of hours’ dancing. But that never occurred to
me, and next day I felt awful about the way I'd treated you. I
expected to see you at Mrs. Wardeel’s last Tuesday and
meant to ask you here to supper as some compensation for
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having ruined Saturday evening. If you had been there you
would have fared much better than you have tonight; West-
phalian ham, fresh salmon and all the trimmings.’

‘Really? A delighted grin spread over Barney’s face. ‘Mar-
got, you are a dear. If it wouldn’t be taking advantage of
your having asked me up to your flat, I'd kiss you. But some-
time, perhaps. Anyway, see you Saturday. I'll come down
about 7.30 to pick you. up; and thanks for this evening.
Goodnight.’

With a look of astonishment on her face, Mary stared at
his curly hair and broad shoulders as he went down the first
flight of stairs. ‘Taking advantage’ of her! She could hardly
believe she had heard aright. Of all the men in the world,
Barney Sullivan was the very last she would have expected to
let his evident desires be hampered by old-fashioned notions
about chivalrous conduct. Could it really be possible that the
leopard had changed his spots?

Turning on the lower landing, Barney gave her a cheerful
wave, then disappeared from her view. As he descended the
rest of the stairs be was thinking. ‘She really is a peach, and
there can be no doubt about it that she likes me. Saturday
should be fun. I wish to God, though, that she wasn't mixed
up with that swine Ratnadatta.’

Not being aware that Mary had no appointment with the
Indian on Saturday, he went on to congratulate himself on
having anyhow stalled her off from going to the circle again
for, as he thought, another eleven days; and that, he hoped,
would be enough for him to queer Ratnadatta’s pitch with
her altogether.

Having nothing special to report that week, Barney did not
go to the office until Friday, and then only because C.B. had
sent for him. The Colonel’s reason for doing so was to show
him the list of people who paid money into the bank account
of the Manual Workers’ Benevolent Society. Giving him a
copy of the pass-book sheets for the past year, Verney said:

‘Sit down and take a gander over that, young feller. Those
are the boys and girls who wittingly, or unwittingly, finance
some of these unofficial strikes, and probably other Commu-
nist activities as well.”

Barney took the wad of sheets and ran his eye down one
after another. In several instances there were in-payments of
as much as a thousand pounds, and against these the names
were nearly all foreign; but the great majority were British
and most of them appeared regularly early in every month
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for amounts ranging from twenty to one hundred pounds.
The contributors were men and women in about equal num-
bers but, apart from the names of a film star, a Conservative
M.P,, and a big motor-car manufacturer, they meant nothing
to him.

Handing the list back, he said: ‘I don’t get it, Sir. To con~
tribute such big sums, most of these people must be jolly well
off. That’s not to say that some of them may not be generous
enough to give lavishly to all sorts of charities; and presuma-
bly, in this case, they have no idea of the use to which their
money is being put. But it seems odd that a Tory M.P.
should cough up forty pounds a month regularly to a work-
ers’ benevolent, and old Benson, who runs Roadswift Motors,
has the reputation of a skinflint.’

‘I don’t get it either,’ agreed C.B. ‘During the past week we
have managed to identify most of the contributors. They are
all rich and there are a number of titled people among them.
With the assistance of the Treasury we’ve worked it out that,
on average, they are putting into this show about twenty-five
per cent of their incomes; and, super-tax being what it is,
what in the world can induce them to do that? It doesn't
make sense. Neither do the bigger payments. One is from a
Dutch bulb-grower, another from an Indian Rajah, a third
from an Argentine meat shipper. They were all on visits to
this country at the time their payments were made. Why
should wealthy foreigners, who are here only temporarily,
suddenly donate big sums to help along British working fami-
lies that have struck it unlucky?

‘Ask me another, Sir. Unless ., . .” Barney paused a mo-
ment, ‘unless they do know what the money is being used for
and are fellow travellers. There are rich people who believe
that Communism is bound to get the upper hand here in the
long run, and this crowd may be paying a form of insurance
to be allowed to hang on to the bulk of their fortunes if the
worst happened.’

‘That's a thought,” Verney conceded. ‘But I can’t believe it
is so. Short of our losing an atomic war, Britain is as safe
from having a Communist Government in the foreseeable fu-
ture as she is from being submerged by another Flood. Aw-
fully few rich people can be so batty as to believe otherwise.
In any case, I'm convinced that the majority of the contribu-
tors can’t know the sort of thuggery they are supporting with
their money. There is a Bishop among them, an Admiral and
two Generals; all die-hard Tories who’d sooner be cut in
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pieces than knowingly contribute to Communist funds. I
wanted you to look through the list, though, just in case you
happened to know anything odd about any of them.’

Barney shook his head. ‘As no ranks or titles appear on
cheques, and many of them are only surnames with initials,
the only name I recognized at first sight, apart from the Tory
M.P. and the motor-magnate, was that of Diane Duveen, and
I should not have thought a little blonde smack-bot like that
would have enough brain to be interested in any serious
movement.’

‘No, she is a bit out of series. To the majority of them a
common denominator applies; they are super-tax payers, mid-
dle-aged to elderly, not known to have any affiliations with
Labour or to be particularly generous to other charities and,
outwardly, at least, respectable. But that doesn’t get us any-
where.’

With a shrug of his lean shoulders, Verney put the pass
sheets in a drawer, and added: ‘Well, that’s that; no doubt
we’ll solve the puzzle in due course. Now tell me what you've
been up to?’

‘The usual thing, Sir. Attending branch meetings most
nights, and getting a bit closer to my Communist buddies in
between times. I handed a detailed report in to your P.A. just
now. There is nothing in it of special interest; but I've made
one bit of progress on what you call my second string.’

‘You mean Mrs. Wardeel’s set-up and the lovely that you
have been interesting yourself in?’

‘That’s it; Mrs. Mauriac. We had a bit of an upset when I
last took her out, two Sundays ago; but I saw her again on
Tuesday at Mrs. Wardeel’s and we patched it up. In fact, she
took me back to her flat afterwards and gave me supper.’

‘She did, eh!’ C.B. raised a prawn-like eyebrow. ‘Then I'll
have to ask you for your expense money back.’

Barney grinned. ‘No, there was nothing like that. And I
couldn’t get her to talk. All the same, I'm convinced that her
pal, the Indian occultist Ratnadatta, is leading her into some-
thing pretty nasty; and I'm more than ever inclined to believe
that Ratnadatta got hold of Teddy Morden and led him up
the same street.’

‘When we last talked of this you said the Mauriac woman
had assured you that Ratnadatta’s circle went in only for
lYoga. What has happened since to convince you that she was
ying? -

‘Well, first go off she ’fessed up to Ratnadatta’s crowd
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being a bunch of Satanists and said he had blindfolded her
both going to and returning from their hang-out. Then spill-
ing a glass of wine seemed to rattle her, and she abruptly
took it all back; swore she had only been pulling my leg. But
she had already told me that she was going for the second
time to a meeting there with Ratnadatta the following Satur-
day. Last night I tackled her about it. She tried to sell me the
Yoga stuff again, and refused to tell me where the meeting
place is. As I had no means of making her, she could have
got away with that if she hadn’t made a stupid blunder. She
said that she couldn’t give me the address of the place be-
cause it is in a district in which she had never been before,
somewhere up in North London.’

-*‘And what do you deduce from that? _

‘That she honestly does not know where it is; so she really
must have been blindfolded both times when she was taken to
it. And Ratnadatta would not have taken the precaution of
blindfolding her unless something much more sinister than
Yoga goes on there.’

‘Come, comel It’s too much to expect any woman to know
every district well enough to identify a street in which she is
set down from a taxi after dark!’

‘T agree; but where she bogged it was telling me that the
place was in North London.’

‘Why shouldn’t it be?’

‘Because I know that it was not. She was taken to a house
off the far end of the King’s Road, Chelsea. That S.W.10
district, as you know, is now made up of big blocks of
post-war Council flats, mostly built on sites that were left der-
elict by bombs, and streets of slums that escaped them. This
place is down near the river, only a stone’s throw from where
Cremorne Gardens used to be. At one time I believe they ri-
valled Vauxhall Gardens as a favourite haunt of eighteenth
century boys and girls at which to have their fun.”

‘How did you find out that she was taken there?

‘She had told me that she was going to meet Ratnadatta at
Sloane Square Tube at nine-thirty, I parked my car nearby,
watched them meet and, when they got into a taxi, followed
them.’

Verney gave a thin-lipped smile. ‘Good work, partner;
good work. And what sort of a place was it that he took her
to? .

‘An old Georgian mansion, most of which is concealed be-~
hind high walls. Sounds a bit improbable in a slum quarter
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like that; but that’s why I mentioned Cremorne Gardens hav-
ing once been nearby. This place must be a relic from those
days. Its entrance can be approached only down a cul-de-sac,
and they’re darned careful not to attract the attention of the
locals to the fact that quite large meetings are held there. In a
courtyard in front of the house there were a few cars, but I
stooged around for about half-an-hour and nearly all the peo-
ple who entered the place, including Ratnadatta and Mrs.
Mauriac, either paid off their taxis or parked their cars some
way off, because they arrived at the place on foot.’

After pulling at his thin-stemmed pipe thoughtfully for a
minute, Verney opened a drawer in his desk, took out a
folder, threw it across to Barney, and said: ‘I'd like you to
read that through. It’s a report, by our man at the Long-
Range Rocket Experimental Station down in Wales, on a
scientist there who seems to be going a bit round the bend,
and a statement by the egg-head himself. Take it over to the
armchair by the window while I get on with some other
work. When you’ve done, let me know what you think of it.’

Barney moved over to the window and spent the next
twenty minutes reading. through the contents of the folder.
To Squadron-Leader Forsby’s original report and the two sec-
tions of Otto Khune's account of his strange association with
his brother, Lothar, a final document dated two days pre-
viously had been added.

It was a letter from Fornsby in which he said that Otto ap-
peared to be on the verge of a nervous breakdown and had
given out to his colleagues, as a reason for his state, that he
was suffering from terrible nightmares; so Forsby had in-
stalled a tape-recorder in the scientist's bedroom on the
chance that it might pick up something if he talked in his
sleep. '

It had. From the long jumbles of talk that had been re-
corded, it emerged that Lothar was proposing a clandestine
exchange of secret information about the latest rocket fuels,
by which, he argued, each of them could gain great prestige as
a scientist on producing as his own discovery the other's
knowledge. Just as he had in 1950, he was now working on
Otto and pressing him to meet him in London on the coming
Saturday or, if he could not manage that, on the Saturday
that followed, and showing him in his dreams a house to
which be should come at midday, with directions how to find
it.

When Barney reached that passage, he jumped to his feet
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and exclaimed: ‘C.B.! Sorry, Sir, I mean. The description of
the place at which Lothar wants Otto to meet him next week-
end ...

The buzzer on the Colonel’s desk sounded, cutting him
short. Verney answered it, then looked back at Barney and
nodded.

‘That is why I asked you to read the Khune file. I felt
pretty certain you’d confirm my impression. It tallies with
yours of this Georgian mansion to which Ratnadatta took
Mrs. Mauriac,”
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12

A ’!‘angled Skein

On the previous Tuesday night Mary had gone to bed in a
very happy frame of mind. For the best part of two hours
she had forgotten her loneliness and bitterness and had felt
more like her normally cheerful self than at any time since
she had lost ber husband. Barney’s anxiety that she should
break off her association with Ratnadatta had obviously been
inspired by genuine concern for her, and to have once more
a man eager to safeguard her well-being was just the tomic
she had needed.

Even so, by Wednesday evening she had decided that leop-
ards did not change their spots. There was no mistaking from
his attitude that he would like to start an affair with her, so
his wish to protect her from trouble could as equally well be
put down to a selfish, as an unselfish, motive. Recalling the
way in which he had left her in such a desperate plight five
years ago, she felt convinced that his nature could not have
altered, and that he would still use his gay attractiveness to
get what he could out of any pretty woman, then leave her in
the lurch the moment it suited him.

But, she thought, with a suggestion of cynical amusement,
it was he, and not she, who was now playing with fire; for
she knew his form, whereas he still knew nothing about her
except what he had learnt since their meeting just over a fort-
night before. Moreover, as a companion he was great fun,
and there was no reason at all for her to hurry the dénoue-
ment of her plan; so why should she not enjoy as long as pos-
sible the benefits of the present situation? It would be time
enough to tell him that she was the Mary McCreedy he had
put in the family way at the age of eighteen and then de-
serted when he made the pace too hot for her to keep him on
a string any longer. In this mood she began to look forward
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to Saturday, and when he called for her that evening she
greeted him with her loveliest smile.

He had brought his car and, after dropping her at the
Berkeley, left it in the garage at the bottom of Hay Hill, then
rejoined her. As they had both determined to make the eve-
ning a success, it went well from the start. Both of them had
healthy appetites, so enjoyed their dinners, and when they
danced afterwards, just as had been the case before, they for-
got everything else in the pleasure of the movement and
rthythm. The time went all too quickly and when the restau-
rant began to empty he suggested that they should go on to
Churchill’s. She willingly agreed, so they took a taxi round to
Bond Street and spent two more happy hours dancing and
talking in the dim rose-shaded light of the night-club,

It was getting on for three in the morning by the time he
pulled up in his car with her in Cromwell Road. Having
thanked him for a lovely evening before getting out, she said:

‘I'm afraid it’s too late to ask you in, but here is something
you wanted the other evening.” Then she leaned towards him
quickly and kissed him.

He put out an arm to catch her to him; but she already
had one hand on the door handle, so was able to slip out of
his embrace and from the car on to the pavement.

‘Hil’ he exclaimed. ‘That’s only a sample. Don’t leave a
poor fellow to go thirsting to his bed. Come back, there’s-a
sweet.’

‘No,” she laughed, ‘that’s enough for now,’ and turned to
Tun up the steps to the house.

Scrambling out, he hurried after her, and caught her by
the arm.

‘No! Please Barney. Not in the street,” she said quickly.

‘All right,! he agreed reluctantly. ‘But what about tomor-
row? Today, rather. How about coming for a run in the car
and lunching somewhere in the country?’

‘If it’s a fine day, I'd love to,’ she replied at once.

‘Splendid!" he grinned. ‘T'll pick you up then. Shall we say
half-past eleven?

Getting out her latch-key, she nodded. ‘I expect I'll come
to about ten; so that should be all right. Goodnight, my dear.’

‘Margot, you’re a honey! But it’s “good-morning”, and
we’re all set now for a happy day together. Happy dreams!’

By mid-morning the weather prospects had worsened and,
although it was not actually raining, grey clouds obscured.the
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sky; but they decided to risk the weather and drive down to
the Hut, at Wisley.

Just as he felt certain that she had been lying to him about
what went on in Ratnadatta’s circle, she felt sure that he had
lied to her about his being Lord Larne, and that his story of
being in England only on a visit from Kenya was a wily stra-
tagem put out in advance, which would provide him with the
excuse that he had to return there should he wish to termi-
nate any love affair that looked like becoming troublesome
for him. So on their way down into Surrey, she amused her-
self by asking him, with apparent innocence, a number of
awkward questions.

Although unsuspicious of her motive, he was far too old a
hand at posing under a false identity to let himself be caught
out easily, and by now he had had ample time to get used to
thinking of himself, when with her, as a titled visitor from
Kenya. About his having a car, he said, he had hired it for
his stay; about the length of his visit, that it would depend on
how long it took to complete the tie-ups for his travel agency,
and that would take another month, at least; about where he
was staying, that he was lucky in having many friends who
were willing to put him up for a few nights at a time, so he
moved around from one to another; about his home in
Kenya, that he had a house in one of the better suburbs of
Nairobi, but not a very large one as he was not particularly
well off; about his parents, that both of them had died while
he was still young, which was the truth; and he was able to
keep her amused for quite a time by improvising on an imag-
inary upbringing.

She scored only one hit, and that was when she asked him
to tell her where he was staying at the moment, in case she
wanted to get in touch with him. In reply he had to give her
the address of his flat in Warwick Square, but he said that it
had been temporarily lent to him by a friend of his and, as
he was a stranger there, any message for him should be sent
care of Mr. Sullivan.

Having pushed him into using his own name and, as she
saw it, as good as admitting that he had no right to a title,
gave her a quiet laugh; but afterwards she wondered a little
grimly how many young women he had led up the garden
path by the idea that he might make them the Countess of
Larne.

They lunched at the Hut hotel and the rain held off until
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they were half way through the meal, but then for about
half-an-hour it came down hard. Barney had been hoping
that during the afternoon they would be able to go for a walk
in the woods, and find some pleasant spot suitable for im-
proving their relationship from the point it had reached in
the early hours of that morning, but as the rain had made
mossy banks and fallen tree-trunks too wet to sit on he had,
for the time being, to confine his amorous intentions to get-
ting closer to Mary mentally, in a long talk.

They discussed many things and found they had many
tastes in common so, by the time they returned to the Hut
for tea, 2 much greater degree of intimacy had been es-
tablished between them, -and he felt that his afternoon had
been far from wasted. Unfortunately, however, he was de-
barred from following it up. That evening he had to attend a
subscription concert got up by some of his Communist con-
tacts at which one of their number was to receive a presenta-
tion on retirement from office; so he had to excuse himself to
Mary for not asking her out to dinner by saying that he had
a long-standing date, that he could not break, to dine with
friends whom he had entertained when they were on a visit
to Kenya.

Throughout the day be had purposely refrained from men-
tioning Ratnadatta, but he had every intention of doing so
before they parted; so he was pleased when, on their way
back to London, she raised the subject herself by remarking:
‘T take it that you will be going to Mrs, Wardeel’s on Tuesday
and that I shall see you next there?’

He looked at her in feigned surprise. ‘Yes, I'm going. But
surely you don’t mean to change your mind? You can’t let
me down like that?

‘Let you down?’ she frowned. ‘What do you mean?

‘Why, you promised me only last Tuesday that you would
keep clear of Ratnadatta—for a while, anyway.’

She hesitated for a second, then took refuge in a prevarica-
tion. ‘I didn't go out with him last night.’

‘No, bless you. But that’s all the more reason for avoiding
him on Tuesday. You'll escape having to make excuses, then,
perhaps being wheedled into promising to go to his circle
with him this coming Saturday.’

‘I ought to apologize to him for not turning up,” she pre-
varicated again.

‘To hell with that! He’s up to no good, and you promised
me to have no more to do with him for the time being.’
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‘By that I thought you meant not going to his circle.”

‘T did, as I am sure that doing so is really dangerous for
you. But I also think that when you talk to him he exerts a
dangerous influence over you. So I really meant for you to
keep away from him altogether.’

‘He couldn’t do me any harm at Mrs. Wardeel’s, especially
if you are there with me.’

‘I don’t agree. You've refused to cut him out for good; so
even talking to him again might tempt you into attending an-
other of his meetings sooner than you otherwise would.’

As she did not reply, he put out a hand, took hers, and
went-on: ‘Forgive me if I am making a nuisance of myself,
my sweet; but I'm becoming terribly fond of you, and I can’t
bear the thought of your being led into the sort of filthy busi-
ness that I believe is Ratnadatta’s real game. Give me a little
time to find out a bit about him. If he turns out to be only an
honest practitioner of Yoga, we’ll go to his parties together
and learn to keep ourselves warm by rhythmic breathing, or
whatever they do. But if you won’t agree to keep clear of
him for a few weeks, you are going to be the cause of my
having an awful lot of sleepless nights.’

Mary had been thinking furiously. Ten days ago it would
have given her considerable pleasure to picture Barney twist-
ing and turning in his bed, a prey to agonizing thoughts of
her being raped by Satanists; but that was so no longer. Her
naturally generous nature made her feel that it would be hor-
ribly unkind to inflict such torture by imagination on anyone
who was striving to protect her. But what would bappen if
she disobeyed Ratnadatta’s order, and failed to appear at Mrs.
Wardeel’s on Tuesday? Would he descend upon her, demand
an explanation and, if he did not consider it satisfactory,
ill-wish her? It was a frightening thought. She had herself
witnessed examples of the power of the Great Ram. Ratna-
datta’s, although far less, might still be formidable. But she
could say she had been ill and, if he had not actually been
overlooking her at the time, how could he be certain that she
was lying? The fact that Barney would be there, somewhere
in the offing, to stand by her, finally outweighed her fears,
and she said:

‘All right, then. I won’t go on Tuesday. But come to sup-
per again afterwards and tell me how the meeting went.’

To that he cheerfully agreed and, a quarter-of-an-hour
later, he set her down with a_smiling farewell in Cromwell
Road.
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Before going to the subscription concert, Barney had an-
other date to keep. It was with C.B. at a small hotel in Chel-
sea to which the Colonel sometimes asked his young men to
come if he wished to see them on a Sunday and did not want
to go up to the office.

At their last meeting on Friday, after it had emerged that
Lothar was pressing Otto to keep an appointment with him at
the old house in Cremorne, they had gone very thoroughly
into the implications of this unexpected link between the twin
of the scientist down in Wales and Ratnadatta’s circle.

Up to the point of that discovery, while reading Otto
Khune’s statement, Barney had been strongly of the impres-
sion that the scientist had become the victim of hallucina-
tions; but he had described the old mansion with such un-
mistakable clearness that, short of the whole document being
an apparently pointless fraud, it seemed that a vision of it really
must have been conveyed to him by psychic means.

C.B., who knew much more about such matters, had also
pointed out that, according to the statement, the twins had
been gifted from childhood with supernatural powers, and
many times in their lives each had used those powers to in-
form himself about the situation of the other. Moreover
Lothar, in whom the power was evidently greater, having
used it with such vicious unscrupulousness to wreck his
brother’s marriage, obviously had an intensely evil personal-
ity; so, his turning out to be a Satanist was not particularly
surprising.

The passages in Otto’s statement describing his meeting
with Lothar in 1950 made it clear that the latter was working
for the Russians. The purpose of his visit to London then had
been to induce Otto to return to Russia with him; his purpose
now was, obviously, to tickle Otto’s vanity with the prospect
of securing data which would give him new triumphs in his
own scientific field, then to trick him in the exchange and
make off with the formula of Britain’s latest rocket fuel. In
any case, there could be little doubt that he was acting as a
Communist agent.

The fact that he was both a Communist and a Satanist had
raised the interesting question of how far might a tie-up exist
between these two supposedly separate forces for evil? It
could be that Lothar was using the old mansion in Cremorne
from time to time simply as a guest. Satanism, as Verney
knew, was world wide, and Black Magic still practised in
every country under the sun; so Lothar could have secured
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an introduction from a Satanic circle to which he belonged
abroad to the circle in London. If so, it did not follow that
his hosts knew him to be a Soviet agent, or even that he was
a Communist, and they themselves might play no part in
Communist activities.

But Verney had told Barney that he regarded that as most
unlikely. From the beginning he had believed that Teddy
Morden had died as the victim of a human sacrifice to Satan.
There was no factual evidence that he had ever gone to the
mansion in Cremorne but the circumstantial evidence that
he bad done so was too strong not to be accepted. Not only
had the nightmares that had afflicted Morden for several
weeks before his death been of a nature to indicate very
strongly that he was attending Black Magic ceremonies, but
during them he had also several times mentioned an Indian.
They knew Morden to have been a regular attendant at Mrs.
Wardeel’s as, too, was Ratnadatta; and Barney had es-
tablished the fact that the Indian was a link between her
Theosophist circle and the Satanist circle at Cremorne, so it
now seemed as good as certain that Ratnadatta had taken
Morden there. But why should the Satanists have murdered
him? His mission had had nothing to with occultism of any
kind. It had been the very down-to-earth business of finding
out the ramifications of the Communist campaign to sabotage
British industry. Yet it must have been something to do with
that which had led him to Mrs. Wardeel’s and to cultivate
Ratpadatta; and, later, the discovery of what Morden was up
to that had led to his death.

If that was so, it followed that Lothar was not making use
of the house at Cremorne just because he had the entrée to it
as a Satanist; it must be because the Satanic circle there was
hand-in-glove with the Communists.

To have reached this conclusion was most satisfactory to
C.B. and Barney, as they felt that it gave them an excellent
chance of killing two evil birds with one stone. But the prob-
lem remained of how best to arrange matters so as to get the
maximum number of this devilish crew in the bag at one fell
SWoop.

Apparently Lothar came to the house at Cremorne only on
Saturdays, so to raid the place on any other day would leave
him at large. It was, too, on Saturday nights thdt the Satapist
circle gathered there, so there was good reason to believe that
he came up from some hide-out on that day to be present at
their weekly celebration, If, therefore, Special Branch sur-
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rounded the place the following evening and raided it about
eleven o’clock, they should get him in the net with his associ-
ates.

Against such a proceeding there was one snag. The law of
England was cumbersome and, owing to its proper concern
with protecting the rights of the individual, often made the
task of Security Services extremely difficult. Even should the
Satanists be caught naked in the midst of an orgy, whoever
owned the place, or was its legal tenant, could be charged
only with using it for immoral purposes, and those caught in
it with indecent behaviour. Lothar, if it transpired that he was
accredited to the Soviet Embassy, might plead diplomatic
privilege, and so escape scot-free.

On the other hand, if Otto had called on him there earlier
in the day, it would be a very different matter. Once the
brothers had actually met, even if Lothar was not caught
with British scientific data on him, the tape recordings Forsby
had secured, which gave the reason for their meeting, could
be used to incriminate them.

In consequence, Verney had decided to have the house at
Cremorne watched in case Otto gave way and came to the
rendezvous next day. If he did, the place was to be raided
that night. If not, they would hold their hands till next Satur-
day, then repeat the drill.

C.B. had then told Barney that he had to be out of London
on other business for the next two nights, so would not be
able to let him know what had happened till Sunday, and
made an appointment for them to drink together that eve-
ning.

Barney found his Colonel in a snug little parlour at the
back of the hotel and, having been provided with a drink, ea-
gerly enquired what had taken place at Cremorne the pre-
vious day. '

‘No luck, partner,” C.B. replied at once. ‘As a matter of
fact I had no great expectations anyway. Lothar gave Otto
the choice of two Saturdays and it’s only natural that anyone
under pressure should postpone the issue up till the last mo-
ment. It’s quite on the cards that he won’t give way at all or,
if he does come up next Saturday, it will be with the inten-
tion of murdering Lothar. But if he doesn’t, Lothar won't
leave it at that. You can bet on it that rather than go back to
Russia empty handed he’ll make some other move; and the
more desperate he gets, the better chance we’ll have of pull-
ing him in red-handed.’
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‘Was Lothar seen to go to the house? Barney asked.

Verney shook his head. ‘From nine o’clock on in the morn-
ing no one resembling him turned into the alley leading to the
place; and, as he is Otto’s twin, I was able to give Special
Branch a pretty good desctiption of him from that I obtained
of Otto from Forsby. But, of course, he may have come up
from the country on Friday and spent the night there, or per-
haps his psychic faculties told him that Otto did not mean to
play, so there was no point in his turning up himself.’

‘While they were keeping observation did the police pick
up anything fresh about the place?

‘Nothing. Apart from deliveries of food, it had the appear-
ance all day of being deserted. Between nine and ten in the
evening five cars arrived containing seven people, and a fur-
ther twenty-one came to it on foot. From about four in the
morning they began to leave and by six they had all dis-
persed. None of them appeared to have been drunk or could
have been pulled in for any other reason; and, anyway, I'd
given orders that, unless Lothar and Otto had both put in an
appearance, nothing was to be done which would prema-
turely stir up this nest of vipers.’

After thinking for a moment, Barney said: ‘It looks to me,
Sir, as if Otto is true blue and means to dig his toes in; so
how about trying to get him to act as a stool-pigeon? Seeing
that he has such good cause to hate Lothar’s guts, he might.’

C.B. smiled. ‘Good mark to you, young feller, for thinking
of it; but I've already cast that one out. In any ordinary case
that line would be well worth trying, but in this it would be
running too much of a risk. Otto might agree to play but, as
Lothar is overlooking him, there i3 quite a chance that our
enemy would tumble to what was going on. Once he realized
that we are after him he might skip, and we don’t want that.
I think that, short of Forsby reporting some quite unexpected
move, we’ll continue to play it quietly for another week.’

To decrease the possibility of Mary—or Margot, as he
knew her—becoming further involved with Ratnadatta, Bar-
ney would have liked to see the Satanist headquarters at Cre-
morne closed down without delay; but he appreciated that to
raid it at any time other than when a meeting was being held
there would be throwing away an opportunity to break up the
circle much more effectively.

For a while they continued to discuss various aspects of
the affair, then Barnmey finished his drink, excused himself,
and drove to his rooms in Warwick Square to change out of
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his country clothes into things more suitable for attending a
Communist social.

On the Tuesday Mary made similar preparations to those
she had a fortnight before, then waited impatiently, through
what seemed one of the longest evenings she had ever spent,
for Barney to join her.

At last he arrived, smiling as usual. Within seconds of
greeting him she asked anxiously: ‘Did Ratnadatta speak to
you about me? Was he very angry?

Barney gave her a shrewd look. “You are frightened of him,
aren’t you? It makes me all the more glad that I prevented
you from seeing him this evening. No; he didn’t even men-
tion you, although I managed to get him by myself for five
minutes.’

As she led the way into the sitting-room, she enquired:
‘How did you get on with him?

‘Not as well as I had hoped. I only prised him away with
difficulty from an old trout smothered in rocks, and he was
impatient to get back to her. It’s pretty clear that he is out to
get anyone with some special asset—money, position or beau-
ty—into his net, and in my own case I was banking on my
title to act as bait. I think it did to some extent, because he
didn’t actually turn me down. But I imagine that for the time
being he’s got his hands full with yourself and the female
Croesus. I hinted that I thought the mediums I had seen at
Mrs. Wardeel’s a bit suspect, and understood that past-
masters in Yoga could produce the real thing, then suggested
that as he was an Indian he might perhaps know of compa-
triots living in London who were practitioners of the art.’

‘And what did he say?

‘That he did not, as he had never interested himself in
Yoga.’

Mary’s glance wavered. ‘How very strange!’

Barney’s smile held no hint of accusation, and he replied:
‘Not necessarily. He may not have thought me a good Yoga
subject. He did say, though, that he was in touch with occul-
tists who had passed a higher degree of initiation than any I
was likely to meet at Mrs. Wardeel’s, and that he might, per-
haps, some time introduce me to some of them. But he
thought that before we talked of the matter further, it would
be a good thing if I acquired a better background knowledge
of the occult by continuing to attend the lectures at Mrs. W.’s
for another month or so.’

‘I see; and do you intend to do that?’
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‘Certainly; if he insists on it. But, as I am pretty good at
selling myself, I hope to persuade him to adopt a more forth-
coming attitude next week. Let’s forget all this now, though,
and talk of something else. To be honest, too, I had no time
to get a snack before going to the meeting, so I'm absolutely
famished.’ '

The table was already laid. Glad to drop the subject, Mary
told him to sit down at it, and hurried into her kitchenette.
For a first course, as the weather had turned cold, she had
heated up some tomato soup, to which she now added a good
dollop of cream. As she did so she thought first how decent
it was of Barney to have refrained from tackling her about
Ratnadatta’s having denied all knowledge of Yoga, and then
of the way that the Indian had stalled him off.

She felt very glad that Ratnadatta had, otherwise he might
have sounded Barney out over a dinner next Saturday then,
perhaps, have taken him on to the Temple and given him a
sight from the balcony of what went on there. A fortnight
ago, with the idea of leading Barney to believe that she was a
bold and sophisticated woman, she had started to tell him
about what she had seen herself; only the spilling of the wine
had caused her afterwards to insist that she had been fooling,
and now she was very glad about that, because her attitude
towards him had undergone a subtle change. She knew she
would be ashamed if he found out that she really had let Rat-
nadatta take her to such a party and, instead of breaking with
him, still refused to give any promise that she would not go
with him to the Temple again. »

But soon such thoughts were driven from her mind by Bar-
ney’s gay, inconsequent chatter, as they tucked in to the good
things she had provided for their supper and shared another
bottle of the excellent Hock. Afterwards they sat down side by
side on the sofa and she felt sure that, as she had kissed him
on Saturday, this evening he would display no ultra chival-
rous scruples about being in her flat, but soon start making
love to her.

She had meant him to from the beginning and now, her
original motive temporarily forgotten, she knew that she
wanted him to. But, on a typical feminine impulse to post-
pone the moment a little longer, she lit a cigarette and asked:
‘What was the lecture about this evening?’

‘The Vedas,” he replied, ‘and how Theosophy ties up with
the sacred writings of the Hindus, I can’t say that it gave me
a yen to take up the study of Indian mythology as a hobby,
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but at least it made more sense than they gave us last week
about old Koot Hoomi and the Master the Count. The sec-
ond part of the show was a bit of a flop, though. They put a
large table in the middle of the room and six people and a
medium sat round it. Then they set about receiving spirit
messages by table rapping. It was a slow and dreary business,
and only one came through that was of any interest.’

‘And what was that? she asked.

Turning his head he looked straight into her eyes, and
said: ‘Some big shot up on the astral plane wanted to know
why you hadn’t reported for duty.’ N

Mary jumped to her feet; her mouth fell open, her blue
eyes went round with terror, and she cried, ‘No, Barney; no!
You don’t mean it!’

He had got the type of reaction he had played for, but far
more strongly than he had expected. Standing up, he ex-
claimed: ‘Hi, steady on! Of course not. I was only fooling.’

‘Oh, thank God for that!’ she gasped. ‘Thank God for that!
You gave me a most awful fright.” Next moment her mouth
began to tremble and she burst into tears.

Swiftly he gathered her into his arms, and made little com-
forting noises while for several minutes she sobbed upon his
chest. Then, when her sobs eased a little, he said: ‘My sweet,
I'm terribly sorry that I scared you so badly, but I had to
know the truth. You've given yourself away now, and you
really must come clean with me. You've got in deeper than I
thought, and . . .’

‘No . . . really,’ she sniffled. ‘I haven’t seen Ratnadatta re-
cently. I swear I haven’t. Not since I promised you I
wouldn’t.’

‘Well, that’s some comfort. But tonight he blew wide open
your story about Yoga being his game. It’s nothing of the
kind, and you had started to tell me about it that night at the
Hungaria when we spilt the wine. That’s the truth, isn’t it?’

‘Yes,” she murmured tearfully.

He kissed her on the forehead, then said, with a frown:
‘You're a darling, Margot, and what puzzles me is how a de-
cent girl like you could even contemplate taking part in such
beastliness.’

‘I...Ihave a very good reason.’

‘Tell me what it is?’

‘No, please don’t ask me.’

‘Is it something to do with your past?’

“‘Yes.’
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‘All right, then. Don’t treat me as though I were a starry-
eyed youth who’d never heard the facts of life. At times
everyone does things they are ashamed of afterwards. I don’t
give a damn what you’ve done.’

‘It’s nothing I am ashamed of.’

‘Then why on earth won’t you tell me what it is?’

‘T can’t. Really I can’t. If I did you might insist on trying
to help me.’

‘All the more reason to go ahead.’

‘No. I'm not going to let you run into danger, just because
T’ve been fool enough to bite off more than I can chew.’

‘Margot, you must tell me! You’ve got yourself in the hell
of a mess. It's as clear as daylight that you’re scared stiff of
something. I love you, my dear, and .

She suddenly lifted her face to his and her eyes still misty
with tears, cried, ‘Do you mean that?

For a second Barpey was a little taken aback. He enjoyed
his life as a bachelor and did not want to put it into her head
that he was on the verge of proposing to her; so he replied
with a smile, ‘Wanting to protect someone is one of the first
symptoms, isn’t it? If so, I've got it. And I'm determined to
free you from the cause of your terror. But I can’t fight your
battle if you leave me in the dark. That’s why you must tell
me how you got drawn in to this thing.’

‘Well . , . all right, then. I'll give you my reason for leading
Ratnadatta on until he took me to his Temple. But nothing
more. Nothing. You understand? It was because I hoped it
might lead to my being avenged on someone.’

Barney gave her a surprised look. ‘Really! I shouldn’t have
thought you were a vindictive sort of girl. Of course, when a
hurt has had lasting consequences, wanting to get one’s own
back is very natural. Still, what you tell me surprises me all
the more because I thought you had become a believer in
Reincarnation.’

‘T have. But I don’t see what that’s got to do with it.’

‘Then you can’t have consciously taken in one of its princi-
pal teachings. As I understand it, every evil deed has to be
paid for either in this or some future life. There is no éscap-
ing that, but payment may be made in one of two ways. Ei-
ther the injured party exercises his right to return tit for tat or,
failing that, Karma takes the form of appearing to have some
natural cause—like a brick falling on the head of a chap who
at some time in the past had hit someone on the head with a
hammer. That someone could have hit him back and, provid-
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ing the blow was no harder, not received a bad mark. But
progress to a higher state can be made only by learning for-
giveness, and refusing to take such opportunities. If you are
still running around with a tomahawk, you're not going to
stand much chance of getting yourself promoted from one of
the lower forms in this vale of tears.’

They were still standing in front of the fireplace, he with
one arm about her, and she looking down. Now she raised
her head, and said: ‘I suppose you are right. I heard it all, of
course; but, somehow, I failed to apply it to myself.’

“You will, though, won’t you? he urged. ‘Please Margot.
Give up this idea of seeking revenge.’

Suddenly she began to laugh. She was still wrought up and
her laughter held a slightly hysterical note. It had just oc-
curred to her that, although completely ignorant of the fact,
Barney was also implying that she should give up her plan
for being revenged on him and that, if she did, in some fu-
ture life as a young girl, someone would put him in the fam-
ily way.

Taking her by the shoulders, he gave her a quick shake
and said, sharply: ‘Stop that! This is nothing to laugh about.’

She stopped and shook her head. T’'m sorry. It was just a
thought that crossed my mind. You would laugh, too, if I
told you. But no, perhaps you wouldn’t; and, anyway, I
won't.” Fishing out her handkerchief she blew her nose, and
went on more calmly. “‘You are quite right, my dear. I must
try to forget past wrongs.’

‘That’s better. Then you’ll have no cause for seeing Ratna-
datta again, ever. You have no definite date with him, have
you?’

‘No; er . . . not exactly. He was going to let me know
when he would take me to the Temple for my next step to-
wards initiation. But he said that might not be for some
time.’

‘If he does, you must let me know, and I'll deal with him.
But I want your solemn promise that you’ll have nothing fur-
ther to do with him or any other of these Satanists.’

She sighed, then gave him a wan smile. ‘Very well. I'll give
up the project I'd set my mind on. But . . . but say he comes
here and tries to force me into going with him? Like all these
people he can call to his aid supernatural power. I'm sure of
that. Perhaps I won’t be able to resist him.’

Barney thought for a moment, then he said: “You were
brought up as a Catholic, weren’t you?

168



‘Yes.” She sighed again. ‘But for a long time past I haven't
been a practising one.’

‘No matter. I’'ll bet you've still got a crucifix somewhere
about the place.’

She nodded. “Yes, I would never have parted with it.’

‘All right, then. Keep it with you from now on. Carry it in
your bag wherever you go. If Ratnadatta comes here, or way-
lays you in the street, produce it. I know little enough about
this sort of thing, but I'm certain that the sight of a crucifix
scares the pants off any Satanist. Hold it in front of his face,
and tell him to get back to the Devil.’

‘Oh Barney, what a comfort to me you are,’ she mur-
mured, throwing an arm about his neck. Their mouths met
in their first really long, rich kiss. As it ended he picked her
up, laid her on the sofa, knelt down beside her, and said:

‘You are rewarding me for something I've not yet done.
But you must know that I'm crazy about you, and I'd be cra-
zier still if I refused to accept a little payment in advance.’

‘It’s not payment,’ she breathed. ‘It’s just because I like you.
I can't help it.”

Half an hour went by in what seemed to them only a few
minutes; then the clock on the mantel-piece chimed twelve.
Gently releasing herself from his embrace she said: ‘Barney,
you must go. By modern standards no one seems to bother
much about what goes on up to midnight; but if some-
one in the house saw you leaving my flat much after that
they’d think the worst.’

Reluctantly he stood up, and grinned at her. ‘I've never yet
wanted less to say “goodnight” to anyone. But needs must, if
it’s a matter of your reputation.’

‘When will I see you again?’ she asked.

He thought for a moment, and mentally cursed the fact
that on Wednesday, Thursday and Friday evenings he was
committed to Branch meetings which it would be neglecting
his job to cut. ‘I'm afraid not until Saturday. We might go to
the Berkeley again. Anyhow I'll call for you, in a black tie, at
half-past-seven.’

‘Can’t we meet before that?

‘I'm sorry, but for the next three evenings I've engage-
ments I can’t very well wriggle out of. But what about lunch?
Are you free tomorrow?’

‘No. I have to take part in a dress show at a big store down
in Croydon. And I've another in the West End on Friday,
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which would put lunch out of the question. But Thursday
would be all right.’

He shook his head. ‘Stymied again. That’s the one day I
have to be out of London, I have to run down to Birming-
ham to interest some travel agents there in trips to Kenya.’

Inwardly she winced. That at such a moment he should
have brought up again the Kenya background, which she felt
certain was false, as an excuse not to give her lunch, affected
her as badly as if he had hit her. She began to wonder how
he meant to spend his evenings.

Quite unconscious that this cover for a visit he had ar-
ranged to pay to Dagenham, with two Communist officials
who were going down to meet local Comrades there, had
caused her such distress, Barney prepared to depart. That her
‘goodnight’ kiss was only lukewarm he put down to her being
emotionally exhausted. With a cheerful admonition to keep
her chin up and be looking her most beautiful when he called
for her on Saturday evening, he left her and tiptoed down the
stairs.

On the three evenings that followed he duly played his part
at Branch meetings as a disgruntled worker out to seize on
any pretext to make trouble. One of the pay-offs that he re-
ceived from time to time as a result of this bellicose attitude
came to him in a pub, while he was drinking there with some
of his Communist contacts, just before closing time on the
Friday night. Feeling that it was of sufficient importance to
call for reporting without delay, he looked in at the office on
Saturday morning.

After a short wait, Vemey had him shown in, told him to
sit down, and said: ‘Well, young feller. Saturday’s an unusual
day for you to call. What’s cooking?"

‘'m afraid that the C.G.T. election is going to be rigged,
Sir,’ he announced with a frown.

The Colonel gave him a sharp glance. ‘Got any proof of
that?

‘No; it’s a tip I was given last night after a meeting in
Hammersmith. One of my Red buddies had one over the
odds and became confidential. He told me that if I wanted to
make a bit of easy money I could do it by laying bets that
Tom Ruddy would not top the poll for General Secrstary. I
played doubtful, but he swore he wouldn’t let a pal like me
down, and that it was a cert; only I must keep it under my hat
and not get people talking by making blgger bets than a pound
or two with any one person.’
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‘That’s bad news, but interesting, It confirms a report I had
yesterday. Jimmy Sawyer, who is on the same job up in
Manchester as you are down here, telephoned me. He said
he’s sure there is something cooking, because some of the
Commies up there are going round giving six to four that
Ruddy won’t get the job.’

‘Perhaps it’s just a propaganda stunt, and they think it
worth risking some of their funds to impress waverers with
their confidence in their own man.’

‘Maybe. We can only hope that’s all there is behind it.

‘If Ruddy’s popularity with the rank and file goes for any-
thing, they’ll have to do an awful lot of rigging with the votes
to keep him out.’

C.B. laid a finger alongside his big nose. ‘That’s not the
only way they could keep him out, sonny.’

‘No, they might stage a convenient “accident”.’

“That’s what I'm afraid of; so I'm going to get the Special
Branch to offer him police protection. The trouble is that he’s
as tough as they come, and such an independent-minded cuss,
that I doubt if he’ll accept it. He'll probably take the view
that it’s preferable to run_any risk there may be rather than
let his supporters think he no longer has the nerve to face
rough meetings without a couple of plain-clothes men tagging
round with him.’

At that moment the buzzer on the Colonel’s desk sounded.
Switching on the inter-com. he said, ‘Yes . . . all right; put
him through.” Then he picked up the telephone receiver.
‘Verney here. Morning, Dick. Have you rung up to let me
know that your baby left last night for London?’

After listening for a full minute, he spoke again. ‘I see.
Damn the man! If he was going to give way at all, why the
hell couldn’t he do as he was asked and come up here where
Special Branch have everything laid on to pinch the two of
them? This is going to be very different and damnably diffi-
cult to make watertight. If L. gave us the slip and got away
across the moors with the formula it would be nearly as bad
as O, himself sneaking out of the country and joining the
Reds. I don’t think we dare risk letting them meet the way
they plan to now. On the other hand, if we lay in wait and
pulled L. in, unless he had already received the goods from
O., we could hold him only temporarily on some minor
charge. For all we know, too, he may even have a diplomatic
passport and we’d have to let him go. right away. In either
case, he’d soon be able to agree another rendezvous with O.,
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and if you failed to find out about it we'd be sunk. Hang on a
minute. Let me think.’

There was a longish pause, then Verney went on. ‘Look,
Dick. You know I've every faitk in you, but it wouldn’t be
fair to throw the whole responsibility for a thing like this on
your shoulders. I shall come down myself this afternoon.
When I've fixed things up this end I'll send you a signal what
time to expect me.’

When he had hung up, he turned to Barney and said: ‘As
you will have guessed, that was Forsby. For the past few
nights Lothar has been working on Otto till he’s nearly driven
him off his rocker. Thursday night’s tape recording disclosed
that he had given in and agreed to come up and meet Lothar
in London today. When Forsby got that yesterday morning,
he naturally expected Otto to give notification that he was
going on weekend leave. He wanted his boys to be ready to
tail Otto and got a signal ready to send me the moment Otto
left the Station. But Otto didn’t leave; he sat tight. Forsby sup-
posed that he had changed his mind and decided to dig his
toes in again after all. But that wasn’t the case. The explana-
tion emerged from last night’s tape recording.’

C.B. knocked his pipe out, and went on. ‘Apparently
Lothar came through on their psychic wave about four
o’clock this morning. He was doing a check up to make sure
that Otto did not mean to let him down and, when he found
that Otto was still there in Wales, he threatened to put a
curse on him that would kill him. Otto protested that he had
meant to come but had been prevented at the last moment.
When he had gone to the top boy at the Station, Sir Charles
Remmington-Rudd, to tell him that he meant to go to Lon-
don for the week-end, Sir Charles had said he could not let
him. A signal had just come in to notify them that an Ameri-
can egg-head was flying down that afternoon to spend a cou-
ple of nights at the Station. The Yank is a fuel expert and, as
Otto is our star fuel boffin, he had to be there to do the hon-
ours.’

‘T get it,” Barney put in. ‘Otto realized that he dared not
ignore his boss’s order to stay put, as if he had they would
have tumbled to it that there was something fishy about his
trip to London. There would have been a hue and cry after
him. We should have been alerted to pick him up this end
and have him tailed. He saw himself being pincaed when he
kept his appointment with Lothar and, as he would have had
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the fuel formula on him, both of them would have been for
the high jump.’ .

‘Precisely. That’s what he told Lothar. Whether Lothar
thought he was lying or not we don’t know. Anyway, he
made it plain that he was not prepared to wait much longer.
He indicated that, since the mountain would not come to
him, he meant to go to the mountain. He demanded that Otto
should select some lonely spot a few miles outside the Sta-
tion, which it would be easy for him to find, and that he
should meet him there with the formula on Sunday after-
noon. Otto gave him as a rendezvous a place called Lone
Tree Hill, and described its situation. Lothar said that he
would be there sometime between two o’clock and four, and
that Otto was to go there dressed in an old raincoat and
beret, so that he would be easily recognizable from a dis-
tance. He added that, if Otto failed to turn up, or betrayed
him afterwards, he would be dead in nine days. And that is
that.’

Barney nodded. ‘I don’t wonder you are worried, Sir. It’s
going to be a tricky business to draw a cordon.round an ex-
posed hill-top without Lothar spotting what you are up to.’

‘I know; but I may decide to intervene before they meet.
Anyway, it’s no good trying to settle on a plan before we’ve
talked the whole thing over with Forsby.’

‘We!” Barney echoed.

“Yes. As this business ties up with your Satanist Circle at
Cremorne I'm taking you with me. I'm still hoping to be able
to pull in and grill both these birds. If I can, something may
emerge from what they say that will give you further light on
this Indian you are after. The Research Experimental Station
is right off the map; but it’s got its own airstrip, so we can fly
down. I believe they’ve got some sort of hook-up with Farn-
borough. I'll have my P.A. find out. Anyway, we'd better
have a fairly early lunch and start immediately afterwards.
Off you go now. Pack a bag and meet me at the Rag at a
quarter to one.’

Barney did not argue. Annoyed as he was at having to can-
cel his plans for the evening, this was a matter of duty and
his Chief had given him an order. He said only, ‘Very good,
Sir. See you at your Club at twelve-forty-five,” then left the
room, went down in the lift, got a taxi and had himself driven
to Warwick Square.

Having let himself into his flat he at once tried to tele-
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phone Mary, but there was no reply. As she was evidently out
and might not return till lunch time, he rang up Constance
Spry’s, ordered a big bunch of roses to be sent to her by hand,
and dictated a card to go with them. When he had finished
packing, he wrote her a note saying how disappointed he was
that he would not be seeing her over the week-end, but that he
expected to be back on Monday and, unless he telephoned her
to the contrary, would she please forgive him and go out with
him that evening.

“As they had agreed that, in the event of any trouble, she
should ring him up, and she had not done so, he had no par-
ticular cause to be worried about her, On the way up to Pall
Mall he posted his letter, then gave his mind to speculating
on the strange business that was taking him down to Wales.

The roses wgre delivered to Mary some ten minutes after
she got back from her week-end shopping. As she took them
from their cellophane covering she was delighted but, when
she read the card that accompanied them, her face fell sadly.
It was in a young woman’s rounded hand, so obviously not
even written by Barney, and it said only, ‘Terribly sorry to
have to put you off tonight, but have to be out of London on
urgent business over week-end. Love, B.’

She felt it to be the most shocking let down. For a moment
she was near bursting into tears; but, swiftly, her self-pity was
overcome by angry resentment. Like a fool—like a sentimen-
tal ninny—Ilike some little teenager who had hooked her first
beau—for the past three and a half days she had been almost
counting the moments until she should see Barney again. She
knew that he had no right to a title, felt certain that the
Kenya story was a myth, and all he said about starting up a
travel agency there a pack of lies; yet, even so, she had al-
lowed him to sell himself to her again. Those merry brown
eyes, the mop of thick dark curly hair, the spontaneous grin
that so frequently lit up his brown, healthy face, had be-
witched her into believing that he had become a different per-
son from the man she had known five years before. He had
played on her loneliness by giving her the only good times
she had known since her husband’s death, and played on her
fears by insisting that she needed his protection.

Looking back over the days since she had given him sup-
per for the first time in her flat, she thought that she must
have been out of her wits to accept without question his glib
assertions that for eight out of ten evenings he had had
long-standing engagements to dine with old friends. He had

174



even left her on that excuse, after taking her down to Wisley
the previous Sunday. To support himself he must have some
sort of job, but no normal job entailed a man’s having to
leave London for the week-end at a moment’s notice on a
Saturday morning. The explanation was clear. He must have
a mistress and quite probably was amusing himself with sev-
eral other women. No doubt he had had a date with one of
them on Sunday evening, and now quite unexpectedly one of
them had let him know that morning that she was free to slip
off for a week-end in the country with him. He had not
changed by an iota, but was still the self-indulgent cynic who
took his fun where he could find it and, for any woman who
was not with him at the moment, it was a case of ‘out of
sight, out of mind’.

Angry and miserable, she ate her solitary lunch; but, by
the time she finished it, she had decided that it was stupid to
spend the rest of the day alternately fuming and moping. She
would get out in the fresh air in the afternoon and go to a
cinema in the evening.

Putting on her things she went out, walked down to the
Earls Court Road, and took a bus to Wimbledon. A bluster-
ing wind was blowing which made it less pleasant than when
she had last been there, but she strode determinedly across
the Common and, after a two-hour walk, ate a hearty tea. By
then the wind had dropped and a sunny evening bid fair to
usher in good weather for early May, so she did not hurry
home and it was getting on for seven o’clock when she got
back to the Cromwell Road. Feeling much less depressed
after her outing, she pushed open the front door of the
house; and there, in the downstairs hall, she found Ratna-
datta waiting for her.

178



13

Dead Men’s Shoes

No steps having been taken by Ratnadatta to find out why
she had failed to attend the last meeting at Mrs. Wardeel’s
had lulled Mary into a false sense of security; so suddenly to
come upon him there was a most unpleasant shock. Her
heart began to hammer wildly. Concealing her agitation as
well as she could, she returned his ‘Good evening’.

He had come to his feet and, fixing her with his round
brown eyes, through the thick-lensed spectacles, he asked:
‘Why haf you not come to Mrs. Wardeel’s on Tuesday?

In a voice that sounded firmer than she had expected, she
replied: ‘I couldn’t. I ate something for lunch that day that
upset me. It made me quite ill, and by the evening I was run-
ning a temperature.’

To her relief he did not appear to have detected that she
was lying. Instead, he smiled his toothy smile and said: ‘To
hear that I am sorry. But I see you haf quite recovered. That
ees good, very good; because I haf pleasant news for you.
Soon now you are given the test weech ees the second stage
towards your initiation.’

Mary strove to control her rising panic. Barney might be a
rotten little twister, but he had convinced her that to have
anything further to do with Ratnadatta would be asking for
real trouble. She must get out of it somehow, give him the
soft answer that turneth away wrath, then go into hiding be-
fore the date he had evidently come to make with her. Keep-
ing her voice level she asked:

‘When is it to be?

‘Why, tonight,” he replied in evident surprise that she had
not understood that from what he had said. ‘I telephone you
this morning, I telephone you this afternoon, and both times
you haf been out. So I come to fetch you. For this you re-
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ceive instruction before the meeting. Perhaps we arrive a lit-
tle early; but for me to go and come back for you in half-
an-hour ees no point.’

‘T ... I've been out all day, and I'd like to change my
clothes,” she faltered.

‘It is unnecessary. You change at the Temple; bath too, if
you wish. Come, plees, with me now.’

Desperately she sought in her mind for a way to get rid of
him even for ten minutes so that she could make a bolt for it
before he returned. But to say that she must go up to her flat
before she went out was useless. He would wait for her down
there in the hall. Yet she could think of nothing else,

Suddenly she remembered her crucifix. As Barney had
suggested, she was carrying it in her handbag. He had been
confident that using it would enable her to defy Ratnadatta.
She must nerve herself to get it out, hold it in front of the
Indian’s face and order him to leave the house.

Opening her bag, she fumbled for it; but on looking down,
her glance fell on the shoes Ratnadatta was wearing. They
were of brown leather and band-made; but, across the
toe-cap of the left one, there was a dark scar that no amount
of polishing had been able to remove.

Mary’s downcast eyes dilated. For a moment they remained
riveted upon the scarred toe-cap with the same fascinated
horror that a bird’s eyes are held by a snake.

‘Come,” said Ratnadatta, a shade impatiently. ‘There ees
nothing for you to be frightened off. Why do you hesitate?’

Her fingers had found the crucifix but they did not grip it.
With a supreme effort, she fought down an impulse to let her
mouth open in a scream. She would have known anywhere
the shoes that Ratnadatta bad on. They had belonged to her
dead husband.

Taking a sudden resolution, she withdrew her band from
the crucifix and closed her bag. Then, in a husky voice that
belied her words, she said: ‘I'm not frightened. It’s only that I
was not expecting you this evening. Let’s get a taxi.’

Shoes had been one of Teddy’s few extravagances. It had
been his custom to have a pair made for him once a year by
Lobb of St. James’s Street, and this last pair had been spoiled
by an infuriating accident. The second time he had had them
on he had been putting a broken kitchen plate in the dustbin;
the lid of the bin had dropped back unexpectedly, knocking
the pieces of plate from his hand, and the largest had fallen
on the toe-cap, making an inch-long gash across the highly
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glazed leather. She had polished the shoe afterwards a dozen
times in the hope of working the scar out, but it remained as
a dark streak that there was no disguising, so he had said that
he would take the shoe back to Lobb’s and have a new
toe-cap put on. That had been about a month before his
death, and during those last weeks his mind had been so
pre-occupied with the work on which he was engaged that he
had never done so. And now Ratnadatta was wearing those
shoes. .

It was the proof of what Mary had long suspected. Teddy
had met his death at the hands of the Brotherhood of the
Ram. More, it showed that Ratnadatta had been personally
concerned in his murder. The Indian must have noticed that
Teddy had about the same size feet as himself, suddenly cov-
eted the pair of fine, almost new, handmade shoes and ex-
changed them for his own before Teddy’s body had been
taken down to the docks.

In another moment Mary would have drawn the crucifix
from her bag and defied Ratnadatta, but this sudden revela-
tion caused an immediate change in her mental attitude. Fear
of what might happen to her if she involved herself further
with the Brotherhood, and an increasing sense of the hope-
lessness of pitting her wits against such a powerful organi-
zation, had determined her to keep her promise to Barney,
for his having let her down had no bearing on that; but now,
her five weeks of anxious probing had suddenly brought re-
sults so definite that she could not possibly ignore them. In
less than a minute, she had nerved herself afresh to take up
once more her dangerous task. No matter what befell her,
she must continue her association with the Satanists and
worm her way into their confidence until she obtained the
full story of Teddy’s murder.

Still in a daze, she accompanied Ratnadatta out into the
street and, after waiting a few minutes, they got a passing
taxi. Her previous visits to the Temple had been after dark,
but they were on their way there much earlier now and it was
still daylight; so he turned to her and said:

“To blindfold you this evening would not be good. The taxi-
man perhaps see and think something funny. Almost now
you are one off us, so no great matter if you know where the
Temple ees. Should you fail in test, then I hypnotize you and
you forget place to weech you haf been taken. If your failure
off test ees not too bad, perhaps you be permitted later to
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take a second time. But you will not fail. I haf full confi-
dence.’

His words had the effect on Mary of a further shot of a
stimulating drug. That she was to be allowed to know the
whereabouts of the Temple came as a swift first payment for
her renewed resolution to carry on with her dangerous mis-
sion. It determined her to face the test boldly and go through
with it if she possibly could; so that afterwards there would
be no question of depriving her of that valuable knowledge.
But her mind was still half engaged on the shoes.

After Verney had broken the news of Teddy’s death to her,
Inspector Thompson of the Special Branch had called and in-
formed her that he was conducting the official enquiry. She
had given him all the help she could by making a long state-
ment and, on two subsequent occasions before she left Wim-
bledon, he had come to the flat again to ask her further ques-
tions. On one of these he had told her that, in due course,
Teddy’s clothes would be returned to her but for the time
being they wished to keep them at the Yard to complete var-
ious tests, and she had thought no more of the matter.

Now she realized that, had the clothes been sent back, or
shown to her, she would at once have spotted that the shoes
taken from Teddy’s feet were not his own; whereas the po-
lice, having no reason to suppose that a substitution had taken
place, must still be ignorant of that fact. It dawned on her
then that not only did Ratnadatta’s possession of Teddy’s
shoes indicate that he had been an accomplice in the murder;
those that the police held were almost certain to be his and, if
so, they constituted most damning evidence against him.
They were a rope round his neck, and she now had only to
let Colonel Verney know of her discovery for it to lead to the
Indian’s arrest.

This thought fired a train of new ones. She need not be-
come a Sister of the Ram, after all. By another visit to the
Temple she could have hoped only to pick up a hint. No one
there would tell her what had actually happened to Teddy
until they knew her well enough to trust her fully. To get that
far she would have to submit to initiation and attend several
more meetings. Even then she might not secure anything ap-
proaching such concrete evidence as was provided by this ex-
change of shoes. A merciful God had taken her will for the
deed, sparing her the ordeal of debasing herself and partici-
pating in further horrible blasphemies. The job she had set
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herself to do was as good as done. She need not even go
again to the Temple that evening—if only she could manage
to get away from Ratnadatta.

Better still—the idea sprang to her mind—have him ar-
rested. As soon as she saw a policeman she would hammer
on the taxi window for the driver to stop and shout to the
policeman for help. When he came running up she would
identify the shoes on Ratnadatta’s feet as her husband’s, de-
nounce him as a murderer, and have him taken into custody.

The taxi had headed south down Collingham Road and
was now running through the Boltons. It was a quiet residen-
tial district, but she hoped that she would sight a policeman
either as they crossed, or turned into, the busy Fulham Road.

Before they reached it, another thought struck her. What if
the policeman refused to believe her? Ratnadatta was no fool.
It was certain he would say that she was suffering from delu-
sions and he was taking her to a nursing home, or some such
story. Could the policeman refuse to take them to the Sta-
tion? That seemed unlikely. Yet he might. And, if he did, on
that one cast she would have lost everything. She could re-
fuse to re-enter the taxi with Ratnadatta but, before she could
get hold of Colonel Verney, the Indian would have got rid of
the tell-tale shoes and be calling on the Great Ram to exert
his terrible powers against her.

" Reluctantly she decided that she dared not risk such a
gamble. She must free herself from Ratnadatta in some other
way, so that he would have no suspicion that she was any-
thing other than he believed her to be. Then she would go
straight to Colonel Verney.

A sudden illness was the thing. A pretended heart attack?
No, that would be overdoing it. She had assured Ratnadatta,
when he had questioned her about her health on the evening
when he had given her dinner, that physically she was as
sound as a bell. At the time she had wondered why he had
asked, but later realized that he had done so as a precaution
against having a young woman on his hands who might col-
lapse from fright at the sight of the black imp. But a faint.
She could preface it by saying she felt ill owing to a combi-
nation of overwork and banting. The reluctance she had
shown to come with him would substantiate that. If she pre-
tended to pass out for long enough, that should do the trick.
It could be taken as certain that he had not told the taxi man
to drive up to the mansion, and he could not carry her the
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last quarter of a mile; so he would have no option but to take
her home.

By this time they had traversed Park Walk, and were
crossing the Kings Road towards the river. As they reached the
Chelsea Embankment and turned south-west along it, another
thought struck her. She was being taken to the Temple with
her eyes unbandaged. If she played her bluff and it succeeded
she would lose the chance of finding out where the mansion
lay. And she had no idea where Ratnadatta lived. The police
should be able to pick him up at Mrs. Wardeel’s on the com-
ing Tuesday evening; but, even under intensive questioning,
he might refuse to disclose the whereabouts of the Temple
and to give any information about his fellow Satanists, some
of whom must have been his accomplices in Teddy’s murder.

Henry of Navarre, she remembered, had cynically re-
marked that ‘Paris was worth a Mass’. Compressing her lips
she decided that to ensure the round-up of the Brotherhood
would be compensation enough for almost any degrading act
she might be called on to perform as an earnest of her will-
ingness to serve Satan. Ratnadatta had repeatedly assured her
that her initiation would not come until later, and he had
even said a few minutes back that he expected her business to
be through soon after nine. He had not lied to her about last
time, so she had no reason to suppose that he was doing so
now.

All being well, if Colonel Verney was at home she could be
with him by ten o’clock. It should not take him long to get
Scotland Yard moving. By eleven, or half-past at the latest, a
police cordon could be thrown round the Temple; they would
raid the place, catch the Brotherhood of the Ram near-naked
in the midst of their Saturday celebrations and, by midnight,
have the whole evil crew in the bag.

Mary had barely made up her mind to take anything that
might be coming to her during the pext hour and a half in
order to achieve this master stroke, when the taxi turned
away from the river, ran for a few hundred yards up a side-
street, and slowed to a stop. Since the night on which she had
been received as a neophyte she had realized that the Temple
could not be so far away from Sloane Square as North Lon-
don but, all the same, she was surprised to find that it was
actually within ten minutes’ drive of Cromwell Road. Having
taken her resolve, she made no demur about getting out and,
after Ratnadatta had paid off the taxi, walking with him
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through the mean streets to the entrance to the alley which
was now familiar to her.

In the courtyard at its end no cars were yet parked and,
now that she saw the front of the mansion for the first time
in daylight, she realized more fully how abandoned ‘it ap-
peared. Obviously none of its windows had been opened for
many years. Some of the panes of glass were cracked and
others missing. In the corners, generations of spiders had
spun their webs and, in two places where panes were missing,
sparrows had built nests. Behind all the grimy windows were
stout wooden shutters that had once been painted white, but
were now grey with dirt and mottled where the paint was
peeling from them.

As Mary went up the cracked stone steps with Ratnadatta,
she was intrigued to see at one side of the front door a small
board on which faded -capitals announced °‘KEMSON’S
DEPOSITORY FOR TITLE DEEDS’, and underneath in script, ‘An-
tiquarian Society for Estate Research. Meetings Saturdays
9.00 p.m.’ It struck her as a clever cover for the permanently
closed windows—as a casual observer would have assumed
that behind them were rooms stacked high with dusty
files—and for the Satanists who gathered there on Saturday
nights since, despite the derelict appearance of the house,
people in the immediate neighbourhood must have known
that it was occupied and that on certain evenings both cars
and pedestrians turned down the cul-de-sac to it.

Next moment, as Ratnadatta rang the bell, her mind was
again filled with nervous fears about the test they intended to
give her. Barney had said that to play with Black Magic was
to play with filth as well as fire, and she knew that he was
right. Whatever they asked her to do would, she felt sure, be
against her conscience, and it might call for some act so
physically disgusting that nausea would render her unable to
accomplish it. Now, with a sudden sick feeling of apprehen-
sion, she followed Ratnadatta out from behind the blackout
curtain into the brightly lit hall. But there she learnt that she
was at least to be given a short respite. As one of the negro
footmen advanced to take their coats, the Indian waved him
aside and said to her:

‘We haf some while to wait, and it ees a fine evening. We
go to the garden and if not too cold sit there a little.” Then he
took her along a passage to the back of the house and out
through the door that opened on to a balustraded terrace
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from which three flights of steps, flanked with lead urns, led
down to a lower level.

Not unnaturally, Mary had expected to find the back of
the house as derelict as its front, and the garden a tangle of
weeds or, at best, a starved lawn with a few struggling trees
and shrubs; but, on the contrary, it was as beautiful as any
garden in a city could be.

The tall walls enclosed an area of about half an acre and
above them could be seen only a few chimney-pots of neigh-
bouring houses. There was no grass, for the garden was laid
out in the Italian style with gravel walks, flower beds with box
edgings,. carved stone seats, fountains, trellissed arbours and
many fine pieces of statuary. Down its middle ran a pleached
alley; to one side there was a large swimming pool; on the
other an open area of equal size, paved with a mosaic in
many colours, in the centre of which stood a stone plinth car-
rying a head crowned with a wreath.

The swimming pool was still empty and none of the
flowers with which the beds were planted yet out; but, even
so, on this last day of April, after several hours of sun, this
wonderfully sheltered spot was a pleasant place to stroll in.
After walking down the alley they came back across the open
space and, waving a pudgy hand about it, Ratnadatta said:

‘To here on summer evenings, when fine, divans are
brought out. It ees a good place, very good, for feast and
revel. You will much enjoy.” Then he pointed to the head on
the plinth that dominated the mosaic-paved area, and added:
‘That ees Our Lord Satan in his aspect off Pan. That he
smiles ees symbolic off the happiness he take in our pleasure.’

Mary gave the head one glance, then looked quickly away.
It was unquestionably a wonderful work of art, for she could
almost have sworn that it was alive; and it was smiling. But "
the thick, sensual lips, pointed, cynically laughing eyes, and
bushy brows beneath the laurel crowned curls from which lit-
tle horns curved up were those of a satyr, and she had never
segln anything inanimate that seemed imbued with so much
evil.

They returned to the terrace and sat down at an iron table
to which a tray of drinks had been brought out for them by
one of the negro footmen. Ratnadatta offered Mary a glass of
the dark wine that she had had before, and she accepted
without hesitation. Her one glance into the eyes of the sculp-
tured Pan head, which should bave been blank but had
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seemed alive with cruel mirth, had made her feel that she
badly needed a drink. Moreover, she could not free her mind
from dread that the test she must soon take would require of
her some act shameful or obscene and knowing already the
subtle properties of the herb-scented wine, she hoped that, as
before, it would temporarily blunt her sense of decency.

In an effort to divert her thoughts, she asked Ratnadatta,
‘What do you do about the servants here? This garden is
beautifully kept, and there are the footmen and, I suppose,
others to prepare the food for your feasts. I can hardly imag-
ine you would make them all initiates, yet they must know a
lot about what goes on. How do you ensure that they are to
be trusted?

He smiled. ‘Do you know what ees called Zombie?

‘I ... I think so,” she stammered, appalled at the picture
the word conjured up for her. ‘They are dead people who
have been brought to life again,- aren’t they? I once read a
book about the West Indies, and it described how Voodoo
witch-doctors took corpses from graves the night after they
had been buried, then did something to them which restored
enough life to them to work afterwards in the fields as
slaves.’

Ratnadatta nodded. ‘You are right nearly, but not quite.
Such haf not died but been given drug. It makes victim fall
into coma and seem dead. Burial ees very soon in hot coun-
tries, so it ees not difficult to restore animation after trance
off only a few hours. But this drug also destroys many cells
of victim’s brain. He loses memory, so becomes dumb and no
longer knows who he ees; so unable to go home or make
trouble. He ees human animal. Fit for work and with under-
standing enough to obey simple order, but no more.’

‘And the servants here are . . .’ Mary suppressed a shud-
der, ‘are Zombies?

*‘As nearly as making no difference. They are all negro, but
haf not been buried. They are given drug to destroy memory,
but not so much as to make them animal. In this way they
remain capable off more useful service.

‘If they have some intelligence left, I should have thought
they would try to escape.’

‘Oddwhiles one has urge to, but always he betray it by rest-
less manner. He ees then hypnotized by Abaddon and feels
impulse no more. But they haf women; negresses for work in
kitchen and to clean, who haf been drugged same as men.
They haf drink, good food, and the work ees light. Life here
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for them ees good, very good; and for one to become wishing
to see what ees outside so pleasant prison happens very sel-
dom.’

Mary almost found herself subscribing to the idea that
these coloured servants were better off where they were than
they would have been if free and struggling in some slum for
a meagre living. But the thought that they had been robbed
of their identities and, no doubt, in many cases separated for
ever from their loved ones far outweighed the fact of their
material well-being.

It then occurred to her that, if she slipped up, the soul-
destroying drug might be administered to her. With a fresh
surge of inward terror she recalled Ratnadatta’s telling her
barely half-an-hour before that should she fail in her test he
would hypnotize her into forgetting where the Temple was
situated. Supposing she not only failed the test but, during it,
gave away the fact that she had come there as a spy? There
would then be no question of allowing her to attempt a second
test in a week or a fortnight’s time. For their own protection
they would have to eliminate from her mind every memory of
her connection with the Brotherhood.

During her induction as a neophyte she had feared that if
she refused to deny Christ they would murder her. They
might still do so if she gave herself away. The drug provided
an alternative means of silencing her, but one almost as terri-
ble, for the results it would have did not bear contemplating.

She wondered now how she had managed to get so far
without putting a foot wrong. Abaddon had read the fears
and doubts in her mind but accepted them as not unusual in
a young woman. That he and Ratnadatta had not used their
psychic powers to probe deeper into her mentality could only
be because they had no reason to suspect that she was deceiv-
ing them. Fervently she prayed that she might be given the
wit and courage to keep up the deception during her coming
trial. Reaching out for her glass she swiftly drank the rest of
her wine.

Ratnadatta had, for the past few minutes, been telling her
more about Zombies, but she had not taken in his words.
Now, as he refilled her glass, she made an effort to concen-
trate on what he was saying. He went on to describe certain
Voodoo ceremonies. Twilight was falling and it was becom-
ing a shade colder, but they sat on there for another quarter
of an hour. Then one of the footmen came out on to the ter-
race. He did not speak but simply bowed to Ratnadatta.
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Mary gave the man a sidelong glance. His face looked like
a mask and his eyes had a glazed appearance. Now she knew
the reason for his complete lack of expression, the idea that
he was little more than a walking corpse filled her with hor-
ror. But Ratnadatta was saying, ‘Come, plees; Abaddon ees
ready for us,’ so she accompanied him into the house.

The benign-looking High Priest was in his library. As on
the previous occasion that Mary had been taken to him there
he was wearing a dark grey suit. He came forward to wel-
come her, led her to a chair and said:

‘My child, you are looking more beautiful than ever. You
will serve most admirably the purpose I have in mind.’

This reference to her good looks did nothing to lessen
Mary’s apprehension about what they might mean to do with
her, but she managed to smile at him as he went on: ‘You
will no doubt know that in many ancient Temples there were
Priestesses who at times were called on to prophesy. That is
the case here; and it is our custom to choose the most beauti-
ful among our Sisters for such work. Tonight, in a little over
an hour’s time, a prophecy has been promised to a certain
person, and it must be made. Unhappily our Sister Catherine
de Medici, who was to make it, was suddenly taken ill last
night. Among us there are, of course, a number of other
lovely women on whom I could have called; but this morning
the thought of you, my dear Circe, crosssd my mind. It
seemed an admirable opportunity to test your worthiness for
advancement; so I sent for you to take Catherine’s place.’

‘Thank you,” Mary replied a little uncertainly, If to play
the part of a Priestess was all that was required of her, that
was a great relief after the kind of ordeals her imagination
had conjured up; but as she was no true Satanist, she thought
it unlikely that the Devil would inspire her, so she hurried
on. ‘But I've never attempted to prophesy. Perhaps I wouldn’t
be able to, however hard I try.’

Abbadon held up a slim-fingered, beautifully kept hand.
‘My child, you have no need to concern yourself on that
score. It is I who do the prophesying here. You have only to
learn by heart the words I shall give you, and at the right
time let them emerge from your lovely mouth,’

With a silent sigh of relief, Mary nodded. The plump pink
face opposite her smiled and the melodious voice went on.
‘We will refer to him who has been promised a prophesy as
Mr. X. As poor Catherine is ill, we will tell him that but add
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that her sense of duty is so strong that she will still prophesy
for him, although weak and in bed.’

‘Why . . > Mary began, but he cut her short with a frown.

‘It is not for you, child, to question the way in which I
think it best to conduct Our Lord Satan’s business. You will
take her place, be put to bed, and you will pretend extreme
weakness. When you speak, your voice must be so low that
Mr. X will have to bend right over you to catch your words.
You understand?’ .

“Yes,” Mary now assented at once, although she was greatly
puzzled in trying to deduce a reason for this curious and, ap-
parently, unnecessary procedure.

‘Now listen carefully.” Abaddon leaned over his desk to-
wards her. “‘When Mr. X comes into the room you will be in
bed, lying on your back, with the sheets up to your chin, and
your eyes closed. He will place his finger tips on your fore-
head and probably say a few words of greeting. You will not
reply, but slowly and in silence count up to two hundred.
Should he ask you any question during that time you will
make no answer to it. When you have counted two hundred
you will flutter your eyes open and whisper the following
words.’

Abaddon then gave her some half-dozen sentences which
she was to speak at intervals in such a low voice that Mr. X
would have to bring his face down close to hers to hear what
she said. But there was also a final stage to the prophecy. Be-
fore pronouncing the last sentence, she was suddenly to
throw the bed clothes right back, sit up, smile ‘at Mr. X, ex-
claim the words in a much stronger voice and, as she did so,
cast her right arm round his neck.

More puzzled than ever, Mary nodded again. Obviously,
some sinister deception lay behind the orders she was being
given; but she felt that it was ‘hers not to reason why’, and
that if no more than this was required of her to pass her test
she would be getting off extremely lightly.

The High Priest now went over the whole proceeding
again from start to finish, then he made her repeat twice
every word she had to say, and yet a third time run through
the whole without any prompting. Apparently satisfied, he
looked across at Ratnadatta and said:

‘Go, S4sin, fetch Pope Honorius to us.’

Ratnadatta left the room and, a few minutes later, when
the door opened again, Mary expected to see him return with
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another man. Instead, he was accompanied by a tall thin
woman of middle age, dressed all in white. Her garments
gave her the appearance of a nun, except that she wore her
coif far back on her head, so that her ash-blonde hair, parted
Madonna style, showed in front. She was not wearing a mask
and her features were of striking classical beauty. Abaddon
said to Mary: '

‘Our sister, Pope Honorius, is the High Priestess of this
Lodge. She instructs our younger Priestesses in their work,
and will give you further coaching in the way you must be-
have tonight.” To the tall woman he said: ‘This is the neo-
phyte, Circe. I trust you agree with me that she is well fitted
for our purpose?

Having seen the newcomer in the distance during her first
visit to the Temple Mary had, after a moment, recognized
her. She gave Mary a cold appraising glance, then replied:

‘You were right, Abaddon. With those eyes, that mouth
and such a figure, she could seduce a saint. She should prove
very useful to us.’

Her words were spoken with such complete detachment
that they constituted a high compliment, but to Mary they
spelt only a renewal of anxious foreboding. She wondered if
the woman had in mind only making use of her for the Dev-
il’s work after she had become an initiate, or if their as yet
undisclosed intention was to order her to attempt the seduc-
tion of Mr. X that night.

Abaddon turned his pale blue eyes on Mary, gave her a
long searching glance, and asked: ‘Do you feel confident that
you can do that which is required of you? If not, you must
say so now. I will excuse you from it, have an experienced
Priestess perform the work, and give you some other test.
This is an important matter and should you fail in it you will
incur my anger. Answer me frankly, and without fear.’

Mary had a good memory, so she was not troubled by
qualms that she might forget her lines. If there was no more
behind the test than had so far been revealed, it should prove
easy of accomplishment, and the alternative to it might be
the performance of some act of the kind she had dreaded. In
consequence, she replied firmly:

‘I shall find no difficulty in doing as you wish, and am
grateful to you for this opportunity you have given me to
prove that I am worthy of advancement.’

Both Abaddon and Ratnadatta nodded their pleased appre-
ciation of her apparent keenness to play the part designed for
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her; and even the High Priestess’s hard but beautiful mouth
curved into a faint smile, as she said:

‘Come with me then, Circe, and I will prepare you for
your first appearance as the mouthpiece of our Master.’

Mary followed her out and accompanied her upstairs to
the second floor. There they entered a sitting-room beyond
which were a bedroom and a bathroom. The whole suite was
furnished in a style seen only in the houses of the very rich
or a hotel of the first rank. Beautiful Aubusson carpets cov-
ered the floors and the walls were panelled with toile de
jouie. In the sitting-room the chairs, settee and escritoire were
of Louis Quinze satinwood; two Buhl cabinets containing fine
pieces of Sévres and Dresden flanked a marble mantelpiece,
and in each of the panels hung a coloured print after Frago-
nard. The bedroom furniture had a ground of pale blue on
which were painted garlands of flowers, and all its carved
edges were pricked out in gold; the sheets on the bed were of
the finest lawn and, from a coronet supported by two gilded
cupids, drapes of muslin spangled with gold stars curved
down to either side of its head. By contrast the bathroom was
entirely modern, with tiled walls and a large low porcelain
bath, and was equipped with a great variety of sprays, towels,
powders and perfumes.

Mary knew that a small number of people were fortunate
enough to live in such surroundings, but she had never before
been in so luxurious a suite herself; and, as her eyes roved
over its delights, her companion said: ‘I can guess what you
are thinking, my dear. “What fun it would be to spend a
night here with a lover of your choice.” Well, if you play
your part this evening without bungling it, you shall. We
have several other suites similar to this for those who prefer
to take their pleasure in private rather than join in our Satur-
nalias. Would you like a bath? There is plenty of time, and if
you have been out all day it will refresh you.’

‘Yes, I think I would,” Mary replied.

‘Then I will run one for you while you undress. Put all
your things away in the wardrobe. Nothing must be left
about to indicate that you are an ordinary woman. To make
her prophecies more impressive a Priestess should surround
herself with mystery.’

When the bath was running, the tall, coldly beautiful
woman came back into the bedroom, and Mary said to her:
‘Abaddon told me that the Brothers and Sisters of the Ram
all take the names of wizards and witches who actually lived
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in the past; so it came as a great surprise to me when he
called you by the name of a Pope.’

A faint smile touched the finely chiselled lips of the High
Priestess. ‘My dear, I fear you are still very ignorant. For
many centuries after Christ the Imposter, nearly all the
Christian Bishops knew enough of the truth to follow the Old
religion in secret, and many Popes served Our Lord Satan
well. Pope Leo the Great and Pope Silvester II both enjoyed
His special protection, and Pope Honorius was the greatest
magician of them all. It was he who wrote Le Grimoire
which, with the Clavicule of Solomon, is the most profound
work on the Secret Art ever produced.’

By this time Mary had undressed, and for the next ten
minutes she luxuriated in the warm, scented water of the big
bath, her enjoyment now only a little marred by thoughts of
what the next hour might hold for her. The test she was
being given seemed simple enough of accomplishment, and
there was nothing about it to disgust or frighten her; yet, all
the same, she could not rid herself of an uneasy premonition
that it might develop into something much more unpleasant
than she had any reason to expect.

As she got out of the bath she was trying to assure herself
that her fears were groundless, that by nine o’clock, or
half-past at the latest, she would have left this haunt of evil
for the last time, be breathing again the clean air of the
streets and soon afterwards, be giving Colonel Verney all the
information he needed to swoop upon and arrest Teddy’s
murderers.

Wrapped in a huge bath-sheet she returned to the bedroom
and said to Honorius, ‘As I’'m to go to bed I must have a
nightie. I take it there is one here you can lend me?

The High Priestess shook her head. ‘For this affair you will
not wear one. An essential part of Abaddon’s design is that
when you sit up in bed and put one arm round Mr. X’s neck
you should be naked.’

Mary blanched. She knew only too well the effect that the
sight of her nude body had on men. This was just the sort of
thing she had feared. It must be part of thelr plan that Mr, X
should attempt to rape her.
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In the Toils

Mary had gone into the business with her eyes open. Both
Colonel Verney and Barney had not minced matters in telling
her the sort of thing she must expect if she became one of a
circle of Satanists, and she had frankly intimated to Verney
that she would not regard giving herself to a stranger too
high a price to pay for a good chance to bring Teddy’s mur-
derers to justice. All the same she had hoped, by one means or
another, to evade that issue; and luck had been with her. She
had that evening secured concrete evidence against Ratna-
datta so, even if she had not promised Barney to break with
the Satanists, for her to seek to worm her way into their con-
fidence had now become pointless.

Earlier, when she had believed that to become an initiate
was the only road to doing so, she had hoped that at least she
would be allowed some degree of choice in taking a lover
from among the Brotherhood, so that she could select one
who would be both physically acceptable and capable of pro-
tecting her from unwelcome attentions by the others. When
Ratnadatta had told her that she must be prepared to render
‘service to the Temple’ at her initiation, she had more or less
implied that she would not go through with it if the stranger
who was to accept her offer of herself proved to be repug-
nant to her. He had replied that Satan so arranged matters
that his votaries always derived pleasure from such ceremo-
nies, and she had accepted that assurance—for what it was
worth.

But what was it worth? Or his other assurance that nothing
would be asked of her until her initiation? The Brotherhood
of the Ram consisted entirely of men and women given over
to evil; to expect any of them to keep a promise was, there-
fore, to build on sand. She had thought berself clever enough
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to get away with it; to make this last visit to the Temple so
that she could find out where it was situated, and then have it
raided that night. She had found out, but she knew now that
she had taken the pitcher to the well once too often. It now
seemed certain that, willing or unwilling, they meant to give
her to one of their number within the next half-hour. And
she was trapped.

Glancing sideways at Honorius she asked, ‘This man, Mr.
X, what is he like?’

‘I have never met him,” the Priestess replied. ‘But from
what I have heard he must be past middle-age and rather a
common person. Anyway, not of the type which we should
ordinarily admit to the Brotherhood. He is being brought
here only so that we can forward Our Lord Satan’s work.’

‘Am 1. . . am I to be left alone with him?

*Of course.’

‘But if he sees me naked in bed, he may. . .

‘I expect he will." A cold smile again twitched the lips of
the tall, fair-haired Honorius. ‘He would hardly ‘be human if
such a sight did not stir his blood.’

‘Then I will prophesy, but I'll not sit up in bed,’ Mary
declared, firmly. ‘I'll not tempt him by letting him see my
body.’

“You will do as you have been ordered, my child.’ The
Priestess’s voice was icy, and her fine features more than ever
severe. ‘Let us have no nonsense about this. Abaddon will be
watching your every move. Should you fail him you will find
his wrath no light matter. You are as yet not a Sister of the
Ram, only a neophyte. He could, at a touch, make all your
hair fall out; or might decide to chasten you by giving you
for the night as a plaything to the Zombies.’

At these appalling threats, Mary paled and said, hastily: ‘I
meant only that I'd pot expected anything of this kind to
happen this evening.’

‘Who said it would? You jump too quickly to conclusions.
As I have told you, Abaddon will be watching and, should
matters look like going further than he wishes, he will inter-
vene.’

Only partially reassured, Mary asked, ‘How could he if I
am to be left alone with Mr. X?

Honorius gestured towards the wall on the far side of the.
bed. ‘Look more closely at those two flower paintings. You
will see that their frames are not hung but fixed to the wall.
Both are painted on two layers of canvas. There is nothing
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between them and the next room. A person in there can slide
back the lower layers of canvas and that leaves several
holes among the flowers and foliage of each picture. Through
them anyone can see into this room, and from behind one of
the pictures Abaddon will be observing how you conduct
yourself with Mr. X. When matters have reached the point
that he desires he will press a buzzer that sounds in the sit-
ting-room. I shall be waiting there and, on hearing it, come
straight in to you.’

These complicated arrangements in connection with Mary’s
test left her completely out of her depth. Having, while hid-
den herself, looked down through one of the balcony grills on
to proceedings in the Temple, it did not particularly surprise
her to learn that in this house of mysteries there should be
spy-holes through some of the pictures; or that, having set
her a test, Abaddon should wish to see for himself how she
carried it out.

What puzzled her so much was the nature of the test. Why
should they wish her to play the part of prophetess when
Honorius, or some other Sister of the Ram with past experi-
ence, must be far better qualified for such a job? Why must
she pretend to be ill and prophesy only in a whisper? Why
must she throw the bedclothes back and expose herself to
Mr. X unless they wanted him to try to seduce or rape her?

Perhaps that was what they did want, then to see how she
would react to such a situation. But, if s0, why the pretended
illness first; for, surely, nothing could be worse calculated to
prepare Mr. X’s mind for an impulse to make love to her?
And why these elaborate arrangements to enable Abaddon to
intervene whenever he felt inclined? At what point in the
proceedings would he do so?

What was their object in bringing there this elderly man
who, by a strange snobbery, they apparently considered not
of good enough class to be admitted to the Brotherhood? If
her acceptance or rejection of this man on the grounds that
he was no maiden’s dream was the test, it seemed an ex-
tremely stupid one. In her dark days in Dublin she had found
that men of middle age were generally much more consider-
ate than younger ones and that, provided a man was decently
clean in his habits, once he took off his clothes there was lit-
tle to indicate, apart from his voice, to what class he be-
longed.

Anxiously she wondered if they wished her tamely to sub-
mit to Mr, X’s probable advances, display wit and cunning in
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stalling him off or, if need be, ficht him like a tigress. It
seemed to her evident that her passing this strange test de-
pended on her adopting the course they expected of her; but
which course that was, she had no means of guessing nor, as
it was a test, could she expect to receive any direct guidance.
She could only keep herself alert for any hints which might
yet come her way and deal with the situation as it developed
in the light of them.

Her thoughts were brought back with an unpleasant jolt to
the immediate present by Honorius saying, ‘Sit down at the
dressing table and I will do your hair.’

For the past six weeks Mary had taken considerable pains
to cnsure that no one should suspect that her hair was dyed,
but it grew quickly, and almost daily she had to take precau-
tions against the new golden hair showing as it pushed up
from its roots. Even standing close to her, no one would have
guessed that she was not born a brunette, but another woman
actually combing and parting her hair would almost certainly
have become aware that she was actually a blonde, and
blondes are not given to dyeing their hair dark brown without
some very good reason.

Fearing now that such a discovery would lead to her being
asked some very awkward questions, Mary said quickly,
‘Please don’t bother. I can quite well do it myself.”

For a moment her heart was in her mouth, as she thought
it quite possible that Honorius might tell her that the hair of
a priestess had to be dressed in some special manner; but to
her relief the tall woman, so deceptively clad in nun’s gar-
ments, replied: ‘Very well, then. But part it in the centre as I
do mine, then, as there will be no coif to hide it, we can ar-
range for it to fall to the best advantage framing your face.’

When Mary had brushed and combed her hair, and re-
made-up her face, the Priestess dabbed a scent with a strong
musk basis behind her ears, where her neck merged into her
shoulders, and on her breasts, then told her to get into bed.

As she slid down between the cool lawn sheets, she thought
philosophically, ‘Since I've made my bed, and have got to lie
on it, I could easily have found a worse one. I must try to
think of myself as a soldier going into battle. Even if Abad-
don does not intervene, it will all be over in an hour and I'll
be free of these devilish people for good. And what a kick
I'm going to get about midnight as I watch the whole lot of
them being bundled into police vans.’

Honorius went for a moment into the sitting-room, then
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returned carrying a large full glass, which she gave to Mary
telling her to drink it up. It was the same rich herb-scented
wine that she had drunk while with Ratnadatta on the ter-
race. The two glasses of it she had had then had quieted her
nerves and conditioned her to accept with a certain degree of
resignation the fact that she had bitten off more than she had
bargained for, and must now go through with it. In two long
draughts she drank this third ration of the heady portion and,
lying her head back on the pale blue satin pillow, began to
view Mr. X’s approaching visit as no longer anything to be
greatly concerned about, but as a.matter which might prove
most intriguing.

Abaddon now came quietly into the room. Having looked
about him he smiled his appreciation at Honorius and told
her to wait in the sitting-room until Mr. X arrived. Then he
began to catechize Mary about the prophecy she was to
make. Again and again he made her repeat what she was to
say until she was word perfect and had got her voice down to
the low pitch that he desired. Satisfied about that he then
made her rehearse the last phase of the act, in which she was
to throw back the bedclothes, sit up and put her right hand at
the back of Mr. X's neck.

After she had done it three times and again lay back, be
stopped her from pulling the sheets up to her chin, gently
touched her breasts and-murmured, ‘You are a beautiful girl;
very beautiful.’ '

Mary made no reply, but lay there looking up at him.

His long slim fingers moved from her breast up to her
cheek. For a moment he stroked it softly. The finger-tips slid
down, caressed her chin, then she felt them on her neck.
Bending above her he brought his other hand into play, so
that the fingers of both stroked her from the ears down to the
shoulders, then his two hands became still. They closed round
her throat.

Staring up at him she saw his pale blue eyes. They were no
longer consciously looking down at her, but faintly glazed.

With sudden awful horror she realized the truth. This High
Priest of Evil, who had never shown her anything other than
courtesy and kindness, who looked so benign and benevolent,
was, in fact, a strangler. It must have been to satiate his lust
In safety when the fits came upon him, as a victim of this
'mtOSt terrible of all perversions, that he had become a Satan-
ist,

Her mouth opened to scream. Abaddon’s thumbs jabbed
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downwards, cutting short her cry. His lips curved into a terri-
ble smile and a low maniac chuckle issued from them. His
eyes were now quite black. Throwing up her arms she seized
his wrists and strove to break his hold. Violently, she threw
herself from side to side, but those slim fingers of his seemed
to be made of steel. Her eyes were starting from her head,
her lungs seemed about to burst.

Into her wildly agitated brain there came the terrible
thought that this must be the end of the road that Ratnadatta
had all the time destined for her. He was Abaddon’s creature
and must be employed by him to lure girls to the Temple so
that in this beautiful bed the evil High Priest could strangle
them.

Suddenly, through the buzzing in her ears, she heard the
voice of Honorius, sharp, imperative, ‘Master! Enough! She
is needed for Our Lord Satan’s work. Later, if you must, but
not tonight.’

Ignoring her cry Abaddon, smiling a twisted smile, his now
seemingly sightless eyes fixed on Mary’s, tightened his grip on
her throat. But the High Priestess had evidently had previous
experience of his murderous fits, and knew how to deal with
them. Her classic features set, like those of an outraged
Athené, and her white nun’s garments swirling about her, she
struck Abaddon with the flat of her hand again and again
across the face.

He took his hands from Mary’s neck, shook himself,
blinked and, after a moment, his eyes regained their normally
benevolent expression. Looking down at her again he mut-
tered:

“You . . . you must forgive me. Occasionally I am subject
to these little compulsions to . . . to, er, indulge myself, and
at the same time send some young woman more swiftly on
the way to a new incarnation. But now that I am older I
rarely feel so . . . so strongly about the matter as to forget
myself with a friend. That I did so in your case you must
please regard as a very special tribute to your beauty.’

Honorius having come running in at Mary’s half-strangled
cry, the pressure on her throat had lasted no more than a
minute; but she was still shaking from fright and panting
slightly. To Abaddon’s courteous apology and horrifying ad-
mission, there seemed no adequate reply. She could only pray
that never again would she be left alone with him; meanwhile
the Priestess wiped away the perspiration that had started out
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on her forehead and asked her if she would like something to
drink to steady her nerves.

She shook her head, and murmured, ‘No; I'll be all right in
a few minutes.’

Abaddon smiled. “You are a brave girl as well as a beauti-
ful one. Many would have given way to hysterics and I
would have had myself to blame for having rendered you in-
capable of performing the task that has been set you. Since
you are still prepared to carry it out I will reward you later
with a special favour.’

Both of them then left her, and went back into the
sitting-room. Her relief at knowing that she was not to die
there between the soft lawn sheets was only momentary.
Fresh fears beset her that, after Mr. X’s visit, Abaddon might
return and give free reign to his murderous perversion. Yet
escape seemed impossible.

Suddenly the thought of the crucifix came into her mind. It
was still in her hand-bag and that she had put into the ward-
robe with her other things. If she held it up in front of her
they might be afraid to attack her. But she could not force
her way past them and out into the street still naked. She
would first have to dress, and they had left the door of the
sitting-room ajar so, if she got out of bed, it was certain that
they would hear her. Before she could open the wardrobe
and get the crucifix from her bag, they would be upon her.
Apgain she recalled the High Priestess’s threats should she
prove disobedient. Abaddon might cause all her hair to fall
out or, infinitely worse, give her to the Zombies.

She dared not risk that. Perhaps, after all, if she did what
was required of her with Mr. X, they would let her go,
counting on her apparent willingness to return another night
for her initiation. On two previous occasions Ratnadatta had
kept. his word; why should he not again? If she could only
keep her head there was still a chance that she might be out
of this gateway to hell soon after nine o’clock and free to
bring about its complete destruction.

The frantic twistings of her mind, first this way then that,
were brought to an abrupt cessation by the sound of voices in
the next room. Although she strained her ears, she could not
catch what they were saying. Quickly she pulled the sheets up
to her chin and stretched her arms below them down along
her sides. She had hardly done so, when the door opened.
Then she shut her eyes as she had been directed.
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Abaddon’s melodious tones came to her as he addressed
Mr. X. ‘T cannot stress too strongly, Sir, that this is no pre-
tended magical hocus-pocus, but a matter of advanced sci-
ence. Or, it would be more correct to say, a revival of the
application of scientific laws known to the ancients. They dis-
covered that young women, while still pure, could be trained
to prophesy correctly. But the medical profession still refuses
to accept that as a fact; so we are under the necessity of
keeping secret our valuable work in this clinic.’

‘Yes, I quite understand,’” a deep, slightly rough, voice re-
plied. ‘It’s good of you to let me come here. I must say I con-
gratulate you on your,  er . . . prophetess. She’s quite a
Beauty Queen, isn’t she?

‘We have found,” Abaddon returned, smoothly, ‘that a defi-
nite link exists between beauty coupled with purity and the
higher intelligences that exist outside the earthly plane. It is
on that account that so few young women can be found who
are suitable subjects for training. For the moment this girl is
the only one here fully qualified, and it is most regrettable
that she should have been taken ill yesterday. But, as Mr.
Biernbaum told us that the matter upon which you desired
guidance was both urgent and important, I agreed that you
should be allowed to consult her.’

‘She looks as if she is asleep,” came the other voice. ‘Seems
a shame to disturb her. Wouldn’t it be best to wait until she
wakes up?-

‘No; she is in a semi-trance, so her state could hardly be
better for your purpose. All you need do is to place the fin-
ger-tips of your left hand on her forehead and concentrate to
the utmost on conveying your thoughts to her.’

Abaddon’s voice came more faintly as, while moving away,
he added: ‘I will leave you now. When you have done, I shall
be waiting for you in the next room.’

Mary just caught the sound of his receding footsteps on
the soft carpet, then she felt Mr. X’s finger-tips on her fore-
head and heard him say, ‘I'm sorry you've been ill, Miss; but
they say you’re well enough to tell me what my prospects are,
and the sort of trouble I ought to look out for. This thing
means a lot to me, and I'd be very grateful if you could.’

In accordance with her instructions, Mary silently counted
two hundred then she fluttered her eyes open and looked up
at Mr. X. . He was a well-made, broad shouldered man, and
she judged him to be about fifty-five, His hair was short, grey
and wiry, his jowls were heavy and his reddish complexion

198



suggested that he was a fairly heavy drinker; but his mouth
was good and firm, and his brown eyes looked down into hers
with compelling directness.

Keeping her voice very low, she said: ‘All will be well, if
you act with caution.’

‘That’s a good start, he said, a smile spreading over his
face. ‘But I'd like a few practical details.’

She counted fifty, then spoke again. ‘Take no step of im-
portance on Tuesdays. For the next . . .

‘What’s that?” He leaned forward over her. ‘Speak a bit
louder if you can, please. I can hardly hear you.’

Without raising her voice, she repeated the warning about
Tuesdays, and went on: ‘For the next twelve days eat no
meat, drink no alcohol and know no woman, so that greater
power to influence others may flow into you.’

‘Twelve days,” he muttered. ‘Yes, you've hit it. If I get
through them I'll be all right. But what’s this special danger
I've to guard against that Emily Purbess couldn’t quite make
out?

Mary counted another hundred, as she had been told, then
replied in a whisper. ‘Beware of the man with the thick-
rimmed glasses. Do not trust him. In secret he is working
against you.’

‘What; Sir Hamish? Mr. X burst out. ‘You can’t mean
him! He’s spent thousands pushing the boat in the right direc-
tion.’

‘I see clearly the man who menaces your success,’ Mary
went on. ‘He has thick, dark hair, and dresses untidily. He is
still under thirty but has a forceful, abrupt manner.’

‘By God, it is Sir Hamish!’

‘Be warned by me. I am the vehicle of power beyond your
understanding.’

‘Yes; yes.” Mr. X appeared greatly agitated. ‘I don’t get it;
but I'll watch out.’

His face was still within a foot of Mary’s. Suddenly she
threw the bedclothes from her, sat up, smiled at him, quickly
put out her right hand, curling it round his neck, and said in
a much stronger voice, ‘In you the Lion finds a champion
against the Bear. Heed my warning and a great future will be
yours. Go now, and good fortune be with you.’

For a moment his eyes showed amazement at her unex-
pected display of vigour. Then they dropped from her face to
her body. He drew a deep breath, jerked his head away,
stood upright and said, a trifle thickly:
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‘Get back under the bedclothes.’

She had carried out Abaddon’s instructions to the letter
and Mr. X’s reaction to her prophecy had been just as ex-
pected. But how he would react when she exposed herself to
him was the question that had been agitating her on and off
for the past hour. The display of control with which he cou-
pled his admonition brought her instant relief. Gladly she
obeyed him, flopping back and grasping quickly with both
hands at the sheets. As she pulled them up to her chin, he
asked her in a puzzled voice:

‘Why haven’t you got a night-dress on? If I hadn’t been
told that this was a sort of scientific clinic, and you a kind of
vestal virgin, I'd think I'd got into a slap-up brothel.’

She made no reply and, as though exhausted by the effort
of prophesying, closed her eyes again. After a moment, he
went on: ‘I suppose when you prophesy you’re not properly
conscious of your surroundings, and sat up on a sudden im-
pulse?

As she continued to ignore him, he shrugged and said:
‘Well, it’s not for me to complain, as you were good enough
to see me while ill in bed. Your prophecy was a queer one,
but I'll certainly heed the warning and keep away from the
man you described to me.’

He was still speaking when she heard footsteps, then Abad-
don’s voice. ‘I trust, Sir, that you are satisfied?’

‘Yes,” Mr. X replied. ‘She was aware of the date that is im-
portant to me, and has told me the quarter from which I can
expect trouble. I must say it surprised me, but forewarned is
forearmed.’

The voices faded as the two men left the room. Mary
opened her eyes and lay still for a few minutes, then Honor-
ius came in to her. The Priestess now had her coif drawn for-
ward hiding her pale gold hair. Evidently she had adjusted it
for Mr. X’s visit, to give the impression that she was nursing
Mary, as from her flowing white robes anyone would have
taken her for a nun. Readjusting the coif on the back of her
head, she said:

‘Abaddon tells me that you played your part excellently.
He is very pleased with you.’

With a pale smile, Mary sat up. ‘I'm glad about that. I can
dress now, then, and get ready to go home.’

‘No, not yet.” Honorius checked her with a gesture as she
was about to get out of bed. ‘“Abaddon is seeing our visitor
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downstairs; but he will be back in a moment and wants to
talk to you again.’

Fear leapt into Mary’s blue eyes, but the Priestess saw it
and quickly sought to dispel her terror by saying: ‘There is
no need to be alarmed, my dear. He is not often subject to
such fits, and you may be certain that he will not be seized by
another tonight.”

At that moment Abaddon appeared in the doorway.
Quickly Mary lay back and covered herself again up to the
chin. Holding the door open for Honorius, he said quietly,
“‘You may leave us now,’ and, when she had walked past him,
he closed it behind her.

Her statement had done little to reassure Mary. With his
bald head, smiling eyes, smooth cheeks, and dressed in his
neat dark grey suit, the High Priest still looked like a benevo-
lent Bishop yet, less than half an hour before, he had calmly
admitted to her that he was a strangler. And he was the Mas-
ter in this den of murderers. His word was law there and
Honorius, like the rest of them, was sworn to obey him. He
might have told her to still his intended victim’s fears and
keep her in bed till his return, so that she would be less able
to defend herself. Now that she had served her purpose, even
if she screamed Honorius might not come to her rescue
again, but leave her at the mercy of this elderly maniac.

Mary’s heart was beating like a sledge hammer. Perspira-
tion again broke out on her forehead. Her throat had sud-
denly gone dry and her tongue felt like thick leather in her
mouth. As Abaddon moved away from the door, her eyes
fixed themselves on his beautiful hands. In another few mo-
ments those strong, slender fingers might be choking the life
out of her body. Half sitting up, she thrust out an arm as if
to fend him off, and gasped:

‘Stay where you are! Stay where you are! Don’t . . . don’t
come any nearer!’

His smile became sad, and he said: ‘My child, I understand
how you must be feeling. Naturally you are afraid that I may
give way to another of my little lapses; but you have no need
to be.’ !

As he continued to approach the bed, she did not believe
him. Cowering back among the pillows, she repeated
hoarsely: ‘Don’t come any nearer! I'll claw your eyes out if
you touch me!’

He halted then and shook his head. ‘Calm yourself, I beg.
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My having so unfortunately, er . . . forgotten myself, must
have been a great shock to you. After having your nerve so
badly shaken it does you all the more credit that you should
have passed your test with flying colours. I come only to tell
you of the special favour I intend to grant you as a reward
for going through with the task set you in spite of what had
gone before.’

She continued to regard him with nervous doubt, but his
eyes showed no sign of abnormality. With an effort, she
stopped the trembling of her hands, and asked in a low voice,
‘What is it?’

‘That’s better,” he nodded. ‘Lie back, my child, and relax. I
give you my word that I will not lay a finger on you.’

Uneasily, she wriggled down a little, and again covered
herself up to the shoulders, as he asked, ‘Have you yet de-
cided on your Satanic name? Is it to be Circe, or some other?

She was about to reply that to her it was a matter of com-
plete indifference, but remembered in time that to him she
was a neophyte who, having successfully passed her test,
should now be looking forward eagerly to her initiation as a
Sister of the Ram. His question suggested that the favour he
meant to do her was in connection with it—perhaps the
fixing of an early date—and that he was about to tell her of
certain things she must do to prepare herself for the cere-
mony. She was still in their power and, if she was to get out
of it in the next half-hour, she must continue to avoid arous-
ing their suspicions by showing delight at her prospect of be-
coming one of them. Seeking now to please him, she said in a
steadier voice:

‘I like the name, but you are the Master here. If there is
one you prefer for me I willingly take it.”

He beamed at her. ‘I like it too; so Circe let it be. Now,
tell me: what do you know of our Satanic festivals?’

‘Mr. Ratnadatta told me that your weekly meetings on Sat-
urdays are called Esbats, and that four times a year you hold
a Sabat—a great feast at which you sacrifice a ram.’

‘That is so; and it is through the blood of the ram that we
receive our first degree of power. The central act in an initia-
tion ceremony is the baptism of the neophyte with it. Only so
can one become a member of the Brotherhood.’

‘I see,” she said, pretending keen interest. ‘And as there are
only four Sabats a year, that is why a neophyte sometimes has
to wait quite a long time before receiving initiation. Mr. Rat-
nadatta warned me that I should have to be patient.’
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“Yes, usually we arrange matters so that three weeks or a
month elapse between each stage. You were fortunate that an
occasion happened to arise for us to give you your test after
only a fortnight.’

Mary was now feeling enough at ease with him again to
play her part convincingly. With just a suggestion of peevish-
ness, she murmured, ‘And now I suppose it will be the other
way. I'll have to wait weeks and weeks before I can enjoy the
power that initiation will give me.

‘No, my child.” His smile was seraphic. ‘As resident
Master of this Lodge, I have authority to ignore normal
procedure when I wish, and I intend to treat your case as an
exception. That is the way in which I propose to make
amends for giving you such a fright.’

‘Do you mean that there is a Sabat quite soon, and that
you’ll let me come to it? If so, that’s very kind.’

He looked at her in surprise. ‘Do you not know what today
is?

Puzzled, she thought a moment, then replied, ‘Yes, it’s the
30th April.’

‘And Walpurgis Night,” he added quickly, ‘the greatest Sa-
tanic feast in the whole year.’ -

Starting up, she stared at him. ‘You don’t mean . . .

‘I mean that, normally, your initiation would not take
place until the end of July. But I am granting you a dispensa-
tion which will spare you that long wait and enable you to be
received as an initiate tonight.’

‘Tonight!” she gasped, her face a picture of dismay.

‘Yes. You will be one of five who are to be initiated; two
other women and two men. But what has come over you? he
frowned. ‘Instead of being delighted, you appear distressed.’

She knew herself to be walking a razor’s edge. Desperately
she strove to compose her features. Then she faltered: ‘It’s
only . . . only that I've had no chance to prepare myself for
it. And I'm tired. Tired out by what I've been through this
evening already.’

‘You feel so now, perhaps. But it will pass. You have the
best part of an hour in which to rest. By then, and after an-
other glass of our Delphic wine, you will feel quite restored
and be eager to take your place among us.’

‘No! No! she cried, panic getting the better of her. ‘I
couldn’t face it tonight. Even if I have to wait three months,
I'd rather. Let me go home! Let me go home!’

‘Now you are being foolish,” he admonished her. ‘Of
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course you are tired and a little overwrought. But tomorrow
you would bitterly regret having allowed a temporary weak-
ness to deprive you of this chance to achieve your desires
without further delay.’

‘T've not the strength to go through with this tonight. I
really haven’t. I swear I haven't. I'll bungle everything and
disgrace you.’

‘T am confident that you will not. You took your oaths and
made your profession of faith when you were accepted as a
neophyte. No further demands of that kind will be made
upon you. The ceremony consists only of a little blood being
drawn from your arm so that you may sign a pact in it with
our Lord Satan, then your baptism with the blood of the sac-
rificed ram and the tying of the black garter below your
knee.’

‘But . . .’ she stammered ‘. . . but Ratnadatta told me . . .
he said I'd have to serve the Temple.’

‘Oh, that!” Abaddon shrugged. ‘Yes, you will do so later.
But you are not a virgin, so you will both give and receive
pleasure by the act. After we have feasted and the dancing
begins, you will be filled with desire and eager to make love.’

‘Not tonight! Not tonight!” she pleaded. ‘I don’t feel like
feasting and dancing. I'm too tired, I tell you. I want to go
home! Please let me go home!’ ‘

Suddenly his voice became sharp. ‘You silly child! Pull
yourself together! Show the same spirit you displayed earlier
this evening. I'll not let you rob yourself of the reward I in-
tended for you. I shall leave you now to give orders for your
reception with the other four who are to become initiates. As
you are the protegée of Siasin—or Ratnadatta, to use his ordi-
nary name—he will come for you when we assemble in the
Temple and bring you down to us.’

Before she could plead with him further, he turned on his
heel, walked quickly from the room and peevishly slammed
the door behind him.

So far Mary had restrained her tears, but now she gave
way to them. Her terror of Abaddon had played havoc with
her nerves and sapped away her reserves of courage. During
these last few minutes, as soon as she had got over her fear
that he might again attempt to strangle her, she had once
more had high hopes that she would be allowed to dress and
leave this devil-ridden mansion. To her utter consternation,
they had been shattered. With what seemed the most cruel in-
justice, the very fact that he had attacked her was now the
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reason for her being ordered to remain there and face yet an-
other ordeal.

That it would prove one for her was beyond doubt. His
glib assurance that the ceremony required no effort might be
true; but what of afterwards? He, of course, naturally as-
sumed that, as a voluntary disciple of the Devil, she would
willingly perform her ‘service to the Temple’, and afterwards
thoroughly enjoy participating in the wild revels of his Sa-
tanic congregation. With tears oozing from the corners of her
eyes, she shuddered at the thought and cursed herself anew
for her temerity in having let Ratnadatta bring her again to
the Temple.

For some five minutes she gave way to despair, then her
sobbing eased and she began again to contemplate an attempt
to escape. Abaddon had said that she had nearly an hour be-
fore her in which she could rest, so presumably she would be
left alone during that time. She should, anyway, be able to
get dressed without interference. But what then?

A long corridor, two flights of stairs and the hall lay be-
tween her and the front door. Could she possibly hope to
reach it without being intercepted? And down in the hall
there were the two negro footmen. It seemed unlikely that
they would have been ordered to keep a look-out for her and
stop her if she tried to leave the house; and, as they were
semi-Zombies, they might not have the wit to do so on their
own initiative.

As against that, the hour of the meeting was approaching
and, since tonight was one of the great Satanic festivals, it
was certain to be a bumper gathering. Between now and ten
o’clock at least thirty people, and perhaps even double that
number would be arriving. They would be coming in nearly
every minute, so she was certain to run into some of them,
and there seemed a big risk that, thinking it strange that any-
one should be going out at that hour, they would question
her. If so, would she be able to satisfy them without their re-
ferring the matter to Abaddon?

From that thought another arose. The numbers arriving
would be greater after' than before half-past nine, so the
sooner she made the attempt, the better chance she would
have of avoiding them and getting away. Again she consid-
ered the risks involved, recalling Honorius’s terrifying threats
of what Abaddon might do to her if she had refused to obey
his order to expose herself to Mr. X. But, surely, this was
quite a different matter? No work for Satan depended on her
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compliance. She would only be declining a favour he in-
tended to do her. She had already told him in no uncertain
terms that she did not feel up to facing initiation that night.
If she was caught and stopped she could plead that her nerve
had given way and impelled her to flight. As he must con-
sider himself to blame that she should be reduced to such a
state, he could hardly decree some awful punishment for her.
He might compel her to stay; but he might even relent and
let her go.

For another few moments she lay there, a prey to alternate
hopes and fears. But time was ticking by and she became in-
creasingly aware that it was a case of now or never. Suddenly
resolving to challenge fate, she threw back the bedclothes, got
out of bed and walked over to the wardrobe.

As she approached it she caught sight of herself in the long
mirror. When she had returned from her walk over Wimble-
don Common and encountered Ratnadatta in the hall, she
had been wearing the elaborate make-up which she had al-
ways used since turning herself into Margot Mauriac. Her re-
cent tears had played havoc with it, and the mascara eye-
shadow now ran in streaks down her cheeks. Realizing that if
she met anyone in the corridor or on the stairs it was impor-
tant that she should appear calm and normal, she turned
away from the wardrobe and went into the bathroom. There
she quickly bathed her eyes and removed the ravages to her
face. It was as well that she had done so before starting to
dress, otherwise she would have been caught red-handed get-
ting into her clothes; for, as she stepped back into the bed-
room, its other door opened, and Honorius came in.

Over her arm she had a star-spangled mantle of transpar-
ent veiling; in one hand she carried a pair of silver sandals
and a mask and, in the other, a wine-glass half full of yellow
liquid. Thankful for her narrow escape, Mary slipped back
into bed, while the Priestess draped the mantle across the
back of a chair, set down the mask and sandals and came
over to her. Holding out the glass to her, she said:

‘Abaddon is very distressed about your being so upset. You
played your part with Mr. X so well that we quite thought
you had recovered from the shock you received before he ar-
rived. But, of course, the effect of shock of.ten does not
show till later. Anyway, Abaddon is most anxious that you
should thoroughly enjoy our great feast tonight, so he has
sent you up this cordial.’ ) .

“What is it? Mary asked, eying the glass with suspicion.
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‘It is one of our secret preparations, and has wonderful
properties. Half-an-hour or so after you have taken it, you
will feel marvellously refreshed, right on top of the world,
and ready for anything.’

Between a quarter-past seven and eight o’clock, Mary bad
had two glasses of the Delphic wine while with Ratnadatta
out on the terrace, and another soon after she got into bed.
They had warmed her up and done much to counter her anx-
ieties, giving her at intervals an almost carefree feeling. But
Abaddon’s attack on her had dissipated their effect, destroy-
ing in her entirely the excited expectation which had resigned
her mind to accepting the possibility that Mr. X might be
tempted to try conclusions with her. Now, she felt sure that
the golden liquid contained another and much stronger aph-
rodisiac, and that was the last thing she wanted at the mo-
ment. Shaking her head, she said:

‘No thank you. I'd rather not. I've just bathed my face and
I feel better already. I shall be quite all right by ten o’clock.’

‘Perhaps; but this will make you feel better still. Come,
drink it up.’

‘No, really,’ she protested, ‘I don’t need it.

‘You must.” Honorius’s classical features became stern.
‘Abaddon says that while looking at you he discerned a sud-
den aversion in you to performing service to the Temple to-
night. It is understandable that shock should temporarily
have robbbd you of normal sexual desire, but it is imperative
that you should play your part with willingness and vigour.
To fail to do so on the night of your initiation would be a
flagrant insult to Our Lord Satan.’

‘I ... I shall be all right when the time comes. I promise
you I will.’

“You may think that now; but this shock you have had has
taken a lot out of you. It is essential that you should fortify
yourself, or you will be exhausted long before morning.’

‘If I do feel tired, surely I can sit and watch instead of
dancing all night.’

A cold smile twitched Honorius’s lips. ‘My dear, surely you
realize how beautiful you are. One of the other women who
are to be initiated is middle-aged, and the other, although
quite a pretty girl, is not in the same class as yourself. Half
the men in the place will be wanting to have their turn with
you.’
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15

Men Without Mercy

The blood drained from Mary’s face. For a moment constric-
tion in her throat prevented her uttering. Then she burst out:

‘No! You can’t mean that! Ratnadatta told me that I must
take one stranger. But . . . but not . . . not any men who
want me, one after another.’

The Priestess shrugged. ‘Sometimes promising converts to
the Satanic faith display repugnance at the thought of such a
prospect. Ratnadatta is a good psychologist and no doubt he
decided that would prove the case with you; so, rather than
risk your being lost to us, he decided that, your having ex-
pressed your willingness to pay tribute to Our Lord Satan by
Temple Service, that was quite sufficient to go on with.’

‘Then he deceived me shamefully!” Mary exclaimed in bit-
ter anguish. ‘He got me here under false pretences.’

‘I daresay he did, but you will not be the first, nor the last,
young woman on whom this mild deception has been prac-
tised.”

‘Mild deception!

‘Yes; mild. If you are willing to let one strange man pos-
sess you, why not two or more?’

Tears of rage started to Mary’s eyes, and she retorted fu-
riously; ‘There is a difference! A vast difference. Ratnadatta
said that the man selected would be one that I should find
agreeable. Instead, it is proposed to use me as though I were a
whore in a brothel.’

‘You are a fine healthy girl, so will take no harm from it.
Abaddon will see to it that you are not overtaxed.’

‘What . . . what d’you mean by that? -

‘He will make those who want you draw lots with num-
bers, then call a halt when he decides that you are tired.’
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‘Have men queue up for me!” Mary gasped. ‘I won't! 1
won’t!’

‘Nonsense, child. I have had neophytes through my hands
before who felt as you do now. Faced with the prospect of
taking several lovers instead of one, they make the same pro-
tests as you are doing. But, when the time comes, their scru-
ples vanish. After the feast they become eager to be loved
and the sight of others throwing off all restraint sets them at
their ease.’

‘I can’t! I couldn’t!” Mary cried. ‘There are some repulsive
‘men among them to whom I'd never give myself. Never!
Never!’

‘Never is a long time,” Honorius smiled. ‘After a while you
will come to set much more store on the pleasure a man can
give you than on his features, the shape of his limbs or the
colour of his skin. But if you have a prejudice against the
ageing or pot-bellied I will tell Abaddon, and he will arrange
matters so that only well-formed men embrace you tonight.’

Quivering with fear and fury, Mary retorted; ‘No one shall
embrace me! I'll not submit to this! Get out of here to hell
where you belong! I'm going home!

With both hands she thrust down the sheets, and drew up a
leg to spring out of bed; but Honorius was too quick for her.
Ignoring her movement, the Priestess shot out a hand, seized
her by the nose and forced her head back. As Mary gasped
for breath, Honorius shot the contents of the glass into her
open mouth. She choked and swallowed. A little of the liquid
ran down her chin, but as her head hit the pillow, nearly all
of it went down her throat.

‘That’s better,” Honorius murmured. ‘And now Pm going
to send you to sleep for half an hour. You will feel quite a
different girl when you wake up.’

‘Let me go!” Mary gurgled, endeavouring to spit out the lit-
tle of the liquid that remained in her mouth, and thrusting
her hands up against the Priestess’s shoulders.

Honorius did let go of Mary’s nose, but dropped the glass,
seized both her wrists, broke her hold, and forced her hands
down on to her chest.

As Mary’s breath returned, she panted, ‘You bitch! Get off
me! Let me go or I'll kill you,” and she began to struggle vio-
lently. But the tall Priestess was a powerful woman and had
the advantage that she had thrown the upper part of her
body on top of Mary and was pressing her down.
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In vain Mary jerked up her knees and strove to free her-
self. She could not wrench her wrists from the firm hold
upon them and the weight of the Priestess crushed her
against the well-sprung mattress of the bed. Meanwhile, Hon-
orius’s face was only a few inches above her own and the big
grey eyes in it held hers with a steady gaze.

As Mary stared back the eyes seemed to grow even bigger.
Then the Priestess said in a soft voice, ‘Sleep. My will is
stronger than yours and you must obey me. I order you to
sleep.’

Realizing that she was being hypnotized, Mary tried to
shut her eyes; but it was too late. She found she could not
lower her eyelids, or look away from those great grey orbs
that bored down into hers. Honorius’s weight was forcing the
breath out of her lungs and she knew that her strength was
ebbing. The eyes grew larger until the Priestess’s face became
a blur, then disappeared, leaving only the two huge eyes, now
seeming the size of saucers, poised above Mary’s face. She
could still taste the potion she had been given. It was bitter-
sweet, like vermouth, only as strong as a liqueur. Its flavour
was the last thing she remembered before she faded into un-
consciousness.

When she came to, she was alone. A delightful warmth
pervaded her whole body, the feel of the lawn sheets between
which she lay seemed like a caress on her bare skin, and she
was more conscious than she had been before of the delicious
scent that Honorius had put on her in preparation for Mr.
X’s visit. The drug had stimulated all her senses, and with the
lazy sensuousness of a cat she snuggled down in the big bed
to doze again for a few minutes.

Gradually, all that had happened came back to her, but
she felt no impulse to jump out of bed, hurry into her clothes
and attempt to escape. A comforting fatalism now dominated
her mind. She had succeeded, or very mnearly succeeded, in
the task she had set herself. Provided she could continue to
remain unsuspected as a spy, in the long run she would get
the best of these people who had trapped her. Teddy’s shoes
linked his murder with Ratnadatta and it didn’t much matter
that she had failed to bring about his arrest tonight, as she
bad planned. It would be equally satisfying to witness it to-
moITow.

To achieve this she had, after all, to pay the price she had
been prepared to pay to start with. In fact, it now transpired
to be a much higher price than she had bargained for. But
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Honorius had been right in contending that it was not beyond
her means to pay it. Some of the men she could not have
borne, but Honorius had promised to see to it that she was not
asked to do so, and the Priestess had been so completely frank
about everything that there was no reason to suppose that she
had not meant what she said.

And, after all, during a passionate embrace one man was
very like another; so would she really mind that, instead of
being made love to by one man all through the night, she was
to be the partner of several? An episode from her black year
in Dublin came back to her. Some young men had come to
the club intent on throwing a wild party. When the club
closed, two of them had carried her off to a flat belonging to
one of them. There they had played strip-tease poker until all
three of them had forfeited most of their clothes. Laughing
and fooling, one of them had then carried her into the bed-
room and put out the light. A few minutes later the other had
joined them, and as she had had a lot to drink she hadn’t
really minded.

The two young men had been friends of Barney’s. The
thought of him made her wonder what he was doing at that
moment. Her immediate guess was that he was at some quiet
country hotel in bed with an attractive woman—some easy
light-of-love for whom he had so callously let her down.
Then she remembered that it was not yet ten o’clock. More
grobably they were still sitting in the lounge over coffee and
liqueurs talking trivialities but mentally savouring in advance
the delights of the night to come. He would be smiling into
hgr eyes, entertaining her with some gay nonsense and grin-
ning that devastating grin of his.

What a fool she had been on the point of making herself
about him. As though a man with a nature like his could ever
really change. Yet he had persuaded her that he had. In her
heart she knew that she had forgiven him for the past. If he
had asked her to go away with him for the weekend she
would have. And she would have told herself that it was to
carry out her plan to be avenged on him. Up to the last mo-
ment she would have toyed with the idea of telling him the
truth about what he had done to her, then leaving him flat.
B_ut she wouldn’t have done it. Instead, she would have let
him make love to her agairi. She knew that she wouldn't have
bf.en able to help herself, because she would have wanted
ll:Lm, and wanted him more than any man she had ever

own,
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But that was not going to happen now. Once again he had
unfurled his true colours. That would give her the strength to
resist any future temptation to become his plaything. She was
not going to let him break her heart. When he turned up on
Monday full of blarney and apparent contrition, she would
tell him that she meant to have no more to do with him. He
could run his hand through that dark curly hair of his, that
looked like a wet poodle’s, until he rubbed it off, for all she
cared. She was finished with him, and for good. All the same,
it was better to stop thinking of him,

Lazily she stretched herself. She wished that she could lie
there in the warm scented bed for ever. But not alone. She
wanted someone to share it whom she could laugh with and
be cuddled by. If only some dark, handsome stranger would
walk into the room now, she knew that she would welcome
him. Just a pretence of fright and shyness perhaps. But no
more. A little persuading, then strong arms round her that
she could almost feel as she thought of them; then long lus-
cious kisses and once again the swoon of pleasure that she
had for a long while been denied.

Suddenly she wondered if she was oversexed and promis-
cuous by nature. If she could so desire a man, any man, pro-
viding he was clean and wholesome, surely she must be? Yet,
deep down, she knew that she was not. Although, during the
greater part of the four years she had been married to Teddy,
their relations had been governed by habit rather than pas-
sion, and for the last few months of his life he had become
almost impotent as far as she was concerned, she had re-
mained faithful to him. Even thoughts of what other men
might be like as lovers had entered her mind only occasion-
ally, and she would never have contemplated for a moment
allowing one of them to seduce her. Several of his acquain-
tances had made exploratory overtures, but she had not even
let them kiss her. Those memories reassured her that she was
now in a highly abnormal state. The craving that had begun
to obsess her was a thing not of the mind, but of the body,
and could be due only to the strong aphrodisiac that Honor-
ius had forced her to swallow.

Thinking of Teddy brought to her realization why he had
become nearly impotent. To penetrate so far into the secrets
of the Brotherhood of the Ram for them to murder him, he
must have passed through all the stages that she had and
gone still further. The cause of his loss of virility at home
must have been due to his participation in these weekly or-
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gies, Evidently he had realized that in doing so lay his only
hope of successfully carrymg out his mission.

Swift resentment rose in her against Colonel Verney. She
felt that he had no right to demand so much from his young
men. Then she Tecalled that the Colonel had known nothing
about the Brotherhood, so he was not to blame. It was Ted-
dy’s own fetish about duty that had carried him so far. He
had always maintained that one should stick at nothing to
complete a job.

A little cynically she wondered how he would have liked it
if the boot had been on the other foot, and he had happened
to find out that she was denying herself to him because she
was exhausting her sexual powers in secret debauchery.
Would the fact that she was doing so in a most worthy cause
have made any difference to him? She felt sure that it would
not, He would have believed that she had taken the job as an
excuse to return to the promiscuity from which he had res-
cued her, been mad with rage, accused her of being a born
Messelina, and divorced her.

But, there it was. Men were like that. Even the best of
them seemed to think that women were different from them.
and should remain chaste whatever their situation. Since they
were not, but subject to the same urges, that was damnably
unfair, and men were fools to expect faithfulness unless they
gave it.

Anyway, poor Teddy was dead, and whatever she did now
could not matter to him. The drug had created a ferment in
her, and she knew that even if he had still been alive and in
their flat at Wimbledon waiting up for her, it would not have
made the least difference. She was impatient now for things
to begin, and hoped that they would get through the cere-
mony of initiation quickly. Her mind whirled with images.
She knew it was the effect of the aphrodisiac, but what did
that matter? She was ready to play the part assigned to her
and would revel in it.

A picture entered her mind of the very tall, fair-haired
man who had picked her up off her feet and given her that
tremendous kiss when, a fortnight ago, she had been intro-
duced as a neophyte. Would he be there tonight? She hoped
he would. If only she could arrange with Abaddon for that
fair-haired colossus to be the first in the draw for her. If only
he would walk in now. But it need not be him.

At that moment the door opened and Ratnadatta came in.

He was dressed in the garb of the Brotherhood: star-



spangled mantle, silver sandals and black velvet garter below
his left knee, but he had not yet put on his mask. Closing the
door behind him, he smiled at her and, raising herself on one
elbow, she smiled back.

‘Abaddon has told me that he exempt you from normal
waiting before you become initiate. This ees very special fa-
vour that he makes. For you I am most happy. It ees great
delight for me also that tonight you become my sister in the
Brotherhood of the Ram.’

‘Thank you,” she continued to smile at him. ‘But as it was
you who found me at Mrs. Wardeel’s and introduced me here
I really owe it to you. I am most grateful for all you have
done for me.’

‘It ees pleasure; a great pleasure. And you haf no fears
now about the ceremony?

‘No, none. I am anxious for it to begin.’

‘It will be soon now. Another quarter off an hour and the
Brotherhood will haf assembled in the Temple. ‘Presently you
tidy hair, put on mantle and mask and I take you down to
them. The ceremony begins at ten o’clock.’

‘Will the ceremony be similar to the one you let me see the
first time you brought me here?’ she asked.

‘Yes; but more peoples. It ees our great festival tonight,
First all Brothers and Sisters make report off their work for
Our Lord Satan. That take an hour perhaps. Next the Great
Ram will grant desires and make healings. Then the initiates
sign pacts in own blood. At midnight comes sacrifice of Ram
and baptism of initiates. After that, great feast and, for you,
Service to Temple.’

Mary was thinking to herself, ‘So I've another two hours
to wait before the really exciting part starts.’

Ratnadatta’s rabbit teeth flashed white between his thick
lips in a wide smile, and he said, ‘I read your thoqght. It ees
you wish early part off ceremony could be over quicker.’

‘Well,” she gave a slight shrug, ‘I shall natura]ly. l?e_ glad’
when I've got through the formal procedure of being mltlatfed.

‘No! No!" he laughed. ‘It is that you haf now become im-
patient to take your part in revels weech follow.’ L

‘All right, then,” she smiled. “‘Why should I not'admlt 1t’? I
never remember feeling so much like enjoying a big party.

He moved nearer to her, still smiling. ‘And offering your-
self for Service in Temple, eh? You haf wish that next two
hours were already gone, so that straight away you reap joy
from rite symbolizing Creation?’
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‘Of course I feel like that,” she agreed, a shade impatiently.
‘It’s the result of a terribly strong drug that Honorius made
me drink.’

He nodded. ‘Yes, I know it. The Golden Liquor of
Aphrodite it ees called. It never fails to produce effect. Well,
that is why I come early. You perfom Service to Temple
with me now.’

Up to that moment she had had no suspicion of what he
was driving at. For the first time she looked at him not as a
mine of information on the Satanic cult, but as a man. Only
a few minutes ago she had been wanting desperately to be
made love to. And now a would-be lover stood before her.
He was dumpy and ill-shapen, but now that did not seem to
matter so much; or that she had never before given herself to
a coloured man. The skin of his body was lighter than that of
his face and, in spite of his little paunch, he looked younger
and stronger than when he had his clothes on.

The drug had robbed her of all moral sense. Never had she
felt such an urge as now seethed inside her. She had become
an animal, a wild thing of the jungle, obsessed with a blind
desire to take a mate. Suddenly she shut her eyes, threw her-
self back, and cried:

‘All right then?

Next moment he had pulled the bedclothes down and
sprung into bed beside her. His arm went round her body, his
thick lips closed on her mouth.

It was his breath that brought back to her the reality of
what was happening. With his kiss she got the full stench of
it; the sickly sweet smell of bad lobster. As though her head
had suddenly been ducked in icy water, it instantly cleared
her brain. She was appalled by the madness that had caused
her only a moment before to agree to let him become her
lover. How could she have permitted this loathsome creature
even to touch her? Jerking her mouth from his, she cried:

‘Stop! I didn’t mean it!®

Her eyes were open now and she saw the look of surprise
that came over his face. Partially releasing her he half sat up,
peered down into her face, and exclaimed, ‘What ees the mat-
ter? I do not understand.’

‘Get off me! Get off me!l’ She put her hands up on his
chest and pushed at him. At the same moment she caught an-
other whiff of his nauseating breath and turned her face
away.

‘Ah!’ he murmured, enlightenment dawning in his dark,
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short-sighted eyes. ‘It ees my breath that you dislike. It comes
from upset stomach. I haf been meaning for some weeks to
ask the Great Ram to cure me of this disorder.’

‘No! It’s you I dislike! All of you! Her lips trembling, she
glared up at him, ‘Get away from me! Get away!

He smiled and shook his head. “‘Now you behave foolishly.
It ees with me that you must fulfil rite off Temple Service.’

‘It’s not! I won’t!’

“You will. You are my disciple. I haf been the one who
brings you here. To be first with you ees my privilege.’

‘You'’re lying! Just as you lied to me about what would be
expected of me after my initiation.

‘I make you a little misleading; no more. What difference
can it haf for you if it ees now we perform rite together or in
few hours time?’

‘I’ll not perform it with you, ever! Ever!?”

‘But yes.” He passed his tongue greedily over his lips. “You
shall, and I tell you why. Abaddon will give you order to and
you haf taken oath to obey him . . .

‘He won’t,’ she retorted furiously. ‘He’ll do nothing of the
kind. Honorius promised that I'd not be asked to give myself
to anyone I found repulsive.’

His eyes became black with sudden anger. Seizing her by
the shoulders, he forced her back and snmarled: ‘You think
yourself better because you haf white skin, eh? Then I teach
you lesson. Under skins men and women all the same, You
submit to me whether you like or not.

“You beast! You filthy brute,’ she cried and, heaving up her
knees, she threw him half off her. But he managed to keep his
grip on her shoulders. For a few minutes they wrestled fu-
riously, then he grunted:

‘Little fool! Stop struggling! It makes no difference to you
in end and make less enjoyment for us both.’

Now half mad with hate and terror, she gave an hysterical
laugh. ‘Enjoy making love with you! I'd sooner go to bed
with a leper! Let go of me, you swinel’

He was in poor condition and his breath was coming fast,
but he panted out, ‘For insult I pay you later. In Temple we

. we haf whips for those who get pleasure as sadist. In
morning I . . . I give you good whipping. You . . . you go
home your white skin red with weals.’

Threats meant nothing to her now. From the exertion of
holding her down he had begun to sweat, and the stink of
him made her want to retch. Squirming and kicking she
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strove to force him away from her. She was sobbing for
breath and her head was throbbing madly, but with a sudden
effort she succeeded in wrenching one arm free. Throwing up
her hand she clawed at his face. Her nails missed his eye but
scored two furrows down his cheek and blood showed on his
dark skin.

Her attack caused him to release his hold. Seizing the op-
portunity she raised her shoulders and hit him with her
clenched fist, this time in the mouth.

Cursing her in Urdu he jerked his head back, thrust her off
with one hand and came up on his knees. Wild with elation
at the thought that she was getting the better of him, she
struck out again. The blow caught him on the side of the
chin, knocking him sideways.

Now that he was off balance, she gave a sudden heave. He
toppled off her and landed with a bump on the floor. In an
instant he had scrambled to his knees, but she had swung her
legs round and kicked him with her left foot on the side of
the head, sending him sprawling.

Jumping from the bed she stood for a moment gazing
wildly round for something to use as a weapon. Had a knife
been to hand she would have snatched it up and killed him.
Her eyes roved the dressing-table, but the bottles there
seemed too small for lethal purposes. Next, her glance lit on
the nearest chair. It had spindle legs and was quite light, so
she had no doubts about her power to lift and swing it. But it
was within a few feet of him. Could she reach and grab its
back before he reached out and seized her?

Her momentary hesitation proved her undoing. He was al-
ready up on his knees again. As she darted forward he drew
back his right arm and hit her with all his strength in the
stomach.

With a gasp of agony she doubled up. Coming to his feet
he clutched her by the shoulders, swung her round, and
threw her backward on to the bed. Every flicker of breath
had been driven from her lungs. The pain in her middle was
excruciating. Momentarily she was blinded by it so utterly
that she was incapable of movement. Now he had her at his
mercy. His eyes aflame, blood running down his cheek, slob-
bering at the mouth, he muttered, ‘You white bitch! You
white bitch!” and flung himself at her.

Her determination to resist returned, but the blow in the
stomach had drained the strength from her limbs. She could
struggle only feebly. Tears were running from her eyes and
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her mind was distraught with anguish. She felt that she would
never be clean again; that, for the rest of her life, she would
loathe the lovely body she had been given. To go through life
with the knowledge that as the result of her own folly she
had suffered such degradation was too much. Drug or no
drug, how could she ever excuse herself for having invited
her husband’s murderer to become her lover? There was only
one thing for it. As soon as she could get away she must kill
herself. The Thames was only a few hundred yards distant.
She would go straight to the embankment and throw herself
into the river.

While these gppalling thoughts flashed through her brain,
her wind was coming back. Now she suddenly opened her
mouth and snapped viciously with her teeth. They met in his
lower lip.

He let out a yelp of pain, threw up his hands and grabbed
her by the throat. For a second time that night she knew the
foretaste of strangulation. As his thumbs compressed her
windpipe, her teeth unclosed, releasing his lip. He jerked his
head back and again cursed her in his native tongue.

Her stomach still felt as though it had been kicked by a
mule, but the strength was ebbing back into her muscles. She
made a new attempt to throw him off, but he had a firmer
grip on her than before. With an awful sinking feeling she
knew that she was nearly finished. Another few moments and
she would be compelled to cease her struggles from complete
exhaustion.

While doing his utmost to keep her still, he was looking
down into her eyes. Suddenly she realized that he had now
decided to hypnotize her into obedience. Recalling how
swiftly Honorius had succeeded in rendering her unconscious,
she instantly shut her eyes and renewed her efforts to break
free. By now her breath had returned to her. Hate, rage,
agony, loathing and despair, all combined into one impulse.
Opening her mouth she shouted, ‘Oh God! Help! Save me!
Help?

This desperate struggle had occupied only a few minutes,
and during them she had needed all her breath to fight off
her attacker. Even now, as instinct forced the despairing cry
from her, she was vaguely aware of its futility; for if anyone
did chance to bear it and came in to see what was the matter,
being of the Brotherhood they would side with Ratnadatta.

Nevertheless, he attempted to stifle her cries by clamping
a hand over her mouth. Snapping her teeth again she bit into
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the lower part of his middle finger. With an imprecation he
dragged his hand away. Hysterical now, she recommenced
her screaming. ‘Help! Murder! Help! Help! Help!”

With his open hand he slapped her face. Momentarily that
silenced her. She moaned and twisted her head from side to
side, but there was little else she could do. With a bitterness
beyond description, she knew that she was at the end of her
tether.

Neither she nor Ratnadatta heard the door open, and both
of them were taken by complete surprise when a loud, deep
man’s voice enquired from close by:

‘What the heck is going on here?’

As though a magic wand had been waved, for a moment
the struggling couple seemed frozen into complete immobil-
ity. Only the rasping of their breath broke the silence of the
quiet room. Then Ratnadatta turned his head in the direction
from which the voice had come. At the same moment Mary
took a quick peep between her lashes. Seeing that he was no
longer looking down at her, she slapped a hand on to the side
of his face and thrust him violently away. The impulse from
her thrust threw him back on to his feet. Letting go of her
he swung round to face the newcomer.

Mary sat up and also turned in his direction. Instantly she
recognized him as the fair-haired colossus who had picked
her up off her feet on the night she had been presented as a
neophyte. He stood a good six feet five and was broad with
it. She had thought of him as about thirty, but when she had
seen him before he had been wearing a mask; now that she
had a clear view of his features, she judged him to be in his
early forties.

His forehead was broad but not high, his nose a great
hook, his mouth a thin hard line, his chin aggressive and
deeply cleft in the centre. In striking contrast to his ash-blond
hair, his eyes were black and his complexion ruddy. An eth-
nologist would have graded him at once as a cross between a
Scandinavian and a Red Indian. Too overwrought to feel any
surprise at the fact, she saw that he was wearing the uniform
of an American officer. Actually, it was that of a Colonel in
the United States Air Force.

Launching herself forward, she ran past Ratnadatta and
fell on her knees in front of the hook-nosed giant. Flinging
her arms round his legs, she wailed, ‘Oh save me! Help me!
Save me from this fiend!’
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I The deep, slightly husky, voice came again, addressing the
ndian. ‘

‘Say now, what’s all this in aid of?

‘For you it has nothing to do,” Ratnadatta replied angrily.
‘Plees to leave this room. It ees private.’

‘I wouldn’t like to get you wrong,” the Colonel’s husky
voice was lazy, ‘but am I to understand that you’re telling me
to get out?

There was a moment’s pause, then the reply came: ‘I tell
you only that this ees private matter. With you nothing to
do.’

‘Is that so. Well, happen I'm curious. Private or no, I'd like
to hear about it.’

‘You haf no right . . . the Indian began, but the Ameri-
can cut him short.

‘None of us has any rights, son, ’cept those we take. An’ I
take plenty. Spill it!’

‘I tell you, then. This woman ees neophyte. Tonight she be-
come initiate. She must perform Service to Temple. I give
her instruction, but she ees very nervous type and show a lit-
tle unwilling.’

‘He’s lying,” Mary sobbed. ‘I need no instruction. I’'m not
nervous. I loathe him and he attempted to force me.’

Ignoring her, the big man said to Ratnadatta: ‘So that’s the
game. Trying to beat the gun, eh? You know darn well that
lots are drawn for the neophytes, and those who have a yen
to try them out have to wait their turn.’

‘Do what thou wilt shall be the Whole off the Law,” Ratna-
datta quoted in angry protest. )

“Yeah, if you can get away with it the American sneered.
‘And we've an understanding among ourselves that there
should be no poaching on the neophytes. They’re taboo until
their act comes on down in the Temple.’

Almost hysterical with relief, Mary cried, ‘I knew it! He
was sent only to take me down there. Oh please, please, pro-
tect me from him and take me down yourself.’

‘I've got to get out of my things yet,” he replied, ‘and I'm a
bit on the late side as it is. That was lucky for you lady, else,
had I gotten here and passed by on my way to change a few
minutes earlier, I wouldn’t have heard you blowing your top.’

Mary was still on her knees, clinging to his legs and with
her face pressed against him. ‘Don’t leave mel’ she pleaded.
‘For God’s sake don’t leave me with him. Take me with you
to the room where you're going to change.’
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sStand up so I can have a look at you,” he ordered.

Getting to her feet, she took a step backwards to enable
him to get a full view of herself. ’

His black eyes ran over her body, then fastened on her
face. He gave a low whistle. “You certainly are quite some-
thing, aren’t you? Why, Lucifer bless us! I believe you're the
neophyte who was sworn in only two weeks back.’

She nodded. ‘Yes; and when you kissed me you picked me
right up off my feet.’

‘That’s so. I remember. But you had a mask on then. I
hadn’t seen your face. Reckon I could get five thousand dol-
lars for you in the South American market.’ His eyes nar-
rowed a little, and he added, ‘Let’s see your back view.’

Mary turned round. After studying her for a moment, he
muttered, ‘Not a blemish. You’re just the goods I've been
looking for.” Suddenly he gave her a hard slap on the behind,
laughed and cried, ‘Go get your clothes on.’

She stumbled forward. His statement that she would fetch
a high price if white-slaved to South America was the last
thing to inspire confidence in him as a rescuer. But he had
told her to get dressed. That could only mean that instead of
taking her down to the Temple he intended to take her away
with him. It was only just on ten o’clock and, once out in the
streets of London, opportunities must occur which would en-
able her to regain her freedom. At the moment the one thing
that mattered to her was to get away from the loathsome
Ratnadatta. After only a second’s hesitation, she ran to the
wardrobe, wrenched it open and grabbed up her stockings.

For the past few moments Ratnadatta had stood by in si-
lence, watching them with a sullen scowl. Now, he demanded
of the American, ‘Tell, plees, what you intend?

The other laughed again. ‘I intend, son, to beat you to it.
For the record, you may add that I rate this particular Judy
too good to be shared; I’'m taking her outer here.’

“You cannot do this. It ees forbidden.’

‘Do what thou wilt shall be the Whole of the Law,’ the tall
Colonel quoted back at him with a sneer.

‘But we haf understandings between ourselves. You haf
yourself remark that.’

‘So what?

‘To do as you say ees to rob this Lodge off one who was
made neophyte in it. For that Abaddon make you pay heavy
penalty.’
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‘To hell with Abaddon. I've my own Lodge back in the
States, and I'm as big a shot as he is.’

‘But tonight ees feast of obligation. To attend is duty to
Our Lord Satan. No excuse taken.’

Mary had already wriggled into her belt and thrown her
skirt over her head. As she hastily pulled it down, she saw
sudden indecision appear on the ruddy hook-nosed face of
the American. The appalling thought that he might change
his mind and perhaps, after all, leave her in Ratnadatta’s
clutches had the temporary effect on her of a paralytic
stroke. Rigid with apprehension she stood, her hands still on
her skirt, her eyes riveted upon him.

Meanwhile Ratnadatta was going on. ‘Also all ees arranged
for her to become initiate. You take her from here and you
deprive the Brotherhood off a new Sister, perhaps very valu-
able one.’

‘She can take her initiation later. Plenty of time for that.
It’s a bare two weeks since she became a neophyte.”

‘All the same, it ees ordered for tonight. Her name will haf
been given to the Great Ram. He ees Abaddon’s master, your
master, master off us all. When he learns that she ees missing
he will ask why. Then he haf only to give one thought to
know place where you haf taken her. He then put terrible
curse upon you.'

The American shook his head. ‘You’ve got that one wrong,
son. The Great Ram wouldn’t put a black on me just for
postponing the initiation of a neophyte. I'd have to do some-
thing a mighty sight worse than that before he did me dirt.
He needs the sort of help that only I can give him for a proj-
ect of his own.’

‘To haf such strong position ees fortunate for you. But
what off feast off obligation?” Ratnadatta persisted. ‘For pre-
venting a neophyte’s initiation you are excused, perhaps. But
not failure to attend yourself. What can this woman give that
compensate you for what follow? Why such great hurry? To
risk much for something you can get otherways a little later
ees height of foolishness.’

It was evident to Mary that the Indian’s argument weighed
heavily with the Colonel. His ruddy, eagle features were set
in a deep frown. For a moment he stood silent, a prey to in-
decision. Then he said:

‘Maybe you've got something there. Now I've happened on
this honey, though, I'll share her with no one. Leastways, not
till she’s gone stale on me. Reckon I'll take her outer here
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and park her some place, then beat it back in time to be in
on the sacrifice.’

Glancing at Mary, he added, sharply, ‘What are you wait-
ing for? Get the rest of your things on.’

Seeing himself about to lose his intended victim, Ratnadat-
ta’s coffee-coloured face became grey with fury. Losing all
control his voice rose in shrill defiance, ‘I not let you take
her. I not let you. It ees whole Brotherhood off this Lodge
you tob for own selfish pleasure. I go tell. I haf them stop
you and throw you into street.”

Starting forward, he ran towards the door to the sitting-
room. Before he had covered half the distance, the huge
American stepped in front of him and swung back a clenched
fist the size of a small leg of lamb. It came up with the force
of a battering ram, striking the Indian beneath the jaw.

For a second Ratnadatta’s feet actually left the carpet. He
curved over backwards, came down with a crash and slith-
ered along it to bring up with a bump against the bathroom
door. There he remained, a twisted, unmoving figure. Mary
wished that she had been capable of giving him that blow
herself, but as she stared down at the still, crumpled body she
could not help exclaiming:

‘My God; you've killed him!’

The colossus smiled. ‘Could be. I've known fellers’ necks
break from being given a little jolt like that. If so, his buddies
will find a way of getting rid of the body. But I'd say he’s
only visiting the astral. He’ll be back in about an hour, feel-
ing sorry more than somewhat he didn’t behave more civil.’

Quickly Mary pulled her shoes on, then snatched up her

coat and bag. Her rescuer took her by the arm. Crossing the
sitting-room, they went out into the passage. By this time the
Brotherhood had assembled in the Temple, so there was no
one about. Side by side they ran down the two flights of
stairs. In the hall the two negro footmen were standing, but
their lack-lustre eyes remained expressionless, and they made
no move to stop the hurrying couple. A moment later they
were through the front door and out in the courtyard.
. As Mary drew in the cool night air, she thought that noth-
ing had ever felt so good. She had been in the mansion for a
little over three hours, but they seemed like three weeks. That
morning, when she had believed herself finished with Ratna-
datta and been looking forward to enjoying an evening out
with Barney, seemed half a life time away.

Her tall companion guided her over to one of the half-
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dozen cars that were parked in the courtyard. As he thrust
her into it she noticed that it was large and powerful. He
switched on the lights, started up the engine and turned it
into the alleyway. As it emerged at the far end and came out
into the street, he muttered:

‘Drat this ceremony! Why must it be on the night I've
found a honey like you? And what'll I do with you till I can
collect you in the morning? Reckon I'd best take you to your
home.’

Mary’s heart bounded with delight. Ratnadatta’s attack on
her had dissipated the effects of the aphrodisiac. She no
longer wanted any man, and certainly not this hulking Amer-
ican. He too was a Satanist and, apparently, a white-slaver
into the bargain. How she could ever have thought of him as
a lover she could not now imagine. He might have a fine
body, but like the others his mind must be a sink of iniquity.
When he had dropped her she would wait for ten minutes in
the hall of the house, then go out, get a taxi and drive
straight to Colonel Verney’s. She should be with him shortly
after half past ten. If he was at home he would soon get
things moving. If not, she would go on to Scotland Yard.
One way or another, by midnight she would pull off the great
coup she had visualized earlier. Ratnadatta, Abaddon, Honor-
ius, the whole of this evil murderous crew, would be flung
handcuffed into police vans.

“Where d’you live? asked her companion.

She told him, and he said: ‘I’m acquainted with the Crom-
well Road, but not sure how best to get to it from here. Can
you guide me?’

‘Yes,” she breathed, trying to keep the excitement she felt
from being noticeable in her voice. ‘Take the next turning to
the left. That will bring us to the Fulham Road. We cross it
and go straight on through the Boltons.’

The car ran smoothly on. As they approached the Fulham
Road he said: ‘About the morning. You'll not take a run-out
powder on me, will you?

‘Of course notl’ In order to dispel any doubts he might
have, she managed to raise a laugh and, quite unscrupulously,
went on to lie to him. ‘A fortnight ago I picked you out as
just the boyfriend I've always wanted. I bet you are wonder-
ful as a lover. How I wish you hadn’t got to go back there, so
that it could be tonight.”

Two minutes later they were running along the right side
of the oval garden on to which the houses in the Boltons
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faced. When they reached its far end, instead of steering the
car into Gilston Road he swung it round so that it headed
back down the other side of the oval.

‘Hi!l’ she exclaimed. “What are you doing? This isn’t the
way.’ .

‘Sure it’s not,” he grunted. ‘But I've been thinking. By sacri-
ficing something more acceptable than a ram, and by deliver-
ing you back to Abaddon tomorrow, I could put myself right
for cutting tonight’s fiesta. And that’s the way I've decided to
play it.’

‘Where . . .’ she gasped, all her fears rushing back on her.
‘Where are you taking me?

‘Down to the country. I’m stationed near Cambridge, but I
don’t live in camp. I've hired me a grand little maison with
everything that opens and shuts. We'll be there by a half after
eleven, and you’ve hit the jack-pot with your wish. I mean to
give you the night of your life.” -
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16

The Setting of a Trap

On that same Saturday, all unsuspecting of what fate had in
store for Mary, Barney went to his lunch appointment with
his Chief at the Army and Navy Club. The hall porter told
him that he would find Colonel Verney in the smoking-room
so, having parked his bag, he walked quickly up the splendid
staircase. As it was a Saturday the big room, with its
leather-covered sofas and scores of easy chairs, was almost
empty. Verney was sitting at a table near a window with a
pink gin and a pint of Pimm’s in front of him. He made it a
rule never to lunch alone, as he considered that to do so
would have been wasting what often turned out to be the
most valuable part of the day. On days when he had no ap-
pointment to lunch with officers in the Intelligence Depart-
ments of the Service Ministries, or senior Civil Servants, he
always took one of his own young men to lunch at his Club,
because doing so enabled him both to get to know them bet-
ter and encouraged them to regard him as a friend as well as
their master.

‘Here’s how!’ he said, picking up the pink gin as Barney sat
down. Barney reached for the Pimm’s and grinned. ‘What a
memory you've got, Sir, to have ordered my favourite tipple.’

‘It’s just part of the Austin Reed service,” C.B. replied la-
conically. ‘Talking of “service”, Farnborough have fixed us
up. About twice a week they send an aircaft down to Wales
to facilitate the exchange of secret documents, personnel, spe-
cial parts, and so on. They were sending one first thing to-
morrow morning to bring back the American egg-head who is
on a visit there. Instead, it is going to *ly us down this after-
noon and its pilot will remain there overnight. I said we’d be
at Farnborough at three-thirty; so we’ve no need to hurry
over lunch.’
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While they ate a pleasant meal, they reviewed the extraor-
dinary case of Otto Khune and his twin and, when they got
to the cheese, rather gloomily contemplated the risk that
would have to be run if Otto were allowed to hand over to
Lothar the fuel formula in desolate moorland country at a
spot that could be kept under observation only from a dis-
tance. But, as they rose from the table, they agreed that it was
futile to attempt to assess how great the risk of Lothar get-
ting away would be, until they were on the spot and could
make a ‘thorough reconnaissance of the proposed meeting
place.

At the entrance to the Club, Verney’s car was waiting and
he told his chauffeur to drive them down to the Royal Air
Force -Experimental Establishment at Farnborough. There
they were led out to a small six-seater passenger aircraft and,
after a short delay for the usual last-minute testing of the en-
gine took off for Wales. For the greater part of the journey
they were flying through cloud, but about five o’clock they
could see below them crests in the chain of the Cambrian
mountains and soon afterwards began to descend towards a
stretch of rugged, desolate coast.

Along it for miles no buildings were to be seen, except
those of the Rocket Experimental Station, but those were
scattered over a wide area enclosed by a high lattice and
barbed-wire topped, fence. The place had little resemblance
to an Atomic Station as there were no great buildings housing
reactors, and many were temporary structures that had been
erected soon after the war when materials were still short.

As C.B, was aware, most of these had now fallen into dis-
use since. With the development of rockets, another Experi-
mental Station had been estabfished in the Hebrides, much of
the personnel had been transferred to it and it was there that
the great Inter-Continental Ballistic Missiles were tried out.
The experiments here in Wales were now confined to rocket
weapons for tactical use, the development of metals having
maximum heat resistance in ratio to weight and fuels with
maximum power in relation to bulk,

As the landing strip was used only infrequently, its control
tower was not kept permanently manned; but Farnborough
had notified the Station to expect an arrival, so the staff re-
sponsible were on the look-out and, as the aircraft circled out
over the sea, her pilot received the all clear signal to come in.
Five minutes later, C.B. was being greeted by Forsby and in-
troducing Barney to him.
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The landing strip was some distance from the main group
‘of buildings, so the Squadron-Leader had brought his car. In
it he drove them past some abandoned hutments, a football
ground and a row of hard tennis courts, to a wide quadrangle
of well-kept lawn, two sides of which were flanked with mod-
ern steel and glass buildings, and a third, facing towards the
sea, occupied by one of red brick in the neo-Georgian style.
Pointing to it. Forsby said:

‘That houses the H.Q., Admin., and the senior Mess; the
residential quarters for single types are just behind it. The
married quarters are some way away, down by the sea; quite
nice little houses, each with a bit of garden.’

At the back of the red brick block there was an avenue
with young trees planted on both sides in wide borders of
grass, beyond which were two rows of bungalows. Near the
end of the avenue an airman, wearing a security-police arm-
let, was standing. As the car pulled up, he saluted and Forsby
said to him:

‘Harlow, here are the two gentlemen you are to look after.
The tall one is Mr. Smith and the short one Mr. Brown.
Their bags are in the boot. They will be coming along for a
wash before dinner, so you might unpack for them but, after
that, I don’t think they will need you till tomorrow morning.’

‘Very good, Sir.” Harlow saluted again, and grinned as ‘Mr.
Smith’ and ‘Mr. Brown’ nodded and smiled at him. When he
had got their bags out, Forsby turned the car round and said
to his guests:

‘Sorry I can’t put you up under my own roof, but we al-
ways keep a few of these quarters prepared for visitors, and
Harlow is a good chap; I'm sure he’ll see to it that you are
comfortable.’” Then he ran the car back about three hundred
yards, they all got out and he led the way into his own bun-
galow.

It had a small hall, but a good big sitting-room which he
had furnished with his own things, and a casual glance round
it was enough to reveal his main interests. Two fishing rods, a
creel and a gaff stood in one corner, and a high proportion of
the books in a bookcase at the far end of the room were to
do with birds. In the window there stood a gate-legged ma-
hogany dining table which was already laid for dinner and,
on the right of the door, a smaller table on which stood the
usual selection of drinks. Waving a hand towards it, he
asked:

‘What will you have? Then, while helping them to the
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drinks they chose, he went on, ‘In the Mess tonight they are
giving a special party for our visiting American. I didn’t feel-
that you would particularly want to be in on that; and, any-
how, it might be better if you didn’t meet Khune until you
have decided what to do about him. So I've laid on dinner for
us here.’

‘Couldn’t be better, Dick,” Verney nodded. ‘We’ll be able to
natter on without interruption about this pretty kettle of fish
with which we’ve been landed.”

Forsby gave him a far from happy look. ‘It’s the queerest
business I've ever been involved in. I've handled plenty of
spies and would-be traitors in my time; but I've never before
found myself up against a Black Magician, and I suppose
that is what you’d call this man Lothar.’

‘You’ve said it, chum. He’s a Black Magician all right,’
Verney agreed. ‘The way he has used his psychic powers on
this wretched brother of his suggested that he might be, and
Sullivan here, having discovered that the house in Cremorne
where they were going to meet is a Satanic Temple, clinched
the matter. The thing that infuriates me is that they didn’t
meet here at midday today as arranged. We had everything
set to pick up Otto quietly as he came out. If Lothar had left
the place we could have picked him up too. But Saturday is
the night of the week that these degenerates meet to hold
their orgies, and today is May Day eve, the biggest Satanic
feast in the whole year; so we can be pretty sure that Lothar
would have stayed on for that, and that it will be a bumper
meeting. I’d been hoping to give them the surprise of their
lives and get him and all the rest of the unholy crew in the
bag by a Special Branch swoop at midnight.’

‘Do you mean to have the swoop carried out anyhow?’

‘No. I cancelled it, because there’s a chance that if Lothar
gives us the slip, he may use the place as a bolt hole. I'm
having a round-the-clock watch kept on it, so if he does we’ll
know, and can go in and get him. His Satanist pals can’t pos-
sibly be aware that we have tied him up with them; so, if we
do pinch him here tomorrow and he uses his psychic powers
to tell them that he’s in the bag, they won’t take alarm., We’ll
be able to go in and mop them up any Saturday.’

Little Forsby ran a hand over his greying hair. ‘I must say
I still find communication by psychic means a bit hard to
take. I mean, not just odd snatches of telepathy, but when
carried on with the same ease as two signallers miles apart
could exchange thoughts through their morse buzzers.’
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‘Like everything else it’s largely a matter of practice; that
is, of course, given that the people concerned have the right
apparatus—psychic sensitivity in this case—to start with. Any-
how, I should have thought the tape recordings that you
have taken during the past ten days of Otto’s, well—for the
lack of a better word—nightmares, would have accustomed
you to the idea by now.’

‘They have, in a way. But at times, when I play them back,
I'm almost inclined to believe that I’'m imagining them; that
I’'ve taken to drink through having been cooped up for so
long between the sea and the mountains, and have got D.T.s,
or something! They send shivers down my spine.’

Verney nodded. ‘I can well believe it. All the same, I'd like
you to run them through for us after dinner.’

‘Of course. 1 was expecting that you would want to hear
them. I'm sorry that it should be necessary, and that you
should have had to make this trip; but hearing a playover of
the recordings may help you to decide how best to tackle the
situation.’

“This Lone Tree Hill,” C.B. asked, ‘whereabouts is it, and
what is it like?’

‘It is about four miles to north-eastward of the Station, and
quite a well-known landmark in these parts. To reach it one
leaves by the main gate and drives for some three miles until
reaching a side road, leading north across a bridge that spans
a small river. I quite often fish there. Beyond the bridge is
moorland with a certain amount of stony outcrop and the
ground slopes up fairly steeply. The track does not go up the
hill but goes round it to a farm that lies on the far side, a
good two-and-a-half miles from the main road. The hill is
easy to climb and its top is rounded with just this one big
pine on its crest. The tree must be a hundred years old by
now, or more, as most of its branches are dead. Beyond it,
about two hundred yards down the farther slope, there is a
wood, and beyond that another, steeper hill. That’s as good a
description as I can give you, but I'll take you there tomor-
row morning.’

‘What is the ground like—the open part from the bridge
on? Are there gorse bushes and  gullies, or is it just flat
heather land?’

‘There is a certain amount of gorse, and some gullies.
Those and the lumps of outcrop would provide a fair degree
of cover, if you are thinking of putting a cordon round it.’
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‘It’s that I have in mind. If I do decide to risk it, how is
the personnel situation? How many could you muster?’

‘T've a score of R.A.F. police, and, if you were agreeable
to my having a quiet word with certain other people, I could
probably raise double that number.’

‘No; we had better confine this to the police, your assistants
and ourselves. That should give us twenty-five or so; enough,
if they understand how to handle a rifle. What sort of marks-
men are they?’

Forsby shook his head. ‘Sorry, C.B., but I wouldn’t know,
I suppose by admitting that I’'m putting up a black, because
in theory I should be able to tell you. But you know how
things go in peacetime. They are allowed five rounds per
annum apiece to bang off on a range and, if they miss the
target altogether, what can one do about it? Does your ques-
tion mean that you would order my boys to fire on Lothar?

" ‘I would, if Otto had given him the formula and he looked
like getting away with it. The thing I have to decide is
whether we dare risk even giving him a chance to do so.’

‘Better leave that until you've made a recce of the ground
for yourself tomorrow morning.” The Squadron-Leader stood
up. ‘How about a breath of air before dinner? As you are
here, it might interest you both to have a look round the Sta-
tion.

They agreed, finished their drinks and went out with him.
He took them down to the foreshore where, just above
springtide level, there were steel and concrete platforms for
launching various types of rocket; then to a covered gun-
park, lined up in which stood half-a-dozen pieces of artillery,
all of experimental types designed either to fire rockets from
ground to air targets, or for tactical use with small atomic
warheads against ground troops. Towards one end of the
curving bay he pointed out the cluster of villas that gave the
married quarters the appearance of a small village; then led
them in the opposite direction to a much nearer long, low
building that was the Station Club. In it there were a
dance-hall, cinema, library, lounge, writing-room and bar,
provided by the Ministry of Supply with the intention of re-
lieving from boredom, as far as that was possible, the men
and women stationed in this lonely spot.

After the best part of an hour’s walk, Forsby brought them
back to ‘Bachelors Avenue’ and the bungalow they were to
occupy for the night. There they found that Harlow had un-
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packed their bags and put everything ready for them. When
they had freshened themselves up with a wash, they walked
down to Forsby’s bungalow and drank a glass of good dry
Sherry with him while his man set out the grape fruit that
was the first course for their dinner.

Over it, owing to Forsby’s insistence, Verney talked about
the Black Art and gave them an account of a most desperate
affair in which, a few years before, he had found himself up
against a most powerful Black Magician in the South of
France.® However, he declared that he really knew very little
about the subject, apart from the principles on which it
worked; but he assured them that the occasions on which his
job had brought him up against Satanic groups had given him
ample proof that it did work if operated by a really knowl-
edgeable occultist who was well-versed in its mysteries. He
added that, in his opinion, most cases of reported Black
Magic were nothing of the kind, but clever trickery skilfully
put over by highly intelligent gangs of crooks who, by such
measures, got wealthy credulous people who were interested
in the occult into their clutches for the purpose of blackmail;
but he left them in no doubt that he believed Lothar Khune
to be a genuine member of the Devil’s fraternity.

When the table had been cleared, Forsby produced the
tape recorder and, as they settled down in the easy chairs, he
said; “You will appreciate that for the greater part of each
night the tapes recorded nothing. They have been cut to re-
tain only the parts which will play back sound. Much of the
stuff you'll find quite unintelligible; at least, I have. But now
and then there occur conversations which it is easy to follow.
I don’t pretend to understand it, but during these nightmares,
or whatever they are, Otto Khune speaks with two different
voices: his own and, presumably, Lothar’s. One can only as-
sume that they carry on a sort of argument, in which Lothar
uses Otto’s vocal chords to express his views alternately with
Otto voicing protests in his own. I should warn you that it
will be a pretty long session, as there is an awful lot about
the state the world is in and what could be done to better it.’

‘I take it you mean by that,’ Verney remarked, ‘Lothar
producing all the old arguments about how much better it
would be for the masses if every country accepted Commu-
nism?

‘No,” Forsby replied, and on his face there was a puzzled

1 See To The Devil—a Daughter.
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frown. ‘That is what one would expect, but somehow the line
he takes does not strike me in that way. He says more than
once that he is fed up with the Communists and regards their
impetus as burnt out. That may be bluff, of course, with the
idea of inclining Otto more readily to do the swap of
data on secret fuels with him. But he insists that he wants the
results of the work done by Otto’s team only to carry out
some experiment of his own, which will bring about a new
state of things and relieve people on both sides of the Iron
Curtain from their fears of being blown to blazes by
H-bombs. Anyhow, you can judge for yourself. Here goes.’

He switched on the machine, refilled their glasses with a
pleasant Tawny Port, and sat down in his own chair. Then,
for the next hour and a half while he changed the tapes from
time to time, they listened, almost without comment. The re-
cordings all began with grunts, shouts, curses and protests,
often followed by an unintelligible rigmarole, but then settled
down into arguments during which two different voices were
clearly perceptible—Otto’s in English, as spontaneous and un-
accented as though he had spoken no other tongue since his
birth; Lothar’s, also speaking fluent English, but with a
faintly nasal twang. Otto’s was almost always angry; Lothar’s
persuasive and sweetly reasonable, except for occasional out-
bursts in the later recordings when he resorted to violent
threats.

At length the records were over, and Forsby mixed his
guests and himself whiskies and sodas before they got down
to discussing them.

Verney said: ‘You are right, Dick, about Lothar giving the
impression that he is fed up with Moscow. If one can believe
what he says it seems that he hoped the Russians would
launch a war against the N.A.T.O. Powers and establish a
New Order, more or less on Nazi lines, in Western Europe
and later in the United States. But he has come to the conclu-
sion that the Kremlin is not prepared to play it that way and
prefers a policy aimed at bringing the democracies to ruin by
gradually gaining control of the whole of Asia and Africa
and closing all the markets in them to the nations of the
West.’

‘To me, Lothar sounded like a megalomaniac,” Barney re-
marked. ‘My guess is that personal power is what he is after.
He wants to see some sort of drastic upheaval before he is
too old to play a part in it.’

‘I don’t altogether agree,” Forsby countered. “You may be
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right to the extent that he no longer sees eye to eye with his
Russian masters because he thinks that he’ll be dead before
their policy of peaceful penetration begins to pay really big
dividends; but to me his aim seems to be to bring about a
completely new world order. When I was in Spain during the
Civil War there, I talked with quite a number of anarchists,
and some of the things he says tally with the views they ex-
pressed. It’s a topsy-turvy sort of doctrine based on the old
idea that out of evil cometh good. They want to destroy all
forms of government and start again from scratch.’

‘He is a destroyer, all right,” said C.B: grimly. ‘But I think
we must regard all this “good of mankind—brotherhood of
nations” stuff as eye-wash. Whatever he may say, there’s not
much question about his being a Soviet agent.’

‘I suppose so,” Forsby agreed, a shade doubtfully. ‘Al-
though, in one passage, bhe did say that having left Russia he
did not mean ever to go back there.’

‘Come, come, Dick. If he is not a secret agent, what reason
could he have for wanting to get hold of this fuel formula?
And if he is a secret agent, knowing his background as we
do, what country would he be working for other than Rus-
sia?

‘It's a hundred to ome you’re right, Sir,’ Barney put in.
‘But, as he is a scientist and worked first in the States, then in
Germany, then in Russia, there is just a possibility that he’s
got some box of tricks of his own and wants our fuel to try it
out with—a flying saucer, or something.’

‘You're off the mark there, young feller. Such formulae are
extraordinarily complicated things, and no private person
could get one of them made up.’

Forsby shook his head. ‘I don’t agree with you there, C.B.
The ingredients are all procurable from any big manufacturer
of chemicals. The only secret is in the combination and pro-
portions. It would be expensive, of course; but I'm pretty
sure he could get the job done without being brought to book
for having illegal possession of the formula in any of several
countries outside the N.A.T.O. group—Sweden, Switzerland
or Spain, for example. And if he has the money, there would
be nothing to stop him from having built to his own designs
some revolutionary type of aircraft as Sullivan suggests.

Verney offered round his case of long cigarettes, took one
himself, and said: ‘Maybe you’re right; but we’re wasting our
time with these academical speculations. Let’s get back to
earth. Whatever Lothar’s future intentions may be, he is en-
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deavouring to secure a top-secret document, and coming here
tomorrow to receive it from his brother. As their arrange-
ments have all been made by telepathic communication, we
have not got a scrap of evidence against either of them. The
tape recordings would justify our holding Otto in preventative
arrest, but what a man says in his nightmares cuts no ice in a
court of law, except in support of something much more def-
inite. So unless the document is actually handed over, Lothar
will be able to cock a snook at us, walk off, and plan a fur-
ther attempt to get hold of it which we may not be fortunate
enough to find out about. As against that, if we do let Otto
hand it over and Lothar manages to get away with it, quite
apart from having let down our side, it will be bowler hats
for all of us. Now, any suggestions?’

Barney held up his hand. ‘Yes, Sir. Otto has had a lousy
deal all through. He’s resisted Lothar’s demands until he has
been driven off his chump, and he seems a very decent sort of
chap. If you let the show go on you’ll have to pinch him as
well as Lothar and, whatever we may say afterwards about
extenuating circumstances, he’ll have committed a treason-
able act, so he’ll get a prison sentence. That strikes me as
damnably unfair.’

‘I agree,” Verney nodded, ‘and I couldn’t be sorrier for the
poor devil. But, if we are to get the goods on Lothar, I see no
way of letting Otto out. Still, if you've had a brainwave, let’s
hear it

‘It is that you should see Otto tomorrow morning, tell him
we know what is going on and offer him the chance both to
keep in the clear himself and get his own back on his
brother. If he agreed to play, instead of taking the real for-
mula to the meeting he would hand over a dud one. If
Lothar gets away, there would be no harm done; but, if we
catch him, you'll have a clear case to put him away for a
good long stretch.’

C.B. shook his head. ‘You are forgetting the psychic angle.
Lothar checked up on Otto last night. That’s how he learnt
that the meeting they had arranged for today was off. He
may check up again tonight and again tomorrow, to make
certain that Otto isn’t slipping and likely to let him down at
the last moment. How far he can see into Otto’s mind, we
don’t know. It's not far enough, thank God, to register scien-
tific experiments or he wouldn’t need to go to so much trou-
b.le to secure a written formula; but he must be highly sensi-
tive to Otto’s vibrations. If he sensed a change of mind, sug-
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gesting that Otto was helping to lay a trap for him, he would
not turn up and, if we miss this chance to catch him, we may
never get another.’

‘All the same,’ said Forsby, ‘I agree with Sullivan that we
ought to try to think of some way to protect Otto from him-
self.

‘T only wish we could, Dick. But wait!” C.B. suddenly sat
forward and put his first finger alongside his big nose. ‘I be-
lieve I've got it, boys. Why shouldn’t we detain Otto just be-
fore he’s due to leave the Station, borrow the old raincoat
and beret that Otto has been told to use as signs of his iden-

ity, dress up in them whichever of the Air Force police we
ave selected earlier as having a figure most like his, and
send this chap to the rendezvous with a dud formula?’

The other two considered his suggestion for a moment,
then Forsby objected. ‘When Lothar got near enough to see
that it was not his brother he would realize that he was walk-
ing into a trap and turn and bolt for it. Remember, we
couldn’t pinch him unless he bad actually accepted the docu-
ment.’

‘If he as much as touches it, that, backed up by the fact
that he came to the rendezvous agreed on in the recordings,
for a felonious purpose, will be all I need to cook his goose;
and 1 believe that, with a little titivating, my idea might be
made to work. There must be a path up to the top of the hill.
Our phoney Otto could sit with his back to it and his head in
his hands, as though feeling frightful at the thought of the
treachery he is about to commit. He'd pretend not to hear
Lothar approach until he was only a few feet off, then sud-
denly break into muttered curses and throw the envelope at
him.’ ,

‘That’s it, C.B.!" Barney exclaimed with enthusiasm. ‘Sorry,
Sir, I mean. If only the Squadron-Leader can produce an Air
Force police type with hair the same colour as Otto’s, and
long enough so that we can trim it to make it look like his
and . . .

He got no further. The electric front-door bell shrilled
through the bungalow, cutting him short.

As Forsby got up he shook his head. ‘It’s pretty wild, C.B.
My chaps aren’t trained actors, you know. I'm afraid Lothar
would smell a rat. Still, all’s fair in love and war, and I'd
have no scruples in swearing that from a hideout I'd seen him
pick up the document. Excuse me a minute while I answer
the door and get rid of my caller. I expect it is someone
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who’s been at the dinner then had the idea of taking a night-
cap off me.’

On going out to the hall he left the sitting-room door ajar,
so when he opened his front door the others heard an agi-
tated voice say, ‘Forsby . . . Squadron-Leader . . . T'm in
trouble . . . serious trouble. I want to talk to you about it.
May I come in?

‘Please do,” came Forsby’s reply. After a slight shuffling of
feet, the sitting-room door swung back and there stood
framed in it a tall, slim, fair-haired man of about forty. He
had a fine head, heavy-lidded black eyes, a thin high nose,
indrawn lips,"a heavy jowl and forceful chin that was cleft in
the centre.

At seeing other people there he became rigid, and he did
not attempt to conceal his surprise and annoyance. But
Forsby, who was behind him, blocking his retreat, said: ‘Mr.
Khune, I'd like to introduce you to two friends of mine. Both
of them are officers of the Security Service.’

Verney and Barney had risen from their chairs. The Colo-
nel said: ‘Mr. Khune, I'm very glad to have this opportunity
of a talk with you. Anything that you intended to say to
Squadron-Leader Forsby you may also say to my colleague
and myself; although, actually, I don’t think you can tell us
much that we don’t already know. You may regard it as
unethical but there are times when, for the safety of the
Realm, we have to adopt unorthodox measures. A copy was
taken of the long statement you wrote and we have read it
with understanding and deep sympathy. Also, recordings have
been taken of your conscious or unconscious nightly—er, ar-
guments, over the past ten days with your brother Lothar. So
we know about your proposed meeting with him on Lone
Tree Hill tomorrow. It is to prevent your needlessly incrimi-
nating yourself, and to prevent him from securing informa-
tion the use of which would be contrary to this country’s in-
terests, that we have come down from London.’

After a moment a nervous smile twitched at Otto Khune’s
thin lips. ‘If that is the situation, gentlemen, it looks as if I'm
to be saved a lot of talking. And, to be truthful, I was a little
afraid that the Squadron-Leader here might not take what I
had to say seriously; or, rather, might get the idea that I was
well on the way to becoming a candidate for a strait-
jacket.’

‘No,” Forsby assured him, pulling out a chair. “We have
been worrying about you for quite a time; but not with any
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thought that we might have to send you to a loony bin,
Learning about the strange relationship which exists between
you and your brother, and the use he hopes to make of it,
have been much nearer driving me in that direction.’

‘I'm sorry.’ Otto gave another nervous smile. ‘But the
thought that I can now speak freely about these things is a
great relief to me.’

‘Whisky and soda? Forsby asked.

‘Thanks,” the scientist replied.

As the Squadron-Leader mixed one he asked, ‘When you
arrived here just now, what had you in mind to say to me?

Khune took a gulp of whisky, and shrugged. ‘I meant to
tell you what, apparently, you already know.’

‘And then? prompted Verney.

‘See if we couldn’t devise some means of trapping this vil-
lainous brother of mine.’ '

‘Good for you,” C.B.’s thin face showed his pleasure and
relief at this offer of co-operation.

Forsby touched the scientist gently on the shoulder, and
asked, ‘Tell me, Khune, why did you wait until almost the
last minute before coming to me like this? You could have
saved yourself hours of mental torture if you had confided in
me soon after the trouble started.’

Khune put a hand over his blue eyes for a moment, then
gave himself a little shake. ‘Of course I ought to have. But it
meant disclosing the past; telling you about Lothar’s visit to
London in 1950. He had entered this country illegally and
was acting as a Soviet agent then. It was my duty to have
reported him to the police at once, but I didn’t. I was afraid
that if that went on my record I'd be graded at the Ministry
as unreliable and transferred to non-secret work. That may
pot mean very much to you people, but to a scientist like my-
self, who has spent years on a special type of research, it
would have been heart-breaking.’

Verney stretched out his long legs. ‘Yes, I understand that;
but later, when Lothar began to really plague Yyou,
surely . . .

‘Itywas my battle,” Khune broke in impatiently. ‘After what
Lothar did to me last time, he hadn't a hope in hell of per-
suading me to believe that his intentions were anything but
evil; and I never even contemplated giving way to him. I'm
not a traitor! And you've no right to infer that I am just be-
cause I didn’t come to Forsby earlier.’

‘I didn’t infer that.’ C.B.’s voice was as quiet as ever. ‘But
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you did give way to him, didn’t you? If it hadn’t been for the
visit of this American you would have met him in London
today.’

‘Yes, the pressure he was exerting on me was too great. By
Thursday night things had reached a point where I knew that
I had to do something about it or I'd no longer be responsible
for my actions. But I had no intention of taking the formula
to London with me. I intended only to see Lothar at a house
in Cremorne and have a show-down with him.’

‘Why should you have supposed that you would have a
better chance of making him agree to leave you alone when
face to face than during these arguments you have with him
on the astral?’

Khune gave a faint smile. ‘Our psychic bond cuts both
ways. There are times when I can overlook him and, when
his mind is occupied with something else, he doesn’t know
I am doing so. He has become a Satanist. I'm convinced of
that. I've seen him in a Satanic Temple with a lot of naked
women crowding round him. He was seated on a throne
dressed in black and wearing a big horned mask; and he had
a small black imp standing at his side.’

‘Bejasus!’ Barney exclaimed. ‘Then he is the Great Ram!’

The others looked at him enquiringly. ‘You remember,
Sir? He turned towards C.B. ‘Ratnadatta’s circle is a Lodge
of the Brotherhood of the Ram, and Mrs. M. described the
Great Ram to me after her first visit to the place. This means
that Lothar is the big shot of the whole outfit.’

‘That doesn’t surprise me,” Khune remarked. ‘From his
boyhood on he put an immense amount of effort into devel-
oping his occult powers, and he has a tremendously strong
personality.’

Verney nodded. ‘Knowing what we do about him, I'm not
surprised either. But please go on with what you were saying.
Why did you feel that you would stand a better chance of
overcoming him by going up to London?

‘I felt almost certain that the Satanic Temple was in the
house at Cremorne, but Lothar had given me a vision only of
its outside; so I couldn’t be certain without making a check
up. The sight of its front hall would have been enough and, if
I'd been right, that would have given me the card I wanted. I
could have told Lothar that to rid myself of him I would no
longer have to admit to the police that I had been in commu-
nication with a Russian agent. I could give them his descrip-
tion, lay an information that he was running a brothel there,
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and have it raided. I could have said that unless he agreed to
let me alone that’s what I meant to do; then, instead of being
a High Priest with a harem, he would find himself a wanted
criminal on the run.’

‘To protect his secret, he might quite well have had your
throat cut.

‘I had planned to leave a letter addressed to the Commis-
sioner of Police with the hall porter at my Club, before going
to see Lothar; and I should have left instructions with the
hall porter that, if I had not returned to collect the letter by
four o’clock in the afternoon, he was to send it along to Scot-
land Yard by hand. Even a crew of Satanists would baulk at
murdering a man when told that he had left a letter for the
police saying that they might.’ °

‘True. And what if the place had turned out not to be the
one in which you had seen the Temple?

‘I’d have been no worse off than before. I'd have told him
that I'd see him in hell sooner than let him have the for-
mula.’

‘Yet last night, when he learned that you were still here,
and turned on the heat, you gave way again and agreed to
meet him tomorrow. Was that because he threatened to put a
curse on you if you didn’t?

‘Well, partly.’

‘If you meant to turn up without the formula, you must
have expected that he would curse you just the same. And, as
you have had no chance to .check up on the interior of the
bhouse in Cremorne, you’d have had nothing with which to
threaten him. So what did you expect to gain by agreeing to
this meeting?’

Khune hesitated a second, then his blue eyes suddenly
blazed, and he burst out, ‘The chance to kill him and get
away with it. The odds against my being able to do so in
London were too heavy. But, when he demanded that I
should meet him down here, I felt that he was playing into
my hands. Out there on the moor, I could have done the job
and buried the body in some gully. In these Welsh hills it
would have been ten thousand to one against anyone finding
it in my lifetime, and I’d have been free of him for good and
all’

‘I see,’ Verney nodded. ‘Having read your statement it had
occurred to me that when you came face to face with him
you might be tempted to adopt drastic measures, or even plan
them in advance. Would you tell us now why you changed
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your mind tonight, and decided instead to confide in Forsby?

The scientist began to twist his long knobbly-knuckled
hands together. ‘Because a quick death is too good for the
swine, He has always loathed discomfort, poor food, ugly
clothes, and physical labour. Even more, to be baulked in his
ambitions and condemned to a mind-rotting routine, with
only common criminals as companions, would be a foretaste
of hell for him. I can’t get him a long prison sentence; but
you can. That is why I'm here instead of thinking out the
most painful way to kill him,”

They all recalled the account Khune had given of the
break-up of his marriage, and realized how greatly he must
have suffered at his brother’s hands; yet, even so, the seething
hatred with which he spoke left them silent for a minute.
Then Verney said:

‘It is essential that he should be caught with some docu-
ment on him that hé has received from you, or at least re-
ceive such a document within sight of a witness, even if he
throws it away afterwards. I take it you are willing to make
out a dud formula, go to the rendezvous, and give it to him?

‘Certainly.’

‘Good. We shall draw a cordon round the place and, unless
we are very unlucky, catch him within a few minutes of his
leaving you. I must say, though, I wish you hadn’t chosen
such an exposed position as this Lone Tree Hill, because it
means that, to keep under cover until the meeting has taken
place, Forsby’s men will have to take up positions a good
half mile away.’ »

Khune shrugged. “That can’t be helped. There are limits to
what one can convey on the astral, and it had to be some
place that he could easily identify. I had nothing of this kind
in mind at the time, but I meant to tell him that up there
some bird-watcher might chance to see us through a pair of
binoculars; so, before I handed him the paper, it would be
best for us to walk down to the wood on the far side of the
slope. It was there that I meant to kill him.’

‘I'd like you still to carry out that idea as, about fifty
yards inside the wood, we could arrange an ambush and he
would have much less chance of slipping through our fingers.’

When Khune had agreed, they continued to talk about
Lothar for a further quarter of an hour; then it was settled
that they should all meet at half past nine next morning and
go out to reconnoitre Lone Tree Hill. Forsby accompanied
the others out into the avenue and, when they had said good
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night to Khune outside his bungalow, walked on with the vis-
itors to theirs. As they halted in the doorway, C.B. said:

‘Well, Dick, we’ve had a lucky break. I'm very much hap-
pier about this job than when I arrived here this afternoon.’

‘So am 1.’ Forsby nodded. ‘In the worst case now, if
Lothar does get away, it will be only with a useless bit of
paper. All I hope is that he doesn’t get wind of what is in the
air and fail to turn up.’

‘I regard that as much less likely than I did an hour ago.
He can’t be as sensitive as I feared to what goes on in Otto’s
mind, otherwise he would have tumbled to it on Thursday
night, when Otto agreed to go to London, that he didn’t
mean to bring the formula with him, and instead had cooked
up an idea for doing him dirt.’

‘That’s true, Sir,” Barney commented. °‘All the same,
wouldn’t it be best to leave Otto behind when we make our
reconnaissance_tomorrow? If Lothar took it into his head to
have a look at him, and saw him with us selecting hideouts
from which to trap him, it’s a certainty that he’d call his visit
oft.”

‘Good for you, young feller.” Verney turned to the Squad-
ron-Leader. ‘Sullivan’s right, Dick. We can’t be too careful.
Slip along to Otto now. Tell him to try to put tomorrow’s
business out of his mind before he goes to sleep, and that you
are going to reinstall the old tape recorder just in case Lothar
comes through to him during the night. And that tomorrow
we would like him to remain in his bungalow till lunch time.’

On that, they exchanged good nights and Forsby left them,
Tired after their long day, they fell asleep within a few min-
utes of getting into bed and did not wake until Harlow called
them with cups of tea and told them he would be bringing
them breakfast in half an hour.

At half past nine Forsby came along to them with the most
welcome news that Khune had spent his first untroubled
night for nearly a fortnight and that the tape on the recorder
remained completely blank. They then set out in Forsby’s car
on their reconnaissance.

Between the Station and Lone Tree Hill there lay a stretch
of wooded high ground, so they did not come in sight of the
hill until they were within a mile of it; but then they could
see that on three sides it was surrounded by open moorland.
Turning off the main road, Forsby drove across the bridge
and some way along the track that skirted the base of the hill
till he reached a path that wound up it. Getting out, they
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walked the half mile to its summit, had a good look round,
then made their way through the knee-deep heath and young
bracken down to the wood.

By eleven o’clock they were on the way back to the Station
and had made their plan. Verney was to lie in wait in the
wood, with six of the police, and the remainder were to be
posted at intervals in two semi-circles round the hifl behind
such boulders and gorse bushes as offered the best cover. As
it seemed obvious that Lothar must arrive by car and would
approach the hill from the road, that segment of the circle
was, to begin with, to be left open. But Forsby and Barney
were to keep the bridge under observation from the wooded
rise between the hill and the Station. When they saw Lothar
cross the bridge they were to drive down the road, in Forsby's
car, get out and, with his two rods, start fishing in the
stream. By that time Lothar should be sideways om to
them and half way up the hill, so could hardly fail to
see them. This stratagem they hoped would serve the
dual purpose of cutting off his retreat to the road and induc-
ing him readily to accept. Otto’s suggestion that, before he
handed over the paper, they should move down the far side
of the hill into the wood, and so be out of sight of the fisher-
men.

At midday they had some sandwiches in Forsby’s bunga-
low and at half past he went to the police quarters to brief
his men. The importance of the affair was impressed upon
them and the necessity to remain absolutely still in their
cover until they heard two blasts of a whistle. They were then
to spring up and, if any running figure was in view, make for
it, otherwise to remain stationary. Then were they issued with
one round blank and four of ball cartridge apiece, but told
that they were not to fire upon the wanted man unless he ei-
ther threatened them with a weapon or, having broken
through the cordon, looked like getting away unless he was
brought down.

Soon after one o’clock Verney, in a jeep driven by Harlow,
collected Khune, who was waiting ready dressed in his old
raincoat and blue beret. A lorry with Forsby on its box trans-
ported the rest of the security police, and Barney, driving
Forsby’s car, brought up the rear of the procession as far as
the wooded slope.

By half past one the men were all in position and getting
down into their cover. Verney and Forsby took a last look
round from the top of the hill, then left Khune there—the
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one to disappear into the wood, the other to drive back in the
lorry and join Barney. Harlow followed in the jeep and re-
versed it under the trees so that, should Lothar succeed in get-
ting back to his car, he could be pursued by road without a
moment’s delay.

As is so often the case in early May, the weather was
pleasant and warm enough to have spent this Sunday after-
noon dozing among the ling on the moor, but from two
o’clock onwards over twenty very wakeful pairs of eyes kept
watch on either the road or the hill-top. Between a quarter
past two and a quarter to three, four car-loads carrying fami-
lies of picnickers passed from the Station on their way inland
towards the foothills of the rugged mountains that formed
the skyline in the distance, but the majority of the Station’s
personnel preferred to laze at home, tend their gardens, or
spend their afternoon on the beach. No car approached from
the other direction. .

By three o’clock all those concerned were beginning to feel
the strain of watching; by half past, Verney was beginning to
fear that Lothar did not, after all, mean to keep the appoint-
ment he had made for between two o’clock and four. By four
o’clock he had resigned himself to disappointment, but he de-
cided to give Lothar another half hour. That half hour
dragged interminably, yet even after it he held his hand for a
further five minutes before blowing his whistle.

As soon as Forsby saw movement on the hillside, he or-
dered up the lorry. The security police- were collected and the
Squadron-Leader, with Barney beside him, picked up Verney
and Khune. As they got into his car, he said resignedly,
‘Well, it’s not the first time that I’ve had that sort of wait for
nothing, and I don’t suppose it will be the last. Lothar must
have smelt a rat.’

“You’ve said it, partner,” agreed C.B.

‘I wonder what his next move will be,” Barney hazarded.

‘God alone knows!” For once Verney’s voice was a shade
petulant. ‘Anyhow, there’s no point now in our remaining
here. We'll get back to London as soon as possible.’

‘It will take some while to get your aircraft ready,” Forsby
told him, ‘and you had only sandwiches for lunch, so to fill in
time I propose to give you a good solid tea at the Club.’

‘Thanks, Dick. I must say it would be welcome.’

When they turned into Bachelors Avenue the little Squad-
ron-Leader again broke the gloomy silence. ‘I'm going to get
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out here. Sullivan can take over the wheel again and Khune
will show him the quickest way to the Club. Meanwhile I’ll
get on the blower, locate your pilot, and tell him you want to
get off. Then I'll have Harlow pack your bags and I'll bring
them along to the Club in about half an hour’s time. You’ll
act as host to our friends until I can join you, won’t you,
Khune?

‘Of course. It will be a pleasure,’ replied the scientist.

The change over was made and Barney drove off round
the Headquarters building. As they came out alongside the
quadrangle of lawn in front of it, Khune said:

‘It will be an hour at least before they have found your
pilot and got your aircraft ready. It always is. Would it inter-
est you to spend ten minutes having a look it my laboratory,
and seeing the sort of stuff my swine of a brother is so keen
to get his hands on?

‘Yes, I'd like to,” Verney replied. ‘Although it may be only
a jelly to look at, the thought of the way it can propel tons of
metal at thousands of miles an hour through the air is fasci-
nating.’

Khune directed Barney to drive the car round to the back
of one of the big steel and glass blocks, and at an entrance to
it that had above the doorway, in bold lettering, ‘A FIVE’, they
all got out.

As it was a Sunday the door was shut, but Khune pressed a
bell-push and after a few minutes it was opened by a portly
elderly man, in a dark blue uniform. He gave Khune one
look, then his eyes grew round and he exclaimed:

‘Lord alive, Sir! Did you have a crash?’

‘Crash! What d’you mean?’ Khune frowned.

‘Why, for the moment I thought you was a ghost. Can’t be
more than an hour and a half since you left for Scotland.’

~ ‘Scotland?

‘Yes, Sir. You came here round half past two. Special
order, you said. Needed urgent for our place in the 'Ebrides.
I got hold of Tommy Carden and we loaded twenty drums
out of the store on to a runabout. He drove you with it out
to the airstrip and when he got back he told me you meant to
deliver it yourself and had gone off with it in a plane. Least-
ways, that’s what I thought he said.’

Verney, Khune and Barney stared at the man dumb-
founded. The same awful thought was in all their minds.
Lothar had never intended to keep the appointment on Lone
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Tree Hill. He had made it only to get Otto out of the Station
for the afternoon. He had arrived there in an aeroplane and
impersonated his brother. He had not got the formula, but he
had done far better. He had made off with twenty drums of
the fuel all ready for use.
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17

Unhappy Return

Verney was quick to realize that unless he intervened at once,
Otto might say something that would start all sorts of unde-
sirable rumours running round the Station, so he glanced at
his watch and said:

‘I really think we ought to postpone our visit to your labo-
ratory, Mr. Khune, until after we have been along to the air-
strip. Perhaps we’ll have time to see it later.’

Khune gave him a blank stare for a moment, then took the
hint, muttered something to the doorkeeper about ‘change of
plans’ and turned back to the car. They all got in it and, as
soon as the engine was running, he exclaimed:

‘It must have been Lothar! How utterly damnable! Yet
there’s no other explanation.’

‘None, I'm afraid,’ C.B. agreed grimly. ‘I didn’t want you
to start cross-questioning that chap, because the f