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Don't be skinny!

Easy way helps nature outdo herself!

Quickly fills out skinny figures

without pads, exercise or fishy oils

Robyn Hilton
Co-Starring in
Savage

he Man of Bronze.
A George Pal Production
for Warner Bros.
Move and eleviion making
inilood uhe S g
Tewaroms Teent

WEIGHT.UP
The Natural
Food Way
With
WATEON

WATEON EMULSION OAILY 00SAGE
AS DIREGTED WITK MILK PROVIOES
MORE CALORIES. TWAT PUT ON
WEIGHT THAK MANY A B1G MEAL.

Helps fill out cheeks, bust-line
arms, legs and entire body-fast
gains of 5-10-15 pounds and more
reported. whenyouare sinny, thinand underwsght
because of poor ealing habits e dngusied s
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Welght bullding catories more essential
s and rineral . .. more body & nuuumg nutrients and

more natural ingredients tor quick pep and energy tha

a skinny person's reguiar meail Use Regular Wals-On for

normal gains . . . use Super Wate-On which Is about 50%

stronger if you are in a hurry.

wate~on

Wate-On Homogenized Liquld
EMUISION Regular and Super Strengths
Because of » scenic homogwizaton
procoss bolh Wate-On Wate-
n Liguidshave avalable weight bullding
On available in the
following five flavors—-Strawberry, Butter-
and Chocolate/

‘Wate-On Condensed
Food Tablets
It amazing how many oslores, vtamins,
gy elements an

e ar
y. Regular Wate-On Tab-
X .\»Jf lote=s oo imsmarey, Eubereocten,
Banana, Cherry, Chocolate/Mint.
Convalescents—Gain Lost Weight
CONVALESCENTS recovering from colds, flu and other minor
ailments_usually find Wate-On's extra calories beneficial.
FREE BOOKLET containing calorie guide, recipes and other
helpful suggestions included as part of Wate-On weight gain-
ing plan.
Satisfaction Guaranteed or your money back!
Ask for Wate-On or extra-forified Super Wate-On at drug
stores today. First purchase guaranteed 1o help you gain
weight and ook better without that thin, skinny appearance or
return to Wate-On (Addross on package) for fefund. For a
Free Book on body building, write to Wate-On, Dept. K-35
427 W. Randolph Streat, Chicago, llinois 60606.




Turn your ABCs into shorthand

inaslittle
as 6 weeks

Can you read the message at right? If so,

gou are sctualy socing for yourself jut
ow simple it is to s inf

shnnhand with Speedwr

There’s no n\yswry” B
ing. No strange signs or symbols to learn.
No expensive machines to'buy.

With Speedwriting, you simply com-
bine the individual letters of the alpha-
bet in a systematic, common-sense way
to make all the shorthand “notes” you
need. You save time this way. And you
develop your speed naturally.

womlar, then, thal more than

a million girls have been able to master

shorthand the Speedwriting way. Many
in as little as six weeks.

ou can, too. And when you can take

publishing—you name i

You can learn Speedwriting at home,
in your spare time, or attend classes in
over 400 cities worldwide. But don’t just
take our word for it. See fm yourself with
a free sample lesson and
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SCHOOL OF SPEEDWRITING

Dep

55 West 42nd Street, New York, New York 10036

I nd full

!
information. I am most interested in:
) Home study [ Classroom instruction
[0 Tfunder 17, check here for booklet “A”

Print
Nam

information.

Mail the postage-paid coupon card
at right. Or send your name and address
to School of Speedwriting, 55 West 42nd
Street, New York, N.Y. 10036. Mark it
to the attention of Dept. 207—5.

Speeeuntiing

MAIL POSTAGE-PAID COUPON
CARD FOR FREE INFORMATION
AND SAMPLE LESSON

. ‘Qul out coupon card along perforated
ine.
Completetop half (please print).

Fold in half along center line and seal
with staple or tape. No stamp needed.
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OUT OF THE DARK, by Norah Lofts
The sad memories of her h.alf brother's death were behind her.
Then, two more shocking tragedies occured, to make Charlotte
wonder—had she lost her sanity? Had she been responsible?

CALDERWOOD, by Monica Heatb ...
Camilla always knew that a dark m
death. And she knew that one day Ahe would return to Calderwood,
to find out who had killed her—even at the risk of her own lifel

LOVE IN THE SHADOWS, by Angela Colby ..........
From the moment they met, Diane knew Tom was the only man she
could ever love. But her sick grandmother hated him violently,
to a point where she tried to destroy them both. Why, why?
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If You Can Lick a Stamp -You
Can Lick Your Weight Problem!

o it you don't lose weight, you

't lose money.
Basedse Northwmmines Prarmaces.
ticals will nof ur check or

‘money order far o ks eftes your

Fifth-1 lt'simxpen:lw"lou o
need o knowand eve

you ne take for 60 days. “olets
that su lement and safeguard
your health bt play 1o role in weight

order i lenty
of time o receive n, try it—and see for
yourselt that it rellly works for you.

you

e Noﬂ.hweslem dares to

‘make this unusual guarant

In the first place, its a p'roveﬂ Brod-

uct. Northwestern's Weight-Los
the market for over ll

years, Hundreds of thougands have
tried it—and less than 2% ed
for their money back! A
any quemam Rba ity s.iaty B
sotency, Noriwestern urses you to
cheek: wlth your

1t's a different prod\n Northwe
erns Mo Toet Biam ls Gerente

and effective—in all these ways:

First-1€4 your plan...your age, your
1, your Weight, and Fiow much
yrm ‘want to e this a

your Plan! The truth if you
pecdto ose 50 pounds, you need a dit-
serent kind of det than someane who

se 10. And you get it.
Secnnd—Ynu choose the foods you
like best. Most diets fail because
‘re 50 limited or tasteless that you

treat yourself to satisfying amounts of
s pie with cream topping,

brownies, mashe and gravy,
oy it et Ak
creamed vegetables, chili con carne,
chow mein, beef stroganoff, and fried

chicken!
thwestern's Plan not only
uallows” these diet-breaks they

clude the special, delicious

Toss, And
the fall pﬂce s just $5.50 —less than
adime a d

t you lose and how
e e e s

‘mailed to Northwestern with reorders:

Tosmuger bl H pounds
& cteen years old and have
o o0 i . it Wity
have lost fourteen pounds.”

“Lost 18 pounds’
“Without the fear of getting off my
diet or nervous tension, I have lost
18 pounds. Thanks 1o you, I look
human again.

Lost 13 pounds in 3 weeks
+Your diet plan is wonderful. Have
lost 13 pounds in 3 weeks.”

“Wonderful listof foods® B
Thave enjoyed beirg on your diet
it il

alone, Now I'm back in my s

a
“You don't get hungry!”

186 pounds. 1 feel mu¢
tells me how much better

Your formula gives you so
hmuch to eat that you don't get
ung
Mother lost 37 pounds
‘My mother took them for 6 months
and is down 1o 138 pounds. She
ghed 175.1 would ke o order.”
‘Down to size 12"
“It has done wonders for me. T was
a size 18 last year and am down to
size 12 n

S
Agreement

Northwesteen, Deg, 1L,
o W Ave

is i

B our weight goes
down. You dont follow a Stb-calorie
diet or  1000-calorie diet. In fact, you
don't count calories at all! But as you
reach your weight goals, you “auto-
maticaly” est Tets-ahd Kéep om losing

meh -You'll lose ... without stary-

on a picnlc-and no one will guess that
you're “dieting

P
8 e s e, 1 Suring that e

I Al cnaaie R0

“Painless way o diet
T st weight and
et realioe it undil T seeighed
measurements.

‘wonderful and

Lost 30 pounds in 2 months
“I lost 30 pour ind 2 dress sizes

“Easiest o
it 1s the easiest way I ever lost
weight. I have lost 37 pounds.”

‘Shots and pills couldn’t help’

xtremely overweight and

that shots and pills could

25th and to 3
s, lhlvo Jost 12 pounds. The bes

& is T am much happier =
e ctire, mit

minute did 1 experlence any ill
feelings, nervousness or w

had another addition to the

family, I once again need your

assistance.”
Weight siayed doya’
ost 30 pounds i o only 12 weeks
e Enlanog g i e i T
‘more montk we not gained any
of it back. 1 had tried every other
et in the

the first time my SR
dowu after losing.”
As restern is so sure their
Flan SHEE. for you that they won't
yow're sure. You
can Tose elght-—can't lose money.
mail the Agree-

ment right now
o1, N:,w...rmnm.am.r.

thwestern Weight-Loss Plan I'm enclos-
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IE Gothic

Roun

dtable ﬂ

Welcome, Gothic Readers!

JH 2 rice it i to receive your letters from cvery
part of the country! And though we wish it were
possible for all of you to gather around our *Round-
table” in person, those letters do make us feel so
much closer to you, and help us a ot in planning our
future issues. Of course, it’s you gothic readers we
want to please, so all suggestions—and criticisms!—
reciate

Georgia, writes,
chased your et isue of Gothic Tales u[Luvt i
really enjoyed re: It was much more interest-
ing than any oticobalos story magazines on the
market. | enjoyed all three stories, and couldn't put
the magazine down until | had finished reading all of

't like the *to be continued at the end

of the third story.”
Well, this honest lady was not alone in her opinion.
Though the objection to the serial-type story wasn't

ing
this complaint to make us put into effect a new rule:
Froni now on. no more “to be continued" stories!
Some readersexpresed  raction o Mrs. . Pul-
ver, Portal, N. Dakota, who wrote, “One of m,
ivorite, weiers it Victora: it but 1 have!read
almost all of her books,including one of et latest,
use of a Thousand Lanterns,” and I find her
B casy 1o get ahold of, 5o I would prefer to sce
other stories.” We're inclined to agree (incidentally,
thanks, Ms. Pulver, for il the nce tings you said
about us). Some writers' books, like those of the
celebatad Ms. Holl,are morc widely Girculated than
rs. And. as in the case of Ms. Holt, their output
be small—so that chances are that readers, are
alrcady familia with everything they've wrtten. On
the other hand, some topnotch writers, such as
Dorothy Daniels, are so prolific that the most cn-
thusiastic gothic fan could hardly have read all of
i i

In general, our aim is to bring you fine stories you
haven't read, possibly because they re out of print or
hard to find, plus at least one (in this issue there
are two) not yet published in book form.

Frankly, we need your help on this. We'd like to
hear from more of you about which writers you fecl
are (0o heavily circulated 1o be o inerei, which
writers, though popular, are har
e
instance, Ms. J. s, “Will you be publlshmg
any of The
Otranto?*

An interesting
But how do the rest of you “Round-
table” members feel about it? Any
suggestions?

Last—but far from least—we must
answer all you good people who

i

inquired about subscriptions. To be quite honest
about it. we weren't prepared for this, and if you
haven't received an individual reply, it's because
we've been swamped. Also—we'll have to make
Arrsngeencnts. (o handio the subscriptions. So—
pleae be patint. All subscription induiies will be
answered as soon as possible. especially
T T e e
who told us they live on remote farms, so their visits
e—and then, they may miss the mag-
’s sold out. We'll try to help you—

 were also touched—as even the most hard-
o publishers would be—by the warm fecling
you gave us when you told us we were filling a real
void in your reading plasure. Said Mrs. W.A. of
Plantersville, Ms.. *1 am 22 years old, and I want
10 tell you how pleased | was to find a book of Gothic
on the magazhne rack. It should have been there
years ago.” Mrs. . of Waterloo, lowa, wrote,
R A e you for a maga-
zine of this type. Only one question—why did you
wait o long?"

Now. who could ask for more? To all of you, a
great, big “Thank You!" And till next issue—happy

reading!

The Editors
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Full yard of 6 “diamonds™ only $9.95
45” chain, 5 “diamonds” only $9.95
15" chain, 2 “diamonds” only $4.95
SAVE 85 — get all 3 lengths for only $19.85

For Canadian Customers: Please send orders 1o
T. P. Products, Box 1600 Station A, Toronto, Ontario MSW1Y1
(Ontario Residents Add Sales Tax).

Newest high fashion idea:

Yards Of
“Diamonds!”

Our simulated originals—3 carats of
sparkling beauty, 36” chain—Only 3995

That world famous Fifth Avenue Jeweler sells 6
real diamonds on a 28” gold chain for $590! If
you can’t quite go that high — flaunt our
“perfect counterfeit” — 6 sparkling ¥2 carat
size simulated diamonds on a full yard of gold
wash chain. But who's to know? After all, our
fiery, fabulously beautiful pure white simulated
diamonds are precision cut and faceted like the
real thing, polished to flash their brilliance with
every movement. You get six evenly spaced along
a full yard of gleaming golden chain. We dare
you to tell the difference and will cheerfully
refund the entire purchase price if you don’t
sparkle with pleasure the moment you put them
on! Your choice of 3 lengths— or drapeall
three round your neck and look merely sensa-
tional for $19.85 for the complete set — a
savings of $5.00 over buying them separately.
Mail coupon now!

© 1975 ACt

NO-RISK COUPON

AMERICAN CONSUMER, Dept. DT,

Carolina Rosd, Philadsiphia, PA 19178

'8 your elmuiated Yerds Of “Dismondsl”

hain(s) 6 simuleted tiemonds only $9.95
hein(s) 5 simulted dlamonds only $9.95

©®) () ond ol

(DTC) SAVE $5.00 — get ane of each — only $19.85

Plaose ad 60¢ per order to partielly cover postage end handily

s focohving my orcer T hos daliohted. | may retur 1 withih
oys and you Wil rafund the full Purchase pcs (s3Cspt post-

236 38 hendiing).

Totsl amount enclosed 5.

Check or money

—_(Add ssles tax wharo applicabls).
order, no CODs plosse.
CHARGE IT. Fil i credit Master Cher

Gord information. sanknomeea 0000

Mostar Chorga #
Bank Americard #

Addros.
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Love, Money, Personal Relati Your Tells All

June —July, 1975

ARIES (March 21-April 20): You are unusually susceptible to self-doubt
the first week of the month. Try not to let this dissuade you from
making a decision thought out previously. Your original choice should
prove the most practicable. Put off any romantic course of action
until mid-July when it becomes easier to choose between a past love
and a present admirer.

TAURUS (April 21-May 20): Though love is making you |'cverish, you
would do better to cool your ardor temporarily and turn you

attention to a pressing financial matter. Between the first of nhe month
and early July a business opportunity comes your wag. You stand
to gain if you act quickly and heed some advice from a trusted friend.

GEMINI (May 21-June 20): The new moon may find you tense. Good
news from a surprising source should help your anxiety. Later in
the month you thrive. A feeling of extreme well-being inspires optimism
and encourages a positive course of action whose benefits you will
continue to feel throughout the following year. An up cycle for Gemini.

CANCER (June 21-July 22): Tended by an affectionate new admirer,
your badly injured ego begins to heal. Don't be afraid to place your
trust in this new relationship. It will prove a source of satisfaction and
badly needed emotional sustenance. Try providing some nourishment
for your intellect as well. A good book or challenging new

project will go a long way toward stimulating a sluggish mind.

LEO (July 23-August 22): You have every reason to feel optimistic, Leo.
Some unusually fine weather and the prospect of summer travel
helps dispel the inertia that's been plaguing you all spring. Your private
cconomic crunch cases up at the end of July when your labors

at the office are rewarded with a hefty boost in salary.

VIRGO (August 23-S 22) Discourage' a ion with
someone you love. Next month would be a better time to air
mutual grievances. Your nerves are a little raw. Channel the tension
into a favorite creative activity so that your energies are put
to constructive use. Avoid people not attuned to your moods.




Edward Arnold once considered running
for Republican Senal m Galifornio
Brawny Wallace Boery entered show
business as a chorus boy. At 61, M
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A MONUMENT OF FILM RESEARCH
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+ Nearly 180 career studies and Mm ists,
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* Complete history of MGM Oscars
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Massive
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LIBRA (September 23-October 22): A rash word spoils a budding
friendship. There’s no undoing the harm, but try to use the experience
to gain insight into your own contribution to the rift. Take advantage of
a lull in vity to complete tasks that require minimal
concentration. This is a fine time to begin the thorough housecleaning
you've been putting off all spring.

SCORPIO (October 23-November 22): A business proposition that
seemed promising a few short weeks ago falls through, but don't

be discouraged. This is a healthy period for investments, and other
opportunities should come your way in the next two to three months. Be
sure to act promptly when they do. Be especially solicitous of a child's
welfare the first week in July. A carelessly placed object in

your home could prove a safety hazard.

SAGITTARIUS (November 23-December 21): The patience you've
Shown over the year is beginning to reap its rewards. In love, a
powerful rival bows out and leaves the field clear for you. Your lover’s
atterition is turned fully on you and the attachment deepens.

Your mood takes a definite upswing. Your elevated spirits help concen-
tration, and a problem that has stymied you for some time proves
casy to solve now. Any goal you set for yourself is within easy
reach during this very productive period.

CAPRICORN (December 22-January 19): A romance seems to be
making rapid headway this month, but signs of progress are deceptive.
You'll find at least one good reason to exercise more caution now
than usual. If you have been considering a move, this is the time to
make it. An interesting neighbor should help take your mind off the
friend you left behind. Your social life will pick up considerably
before the summer’s up

AQUARIUS (January 20-February 18): A trip long planned doesn’t pan
out. Don't give in to feelings of disappointment and gloom.

You'll find plenty at home to keep you busy at least through mid-
summer. Look for a quickening in the pace of social activities. A round
of parties in late June will do a lot to pick up your sagging spirits.

PISCES (February 19-March 20): Guard your health. Your body has
taken unnecessary punishment over the course of the year and you
need a good deal of pampering. Let family members assume a greater
share of the burden at home and try to reserve an hour each day
entirely for yourself. You will find that frequent breaks from activity
leave you better equipped to handle problems that crop up in

the course of the dav.




Baby’s First Shoes
Bronze-Plated
in Solid Metal
only $329 a p

Now~—for a limited time only—you can have baby's
precious shoes gorgeously plated in SOLID METAL
for only $3.99 a pair! Also at great savings ... Portrait
Stands, Book-ends, TV Lamps, Miniature Oval
Frames, Ashtrays, and Wall Brackets . . . all beauti-
fully designed to enhance the PLATED SHOES.

1unmwmd)

Don’t confuse this offer of genuine lifetime
BRONZE-PLATING with painted imitations.
Order in Complete Confidence—your satisfaction is
fully guaranteed.

‘The most distinctive gift of all for Dad or Grand-

parents because it’s a gift only YOU can give ... a
gift that’s really AN HEIRLOOM!

Stuaning
Porhait Stand

Ashiray

Usatol
T lamp.

FR E E' Complete Details, Handy
= Mailing Sack and Valuable
MONEY-SAVING CERTIFICATE
SEND NO MONE Al out and mail the cou-
1 tody. We'll rush. you, FREE and without oblgation,
Complete detals of this amazing offr, plus a comvenient, Mail
ing Sack and a Money-Saving Certificate. Mail coupon NOW!

AMERICAN BRONZING €O
Boxisi-onBeley, Ohio 43300

Rush—FREE and without obligation—com-
Hisasts oY psenine) Ui imlectid
‘metal bronze plating of Y

Saving certifiate and handy shoe mailing sack

Name.

AMERICAN BRONZING CO. seey ot s




OUT OF
THE DARK

Was she going mad? First, there had been the mysterious

murder.

.then Miss Lamb’s disappearance.

then the death

of the child, Sophie. Could she have been responsible? In
desperation, Charlotte turned to the strange, distant man

who was her only hope

By NORAH LOFTS

“Fiaish your meat, Charlotte,” Mrs. Cornwall said. “Tve
mldymbeﬁure.l(smmuhnbadmmp

“It is rather fat”

“Eat it at once. 1 will not have good food wasted.”

Thomas, fourteen, growing nvld!y and perpetually
hungry, said, “It need not be wasted, Mamma. I'l eat it
o Chum‘ethcxl always didl

Sticking Iways

’nalﬁmmth::};hve!wkm about, Charlotte
is far t00 old to bo called by that ridiculous name.”

Vincent said, “Charliel Charlie! I shall call her Char-
et

One could not suspect a child of four, one’s own be-
Toved son, of deliberate defiance; and yet there was o

selves had a way of
minimum
leamed that their stepmother, who had been their govern-
ess, had a way of twisting almost any remark into some-
thing meriting either correction or rebuke. Silence was

best.

‘The pudding was eaten quickly. The twins were anx-
ious to get hack to the sanctuary of their room at the
hpof!hahmm,mdmlhafuduﬂngwmlrupmwhuh
they were engaged. Thomas was still bungry. Mrs.
wa.llthnughtwnhhngnguﬂhemmmtwbmthmdd

Toosen her corsets and lie on her hed in  shaded room.
Vincent had something in mind. Charlotte, with nothing
10 eat, was putting up that infuriating front of not caring,
sitting bolt upright, ber hands folded in her lap, so that
not even her stepmother could criticise ber posture.
Vincent carefully scraped up the last spoonful of his
pudding, and lhm,nnnlnglyldd:uﬂn sobody o par-
i A T e

Openymnmomblndxhntyomeyumdsaewh!
the fairies will send

Sigaificantly—a tribute to his charm and his power—
they all obeyed, knowing that he would put the spoonful
into his own mouth and then lau narﬂyﬂehd
tried that trick before. But today he guided the

o Charlotes mouth and, whily she half choled, ho
hughod,lndloold.nglkhummbanld.mhdld
have some pudding!

For-the first time Agnes Comnwall understood why,
outside the family, Vincent, for al his beauty and charm
and youth, was not much liked. Even Cook had said,
“I'm sorry, ma'am, I can't have Master Vincent in the
kitchen. He's too mischieful.” Nellie dida't care for him,
nor bad any of ber : the man who belped in
Chayud,lndthﬁ;ndma,nldhawn-younglmp.l

vented tales. Even

ld,
pletely admiringly, “Surely, he is very precocious.” Agnes
had then «hangm_.s..dwhymrmchndafhu His
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father is clever and I'm pretty smart. Ay from her

‘mother love, Agnes Cornwall hlt?ﬁdwﬁ-mga
of her mind, a certain indehtedness to her son; he had
timed his amival so well-one year after her mar-
riage. . . .

Shehldmmsmhndgaﬂmwhmshwu
twenty-one, a bealthy, wellset-up young woman,
uuctly pretty, hut comely. and lively, very different hum
Mrs. Comw: 0 was ite and vague, who had
bormmuhdlvdmd!vllm.th@n!wohhluwhnhd
died fn infancy, then Charlotte, normal enough, and
finally Thomas, with his hands. After that she
had been advised not to have any more children.

It had not been difficult to assume respousihility for
the household; even less diffcult to emhark upon a violent
love affair with Mr. Comwall. What was difficult was to
conduct this love affair, and have full charge of the
servants and of the children, while Mrs. Comwall was
around: vague, forgetful, but not unohservant and not

Agpes Roach bad gone to work stealthily. 'BmMn
Comwall, I sm positive that you told me

expected tomorrow, not today. Cokiailbar ma
on that. If you remember you sald tomorrow, hecause
the pheasants would then have hung for a week.”

said. A place in the path where one could only tum
right, back into the heart of the wood, darkening now.
Mamma said, T think we must have taken a wrong
turning, mydmrs. We must try to retrace our steps.”

‘The air turned chilly, the wind moaned in the branches.
TheymhopeleulylmAndplBendyllleﬁynln
began to fall. Mamma said, “I  think

did not know that nine hundred pounds @ year was
involved. . . .

They et found, wt and cilled to the bons, wnd
had something called pleurisy and almost died.

His cough lasted for months.
After that Mrs. Comwall was deemed obviously unfit
toda somch s tke borcikeenfor o walk chymoe,
confused, and neffective now, she eapeed, o the -

gentle woman had been astonishingly popular.

It had been easy for Agnes to lure Mr. Cornwall into a passionate affair. It
took a while longer to push his wife over the brink, and replace her . . .

Tt was a game that could e played with infinte varia-
crucial, and ke many such,

virtus ipore.

“It is a lovely day,” Emily Comwall said. “The wild
dafiidils should he out in Tutt Wood. I used always to
make a point of walking to see them. That was before
‘Thomas was hom.”

“They are out. And a sight to see,” Agnes Roach said.
Somebedy 1a the vilage mentioned then 1o me yeste-
day and I went to look.

“T think 1 shall venture,” said Mrs. Cornwall, who had
hardly set foot off her own premises since Thomas’s hirth,
with all s disabling consequences. “T'l take the children.”

Adelaide and Victoria had then reached the age where
they resented being called “the children” as much ss
they were later to resent heing called “the girls." They
made some excuse. Before leaving, with Charlotte and
Tocmas, Mre. Comyall sid, “Mis Bosch, T soe o
B forgoto, T yemesibs the o in order to

find the di odﬂxdmnmmlehmﬁghlwhmthe

path forks?”
Miss Roach said, “Left.” Almost without thinking.

‘This was the outing which Charlotte remembered, wak-
ing, sleeping. Happily along the lane, past the cottages,
over the stile. She carried a fat hasket in which to
bring some wild daffodils home; Mamma loved fowers,
and those fn the garden were not yet in bloom. Left,
and left again; faint flecks of sunlight falling on dead
bracken. “Just the colour of your hair, Charlie,” Mamma
14

‘Then there had been a little Agonising, Will he?
‘Won't he? Like Mmgmlmlbnmd.g the end
be had. Agnes Roach had become Mrs.

And nothing had heen the same since.

The stark truth was that Agnes Roach, ruthlessly edg-
ing Emily Comwall into seclusion, into mullnd:n"l.
near madness and death, had not understood the
ch.lxlhullnnlkn.“ Nlnahmdndpmdl:yuthnd
vanished overnij

He came into ehm..,.mj.mdmmm
lnghkﬁl\y—lwnyunvuynghuy Nngeyyathduﬂuck
wavy hair that had
of Charlotte’s, hut had d.vkmsd a llttle wl(hmt hdng
its glow: 1o surplus fesh anywhere, and singularly few
lines about the grey eyes or the mohile, sensual mouth.
He was capable of looking had-tempered, or merely glum,
hut such expressions were too flceting to leave any per-
‘manent mark. He was selish enough never to have given
a thought to anyhody else’s trouhles, and though he had
had troubles of his own, had patches, he called them, a
multitude of varying experiences had hred in him the
assurance that nothing finally ever went wrong for him.
He'd heen going through a had patch lately—money sbort
and Agnes nagging more than usual. She resented this,

goandy, but she brought it on berself.
o bed heside him, saying, “X know you don't
lavamelnymm “I'l show you . . * It would be

another mouth to feed, hut it had put Apmx out of ac-
tion for a bit, thank

In the nursery, one window of which overlooked the



Handsome, spoiled
Vincent was their
love child.

And his half-sister,
Charlotte, loved him
and understood his antics,
unwary of the horror ahead.

yard, Vincent heard his father arrive. Nurse had been
‘ross and horrid; she had washed him very roughly, e let
him have jam on his hread and hutter at teatime and

afterwards made him do that most difficult of all things
—sit still and be quiet. Even when he had asked a crafty
queston in a suitably muted voice—"What are you sew-
ing, Nurse?"—she had not relented. “Nothing to do with

1 told to

ymx;apu il m.mm Even if he should also he
cross and say “Go away,” Vincent could go and find

Charlie.

Atten o'clock John Cornwall performed his evening
routine—entrusted, during bis shsence, to Cook. He
locked and harred the front door, harred the one at the
end of the hack hall, which gave upon the drying yard,
and then went into the kitchen. Tigers dinner, enhanced
this evening by the giblets and neck of the fowl, stood
ready in a chipped enamel howl. He went into the yard
and placed. the howl by the dog' kenuel at the same

As Mr. Comwall had explained, “Tiger is not a pet, he is
a guard dog. S would just spoil him.” While the
dog gulped down his dinmer Mr. Cornwall walked across
the yard, = the clmnge house, the stable and the
woodshed and harred the tall doors which Cnchpole
T s o 50 (o

the kitchen and shot the bolts on the door.

Twenty minutes to eleven. Safe now? He hoped that
Agnes had taken some of the drops which Dr. Fletcher
had prescribed as a sedative. He hoped she was sound
asleep. He would soon know. If she heard him moving
about, however softly, in his dressing room, she would
call. He'd often thought that the less women deserved
attention, the more they demanded it. If she were awake
ihc wnu.ld e the window opened, or closed, or a

Agmnhwulncky No voice from the bedroom. He
stripped and put on bis dressing gown, heavy silk with
v:lvﬂuollulndmﬂ- a relic of those carefree hachelor
ching crimson. Then he stood

too slight to be called a snore, hut the audible sound of a
heavy woman, slightly drugged, fast asleep.

He took the few steps to the door of the nursery.

Rose was waiting for him. Hours earlier she had greeted
him vith words t which 0o enes could posshly bave

exception. “I expect you are glad to be home, sir”
And b had sid, T am ‘ndeed” Bat their eyes had
communicated, saying other things.

As the setting for a love scene the nursery at Stone-
hridge House was incongruous: walls washed a pale cold
hlue, a Turkey carpet, once, if gaudy, gay and thick,
now worn, faded, stained; curtains with all colour and
much substance washed away. But it had advantages;
if Amelia woke and whimpered, or Vincent woke and
shouted, Rose was there: “Hush now” or “Be quietl” It
served.

Vincent woke. He had a nasty taste in his mouth.
Nurse had relented and given him a lump of sugar.
She did that occasionally and, although the sugar always
tasted all right at the time, when he woke his mouth
tastec id.

His dream had heen horrid, too. Big D, little d, D for
dog, and there was Tiger, white tecth, flapping tongue.
Nasty taste, nasty dream. Bat the faint steady glow from
the nightlight almost re-assured him. (Rose, obeying
the order, “Come here,” had hlown out the two ordinary
candles. They had served their purpose.) Vincent could
see the rails of his co; and inside them he was safe
from Tiger even if Tiger had somehow got into the
nursery. Quite safe, except . . . something was going on
in the room, something that linked with his dream. He
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reared himself cautiously and saw, in the night-light's
faint but adequate light, a huge, hairy animal on top of
Nune, Killing her.
with all the force of his well-developed
lungl. Yagh! Yagh! Then something even worse happened.
The hairy thing left nurse and came towards the cot,
o (et dangerous than Tiger.
Vincent screamed, and then finding words in this ex-
tremity, called, “Charliel Char . . .* Something large and
damp closed over his mouth, his nose, cutting off his
cries. And his breath. Bearing him back against the pillow.
In the silence they listened, sweating. The screams
bad been enough to rouse the whole house. Samuel
ickly, reached for his

Rose had lived on & llrm, seen dead fowls, dead pigs.
She was a Daughter of lem and ever since Easter
had expected punkhmenl. Here it was.

no time at all. In order to speed the process he had
slashed the pigs helly, to let the blood out and prevent
it blowiag up
‘The cot had two blankets, one red, one white, Having
kindled one of the ordinary candles from the night-light,
Rose took the top hlanket, the red one, and laid it on
the floor. Then she lifted Vincent out. The cot had a
G i s e Bl
ige House, Vincent hac mastered the catch and the
ddewumﬁxdh-ninuluu-yawmnﬂmmx
He had to be lifted out every morning, lifted i

opened
it She lnok the candle, the bun

e hack stairs, which led straight into the kitchen. She
memca-dmuﬁwmmmw
to wearing them, she would prohably have put them on.
In the kitchen she went to a dresser drawer and took
out the implement which Beattie always referred to as
“my knife.” Rightly, since she had hrought it with her.
Honed on the stone doorstep, it took a far sharper edge
than Mr. Cornwall, using his steel, could on the
dining-room carving knife; and it had a point, very useful

Vincent woke, and saw the big, hairy creature on top of Nurse. “Yagh! Yagh!”
he screamed. Something damp closed over his mouth, stifling him . .

She said, “He is dead.”

The small face was waxen, the lips bluish.

“Godl God!” Samuel Vincent said in a terrible voice.
He leaned against the corner of the cot and hroke into
barsh sobs.

Rose said, "Be quiet!”

“You leave this to me,” she said. “You do exactly what
I say and €Tl he all right” He was not listening; e
went on sobhing,

“Listen,” she said, taking his arm and shaking him
ﬁ:mly “It was an accident. You don't want to hang, do

'ldzservzmbmg
“Well, I ain't going to let you. You listen to me. Go
mdytmmhednlonpldehex.Youdnmkmwnmhhg
You hear me? In the morning you hehave ordinary, il

yunn!oldﬂ:unyoumczyl.llyonwmmltmrpm
and go and get into hed.

Never having Hiked the child was a help to ber now.
Most help of all was experience. When  pig sickened
and died from some mysterlous cause it was best not to
say anything about it. And when Matthew Ellis sty
suffered its first casualty he bad put the body into the
‘manure heap; a reasonahle action, it saved the bother of

il somethin

manure-heap odour, something extra would be added.

Her hushand had lled!hukwd.llmidn!hzhelnwh:re
there was heat, flesh, bones, hide would be consumed in
16

for coring apples or taking the eyes from &
to. Nobody, not even Nellie, was supposed to use
“my knife.” Now Rose Ellis, parting the folds of the
red hlanket, used it.
Outside, in the drying yard, she did not even need &
candle. What remained of the brief June darkness was
illuminated by a lopsided moon and a multitude of stars.
In the East the darkness was already lifting. The drying
yard was almost ent enclosed: a hlank, windowless
wall of the kitchen to one side of the dor, the long
disused laundry, with its heavily cohwehbed window, on
!he\ﬂur.ﬁm!ht‘lbkeﬂddlhlhﬂelndm'h
opposite side the opening into the kitchen garden, with,
just inside, the heap, a flat-topped pyramid. Its main
component was sweepings from the stable, hut it
also contained grass cuttings from the lawn and kitchen
refuse. Tonight the heap, March's idol, wore on its fat
crown the empty pea-pods and the strawberry hulls. They
limmered,

, pale.

l\m.wnhneuﬂe;lmue cut into the base of the heap;
it cut rather like rich fruit cake. She made a kind of
cave, placed the red-hlanketed hundle in it, shovelled
back with her hands the stuff that had been disturbed
and patted the mound into . She was not in the
least concerned that a healthy, extremely intelligent child
had come to an untimely end. It had happened and
she had done her hest. Nor did it concern her that a
child whose end, however untimely, should have been
decently ohserved with full funereal parapheralia had
been shovelled away, like a dead pig.



John Vincent Comwall did not sleep at all. He lay
and lived through the moment of tragedy again and
again. Accident. Accident. But one that would never
have happened had he heen content, as o many men
were, with a wife who had lost her charm for him. Hi
over-riding emotion was remorseful grief, hut he also [ell
i anT & it Vo whathee they hat aclod whely

conduct would have heen hetter, send for
doctor, tell the truth. No jury would convict. . . -
they not? It was murder, accidental, hut murder linked
with adultery and fornication, a fatal comhination. Now
and again he wondered what Rose had planned and
was now doing; he thought she might intend to put the
body into the water under the Stone Bridge, or hide it in
Tutt Wood. The body, it. It was Vincent, his well-heloved,
his favourite, the charming little hoy who had mastered
cight letters in one afternoon. . . .

Mrs. Comwall called, “Come in,” expecting Nellie with
the moming tea.

Rose Ellis said, “Good moming, Madam, T've come
fr.. . gh1 thought he was with you. Master Vin-

e lay still and tense; the had time was
about to hegin. Above the edge of the sheet he saw,
with one hleared eye, Rose, trim in the grey alpaca,
mhmled from her pmdenesmx, and a shining white

*Prhnd why should you thisk that?” Agaes Cormwall
asked.

“Because he is not in his cot, Madam. I overslept a
b houghe he'd woke early and called and you fetched

e, 1t a very restless night myself and slept
until this moment.” More or less fully awake now, she
reared on one elhow. “If anyone heard him it would he
Miss Charlotte. Or were you carcless again and left a
hate . I had oncs happened; Vincent bad clihed
out of his cot onto a handy ch

Rose said, “Well, T might. T did move the chale to
make way for the hath last night”

“In that case he might be anywhere,” Mrs, Cornwall
said crossly. “Go and look.”

“And whass all this ahout?” March asked Catchpole,
referring to the manner in which Mr. Corawall, in the
gig, with the less manageahle of the two horses, had

“Listen!” Rose said, shaking
Mr. Cornwall’s arm. “Be quiet!
Leave everything to me. Get
back into bed with her. You .
don’t want to hang, do you?”

gone smashing past him, almost running him down in the
Tane,
“Little hoy missing, Gone in the night. They think

jes”

“Don't talk daft. There ain't no gypsies. They went
off, coupla days ago. Pea-picking at Laplmm

en where is he? He seem to be

“Up to some trick” March said. At litde sod. 1
said last time what he needed was a good slap on the
bum. And if he'd heen mine he'd have got it, long time
ago. Where've they looked?”

ALl ve the hoss. AL v the garden. And he ain't
in the yard. That I do kno

“What about the dryiny pas

“But 1 come through there, like always.”

you

“Why? Why should 1? I didnt hww then. T dida't
know he was lost tll they started yelln

“Little limh of Satan,” said March, who had fathered
four such, and helted them. “T het you a tanner he's in
the one place they wouldn't look.”

He made for the drying yard, the one place where
nohody had looked. Catchpole followed him. March, fust
bl the enlsed pac, halted, forgot ahout the lost

o hesa ‘messing ahout with my muck-heap?”
It wasnit everyhody who could make one and few who




understood what he called the principle of the thing,
which was to keep the heat in, the air out.

“Somehody been at it. And whass this?” This was about
an inch and a half of hlue ribbon lolling out from the
place at the hase of the heap at the point where a dis-
turhance had obviously taken place. He ferked at it and
it resisted for a moment and then yielded, hringing with
it something that looked like red flannel. Female, mucky
mﬂ,md he'd told them and told them that anything to

of in this way should be put on fop. Irritably
hepnlbdlbamdﬂmlmdtheuvetbnkmklmhnd
made, too soon disturbed, not given time to solidify,
broke, flaked away and gave up its secret.

“Christ,” March said.

Catchpole turned away a lttle and was sick.

March felt worse than sick, remembering how often he
had said “No” and “Get out of my way” and “Be off with
you” and how often be had thought—and only a moment
ago to Catchpole said—that a good smack on the hum
was what the child needed and would bave had, had he
belonged to him. He envied Catchpole being ahle to be
sick.

[When youive dona” e mid “go and warn them.
I hring him in"
The kitchen was full of the good smell of frying hacon

brandy for himself.
ou bave not sought it lewlere?” If o, why not?
“No. It never that a lawyer could do

attracted unfavourable comment. My uncle Hugo'—
smabow, by the sepetition o tat same M. Fothergll
‘managed to give the impression that he was disassociat-
ing himself—my uncle Hugo suggested a thousand

, Mr. Fothergill, T don't possess such a sum.”
My mdgﬂugumfmmmmmkyuemd
that he would put up that sum*
“That is extraordinarily generous,” Mr. Comwall said.

Chief T Fowler had travelled down from Lon-
don on the same train as Mr. Fothergill, hut he did not
arrive in Biddlesford until much later in the day, having
bad a long, long talk with Spender, who could not

“Christ!” March said. Catchpole turned away a little and was sick. The bundle
they’d pulled from under the muck heap was the body of little Vincent!

and freshly made coffee; Beattie was not easily put out of
hnmﬁmlndmadidmlbdkvelhnkmgypﬁshld
made off with the child. Why should they? They had
enough of their own.

Catchpole said, “We found him.”

“I knew it,” she said and went on gvndy ladling fat
ove en ogp All that fuss about

He's .. © Clmhpole said, and Sl o bring out
the next word. Stammering, stupid fool, she thought—
late with the Hnd.llng and now disturhing her. She
Tooked around, ready to give him some scathing words,
-xuﬂnglwkl'lklmwuyoenls

'Whl!rshedmppedtherpoonhmthepm

“March is just hringing

“In here,” he said. ervh oheyzd him and laid the
dead child down on the long stone bench fust below the
window. Then he said:

“Poor little sod. What a way to endl Who could of
done it?”

Nellie had hy this time come hack from setting the
table in the dining room. She had shared Beattie’s scep-
ticism ahout gypsies and expressed an opinion that a
child who could climb out of a cot—as Master Vincent
one of his elegant little supper pasties in his elegant little
house in London.

“My uncle, Hugo Ampton, is very much concerned
about you, Mr. Cornwn.l.l. “He foels that you need legal
advice and representatior

5 That vobody could deny, said Mr. Cornwal, pouring

conces bis el at beig. ool Fowlers genial,
hearty manner enshled him to conceal his contempt for
Amnn'bo,onlhetpmﬁomthexm,hdbee 0
ineffectual.

He drove into the yard of the Jolly Sailor and Sally
Awkwright gave him a warm welcome. She liked big.
ntym Huhushuﬂhndhmhigmdhuny

she married him and she had taken delight in feeding
mnewumwmnma.ndmypmmo!m
hlubber, too idle even to talk. And she was
garrulous woman, her talk restricted by e ral thet b
an inn you must listen to g, but not say much
bewmyaum(gblnppmlnbenhng:ﬂ‘(mﬂthu,
pleasing ‘one customer, offend another, Sbe was very
happy to let Fowler the little parlour that adjoined the
bar and the low, beamed hedroom above; very happy
to serve up a piece of steak, a hrown shell over a pink
succulence, (hnn(ms.newpohlms sb peas;
very happy to

Sbauld,"ltmrmwh-t could call a happy
house. Poor Mrs. Comwall—that is, I mean, the first one—
was never and went into a decline. A hit touched
in the head. Then she died and after a hit he married
the governess, And she never was nice to the two young-
est. Miss Adelaide and Miss Victoria, well, they were old
enough to look out for themselves, hut the two others. By
all accounts they had a rough time.”

This was the kind of gossi could yield most
fruitful results, and often but it must be checked.

“In what way, Mrs. Awkwright?”



“Well, four-fve years ago there was a maid there, A
nice girl. Maggie her name was, and tell you the truth
I set my eye on her for my hrother, He ain't all that
bright-in the head, I mean—but he's decent and  good
upstanding girl like Maggie could have been the making
of bim. So T had bopes and I sked b here, o good fow
times—her time ofi tally, ol wasedl
Sally Awkwright had for o few weeks scen her old
mother and her not wholly capable hrother safely de-
livered into Maggie Simpson's hands. “She left, all of a
mdden She cad the codst stad the fhtratment™
“Who ill-treated her

o Nestre "Repodyd St her Sho cod

Soing
ears. Locking them in the cellar. Maggie couldn't stand it:
S0 she lft. Took off and went to Lopham and got mar-
mmn@zmummmm

d she marry, Mrs. Awkwright?”

“A farmer called Peabody. And the funny thing is he
grows peas. Acres and acres.

‘Thomas came into Charlottes room, where the dusk
was gathering, clutching between his lcft hand and his
chest a little tray on S glass of milk and a
plate holding a chicken sandswich.

Thamu[cll!nhahindlbnnfhcpathlhlc‘lmbedhp
between the yews was lined with
mﬁoodmmhmeslogetlbﬂmmmﬂn
sight of them John Vincent Comnwall set his teeth and
regretted accepting the Rector's suggestion. In any case
it 10 longer mattered ahout making a favourable impres-
sion. He had a very shrewd idea that this would be his
last Sunday at liberty. Tomorrow an Inspector Fowler, a
‘man who
Spender; and the magistrates irked
&Mmgndmhnldnmtham
tion of Rose,
Wh:nl.hflmﬂyuﬂvedhnmnlbmwlhhﬂimb
standing to one side of the drive and a man at the front
oot n the s o ringog the hell

Fowler!

Mr. Cornwall said nomfou young people whose
‘mother Agnes Cornwall was not, “Look after your mother,”
T v (e o In the s
“Mr. Corwall. My name is Fothergil. Of Fothergill
Ampton and Fothergill.”

“Ab. Young James?”

Turn the clock hack. Fothergill, Ampton and Fother-
gl had been the trustees for John Vincent Cornwall,

The funeral was strange . . .

only Charlotte made a “tiddly bit of a wreath.”

When Mr. Cornwall and Thomas returned, Chief Inspector Fowler was waiting!

“Charlie, I know its awful. I know how you feel. But
you can't five if you don't eat. Charlie, whatd T do if
anything happened to you? Thered be nobody.”

“T don't fecl like eafing, Thomas. Thank you all the
same.”

Once the inquest was over the victim could be huried
and public attention switched to the funeral, Here again
John Vinoeot Cormvall sted with 8 lack of lplonacy.

vulom—ylty for the chi‘ld was general, and
not a woman in the village who would not have stripped
bngudmfmﬂmnml‘nuhgnvearmwnpon
it. But the old grave-digger said he had no orders, and
Catchpole-now 1o longer dependent upon hissister Sally
for his beer—said he knew nothing. He continued to
know nothing un!ﬂ Wednesday, when he informed a
shocked audieace that there was as much mptry about
ral as there was about the mi The little
coffin had been placed in the hack of the gig and
mmed with wh.ll looked like a velvet tahlecloth. Then
Mr. Comnwall, in hlack, and Master Thomas, with a
hhxilulmdlnnh‘nd,hdmn!edmddﬂvznlwly
“Miss Charlotte was the only one to see him off. She'd
made him a tiddly hit of a wreath.”

Sunday was a warm day though overcast and thunder-
threatened. Catchpole drew up at the churchyard gate,
Thomas hopped down from his perch and wrestled with
the carriage door; Mr. Cornwall alighted and offered his
amm to his wife. The twins followed and Charlotte and

an orphan. The Trust had paid his school fees, the best
tory school on the south coast, and then Eton.
It bad arranged for his bolidays, not with tutors

in his exuberant mood tossing it. “You'll need some tuck,”
he said.

In a fust world such generosity should have endeared
Jokn Vincent Comwall to James Fothergill forever, but
the little boy had been teful.

gill was here fastead of overlooking the preparations for

Out at Lopham, in a fine old Tudor farmbouse—just the
kind of place to which Fowler hoped one day to retire—
over a tahle spread with cloth starched to crackling
sgilty uad from bbind o slve toapet, Magge Pos-
hody, born Simpson, sai

“Yes. 1 left. lmhmythﬂ
A e Ay frvicen] -nm



Rose had stuck to

her story. It

appeared that

Charlotte was
threatened—but

she was innocent,

wasn’t she? An

arrest was imminent . . .

was nothing I could do. Not there. It's different bere.
Anybodymugh.evenwuhplg,mddwyhurﬁomml
‘That poor little girl. . . . You see she just would not call
humymama'Mmm- ’l‘h-lwuruﬂywhtmmdll
all. You see, the second Mrs. Cornwall thought that as
soon as the ring was on her finger she'd slip into the first
one’s place. I wasu't there at the time, but I do know
LhAhhed!dn’LAndeverydmeMmChnklﬁewmunt
say ¢ this Mrs. Cornwall went angry and she'd
mndthnmunleydlum;mwdlw.mhmh.m
you ever try that? Well, I did, fust to
seebovllllalt.'fmmlnnmmdlwumdyw 5
Miss Charlotte did drop, more than once. Sbe'd drop
where she stood. And the same with the cellar. One
time she was down there a day and a night, without sip
or crumb. And I never knew ber to make a complaint
or shed a tear. But I couldnt bear to stand by and do
nothing. So I left. And I was right glad to hear in &
roundabout way that she'd gone to school.”
“Where, Mrs. Peabody?”
“Now let me think. It was bearsay. I may have got it
wrong . . . it was a bit of a way back. But Il catch it.
. Yes, Miss Barker's, over at Thornden. May I give
you another cup?”
Quite uni.ntmdonx\lyMrLPﬂMy had presented
Fowler with a dmmun who fitted into his mental pic-
ture: tough, resilient, sbedding no tears, voicing no
plaint, but quite uplbleof thinking—One da
Barker's be found a very different character described,
but be knew that b\.mn hd.np were up.bu of duplicity
and that circum: could affect behaviour.
20

Bit by bit the picture built up, and in his talks with
Charlotte, Fowler observed a
of sixteen. He-lmthmnghnmberp«nm.n
straight, bead high on an in-
dicated pride. Shewul.hhndwhovmu!dieelb\mﬂh-
tion very keealy, but be too proud to show it.

The magistrates’ examination of Rose Ellis led no-
where. Sbe, too, stuck to ber story, credible because of its
very incredibility, the kind of thing that mhdymu
B e B e e e e
away from her father’s stern old God, she still had faith
in His rules. As ber father bad said, “No harm can come
to the righteous,” and although, with attention so much
centred on the nightdress, Miss Charlotte migbt seem to
bethmllmdxbewﬂlnhduhbeunxshewin—

Thehnoeenlwavu{e the wicked were punist

Rose Ellis was taking her punishment, . my.c.na
night, walting behind the half.closed door.

“What I should really like to do, Charli, is to send you
abroad for a bit. But frankly I can't afford it. Ako, Tm
not sure about this ridiculous bond. Tbemmlgblbed\lﬁ
cultes about your leaving the country.”

Solmhlngwmmmup,l’ a. Don't worry.”

Outside the house, since Fowler was not only busy but
seen to be busy, an amest was moment
And most people thought that the person to be arrested
would be Mr. Cormwall. By a process almost as mysterious
as the operation of tom-toms in an African jungle, bits of
cenuine fnformation spread alongside rumour. The mag-



istrates had had a session with the Inspector and he had
applied for an order to arrest, which had been granted.
Finally a policeman, one of the strangers, came out of
the house and walked to the cab, its door and
stood waiting, Scarcely breathing, the crowd watched.
Next, Inspector Fowler and Miss Charlotte. Nobody else.
As they walked towards the cab the house door closed
bebing them. Caml Whinney spoke for all when she
said, “Christ] Not Miss Charlottel” There was a hissing
Few in the crowd had ever had much contact

with Charlotte; those who had, people who lived in the
lane or kept shops in the village, liked her for the same
reason that Catchpole had liked her mother. She had a
pleasant way with her. People to whom she had never
spoken had seen her playing with Vincent, or taking
walks with him. There were the old stories, largely spread
by Maggie Simpson, that in earlier years she had been
roughly treated. Added to all this was the fact that Dr.
Fletcher had mentioned “considerable force.” Her nat-
urally fragile look had been lately increased by grief,

by lack of sleep, lack of appetite, “She could hardly
carry a cat, poor little soul, leave alone that great bounc-
ing boy,” a woman said. Vincent had been displaced
as an object of pity. And in the minds of most people,
indignation against the assassin, known or unknown,

platform, used in happier occasions for the making of tea
and the buttering of buns. They were soon back with &
verdict which pleased everybody but the prosecution and
Mr. Edison and Mr. Fowler, who recognised it as a com-
promise. There was insuffcient evidence to justify com-
‘mitting Charlotte Comwall to the assizes; but her father,
John Vincent Cornwall, must enter nto a bond to pro-
duce her far trial should any further evidence be forth-
coming, or forfeit three hundred pounds.

To the crowd this was understood to be acquittal and
they gave noisy evidence of their approval. Public in-
dignation against Fowler took the form of a shower of
stones and horse-dung as he drove away; and then, more
hurtfully, in angry letters to the Press.

Four hundred solid citizens demanded his instant dis-
missal. He forestalled that by tendering his resignation.
He had, he said, always wanted to farm and it would be
silly to leave it too late. In fact for him it was already too
late. Mary Tudor, Queen of England, told that Calais
was lost, remarked that when she died the word Calais
would be found written on her heart. Fowler could have
said the same of Charlotte Cornwall, More than his fail-
e, mar than the cbbguy basped wpon i, wa the
ridicule. He was dead within a year.

Nineteen men wrote and made her offers of marriage.

The crowd watched and waited outside the house. Then Inspector Fowler came
out—with Miss Charlotte. She would have to stand trial for Vincent’s murder!

had been transferred to Fowler.
'Mlyl]nm.lpel.kml’lpn?" Charlotte asked as, escorted
by the , she entered the crowded Guildhall, now
transfotmed fnto @ 3

“You may indeed. Come back to this table.”

She crossed to the one where Papa sat, with Mr. Fother-
gl and Mr. Edison.

She had not seen Papa for ten days. He had once
come, Mr. Fothergill had told her, but Inside the gaol
had broken down and been unable to complete the visit.
Now she thought that he looked extremely ill, worse even
than when she last saw him, his face fallen away into

folds, semi-circular lines as definite as scars under
‘eyes and much more white in his hair. Poor Papa, to
have lost one child in such a cruel way, and now to be so
worried about another. She kissed him. His face, for all
its collapse felt curiously hard, almost mummified. She
“Papa, you must not worry about me. I did not do
it, so I shall be all right” Slze went back and sat at the
table beside the Governor. From there she could see that
Pnpuhdpx(hhxhnyfmhbhhmdlmdhrdnﬂm
time it occurred to her to wonder whether Inspector Fow-
ler had talked him into believing in her g\ll.h. Fowler
seemed so certain, had produced such a knit
mxy.uulmmeﬂm-nwudmmanmgnom
doubt oneself. She sat very straight and folded her black-
gloved hands in her lap and thought—I must remain
ulm,llwl.\lmbewer and all the stories, not only the
Tnspector’s, will be heard.

The magistrates retired to the little room behind the

day came when she said to Papa, with her
lhgh!)y uouked. sad smile, “Perhaps I should have ac-
cepted the least crazy-sounding one, Nobody else seems
to want me”

When they reached home they entered by the kitchen
door and Mr. Comwall went straight to the library and
the brandy while Charlotte paused to explain her failure
to do the emrands: “I did’t feel like going into shops.”
Nellio and Cook understood. Would Addie and Vikky?
Not that it mattered. Everything was so horrible, a few
complaints could hardly make it worse.

As she reached the top landing, Thomas, who had
obviously been waiting for her, emerged from his room.
He had now been a pupilteacher for four days and
learned that his fear and dread of the job in no way
measured up to the reality, Charlotte braced herself to
listen once again to his account of how awful it was,
how awful Mr. Mldemn wl; how nwﬁll, collectively

and individually, the t this afternoon
lnxtud of saying, “Oh Chn'lie. bires cm’! s it,” Thomas

e e P A
and gave me this to give to you. From Mrs. Greenfield.”

It was quite a thick packet.

“Let’s see what it is,” Charlotte said.

It was a thick, glossy brochure, “Homelands,” it an-
nounced. “The School That Is Also a Home.” Thero was
also a letter in Mrs. Greenfeld's meticulous copperplate
hand. 1t was quit a long etter, but Charltte perused it
in a flash. Then she said, breathlessly:

“Oh Thomas! Tt it marvellous? Mrs, Greenfild has



found a_place for me. With a distant relative of hers.
1 shall be a pupil-teacher too, helping with the little
ones in the morning and having lessons with the older
girls in the afternoon. That is, Mrs. Greenfield says, if
Fapa consents. I am sure he will”

And it augured well. Mrs. Greenfild wrote that her
cousin hy marriage, Mrs. Armitage, to whom the school
belonged, had heen “fully informed.”(Mr. Greenfield bad
insisted upon that. He had met Viola Armitage once and
had not been much taken with her, hut when his wife,
after the second orphanage had professed itself able to
function without Charlotte Comwall's services, had said,
“What about Viola?” he had said, “It would he necessary
to he ahsolutely honest with Viola, my dear.” It was nec-
essary to he honest even with those one faintly disliked.
So Mrs. Greenfeld had been honest. And her cousin hy
marriage had been bonest too, writing hack that sbe was
fullprepared to offer & home to the poor child, but she
did think that a change of name was advisahle.)

Papa, tackled at fust the right moment, almost genial,
said, “No ty. There's no law against using any
name you like. 1 could write you a cheque, Charlie,
made out to Little Miss Moffat, and if you endorsed it
thus it would he valid."

“Then I think I shall choose Burns, Papa. Mamma's
maiden name.”

In the mellow, lingering light of a September afteroon,
Homelands seemed to fulfll the promises of the hro-
2

B (G L e and a few low hushes
drive,

lined with laurels

house itself was imposing, red-hrick with grey-stone fac-
ings, several gables, two little turrets, halconies in front
of french windows on the upper floor. It had been huilt
twenty-six years earlier by a very rich hrewer whose
delicate wife had briefly benefited kom som i in the
bracing east coast air at Lowestoft. been no
time to test whether permanent mn‘knm in thu area
could halt her decline. She died just as the house was
completed. He had never wanted to see it again. It
‘'was not everybody’s house: too large, too mucb exposed,

She was acquitted—but Charlotte
knew she would never be really free.
At least, she could find a position
far away, and change her name . . .

rather more than half a mile from the village of Gorston-
on-Sea, three miles from Lowestoft. It had stood empty,
its price cheapening, a godsent bargain, almost a gift
to Mrs. Greenfield's cousin by marriage when she came
along looking for a suitable property in which to estahlish
ber school.

Sbe rang the hell and the door was opened by a
trim parlourmaid in black and white.

“I am Miss Bums.’

‘The ball was high, lighted hy a lantern window in
the roof. Some of its panes were coloured and cast shapes
of red and blue and orange light on to tho tessellated
fioor, on a white-painted staircase that ran uptos ey,
on to a white marble statue in the cent
black ones, bearing lamps. Several pieces of it
some decorative ohjects had been in the bouse when
the brewer was bereaved and he had never wanted to see
them, or even to think of them again. The statue was
of the Goddess of Health.

“Miss Bums, Madam,” the maid said, opening a white-
panelled door upon & room that gave the impression of
being all rose-coloured, a warm, prtty, sweetscented
room, Near a cheerfullittle fire, on a rosc-hrocaded chaise
longue, Mrs. Armitage reclined. She offered a slim white
hand, and a sweet, welcoming smile.

“My dear, I'm afraid you've bad such a tedious
roundabout journey. Do sit down. No, wait. You may
find it rather warm. Take off your hat and your jacket”
As Charlotte did so, Mrs. Armitage said, “Tea will be
here immediately. Before it comes, while we are alone
together, T bave just one thing to say and then the sub-
ject will never he mentioned again. My cousin has told
me everything and believe me, I deeply sympathise with
your somow and all the trouble you have bore. I have
divulged nothing, even to Mrs. Osgood, and I never
shall T just hope that you will put the past completely
S and he very h.m

“Your accepting me has already made me very happy,
Mrs. Armitage. I am extremely grateful

‘The maid came n with a laden tea tray, which she

placed on a round tahle, well out of Mrs. Armitage’s



reach. Outside the open door there was the sound of
footsteps, frm, heavy. A woman entered, fairly tall, fairly
stout, plain.

‘Ausum this is Miss Burns, about whom I was telling
you. Charlotte, this Mrs. Osgood, my partner and my
Friend”

Mrs. Osgood put out a large, hard hand, said, “Good
aftemoon,” in a voice which though coarse was
and sat down by the tea tray. The service was of silver,
Bigiy polied, the aupeful s bste el Thers wers
tiny savoury san two kinds of cake,

Ms. Armitage mqnind .tm Mr. and Mrs. Green-
field and being answered went smoothly on. “I am
to sy tht T shall ot b ahle to kexp exactly o what

my cousin. I'm afraid you will get very

Pl e ‘The junior mistress whom we were
expecting let us down at the last moment and I shall
oot )10 cngag sncther belore Chrstmas. Any teacher,

S L e
Ployable So, with Miss Lamb singl hande, she.wil
need more help from you than was foreseen.”

Mrs. Osgood said, “Miss Burns, if you won't have an-
other cup, 1l show you your room ‘and then take you
along to Miss Lamb.”

“These are the school stairs,” Mrs. Osgood said, lead-

azbmmmwnmmdnmkesnhghm-mmd
. Frances, will you find the

looked back at Charlotte and said, “T hold that a mere
correction is water on & duck’s back. Makes no impres-
sion at all. Once it is looked up it makes some
Miss Lamb did some more marking and Charlotte sat,
consclous of an atmosphere. Extremely quiet and courte-
ous, very different from that of any plain sewing class at
Miss Barker's, where such classes were gossiping sessions.
“May I have the scissars, please, Constance?” “Florence,
wmddmmmap.mgmemwmemmmrmm
oices, however young and treble, had a kinship
wlthn “Armitage’s: quiet, soothing, The
had it the chair said:
“Excuse me, Miss Lamb. Table girls”
“Goodness me. Your watch must be fast, Ella”
Ella’s watch was a pretty thing, pearls and turquoises
suspended from a pin like a bow. Miss Lamb's was a
bttt«zdhtdnnlv:ronahungmwhtlmhdlﬂem
elongated shoelace.
“You are right, Ella. Table girlsl Oh dear me, half the

precedes the ¢, you will

The school, on the east coast of Lowestoft, was pleasant enough. And in
Miss Lamb, Charlotte felt she had found a friend in her troubled world . . .

ing the way to another staircase, its paint a more
tarian brown, its steps covered with linoleumn and edged
with metal, Across a kind of lobby into the classroom,
spacous, plessant. It bad nce been the biard room,
planned hut never played

P B S s o (s T
tumed and stared as Mrs. Osgood, followed by Charlotte,

entered.
“Miss Lamb, this is Miss Bunu, our new Bluhnl.
Miss Lamb stood up. She gave the impression
badly put together, large, knobbly foints connected by
almost skeleton bones.

the pale dry lips seemed only fust to close, had a starve-
ling look. But her eyes were brilliant, green and clear
between dark lashes that matched the plentiful, untidily
-y

Shenl;"Hmvdmymdo,MmBmlunmdeed
very glad to see you” A third handshake. “Ob, thank

you, Ella” A girlgracious! how tall, how beautifully
d:md,mala—memmg-hadmmmdhoughnchn
“Now,” Miss Lamb said, “would you like me to reel off
the names, or would you prefer to come to them grad-

wally?

I think . %

Ve i e e
1 combine it . . > Miss Lamh looked at the pile of ex-

ercise books and the sharp red pencil which she had laid
down in order to welcome Charlotte. “Thirty,” she said,
“is  small class—I ance had sixty—but the varying ages
make it hard. While you try to deal with one group, the

Four girls—their age, Charlotte judged, about twelve—
had risen. “Valerie,” Miss Lamb said, “look to the salt.”
As the four girls went out a very appetising scent of
onions in.

Miss Lamb marked three books, looked up, and said,
“That will do girls. Pack up.”

‘There was movement, but no noise, none of the this-is-
the-end-of-class commotion which Charlotte remembered
from Miss Barkers, The girls moved away and presently
gathered again in the dining room, the room that had
been planned to accommodate a housekeeper and a few
servants of a superior kind, ladies’ maids, gentlemen's
gentlemen. Now two white scrubbed tables ran length-
wise. There were little posies of late-lowering scabious
and knapweed and a few autumn berries set along the
centre of emh table and they, with the lamps brought in
from the schoolroom, gave an almost festive air.

Miss Lamb said, ‘Ell., you are deposed. Miss Bums
will take the junior tahl

n;wylmimmmb T welcome the deposi-
tion. As you know, T was never very good at fractions.”

They both laughed and very soon Charlotte saw the
allusion. On the dish before her lay a kind of elongated
dumpling, to be divided amongst the fourteen girls at
the junior table. And myselfl she thought. Admittedly
she had had tea, but the dumpling smelt inviting.

It tasted as good as it smelt; a plain suet roly-poly,
made not with jam but with onions chopped small and
fried golden hrown, Everyone received a slice about an
inch thick. As in the classroom the standard of manners
was high. “Would you like salt, Veronica?” “Thank you.
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Would youP” “Sophie, would you mind e the water
jug?” There was some quiet con Charlotte
lumd.nmo:m.dmmdmhmm:,m-
swered one question, pul politely: “And where is your
home, Miss Burns?” She almost replied Biddlesford, and
remembered just in time that the village name was as
infamous as her own. “Oh, a little village you would
never have beard of,” sbe said.

The table girls collected the plates and the forks and
carried them into the kitcben. Movement became general,
a drift back to the classroom.

“After supper,” Miss Lamb said, “the girls do what
they choose. It would be an opportunity for you to learm

names’

Ella approached and said, “Miss Bumns, would you
care to play whist?”

“Thank you, Ella. T do not know how.”

Ells, with an experienced hostess air, said, “Another
time perhaps. We should be delighted to sbow you”

Within a few minutes everybody was busy, or at least
oceuy games of whist were in progress and at
the other end of the age scale there was a dolls tea
party going on, In-between girls wrote, read, painted,
did embroidery.

(huritis siovoclsbout Drawa o e youngest group,

Charlotte went to bed and had time to reflect cnly
upon one thing before she slept. Miss Lamb bad once,
only once, referred to Mrs. Armitage as Mrs. A., and be-
cause she and Thomas hed used a similar curtafiment for
Mrs. Comwall, she deduced that Miss Lamb did not
much care for Mrs. Armitage. Charlotte had liked ber
very much, But she liked Miss Lamb, too. And even Mrs.
Osgood had seemed quite friendly. Charlotte's last
thought was one of deep gratitude to Mrs. Greenfield.

which she did not wisb to return, Except with the book-
Mhrlnlawumh,wbogavaued{LMmhmhhdm
communication with the outer world. Charlotte

ment, the result of Mrs. Greenfield’s determination that
there sbould be no obvious link, caused Charlotte to
write less frequently than she would otherwise have done.
It seemed to place a burden on Mrs. Greenfield’s good
nature.

“Where is your home, Miss Burns?” one

of the girls asked innocently. Charlotte

froze. “Oh, a little town you never heard of,” she managed to reply.

she imaginary tea in & cup the size of a thimble
end said, “Delicious. lhqaeyunwﬂlluvitumemdﬂnk
tea with you ag
'l‘omormw we shall have cherry cake.
She moved on to a litle girl, stting apart, buslly writ-

ing.

“I am doing my letter. lwr(:enlm]eev:ryd:y
Such of the letter as could be

‘lkHutemedveruKoldhﬂuﬂymmldm me
some beet and I could send you some Kold we should be
m!ngmnhnllukhmnddmmmmdmhp-u-
wmdhlmkddm.ymkuhummw(m.m.

“And what is your nat

“Sophie. Sophie Wrenn.”

“And wbere is this leter going, Sophie?”

“To Calcutta, Miss Bumns.’

“And how long have you been bere?”

“A month, nearly . . ." Suddenly tears brimmed. At
Miss Barker's there had been little bomesick creatures.
Charlotte said with feeling—not that she bad ever been a
homesick school-girl, in fact only too glad to get away—
but she knew what it was to bave lost a whole way of life,
to yearn, to bunger and remember.

Supl\la it gl better In about snother month youll

Ath]lputma.l Miss Lamb tapped the end of ber
red pencil on the table and said, “Junior bedtime, And
please remember your teeth. Miss Burns and I will come
and say good night in just ten minutes.” The fourteen
under-twelves packed up whatever they bad been using
and went quietly away.
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‘Thomas's letters were uncheerful; he hated the school

new baby bas come, it s another gl it cries all the time.
There is some talk of Papa being moved, but I don't
PO o o ek e AT
mmmwmmmmmm.dm Then I
couldn’t bear it and should run

Answering his lottos called for moach disciminaton.

would simj
phasise the contrast between ber lot and his. Sbe could
write, “At least, Thoms, in a day school you have Satur-

ywnmnkamen.lml'wﬂmlwx

our bouse? We were happy there once, weren't we?
Anaﬁhp-umbemmdxmymmn.gm'
Thomas sent Charlotte the picture of Stonebridge
House for which sbe bad asked. It was & good picture
in a way, like and yet unlike. He must bave drawn it, or
studied it, from the far side of the lane, for the picture
mhdndtbehaﬂaxooppebeech,everybnnd:andlng
mt:ndrﬂxthnneamedtnbenxrhhg. . Papa sent &
sovereign and best wishes for Chrstmaas and Thomas's
letter brought some information. Papa had been moved.
At the end of the spring term, in April, be was to go to
London. “Paps,” Thomas wrote, “is not pleased about the
place itself, though be welcomes the move. And so do L.



Miss Lamb showed her

to her room. Charlotte
sensed that she did not
like Mrs. Armitage and =
Mrs. Osgood, although they é/
had seemed quite friendly. 2z

Nothing bas been said sbout my staying bere and board-
ing with the Macfersons, wbicb I did so dread. In fact,
Popeies o e i L
juring the Christmas holiday, spoke of a room for me.
fom Tooking forward to the move, Nothing could e
worse than here.”
Nothing could be worse than bere, Jobn Vincent Cora-
wall thought, as he moved in his hired cab through
of London that be bad never seen or envisaged.
Stroct after street of fundamentally charming little Geor-
gian terraces from which sixty, seventy years ago pros-
perous merchants had set out for the City. The centrif-

East End, were indescribably dreary, the paint and plas-
ter flaking leprosyly, windows broken, windows patcbed
with paper or cardboard.

May, plea-mly warm on the east coast, was bot in
London. In the West End, once John Vincent Cornwall's

on a May morning, swept and spr
pl droppings and even -
digusting tings oy “where they fell and dried in the

London teachers were lacking the deference which—at
least until the disaster—the rural ones had shown to
Her Majesty's Inspector. Several of the bead teachers

10 re
nable to suggestion and resen
manner there was nothing left of the bonhomie which
bad made him popular in Suffolk; everyone with whom
be had to do considered him gloomy and disagreeable.

53
&

M. Comwalls rowing circle of frends,mast o wbom
bad never spoken to him, thought that be loked i
agreeable and stuck-up into the bargain.
A bideous day followed hideous day, be los his fer
certainty that it was all too borrible to be true, that
this simply could ot be buppeniog to i t s tre,

it was happening, and would go on, and on. He reached
a point wbere be needed the fortifying glass of brandy
before he could face the day; and on the morning wben

the post brought him a square white envelope of very
supesior quality, with the familiar embossed seal of tbe
Board on its flap, be that it contained his dis-
mmeAxﬁneungmekmdsdmmhmn
simply requested him to call at his earliest possible con-
venience, to discuss a matter of some urgency. His first
impulse was not to go; they could dismiss him-—that was
their right—but be did not intend to submit himself to a
scolding. Then, looking at the letter again, be saw that
it was not signed by the official wbo dealt with such
‘matters as appointments and dismissals in the inspector-
ate. And why a matter of some urgency? If they felt
that be was 20 bonger it for bis pos, they could suspend



him at a moment’s notice. A faint curiosity began to
stir. Hed go, this very moming. He went back upstairs
and changed into clothes that were not permeated by
the school smell. He'd go, and if it tumed out to be,

invitation to be mled, to h-ve a glass of sherry.

’nm: a rather tentative apj

“The idea may not appeal to you at all, but we've
gone into it thoroughly and you appear to be the most
suitable, indeed in the circumstances the unly suitable,
man suggest. Tl put it briefly .

P-tllmdywhnnmmmudwwthh Uttahpore,
one of the remaining independent states in India, had
h\elywmeundulhendeafah}nh with very en-
lightened and progressive ideas. He wished to inaugurate
an educational system and had—very sensibly—applied
to the Board to assist him in this worthy scheme. He
asked the Board to send him a Director of Education.
Like the twins, the Rajah of Uttahpore knew exactly
whll he wlnted and wlul he wanted was rather rare.

man blic school, from either Oxford or.
c.mh,uge, yet i thorough knowledge of education
at a primary level.

Rose cried on; she cried herself out. Then she
up and foraged about and found a card left by a visiting
Daughter of Jerusalem who had called one day at the
‘house when Rose had been out with the double-burdened
peramhulator, lifting Amelia out to take some staggering
steps under the soiled but still sweet-scented lilac bushes
of the garden in the centre of the square.

The card said that the Children of Jerusalem met
on Sundays at seven o'clock, at 24 Cumberland Street,
Bethnal Green, over the fishmonger’s shop.

A far less egoistic person than Rose Ellis might have
been forgiven for feeling that the whole meeting had
been designed to fit her need. The doleful, unaccom-
panied hymns both dealt with the cleansing quality of
the Blood of the Lamb; the preaching and the prayers
would have led an uninformed listener to believe that
gathered in this upper room was a collection of the worst
sinners in the world. Every word seemed to apply to
her who had committed sins of the flesh, sins of the
spirit and never properly repented until now. It seemed
to her not sufficient that the false god, first by withdraw-
ing his favours and then by deserting her, had inflicted
suffering upon her; she must punish herself. She must
do something to show how penitent she was.

As was usual, the Brother in charge stood at the door-

A transfer to Uttahpore in India! It was just what John Cornwall wanted! He
convinced Agnes the climate was bad for her, and packed up to leave . . .

“Uttabporel” John Vincent Comwall said. “That rings
a bell somewhere, hut for the life of me .
Rajsh mentions that he himself m]wyed the bene-
Bits of an English education. At Eton”
“That's it] We used to call him Bunjo. He fagged for
me? And a dirty lttle tyke he was in those days, too.
The remuneration was lavish: rupees 90,000 a year, a
house in the capital as a nt residence, accommo-
dation in rest houses near each school that was planned.
Servants and horses provided. “He who rules must have

not really him—
and God knew he had had enough of that in the last year.

It was easy enoug:- s that Umhpom
was unfit for a old Bunjo had
written that the mm o oo b s Faly bl
o wish 9 do s the plaos of Uttahpore were hot in

Pt b lrleﬂy o lmounle io was this. Uttahpore,
one of the remaining independent states in India, had
lately come under the rule of a Rajeh with very en-
lightened and progressive ideas. He wished to inaug
an educational system and had—very sensibly—applied
to the Board to assist him in this worthy scheme. He
asked the Board to send him a Director of Education.
Like the twins, the Rajah of Uttahpore knew exactly
what he wanted and what he wanted was rather rare.
2

way and said “God keep you” to each member. He had
noticed the new face and to Rose he also said, “We hope
to see you next Sunday, Sister.

She shook her head siightly. “I am a member of the
Lowestoft community and 1 am going home tomorrow.”

Buck g ek b, 1 graling physeal wock
a tiring trudge each Sunday. What better proof of
peniten oee\mld!hegpve?shewu“ryht-ﬂhﬂdm
she would show that she was somy, and God would
eventually forgive her and bring her safe to Heaven. The
substitution of one hope for another was easily accom-
plished by her shallow, single-minded nature.

At Homelands, as in all similar establishments, the
summer term was the best of the year. The affictions
of the winter vanished; walks on the beach became a
pleasure. On two consecutive Thursdays Mamzelle
brought strawberries enough for all; and then she
hrought raspberries and the luscious yellow gooseberries
called Golden Dr

Tuesday, the last day of June, dawned clear and
bright and rosy red, the kind of morming which those
connected with the soil or the sea knew, by experience
or hearsay, to he no good omen of fair weather. Inland
they said “Red sky at morning, shepherd's warning®; on
the coast they said “Rosy at seven, black hy eleven.” The
day had darkened steadily, and in the evening, when
Miss Lamb had gone to her interview with Mrs. Armitage
and Charlotte was preparing to make tea, the sky was
purple over a hushed sea, the colour of pewter.



“Well” Charlotte asked, not looking up from the tea-
‘making, when Miss Lamh entered, a litfle carlier than

she had expected, “How did it go?”

had hrought back all the reports that must be done
again. S0 she looked up and saw Miss Lamh much more
upset than she had been on that occasion. Speechless.
She tottered to the bed and laid upon it the shabhy old
reticule from which almost all the beads had fallen away,
lacking that stitch in time, and five gleaming sovereigns,
dropped from her clenched left hand. Her always pale
face was the colour of paper and her green eyes hlazed.

“What happened, Miss Lamh? What happened?”

Miss Lamb attempted to speak; she opened her mouth.
Her lower jaw shook convulsively and she put up both
e thin s snd prese it pocion, it st

nes Then betwen

o
The sensible, practical streak in her said, “Make the
tea” And she oheyed. Miss Lamh sat, holding her jaw.
lwkhg,lntthurpllshlighl.llkemchudydud
“Here,” Charlotte said, “drink this. And tell
about it

sit quietly and drink your tea. I shan't be a minute.”
gle

hands over her hair. One must not appear distraught.

Mrs. Armitage reclined on her sofa. On the long table
hehind it there was a great bowl of roses.

“She is upset. Mrs. Armitage, I felt compelled
to come .E;".i’!,o?‘; ‘what respect she is unsuitahle?”

“You may ask, Charlotte. I am afraid I cannot give
you an answer. Unsuitability is very diffcult to define.”

“But there must be some reason. She is such a splendid
teacher. So clever. So devoted to the girks.”

“I agree. Entirely.”

“Then what did she do that was wrong?”

“Wrong? Nothing that I know of:*

“Mrs. Armitage, you must have some reason. Whatever
it is I must say that I think you are making a termrihle
mistake.”

Miss Lamh was not in her room. She had drunk none
of the tea. The shabhy old reticule, the five sovereigns,

Pﬁhps:hzhndgmmwhztwupohmlymhmdmu
“the end,” a place to which it was very {l-mannered

Rose wasn’t so easily convinced. She cried and cried. For Charlotte, there
was grief, too. Dismissed, Miss Lamb had left without a trace. Was it suicide?

Tea, hot and strong, that had never before failed as a
restorative, failed now, Miss Lamb tried to take the cup,
hut her extended hand shook so violently that she with-
drew it again and propped ber jaw; and when Charlotte
bdddmcupwhn]ips,!hmgbsheuﬁdaglln.lﬂthll
resulted was a clatter of teoth on the cup's
some splashes on Ihehvnlofhntblousemthe]lquid
illed.

M of me she sid. The rigor had passd, and
the hysteria, hut her eyes looked wild.

“Try the tea now,” Charlotte said and poured a fresh
cup. “What happened? Did you have a row?”

“No. There was nothing. No wamning. She paid me.
And hefore I had even time to put the money away,
she dismissed me. She put the money in my hand and
suid she had come to the conclusion that I was not
suitable for this post.”
“How could she say that? Why‘ youre the _best

Had she taken up
the poker and struck me . . . But there it is. She said I
could stay until I found a post, hut that I cannot do.
T must leave at once. All my plans . . .*
volce of great pathos. Then she gathered her forces and
said, “Miss Burns, you are very young for such a hurden,
huepmmume « .ty to carry on. If I have given you
any if you follow it, my time bere wil ot
have been entirely wasted.’

“But I couldn’t 7 Charlotte said and
stopped short, Useles to sey that to Miss Lamb. “Tou

admit that you, or anybody else, ever went. But after
‘waiting two minutes Charlotte went and searched. She
looked into bedroom. Conscientious to the last,
Mmmm

lndwlilkﬂhn,wbenshemhmﬁtmhbbe
left.

She tore open the front door and ran out. The wind
gave its final cry and flung the last handful of rain at her;
the evening lightened lsshenn"ML«l.ﬂm.hl ’Mh
Lamhl” The laurels in the drive
'when she reached it, stretched xw-ymrl@l mdlnl:h,
the colour of honey, lapped by the sca which, s the
storm blew inwards, hrigh

Dtencbadhythnlmfdlofnln.hqhir,lihm-
Lamb's half down, Charlotte hroke into the rose-col

rose-scented room again and gasped out, “Miss Lamh has
drowned herself. Andllumyflult. Then something
happened that had not happened for years, not since
those times when she had stood with her hands on her
head in the hall at Stonehridge House—a spinning dark-
ness.

“Lay flat.” Mrs. Osgood's voice. Scent of roses overlaid
by the horrihle stench of humnt udzu:.

“A fine fright you gave us all” That was

ﬁemldsetﬂedmdmmshiomdhtm

“Miss Lamh drowned hersel

“Charlotte, you have nhsnlut:ly no reason for uyl.ng



i ting Mo Lamb et As cho wae ety n-

to do.”

Cburlone nid, “I am to blame. I left ber. I sbould bave
known.”

"My dear child his is abscltely yidenons. You are
upsetting yourself and everybody else over nothing”

1 am upsetting Mrs. Armitage. I am on ber

“I gave Miss Lamb notice,” Mrs. Armitage said gently.
“I made a point of offering ber a bome while she sougbt
another post. Sbe chose to leavo at once. And did so.
Why you sbould assume that she drowned berself is quite
b!yandmylmdermndmg As is the fact that you blame
yourself. Quite absurd.

“Sbe never thougbt nbcmt anything except ber work.
And." said Charlotte, reverting stubbornly to ber argu-
ment, “sbe would bave taken ber money and changed
ber sboes.”

“I can see that you are not in a state to be reasoned
with. T sball ask Mrs, Osgood to give you something to
make you sleep. Everything will look quite different in
the morming.”

Mrs. Osgood returned, and taking Charlotte by the
arm said, not unkindly, “Come along, Miss Bumns, Bed's
the place for you.”

She helped Charlotte upstairs. In the corridor she

Lambs’ Tales and Miss Lambs battered Shakespeare and
some bits of odd paper and a pencil, and did ber best.

Miss Lamh retuned as ahruptly as she had left. There
she stood, wearing the hlouse with the odd hutton and
the skirt with the patch, studying the bits of the play
upon which Charlotte bad been working before she
blew out the candle. Stunned, unahle to speak for a mo-
ment, Charlotte watched ber, smiling wben something
met with ber approval, frowning when something did
not. When sbe found ber volne Charlotte said, "Mlsl
Lambl Ob, where have el bu:n? How could you leave
like that? I have been so worrie

Miss Lamb looked up and mu a silencing gesture.
Of course, it must be late; one must not make a noise.
Making no noise, Miss Lamb beckoned and tumed
towards the door. Pushing ber feet into ber slippers and
snatcbing up ber dressing gown, Charlotte followed.

Sbe had not been in Miss Lamb's room since that June
evening. No effort had been made to clear it; ber wom

b and cheap bone comb lay on the dressing table
beside a little dish holding hairpins; books lay just as she
had left them on the top of the chest of drawers. The
dust was thick everywbere.

Keeping ber voice low, Charlotte said, “Now tell me.

“I am to blame. I left her!” Charlotte said. She’d come back to find Miss
Lamb gone, her money, purse and sodden handkerchief on the bed.

halted outside Miss Lamb’s door and said, “T suppose it
isn't possible that you missed ber somehow and that sbe
is. . .” She tapped on the door and called Miss Lamh hy
name. Then she opened the door. The o money, the reticule
and the tear-soal d gone from the
bed; whdthzchﬁkhomd:dw the out-door shoes
from under the chest of drawers.

“You must bave been mistaken,” Mrs. Osgood said.

“I swear I was not. She was sitting there. I was hardly
gone a minute and when I came back everything was
here, except Miss Lamb.”

“Maybe you're muddling what you saw one time with
what you saw the other. People do that, Or mayhe she
was in the building wben you ran out and came back
and collected ber things. Anyway, they've gone, you see.
Now come along, your drink1l be getting cal

For the first time in hgr I.(fe Chnln«e enlertﬁned a
Heeting doubt of ber own

Lonely, already balf defnnsd “she pressed on. There
e play, another communal effort for
Christmas, abandoning the whist, the dolls. But which?
Miss Lamb's success in comhining the story in the
Lambs’ Tales and the original text had led Charlotte to
think that the communal effort must be anotber of
Shakespeare's plays, but was she capable, as Miss Lamh
had been, of selecting and discarding, welding a kind of
patchwork into a whole? And then of choosing cbaracters,
avoiding any cause for envy, inspiring enthusiasm and
liveliness without noise. Sbe doubted it, but she must try.
Evay ovening, by candlelight, she sat up in bed, vith

Where bave you been? Why didit you tell me? I thought

a
lotte witb a smile. Chtrlm took it and then said, more

g_;.;:“ is wrong? Why won't you speak to me? Can't
you speak?”

She bad, not long before, just after the start of the
torm Jost her own voice and Mrs. Osgood said no won-
der, hollering about in the yard every moming. But even
without a voice one could mouth words, give some in-
dication of a willingness to speak. Miss Lamb did not
and a terrible fear fell upon Charlotte. A ghost! Safe in
the dormitory at Miss Barkers, other girls within arm’s
reach on eitlier side, Charlotte bad enjoyed a ghost story
as much as anyone. This was different, a chilly fear in the
heart, Yet sbe remembered someone saying that though
ghosts might not speak, they liked to be spoken to. In @
tremulous, strangled voice she said, “I miss you. All day.
Evb?r day. T never realised how good you were to me

Miss Lamb gave no sign of having heard, She was
dead; drowned; a ghost, and Charlotte knew that she
could no longer maintain self-control. She was going to
scream, . . .

Waking in her own bed when tbe senior girl whose tum
it was tapped on ber door—at Homelands there was noth-
ing so unhomelike as a clanging bell-Charlotte knew




that she had had an exceptionally vivid dream. One
m(gbt almost say a nightmare, Its source was readily
daily need for Miss Lamb’s guidance and
pun. ‘her worry about reducing The Merchant of Ven-
du into a short play suitable for girls to perform; and
her conviction iss Lamb was dead. A very vivid
dream, ove of those that last on, colouring the waking
hours.

It was only when she was half dressed that she saw the

notebook lying on top of the papers which repre-

sented her own poor efforts at drama-writing that she

realised that something more than mere dreaming was

involved. That book had not been there when she went

to bed. She picked it up, cautiously, as though it were
red-hot.

It was Miss Lamb's version of the play. There in her
small hut legible hand, everything that was needed to
keep the gist of the story, the grandeur of the llngu-lge.
while reducing it to something that could he performed
by children, with the minimum of scenery and within
the space of an hour. There was even a cast, with girls’
names, some marked with a question, against each char-

acter.

Standing bare-armed in her petticoat and corset cover,
Charlotte remembered that in the dream Miss Lamb had
handed her the book, in the deserted, dusty room along

the corridor—the room into which, waking, she would

willingly have entered. But the book had not
moved lbe‘ﬂ She had fetched it in her sleep.

Now, without ever even having heard the word, she
became a spiritualst after a fashion. If Miss Lamb were
dead—as she had always believed—somewhere enough
of her had lived on to make her do this, to make some
Xind of contact. And at night, after the routine prayers,
Mewudmoﬂlwﬁnusmdnthouginthslwme

Miss Lamh was somewhere and could be com-
mnnimfsdwith.Axmedxyxshorhnuimditg-ew
and she struggled with the impossihle task of holding to
Mmlmbuhndnd:,ﬁh‘dﬂnelmmdhneﬂmmd

towards Miss Lamb. If you are there, if you can hear
me.. ... Miss Lamb, I thank you for the mottled book. I
hope that wherever you are, you are happy. . . . I hope

you understand that I am doing my best. . . .
And if something of Miss Lamb still existed some-
‘where, what ﬂbmlk Mammu? And Vincent? Miss Lamb, if
wherever you
thom s A thought to sleep upon. A thought
o e e going dottyl And
that thought recalod, Miss Lamb, you were always so
sensible, help me to be sensible. You managed, belp me
to manage.

Juauary, biving come silng i with  few mild days,
led' down

only heat on the school side was provided by a single
paraffin stove. It was inadequate even in the schoolroom,
where it spent most of its time, yet it was missed when
the table girls carried it away into the dining room.
There it had hardly any effect at all before being carried
back again. Chilblains and what Mrs. Osgood called
cold sores proliferated. The chilblain cure which Char-
lotte bad bought and, in the proper spirit, shared with
everybody, though it smelt nice and was not painful
to apply, was quite ineffectual.

Halfway through January, Charlotte caught a cold so
heavy at e thought it advisable to join the queue
outside the little dispensary.

Waking in her bed, Charlotte thought
her visit with Miss Lamb, and going
to her room, must have been a dream.

. But there was Miss Lamb’s notebook!

“TTl dose you first, Miss Burns,” Mrs. Osgood said
d»en'ly Thunymnunsetlpodenmyle.
swallowed the crude oil without grimacing,
bux ﬁve ‘minutes later, being terribly sick in one of the
cubicles at “the end,” she thought-What an examplel
Her stomach, resentful even of fat meat, had completely
revolted.

Coming out of the cubicle she found Sophie Wrenn

| vigorously spitting into & washbowl.

2



S B 2

“I don't swallow it,” shexphh\ed “I fust bold it in
‘my mouth until I can spit it out. It tastes horrihle hut it
is better than feeling sick. You should try it, Miss Burns.”

'lthl.nk!:hlllhvc to,” Charlotte said. “Dan’t tell
mybudythn

lbechﬂdsnld, “A secret, just hetween us.”
She udfled Solemnly, “Mrs. Osgood once held Kathie's
nose to make her swallow.”

Two momings later, Mrs. Osgood's keen eye spotted
more than the symptoms of a heavy cold in Sophie
‘Wrenn; she knuckled her neck and gave her a little push
into the dispensary, beyond which the sick room lay.
“A day in bed for you,” she said. “Sylvia, fetch Sophie's
nightdress, dressing gown and

When the sick oom was occupied Mrv. Osgoodﬂnpt
with the door between her bedroom and
ajar and though she was a heavy xlwwulwlee

mrbedmdznlghthy.mgbhl;hndmtmdm
did not like the sound of. She gave Sophie a
:ndfxmndmtbexp‘lhwlothu;behyhlgbmlnthe

£ ture remained stubborn,

perat
Mrs. Osgood said, °T think
a look at the Wrenn child. She sounds hronchial to me.”

“I think she should be kept an eye on. Not much re-
sistance there.”

“Could you give me some idea when you will be here?
Not that I want to tie you down to time, Doctor, but I
am rather busy, We are without a cook at the moment
and I have the evening meal to attend o

“I shall be here at six,” he said.

At 8 quarter to six Eva took away the stove from
the schoolroom, At five minutes past six Dr. Bowen
found the stove, the open pan, the water just buhbling
-ndtbemellull-'rhdxdummd\ell.r,mcﬂy

he had ordered. And of the p.mmma“y, “She

Jeok in tomorrow.

“I have been waiting for you, Miss Burns”

“How are you, Sophie?”

“The doctor said the stove and I was better then . . .
I don't think Mrs. Osgood quite W] he)
coughed again. “I don't think he meant just to warm
his hands over, though he did. I think he meant it for

me”
And of course he did, Charlotte thought, remembering

Little Sophie Wrenn was terribly ill. But Mrs. Osgood wouldn’t listen to the
doctor’s advice, and put a steam kettle in the room. Sophie grew worse . . .

She spoke rather crossly. Parents paid medical charges
m&ethngh(al!beerpmmdldno!kkhﬂ:il'uﬁu
feeling of having failed, of heing obliged to call in, for a

‘precaution, an amizhle old dodderer who would be in a
position to tell her what to do. She hated being told
what to do and one of the reasons why her partnership
with Mrs. Armitage bad been so successful was that
Mn Am!hgeloahmnid,'Ywhﬂwbﬂ(amlhn

Augusta.”

She said it now. Eva was despatched to fetch the
doctor.

Dr. Bowen arrived, used his stethoscope, his thermome-

Osgood. And a pan of water on it.
A tahlespoonful of Friars' Balsam to a pint of water.”
Outside on the corridor Mrs, Osgood said, “Is she so
poorly?”
30

when Thomas was so ill, a fire hurning day and night
and a steam kettle on the trivet.

She stayed for a little while, kissed Sophie good night
again and promised to kok in next evening. Then she
went downstairs slowly, planning how best to approach
Mn.Osgood kwonldnvldnwnythnhaﬂ:ﬂdhd
‘mentioned the

'lhvebeenthlnhnglb«mlSopthlvm,Mn.Op

“Yes?”

“When my brother was a little boy he was ouce very
11l He had a cough that sounded very much like Sophie’s.
Our doctor found a splendid way of relieving it. May I

As Charlotte spake of the fire and the steaming kettl,
Mrs. Osgood's expression hardened. Somebody else tel.
ing her what to dol

“I don't agree. There's fashions in doctoring like every-
thing else. You wouldn't send @ child with a cough out
into a fog, would youP To my mind a steam kettle is
fust hringing the fog indoors.”

“My brother

“When blood-letting was fashionable;” Mrs. Osgood
uumxuy,wlemsuthmueuf not be-

“It might be worth trying. . . . We could manage with-
out the stove for a day or two, Mrs. Osgood. We could
‘wear our overcoats.”



“If 1 had twenty stoves,” Mrs. Osgood said, “there
wouldn't be one in the sick room longer than needs be.”
Charlotte seemed unwilling to take that for an answer
mdgu,lhnwdbehmdmdduupﬂgh dining chairs,
ds. “When 1

nl?hﬂymsshmn(mmnluﬂmwnhmhmb,
still think that Mrs. Osgood is wrong about the
stove, don't you?

Oh, Miss Lamh, I do miss you so much. I have nobody
things over.

Then—it seemed almost immediately—there she was,
Mgexwﬂmghmmwm;wmoﬂdm

g
led the way to her old room. This time she ignored the
‘books and went on and indicated the tray of tea-making
gear under the bed.

It was possible when eating this to suiff with less envy
on porridge days the scent of fried bacon coming
kitchen.
Talk at table was always quiet, hut positive w}
ing was frowned upon. To was as rude as to
point. This morning,” however, theuvuwhlspeﬂn;b
Dally a girl near Charlotte said in a normal voice
'kltmne,Ml:Bms,thlSophieWmndlsdln&e
night”

Charlotte dropped her fork. “Oh nol Who says so”
Everybody looked at her own immediate
girl at the
faced:

flowers, hear again Mrs. Lark's voice. Conscious of the
utmost falsity, she said, “Perhaps it s better to be an

Charlotte saw Miss Lamb, guiding her
She put the kettle on for Sophie . . .

toward the tea things under her bed.

The next morning, the child was dead!

“Of coursel Ob, Miss Lamb, how clever of you.”

Mrs. Armitage stirred, unwillingly opened her eyes
and was astounded to see not Eva with her moming
tea, but Augusta, looking ghastly and holding a candle-
stick in an unsteady hand.

“What is it? Worse? Dead?”

“Coms and look. T thought you should see . . .
touched anything.”

“This is what I found,” Mrs. Osgood said; and she
‘made no distinction between the dead child in the bed
and the little stove whose fuel had outlasted the water
in the kettle, which was now a balf-melted
lump of tin. The room smelt strongly of burnt metal
and scorched Friars' Balsam.
“It's the stove Miss Lamb used for making tea. Miss
Burns put it there. She was on at me yesterday about a
stove and a kettle, The fumes killed Sophie. And in
twmty years I never had a death.”

remembering _only that she had
dreamed sbout Miss Lamh again. On the former occasios
there had been the mottled book to prove that she had
followed the beckoning figue; thero vas no such con-

before T

angel in Heaven than to be so ill

In most minds the words made a link wit
overheard: a hlessed relief; at least his sufferings are
over; she is in Heaven now.

In Charlotte’s mind Sophie’s death
Vincent's because she had loved them both. Vincent had
been foul and nobody had been punished.
Sophie had been killed, less borribly, but nometheless
Killed, and Charlotte knew how, by whom.

In the confrontation which Mrs. Osgood had planned
n other circumstances and been persuaded to postpone,
Charlotte, entering the room without the preliminary
Tmock, said:
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boiled dry and melted, with half a bottle of Friars' about a concert, the other concerned with a picture ex-
Balsam in it, too. The fumes were enough to kill anybody,  hibition. Al in order. There remained the last letter and

leave alone a sick child.” that gave him a distinct jolt.
Charlotte looked towards Mrs. Armitage as though

denial or confirmation and Mrs. Armitage said: Dear Ms Fothergil, 1 am sory to trouble you, but I can

“I am afraid that that is what happened.” think of 50 one lse to whom to tum. T rather fear that

Charlotte said, in a horrified voice, “Oh nol” and put unless 1 can talk to somebody, I may go mad. Something
her bands to her face, From behind them she said Jies heppomed ere ik has iuade mo {hink tat Xmey,
brokenly, “If I did it, I did it in my sleep.” i

It l:ypom‘bla that 1 did it. 1 have walked in my come to you, but it is difficult for me to get away. Could
o things of which 1 have no memory &pﬂn{blywmmmm?ulﬁdigldomm
i m t time there was a book. And it is R et
true that Miss Lamb . . " She broke off, hovering on the
Verge of understanding,

Fou ca leave her ot of this You klled Sophic Wrenn
as surely as though you'd strangled her with your hands.”

mhnd.mmdeubamly,ymmmonumm
He'd liked her, admired her tremendously, had been anz-
jous—and still was—to be of service to her. Aware that he

There was something about that last phrase, something woldmm-shwbehuhm She was, he understood,
backward: reaching asd 20 horbie that ressem must re. 5l at school. Now and then when e thought about her,
fute It be had & curious sensation, rather like @ man who, suffer-

“We cannot be sure of that. But I shall ask Dr. Bowen. ing from some disquieting symptom, is given a comfort-
1 shall tell him everything and ask him whether Sophie  ing diagnosis; nothing but a touch of indigestion. He had
died because she did not have what he ordered or be- supplied his own diagnosis. It was his age. Men around
cause I did what you say I did.” forty were often attracted to young girls; some married,

In the crimson room, scented with the odour of fried usually with disastrous results; others behaved scandal-
eggs and bacon and coffee, there was a little silence. ously in railway carriages. But he had once told her, and

“The kettle boiled dry and melted, and the fumes were enough to kill Sophie,”
said Mrs. Osgood, accusingly. “Oh no!” Charlotte cried. Was it true?

Then Mrs. Armitage said: he had written, that if ever she needed him . . . as she
“About that, Charlotte, 1 would advise you to think now most obviously did.
again. If Dr. Bowen has the slightest reason to doubt the  He rang his bell and Mrs. Hawkins came, glanced at
cause of Sophle’s death, there will be an inquest.” She whtwkkmhhphemdmd,'Wmtnwyom
weighted the word with a slight pause. “At inquests very  |iking, sir?" almost as much upsellsMﬂ Osgood ha
awkward questions are apt to be asked. Such as what peen over the breaking of her long record.
else you may have done in a state of somnambulism.” wp.k Hawkins to pack my bag, will you, Mrs, Hawkins,
Mrs. Osgood, in ignorance of the matter to which Mrs. -ndbrhvgilmndl‘olheuﬁu:.gimxybenmylm:m
Armitago had referred, was sstonishe by the eflect the  ple of days. Just what 1 need for the night. And a clesn
words had, Charlotte cried, “Ob nol” again in an even Bt ™ CMEJE NN, PO HH
: you ask him, on his way, to send a
more horifled voloo and instead of putting Ber bards £ ejegram 1t would save me time. But of course 1 must
el and dropped her 1L o the trains, Walt . . ” In quite a fuster as she
ipon them, not crying exactly, but shuddering and
making little whimpering sounds. termed it, he went into the next room and came back,
having consulted the railway timetable, mdwroteornth
In London, Spring had taken a hesitant step o two. The back of one of the eavelopes, “Burns, He
yesping villow i s Fotbergl's dhelterd it geden ston-on-Sea. Be with you at six or soon after. Fothzry.ﬂ.
had changed colour and was dripping its green-gol
over the nmc\m&:lnlwnkthmww.lrlbelpoolof “That's all right, sir,” the cab driver said. “We got our
them, golden, whit, pal ad dak purpl, The window  posbagt. We dox't mind o it of 4 wat?
of the dining room looked out upon the garden and Mr. He produced the one that belonged to the horse, and
Fothergll studied it and the moraing i spproval be-  also o idenical bt o old blanket. Back i hi sea he
fore settling down to his breakfast, the egg poached, the himself in one of the pieces and ate his bread
bacon grilled; fried food did not agree with him. To the and checse. After London, the bracing east coast air was
left of his place lay his post and the slim silver paper-  very bracing indeed, and Mr. Fothergill shivered a lttle
loif. Ho had no lesitation sbout apening e glncing o he rang the bell and ated
at his letters while he ate; troublesome communications Al telegrams were automatically delivered to Mrs.
always went to the office. This morning he had two in-  Armitage, so that in case of bad news it could be broken
vitations, four acceptances of invitations that he had sent gently. She explained this as she handed over the opened
gut and two impersoal notces, one nformiog b envelope and then asked, “Who is Fothergil, Chariotte
3



dear?” That was one of the least tolerahle things ahout
the last five days, the assumption that nothing had hap-
pened, that nothing had

“My solicitor.”

“Good Gracious! What on earth do you want with a
solicitor?”

Even Mrs. Armitage’s calm was shattered.

“I wish to talk to him. Ahout everything.”

“It is ahout myself that I wish to talk to Mr. Fothergill.
When my father went ahroad Mr. Fothergill took over
the ihility for me.”

Mrs. Armitage did a bit more coaxing, issued some
more warnings. Then, finding that Charlotte was not to
e moved, took counsel with Mrs. Osgood, who said:

“I don’t see what there is to worry about. She can't do
me any barm. I she tell the truth, she’ll come out of it
badly. And a lawyers just the person to tell her so.”

Now, rising up, extending the white hand, offering a
sweet, sad smile so tentative that it was bardly a smile at
all, Mrs. Armitage welcomed Mr. Fothergill.

“It is all so very difficult, almost impossible,” Mrs.
Armitage hegan in her gentlest, most plaintive voice.
‘Purhnpslthddhglnhym“ingm!hﬂlhwevuy—
thing about Charlotte—her real name, the ghastly crime
of which she was accused—everything, My late hushand's

steam kettle in the sick room,  kettle which boiled dry
and made fumes which she believes choked the child.
‘The disturbing thing is that she claims to have done this
in her sleep.”

Mr. Fotbergills expression betrayed nothing.

belonged to Miss Lamb and that wben she left she took
them with her. The point is, Mr. Fothergil, though Char-
Totte has never said so in so many words fo me, that T
fear this tendency to self-blame, over Miss Lamb, over
Sophie Wrenn, has now extended to self-hlame over
her little brother's death, I suspect that, hecause when
talking about the spirit stove, sbe said, in a most ago-
nised voice, ‘What else may T not have done in my
sloep? She was so upset, poor child, at the very thought,
that once again we were obliged to put her to bed, and
for her own sake keep her tbere until the funeral was
over. She is not yet really wcll, physically, and I am
afraid that you will find her most confused in mind.

He made one of his non-committal statements:
“You appear to have had a trying time.”
“I have indeed. You see, if Charlotte manages to con-

“Who is Fothergill, Charlotte?”” Mrs. Armitage asked. “My solicitor,”

she said,

calmly. And all their coaxings and warnings wouldn’t prevent her from seeing him.

cousin is the wife of the Rector at Biddlesford. She asked
me to take Charlotte in. Naturally she told me the cir-
cumstances, and I felt so sorry for her, a mere child. Mu.
Greenfield—that is my hushand’s cousin—could not i..-e
known then—and indeed 1 did not suspect myself for

quite some time—that Charlotte’s dreadful experience
Tad deranged her”

Dacplutb;wlm!ho!themmm Fotbergill felt
another little shiver.

“In what way, Mrs. Armitage?”

“It began with Miss Lamh. . . .” Miss Lamh, an as-
sistant mistress, properly dismissed, had chosen to leave
without saying good-hye to anyone. Charlotte chose to
believe that she had drowned herself, and took the blame
because she had left Miss Lamb alone for two minutes.
“She ran out, Mr. Fothergill, up and down the beach,
along the lane. It was raining at the time, she came in
drenched and quite distraught. She bad to be put to bed.”
Charlotte had been demonstrahly wrong about Miss
Lamb baving taken nothing with her; but she refused
ahsolutely to helieve the evidence of her own eyes. Mrs.
Armitage then moved on to Sophie’s death. “Quite tragic,
hut the child had had the best attention. The doctor
came twice each day and Mrs. Osgood is such a good
nurse that this was our first loss in twenty years. But
Charlotte is now convinced that she is responsible for
that . This is very difficult. It seems, Mr. Fother-
gill, that when Charlotte’s brother was ill be benefitted
hy a steam kettle, and Charlotte claims that she placed a

vince you that she was respousible for Miss Lamb’s death,
for Sophie’s and for that poor little boy’s . . . where do
1 stand? How would parents feel if they knew that Char-
lotte Cornoall had been here for over a year, and that I,
knowing her history, had taken her in. They would be
appalled”

“Yes. I see that”

“Perhaps 1 should see her now.”

Mrs. Ammitage rang her bell, a pre-arranged signal,
and turning back to him said, “Tm afraid you will find
her much altered in sppearance.”

Even thus fore-wamned, and even though the rose-
shaded lamplight was kind, Mr. Fothergl was shocked
to realise that he might have passed Charlotte in the
street and not her. He had never thought her
“bonny,” by which old-fashioned term he meant young,
healthy, plumpish, hut he had always thought ber at-
tractive and that In happler circumstances she could
have been more so. Now he looked upon a wreck, bone-

hdldmlndlook);dduﬂlndhﬂﬂh‘mdwhlln&e
world bad bappened to ber hands?
“Mr. Fothergill. It was so good of you to come at once.”
She sat down, folding those swollen, raw-looking hands
in her lap, and he resumed his seat, his listening posture.
As she did not immediately begin to speak, be said,
kindly.'l:mvtrymylnhur!hllywh:nhzmﬂl'
“I wasn't. It was the medicine. At least, something in
the medicine. Or in the food. They didn’t want me at
33



the funeral, you see. They didait want me to talk to Dr.
Bowen.

Delusions, Mr. Fothergill knew, often centred about

Thsy, the deluded had enemies, the anonymous T/

their footsteps, threatened their lives, tried
mchntlhemonlo(dw.rnghu. However, in this case
They might be taken to mean Mrs. Armitage and Mrs.
Osgood.

Again it was left to him to break the silence. “You
wlntedmhﬂclume. Miss Charlotte.”

d him about Sophie heing ill; the argument
nbmt !he m.l stove, of how she had accused Mrs. Osgood
of neglect and Mrs. Osgood had accused her of placing
the spirit stove, with too little water, too much Friars'
Balsam in the sick room.

“I did not remember anything about it, Mr. Fothergill
But I was willing to accept the possibility that I had .
done it. For one thing I do walk in my sleep-when I am
worried. This is very difficult to explain, you may not
believe me. They don't. The fact is that you only know
that you have walked in your sleep if something happens,
o there is something to show. For example, once I was
very worried about Thomas. He was to spend the night
in the cellar and I suppose I meant to let him out, Cook
heard me, she thought I was a burglar and nearly hit me

notlmnoﬂmpnke,hulheg-vewaymonem.wnk

out stopping to ask himself~Where can she go? What
Mldowitl:bﬂ?benid,"l’htunwnLlMtht
the first thing is to get you out of this place”

When Mrs. Armitage drifted in, prepared to offer
sherry again, he said, “I have decided to take Miss Burns
away, Mrs. Armitage. I think that may spare you any
further emharrassment.”

“Where do you propose'to take her, Mr. Fothergill”
He answered with that good, evasive phrase, “That all

In the cab, talk was, if not impossihle, disjointed. The
horse, headed for home, put on a tum of speed which
anyone except his owner would have thought impossible.
Mr. Fothergill asked Charlotte if she would like to change
places with him as the draught scemed to be coming
lmmberﬂdqanisherzpliedlhnhewuqulbwm«
fortahle; that her cloak was very warm. suld.
“It is such a comfort to feel that I can leave e

skepmlhngwaﬂdbeamghduqdﬁm.gumu

“I know I walk in my sleep,” Charlotte

faltered. “When Mrs. Armitage asked

me what else I'd done—the really dreadful thing is—did I kill Vincent?”

with a flat-iron. So then I knew. Another time . . .” She

see

to admit it and dumn Am(ngewdnmnhhm
what else had I done in my . And that made me
begin to think. But then . ..” She wrestled with her
throat again and her eyes flickered wildly. “Then they
said I hadn’t put the little stove there, That there was no
md:mvalndmhmu that this conversation had never
t in my mind—that I bad invented it
dlAndnfmby'hlldmlwm(verydnrlnmy
Whatever it was that Mrs. Osgood gave me . . . 1

mlldn‘!lu.llythln.kdoymm?"

'l'benwnnnoﬂm&hin too. Nothing to do with
slup—wnIH.ng. M.ymnyo...bm that? There was Miss
Lamb . . .” She told him certain she had been that
Miss Lamb had taken nothing with her and how Mrs.
Osgood had seemed to prove otherwise, “Once you begin.
to doubt yourself, Mr. Fothergil, it is so easy . . . es-
pecially when there is nobody to talk to. You were the
only 1 could think of. But of course none of this is
mﬂybnpwtmLThedmdﬁd.tbonlllyMﬂthhg
‘whether Mrs. Ammitage really said it, or whether it
was unly my mind . . . I must face it. I could have killed
Vincent. In my ﬂecp. ‘What do you think?”
should need to know a great deal more, my dear
Miss Charlotte, before I could even begin to answer that
question.” Except in his response to his he
k)

mderch-rgc.liukhhbnlnuhemlghl,bewuld
not recall a case of any kind in which somnamhulism

wuwmmed.Andtheplu.lnlmli ‘would attract just
the kind of publicity which Hugo Ampton so wished
to avoid. Having carried that thought as far as it would
20, be brooded over the things she had told him. He
could see Mrs. Armitage's reason for insisting that Miss

Charlotte should first have been accused of putting the
spirit stove in the sick room, and then assured that she
had not done so, was more difficult to understand; unless

Would they have found a public hunatic asyhum? Or kept
ber at Homelands, broken, convinced that she was crazy
and grateful for shelter?
The Three Ships Hotel, which the cabman recom-
mmduluthnbenoldwuedu!nlyadopeudwing
the winter— he explained, it could
dD,!hweIlwunmby family—had ben
thﬁnglndlnhghn arlotte
looked s0 Tandlady, who combined the
role of vnthlhnol took her to be far
pmhmmmpﬂm,hmm—mbmeﬂlﬁm
the famous bracing
'Mymuehl’ntbugﬂl.mhMlnB\wxWeneed



one of which a fire should be lighted
lnmedhlzly e s ad notosd tat Gharowe I
been unwise to have

better. Andilymemddbmit.lsho\u.ldllkﬂuwnﬂnue

our talk”

e, Fothergils stomach reminded him angrly that it
bad had no lunch and that its dinner was overdue.

“Then we will have something to €at,” he said.

‘The fire was splendid, great chunks of driftwood burn-
ing orange and blue. There were two other guests, but

ey had almost completed their meal; they were fish-
buyers and had to be up early in the moming. The table
to which the waiter—son of the house—led the way was
‘within the fire’s ambience, and the tablecloth was clean,
Mr. Fothergill was plessed to see. There was oxtail soup
and roast shoulder of mutton.

Mr. Fothergill's stomach was pacified; Charlotte said
she could eat no more. The son of the house threw a
ship's timber onto the fire and quickly cleared the table.
The time had come,

Charlotte said, “Mr, Fothergill, you said you need to
know much more before you could answer my question.
What more can I tell you?”

“I have decided to take

Miss Burns away,”

Mr. Fothergill said.
“That should save you
further embarrassment.”

He said, “So far as I can see, in every case when you
have walked in your sleep—or S

ere has been some purpose, some emo-
tional fnvolvement. The common demoninator is @ con-
corn for something, or somebody. Were you concerned,
in any way, about Vincent?”

“That question I asked myself, Mr. Fothergill. And the
answer, hateful as it s, is yes. Mrs. Comwall was very
angry and Vincent tumed to me for protection, he hid
his face in my skirt. And as 1 stood there, I thought—
What will he do when I am gone and he has no one to
tum to? I remember thinking that, because I was sbout
to ask Papa for permission to go to London. Ms. Comn-
wall was very fond of Vincent, he was her first-bom,
her son. . .. But he was becoming wilful, and she only
liked him when he was amenable. And she was a very




jealous woman.” The scowl, which had eased slightly,

dmpaddwnngmn,mdshehhedherhmdmd
that wrestling movement at her throat. “It is difficult to
explain. I can only tell you that I stood there and fore-
if Vincent should ever say, instead of TI
tell Mamma,” ‘Tl tell Papa. He was capable of it. And
mmganhnhammymgum.bay-mm
that I wished I
mume.mrhnmamqmmm-
ponth.leBmd:d!hs!hlngln mind . . . the thing
B i 00 OB Ry e (ot e I s e
awake, to be impossihle, make me get up during the
night and try to take him away? And did he make a

noise? Did I smother him?*

To this there was no certain Fothergill
wid, vy geoly, Mis Charlotte, the T

er mhmmx, eyes flickered. Speaking more
B fia ik ety o e g eenaiea)
in a way. I don't know whether even you, Mr. Fothergill,
will understand.”

“I shall endeavour to.”

“I loved Papa’s razors. I learned to tell the days of the
week on them. When I was very small, when Mamma was
alive and well, Id go into his dressing room and hed

say, Clackl,tis i Tusaiay; o whatever the doy wes,
them different |

ust 1 use? Hed put
pns«m.u 5 that 1 ooul ot ehane A [l Tl
gom i s s sy This co’ e e igh', b would
be 5o pleased. . . .” Her voice for a moment,
5 Gkl T Toivson el ekl
days, sznxbewmtnn.‘nnllhledlhem,l when

sharp, 50 cruel.
You wish me to understand that you stabbed Vincent
with a razor. My dear girl, that s impossible.”

In her dreams, she would picture a
dashing young man, come to
rescue her from her drab life,

and the horrible memories

that haunted her. Mr. Fothergill
wasn’t young—he was forty—

but he was good and kind, and
the only person she could turn to.

What was needed now, he realised, was evidence to

her that she was innocent. He looked across
the ble and s hir sy md wpon b with s
expression far more tragic an than she had
=vuwrnwhﬂl!nganl_shehldnmdmbudh=rb
nocence then.

Suddealy he saw what he must do. He reached out
and rang the bell. The son of the house, disturbed from
his own supper, came and said, not too graciously,
“You rang, sir?”

“Would you please hring me a loaf of hread?”

“Now, Miss Charlotte,” he said, coming back to the
table, “we are going to make a little experiment. Will
you put these on.” He handed her his own gloves, kid,
fur-lined. The child had been wearing a woollen vest
and a flannel nightshirt, so Mr. Fothergill enveloped the
luiinmhyenu[hhmﬂ-nn-ln(gﬁuhrm
mwgh,hathﬂlplﬂg!hcnnymedhhmnmrmd
held it out to her. She shrank a
"I told you, Mr. Fotbergl, 1 cammot bear . . . while




T am awake”
'lwoulddaltmyull hemdgp.l!xnlly “but then
you might think 1 was fumhle-fingered, or something.
Just make this one effort. For my sake. . .. Good. 1
hvunmyxmynmwmhmewwwmmmb
the loaf.”

He was actually tremhling with trepidation. Even
through the lm:. she mlglu crn her fingers; but better
cut fingers

The razor hehmd as arpecied ‘the flannel withstood
its rounded end and as she pressed harder, still failing
m penetrate, the blade closed hack towards the handle,

ing her fingers, He opened it instantly. “Ar¥’you
hord” Bt he cond m!hnthhddthglom, though
‘marked, had not been sliced.

“T1l try again”

“Indeed you will not. Next time you might cut yourself.
Miss Charlotte, you could try a thousand times, 1 might
y. A circus strong man might try. It is impossihle to
stab with a razor.”

For a moment the wn«:ludnss vanished from her
face, fae, leaving i, though thmer snd paer much as he

Then it oollzpnd into misery again.

Thut1 mld yau, sleep-walkers do seemingly impossible

things.”

But when she had recovered, the sobbing dying :w-y
into little gulps and the handkerchief plied, and
m,sﬁ“ydhd,bolhwed,hulclnnxdo{fwuﬂ
doub, lfted towards him, and she said, “Mr. Fothergil,
how to thank you . . . hehndnd:sqmeﬂngd)oughl
about the resilience of youth. It was something as
u&umofhlnlmamthnglwhkhhehduﬂlu
‘mentioned. It was something that he had lost. He was
indeed spent. It had been a long tiring day; her letter,
the tedious joumey; mmm.ppemh.dgm
him; the need to take that instant decision to

her; and then the expeﬂmenL which might n worst
have sent her over the at least have
lnlnred her fingers. Such thing! took toll when a man was
forty.

She said, gravely, “Mr. Fothergill, earlier this evening
1 made a statement which I wish to withdraw. I said
that I could ot return to my step-mother. That was
stupid, St. Lawrence Square is my home, the proper
lace for me to he until I can find some occupation.
1 am saying this now because . . . well I have been so
much trouhle to you already, I should not like you to
about what to do with me tomorrow.”
“I have heen giving the matter some thought.” Shyness

The nightmare was over. Charlotte broke down and sobbed. Mr. Fothergill
offered his handkerchief. And they knew they wanted to stay together . .

“Only within limits,” he said, rather sternly. “The na-
ture of inanimate objects remains constant. A razor does
not know whether it is heing handled hy a waking or a
sleeping person. Let us suppose that the story of the
x:l:’;novevm true. It may seem unlikely, that is as far
as 1 would go, that you could move about without waking
Mrs, Osgood, but she probably was very sound asleep.
S0 there you did not perform the impossible. And the
stove behaved in an ordinary way. It did not go of like
a firework, or hegin to play a hmz.' He paused to let
that piece of reasoning find its

“Then why did I seem to see . ir

“Because you have a very lively imagination, And
because, since Miss Lamb's disappearance, you have
been under an alnost intolerable strain. And hecause on
the occasion of her disappearance, a trick was played
upon you which made you doubt yourself.

He could see that she was about to cry.

She said, lips and chin tremhling, eyes filling, “Mr.
F¢ + .+« the reliefl” And then she hurst into a
healing flood of tears which he welcomed. He had always
thought that nature had given women the ahility to
cry and feel better as some slight compensation for their
uhvio\lx dludvlnhgu in a man-made world. He had

pointment, even sheer rage washed away
hy tears. He a.!l:o knew that any woman, weeping, either
no handkerchief or a perfectly inadeq:

’l‘hele, there,” he said. “It’s over now. .
good cry and forget about it. . . . Have this
chief.”

made him sound rather more pompous then usual.
“Frankly, 1 do not consider that St, Lawrence Square is
the proper place for you in your present condition.”

Young James, who sometimes took a puckish delight in

A i
“You mean that I should



Camilla knew she shouldn’t have come back to Calderwood. ..
back to the scheming Deedee, who flaunted her blonde beauty
and her possession of Kris Kincade. ..back to the strange
relatives, and the mystery surrounding her mother’s death. But
she knew she could never rest until she learned the truth —
if it cost her life!

By MONICA HEATH

read my small treasure trove before me on the
pullshed surface of Aunt Lynette’s dining room table.
There wasn't much, considering that the few scattered

items re a man's lifetime, a pair of gold cuff
links my Tather had favored, antiques, | guessd, from
the | , passed d some long

om
Torgotien member of the stoie Scols family of which he
and s widowed sistr had been the last sumiving
members; an ivory leter opener scrolied and
ithagc; 3 monogramm and pencil set still in their
Scveral slender volumes of verse In

Tandes bem i !avome passages marked fainly in pen-
cil, for he had ‘man who found g
exctement in Teading Coleridge and C; atlyle

stly, hm s the leter that had fllen from
between the fra pages of a wor volume of Keats.
lay accusingly agamsl he table's geaming surface, iling

¢ with a strange sense of turmoil.

The letter was addressed to my fathet in an unfamiliar
hand, the spidery, black script twisting and twining
across the linen surface of the cream-colored envelope
that had begun to fade around the edges. There was no

return address on the Had it ol been for the
slightly smeared postmark, I might never have known for
CeRain wh had sent it to"him, for the briel message in-
side was signed, quite simply, Marilyn.

re were, no doubt, a great many women named

Marilyn in the world and it was entirely possible that
during the course of his academic carecr, my father had
met more than onc person by that name. But because the
letter nad been posted in the small, Louisiana town whose
name was sill familir (o me, cten after all of these
3 come from Calderwood, where I had
spent a brief portion of my life as a child.

Taking the sharply creascd sheet of
paper from its envelope, I read the letter through ot
perhaps the dozenth time.

Dear John:
You may be surprised to hear from me aftr all nuu
has happened. But I feel duty-bound 1o wri
esdley Camilla’s well-being. After all, whatever tise
n, Victoria was my sister and, as her
chid, Camilla 5, welcome 10 come live with s here
should you ever have reason to send her
Mnrilyn

re was something condescendingly critical about
the e that pimed openly at scandal. I continued to
stareat the fin seipt i a futile attempt 10 read btween
the lines, aware of some subtle hind the words
that. acconding to the dac on the postmark, had been
gen'to my father yeas ago, shorly after the two of us
had fled Calderwood under a dark cloud of tragedy, to
come live with my aunt in San Francisco.

1 knew who Marilyn was, though my memory of her
was understandably vague, considering tht | had neither
seen nor heard from her or any of the o v

erwood in over fifeen yeas. No since e death of
my motter, when I v
n no memento of my mother among my
father's things: nothing at all that might have tol { me
he had come to despise her. Perhaps I would n
i between them to turn hlm
against e, now that he, oo, was gore.

“Torn as | wa: bereavement, the letter |
had found among my 3 hther' things seemed suddenly to
provide a_solution of sorts to my dilemma_and
ondered i I dared tofollow through on my dea togoto
Calderwood after all of these years, not knowing ho
would be reccived by my dead mother's family in view 5%
my father's neglect. | was almost positive that Marilyn's
leiter had gone unanswere

Did | dare to return to Clld:rwood on the strength of
that long-ago invitation from Marilyn? I had to decide,
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I knew little about my mother. “She was flawed,” my father had told me.
“Flawed beyond redemption.” Now he was gone, and I had to find out the truth.

and, reaching for the Keats my futher had treasurd, |
found mysell searching haphazardly through its worn
pages for some clue he might have left behind for e to
fing and which might serv (o gud me in my dession.

The thin pages parted to reveal henscratch jottings
the narrow margin fain racings beneath the et
luminated a passage from £

rents” bones are In their dusty urns

Sepiichred, where no kindled incense burns,

Seeing all their luckless race are dead save me,

A 1 neglec the holy ries for thee,

Softly. So softly that I could scarcely make out the
twists and turnings o the leters, someone had traced my
mother's name at the end of the dreary stanza. Victoria.

What_significance had my father found in those
mournful lines from Keats to remind him of my mother?
sense of mystery stole over me, giving way to a queer
fecling of dread.
had experienced that devastating sensation of en-
croaching horror before, in the depths of night, when I
started out of an uncasy sleep, my troubled mind groping
afte the lusive fragments of @ all-remembered night-

"The dream was always the same, the faceles spectres
that_brooded somewhere in, the depths of my mind
stealing forth like sinister shadows when slcep had c:

V'had no memory of crying out at night while my
;nmh;r lived. The nightmare shadows had begun with her

When I grew old enough to wonder what sort of person
Victoria Calderwood Carlyle had been, I was amazed to
discover that I had no conscious memorics of her. Vague-
. low, silky voice and great, dark, haunted
cyes shining out o an alabaste facs. Het hair ‘had been

. like my own, and very long. It had glistencd with its
own lustre, :a(chm% every ray of light when she moved
her head,"coflng ke a live.thing, across her bare
should

rno_purticular reason, | remembered her in
clingig sik. Gresan in is simpliciy,  brilanly st

g burning with a_lumi ong, pale
Rand. Though | could not be certain that she had cver
warn such ' gown or owned a jowel of such fiery

Bietora. There was no mistaking the name penciled so
faintly between the pages of Keats, “Death always comes
s a errible shock, * he had once {old me, in an attem

10 explain away the picces of the dreadful
Grcars that haupied me. o mafter Row detceminod we
may be in our efforts to innure ourselves against th
evitability of loss. Or how well prepared we may imag
Gurelves 1o be, fhere 1s always that small, disbeicving
part ofus whicinsists o denying the consequences ofa
cruel

His words had made - very lle s to met the time,
What an odd way to put t” | had cried, “Almost
though you expected my o bt oterca willed |
“Don't ever say a thing like that to me ag
lashed out angrily, m.mn, suddenly a stranges
gone. Thats a bes pect you to understand.
Not now ' Perhaps never. His voke contained  harsh

notc of finality.

he was flawed,” he said. “Flawed beyond redemp-
tion.” There was an edge of pain underlying his voice so
that, for the barest instant, I was able to glimpse his terri-
ble vulnerability.

Flawed. Was that why she had died? Because, lke
some,rare picc of handblown crystal,there had becn
fin line of imperfection running through (hat exqumle
alabaster form my grasping |haughls
flaw.that had gone unnaticed. by my father s s
tog late for him to redeem hims

d to know.

E ipping Marilyn’s letter back into its faded envelope,
1 went upstais to pack my bags, my decision made.
T would go to Calderwood.

ecred my rented car south from New Orleans,
{hrough a cope of oMl Acadlan towns surrounded by cans
fields and oil refineri intended to_call
Calderwood from the airport when I had arrived in New
Orlears late the previous evening, However, he in had
been busy when I had finally diaied the
rator gave me and I continue uggasl
luggish waterways choked with blue hyacinths Sflng
lazily past floatlines set for catfish.
Caldervie, The name leapt out at me from a lising
signpost. Calderwood itself co
Rar throe il away, loai & Wil Fom paved Witk
clamshells from the old Indian mounds, shattered and
flaked so that they crunched like coarse sand beneath the
car tires.
It was then that 1 saw the car, an antiquated Rolls
Royce, its emerakd-green flanks shimmering like the
escent shell “ e as the final rays of
sun light spil over it, fil lenngn rougl veils.
of moss aried limbs of an an%lg::l oak
which guarded a fl!shl{pl inted old house that had been
transformed into a fashionable dinin
romo, polished to a mirror brightness, flashed at me
out of the frec’s riggering some halr-forolten
memory | knew prcisly gleaming metal would
Al oy Brgertipe sainy Cokt and ss smooth ss
glass.
Cuumi the engine, | pressed my forchead against
uckles had tuned white where they
grmped the whee, disjinted bits and pieces of mermory
dancing behind my tightly, squeezed- eyelids. Waving,
Yack hair burnished to a b sheen b asmiling sun tha
seeped between the sail-like leaves of a bana
ian's voice saying, ~Sathis 5 Camill,” it xu,)m e
tones, and my mother’s silky voice replying. “She’s a
very special girl, Jules.
hr voics intruded nto my scrambied thoughts, and
my efes o see 3 man and a woman coming
toward me. Both of them were n thir twentics, the ma
Shghtly ovie than the gl who s model-lim n denim
slacks and boots, her fully rounded brea
d ngly ‘above the plunging V of a stri
into a knot against the bare,

sllk i nm
rown skin of her

m
1 cangm my breath, something in her face tugging at
my, memary.

“Ths it at all, Deedee," the man beside her said,
resuming their conveisation.



His words came to me with a shattering clarity.
Decdee. I knew hen why | had scmed (0 recognize (he
gir, though ony her eyes wee the same. Apar from her
Lo green stare, there was very hile about her 10
renmind me of my cousin, Desdee Calderwood, whose real
name had been Dianc.

Too stunned to speak, T watched my cousin climb into
the Rolls while the russet-haired man held the door for
b, lovey, seassured, more strikingly beautifl than
she had any real right
e years oldet than myself, Dedee had exerted a
when we were small, ber wildly

am-

pecul
switching mood:
Bivalence. She had :g;oyed nothing more thah (o orment
me and | had leamed very quickly when my parents first

¢ to Calderwood, that she was not to
trusted.

Decdee was ncither Marilyn's daughter, nor Kate's. A
hild who had beengathered i from some disant brarch
of the family tree when her parents dicd, she guarded her
tantative toe-hold in my gr:ndmolhers Wouse with X

jealousy that knew no bounds. My presence there h
3 threat to her, T knew that ow. trough 1 had e
ungare of her motives a the ime.
yet another reason for her to hate me.
At the tender age of siv, 1 had fallen madly in B
my mother's adopid, Young brother, Ne
parents had brought Neil to rom some
Temote, Now Orleans orphanage when they realzed ey
eir own to carry on the fa
h Jears older than Deadee, he had at-
e Salne way a puppy is aitracied (o one
oho has shown it  kindnes. | had followed im

0
R oo
Decdee who was illuminated by my memory, because of

the cruelty she had shown me when I would have wished

for the understanding of a confidnte and frind.
with her had slid behind the wheel of the
Rol, the two of them appearing oblivious (6 me now
that their conversation ha umed. He seemed out
of place behind the wheel of the ancient car that was ob-
vigusly g clssic
“Don’t | know you from somewhere?” she demanded
of me Ihrough the car’s open window.
i ™ My voice was high and uncertain.
S oy W et S s pattern,
pinned as | was by her haughty stare. Suddenly halmg
myself, | went on with  figned lightnes, *Your lon
lost cousin, Camilla Carlyle, o
't know me. We've both chavl;ged s great deal
ys when we were children together at

1 Should hope so.” Slowly and deliberately, her pale
eyes appraised me, above full, sl!ghdy petulant fps. “So
x{e little mouse has grown up,” she finally said,

hurtful memory. *“This is
® she went on to the man behind the wheel

Victorias
of

The faint smile he wore vanished and h sad gravey.
“Camilla. I'm Kris Kinca

e one T e e e
ust_ remember Leonce and Jules. And that hideous
cmne‘ Toinetts

recognized the Rolls,” I said.

A e SR e T e sl
overscer, by the way, which means 1 live there at Dazin-
Court Hal. o tht | am one of them, as Decdee seems to
want you to believe.”

ris was Amelio's husband,” Deedee contradicted
him, Komf on to explin, when I te her a blank stare,
that Amel 5 Dnuncvurl was d

1y.” | said haplessly, my memory of the tall,

i ot whes e he i Wi carcd et 10 e
alderwood plantation as vaguely illusive as the half-
formed picture of the man who belonged behind the

I was stunned to see my cousin Deedee
when I drove into town. As a child,

she had hated and tormented me.

She was a slim, platinum-haired beauty
now, but cruel and petulant as ever.



“I plan to marry Kris,” Deedee announced. I thought, “She hasn’t changed. She
is still Deedee, out to get what she wants no matter whom she destroys.”

wheel of the Rolls,

T would have had to be blind not to sce that there was
some hidden conflict between him 4
found myself wondering what their relationship might be.
1 was not surprised when she said, with a quick toss of her

that had been bleached to a luminous, platinum

Ic eyes challenged me in the old way, putting me
on my guard,us though it had been only yestr-
n a wary six-year-old caught in the

“Pay o atiention o her,” Kris countered. giving a
vrisﬁ little laugh. *“The truth is, Deedee can't quite make

mind who she want (o marry.”

P.1%ve only just dec .
s e RS I
stands to inherit Amelio’s share of the Dazincourt estate
when Toinette dics, One day he'll be sole owner. I'd be
fool not to accept his offer. Jules will never marry now,
and he cant live lorcver

er blunt materialism snatched away my breath and |
lhcu i, She hasr't changed. She is st the same old
Deedee, intent on making the whole world her own, one
toay o anoiher, and no maticr how many lIves she st

destroy.
“I've noticed that you haven't mentioned Jules," she

»f o't remember i that well.» | couldbe ool and
remote, 100, her o know 0 longer
the righned btoyeat-oid she had bullicd whe we were
children together, though it remained to be seen whether
or not 1 would prove to be a match for her

<1 had thought for a time | might marry him nstcad of
e told me with a spirted toss of hr shining
Docs that shock you,
hy should it?" A strange uncasiness came over me.
fer all, he was Victoria's lover.” Decdec’s pale gaze

ned me.
Something darkly hideous writhed decp inside me.
Like the nightmare shadows. it refused to show itseif. 1
anky kP Aat e s hed theze WAl AU loR AN
a sudden sense of horror.

was watching me, something darkly malicious
lurking behind her cyes. “Surely you knew that,” she
said, when 1 didn't answer her.

I recalled how she had delighted in tormenting me as a
hild and disbelef swept over me,drving back the ter-
ble sickness 1

v 20 sach thing an ' o a all ertain yo do
T was able to say then, with a small show of

cither.”

spirit.
jee shrugged eloguently, “Have it your way,
then, " Her tone was disdainul, “Though I'm afraid you
e in for a rather rude awakening if you persist in
glaylnﬁ your il e mousein-whole games. | should
youd have outgrown al of that by now.
She tined 10 ki
darling, about h
layhouse at the end of the garden the night it happened,
Rer nightgown aif bloodied from  lite oid cut she had
on her fool. She was like 2 scard puppy who would't
come out. o matter what treats we.o
s Nashed me o sympathetc smile € keepi
you, he said, settin olls into motion, :llowmg it
Loai stomy away lom e
42

“If you stillinsist on coming to Calderwood, perhay
I'll se€ you there later, Cammy, luv.” Deedee gave me a
falsely gay litle salute, the rings on her tanned fingers
ashing brightly in the last lingering rays of the seing
n, the fiery shards of light seeming somehow (o taunt

e

1t was clear to me that she did not want me there at
Calderwood: Knowing Decdee, | gucssd thatshe had her
own selfish reasons for trying to discourage me and |
tried to imagine why. after all of these years, she sill har-
bored suuch a fierce resentment against me. Why had she
lied about miy miother?

1 could not deny. after Deedee had driven off with Kris
Kincade, that my cousin's shattering remarks concernin
my mother's reationshp with Jules Dazincourt had had
theircffet on me. I ention to un-
nerve me, she had su admuably although I vas
Tore detérmined than ever o t0 et he guess She could
s0 ca 'm me. after all of these years, with her in-
discriminate remarks and cruhing fnnucndos

the town behind, I turned with a queer reluc-
tance ont the bayou road, following the Banguette past
green-scummed water that glittered arkly beneath a sky
in which the first large stars

Increasing my s pecred ‘aead, searching the
thick gloom for some familiar landmark that would tell
me I was on the right track. If memory served me right, 1
Should arrive soon before the marmmoth gateposts of
Dazincourt Hall which stood guard before the entrance
10 a sultry pecan alley nearly a quarter-of-a-mile in
length. It could not be much farther then (0

h boasted its own towering gateposts set before an
alley equally as grand as that which had onee provided &
vastly shadowed marquce to-shelicr Dazincouri's
arriving housegue

Perhaps because 1 was intent on the road ahead, my
Buc scanning the thick ﬂudom beside it for some sign of
uzincourt teposts. 1 failed to sec the
it of dehiiy e pale gravel until my car
as upon them. There was a. sudden, muled. thud,
Tollowed by the sickening hiss of air cscaping from in:
Mlated rubber. Almost at on, a sccond, bouncing thud
ounded through the car's metal framework with a
force that jerkedthe wheel from my har

oy lhchs 5 my car sweved dangerously in the direc-
tion of the swamp. did 1 sce the bits and picces of umber
spilled haphazardly in my path, the weathered ends of
oards blending into the dingy gray of the crushed
clzmshzllx 50 that only the st rusted spikes protruding
m in evil rows showed up clearly in the

Back ksshiofkobaileomy he cars vecring headlamps

Belatedly, I plunged m; hard on the brake
pdal. imagining for a shmcnns nstant that 1 would be

ung heagiong” into. the.visid looking waler which

over, the wheels beneath me lod;
Solidobject rooted bencath thesoft m
10.a shuddering halt
My first lhau%hl was that | would necd o light
Leaning 1o fumble in the economy-size glove
prayed hat oncs again ek wond . weh e Tor 1 Ak

against some
 bringing the car



ot relish the thought of stemping 0 find my way
through darkness for_the remainder of
Cabiwond. And a5 fortine woud have i, the ight |

I scrcamed and in the next instant, she had vanished,
fading behind the dense ranks of reeds which grew as tall
as a man's head behind the old Indian mound. Balls of
swamj of the

sought vas there, tucked into the narrow
two tubular lengths of oiled cardboard which |
Quickly dentficd as safety Nares, There was a pack of
malches as well which | used (o light the torches when |
had picked my way gingerly around the sagging car to
plant them in the road’s sot shouider,
agucly. it occurred to me when | had set the Mlares
and T avuch off far mon boldly than 1 et n the irce
tion of Caderwood, that the nail-studded debris which
looked as though it hud come from the some an-
cient, razed hulldmﬁ Tad been strewn with a deliberate
symmetry along the road's ‘atooved fre tracks
I vas almost certain
Something ke that had e ih case whe 1 played the
m my light across the dangerously srewnter:
“would want 10 do such a 1 r-
ticularly since the drive which e e e
planiaton houses ith the {own provided acces, aswell
{0 a small game preserve tucke st of
marshes. Telling myself then that | was over-reacting, |
continucd on my way afer laking & ast look et my ar
which hud become Hopelessly
Exeept for the crunch of my sandals agsint the fincly
broken shells, there was no soun silence
made me uncasy. There vas something e
. something 1 did not ke, Then suddenly
y,a sirange, hoarse whisper Turn back
Canilia, Turm back now, before ir's 106 fate
Turn back. Camilla, the voice repeated e, s one

softly rasping like the sawing sounds made by
cogrse-winged insect, The ffect was par:{vzmgli unreal,
going mad? Flying wings brushed my cheek and
e it darting in 4 frenzy of fear foward the twin
e before me like pale ghosts.
here behind me, a nightbird shrieked.
“Gverwhelmed by thechilling el that 1 wasbeing
followed. I spun around, shooting the beam

swatsr where only seconds before that cmﬁmgly familiar
shade had hovered.
"“She was flawed.” my father had said of my mother.
“Flawed heyond redemy

' the nexi nstant, | went fying, my head striking

agains the gzleposl that towered suddenly above me,

ihud. A myriad frflies crupted hehind

my c)cllds helr dancing Mlames dying one by one until

a mothering darkness.

ice belonged to Kris Kincade.

Wit i God's name are you doimg here? Where’s your

car? Surely you haven't come all this way from Calder-

ville on Shank's mare.” 1 heard him pause, then hurry

forward with an oath. “But you've been hurt, for God's
sake.” he exclaimed.

“Let me look at you." he said, his hand still cupping
my chin. “How in hell did all of this happen?

Drawing in a decp breath in an effor to clear my
stunned thoughts, | sai t. Two of them, asa
e o1 s T bl e b Found 10
you. Someone had scattered trash across the road. |
dldnl see it in time to stoj

*1 think someone wanted 1o stop me from going to
Galderwood,” ' sad numbly, giving voic o the thought
that hovered at the cdge o

“Who would want t0 do a thing ike that?” he said sen-
sibly, reaching for the gear stick to set the heavy car in
motion, nosing it, smoothly between the towering

gateposts whose nearness filled me with a strange

trepidation. Or was it Kris's nearness that disturbed me.
causing me (o feel that something menaced me here? |
could not forge that he belonged Lo my cousin; | dared
ot forget, 1 thought, knowing D

m my
light in a sweeping arc across e wamp. 1t was m?. | Then I saw it in the darkness .
sa an's

w it the unmistakable image of a wom:
hovering above t

water. For the barest i unmistakably a woman’s face, hovermg

rippling
Fant, 1 hung thero waching me. I that ame sumine above the rippling water of the swamp

moment. recognition_dawned on me with an in

flawless, alabaster features staring out at me

. for it was my mother's face | saw, hcr I screamed in horror. It was

fro
between; the iraiing fronds of moss which el like a the beautiful face of my mother!

tattered shroud from the limbs of the crouching cypress.




“Has Jules no rights at all as a father?”” Kris demanded. “I won’t believe
there was ever anything between my mother and Jules Dazincourt,” I retorted.

The thready strains of an old woman's creaking voice,
accompanied by the tinkling chords of an ancient
came to me from some distant room as. Kris led me
the old " mansion, the. quavering. sounds. lendin 5
themselves to the impression | had of moldering age ant

Guiding me toward the ancient couch whose coffin-
twited uvﬁolsler emitted a distinct odor of mold when |

setld my weight against the faded cushions h tod me
Be ok be back shorly. before vanisting through &
nearby d

T spurling sicps which wourd upward into -
pencirabic, black shadows were cmpty. | shuddered, un-
able to put aside the lingering impression I had of being
stcalihily bserved: Onlythen did 1 e the tll,dark ak
Wha stobd behind ihe siz omately carved ewcl ity
s kecn stare blazing ai me across the top of he thickly
garlanded pedestal Jues, Whet he spoke, his voie was
cold: *And who might you ber"

wallowed, fvn:mlgmy lips to move, Im Camilla” |
it Camin Cartle Victoriosdaug
10 me 10k when b Gontimkd 10 waleh e i the sarwe
darkly. skeptial vay,
‘ou don't r

unnerved by his

mber me,” |
oddly hovering silence

His dark stare filled with something that might have
been suspiction. When at Iast he spoke, s voice was

ours, | emember now (hat Victoriz had o

jaughter. You resemble her, as a matter of fact,
Although there's s ue o way you could know hat, afer allof
these years, is dark brows fifted slightl
sceming to s L Al
something in his face that bordered on contempt.

1 said. “You mi 2

A door opened and I gla to see Kris coming
A P U e o

.
“So the two of you have met” His hesitation
sggeted that he had intendcd (o say more bui ha
thought better of it. He looked at me. *1 had some trou-
ble catching up with Dr. Forsythe. His answering service
finaly suceceded n racking him down for me, He should
be here shortly.”
Jules shot fim a curious look. “You've called Tom?
Bt why? What has he to do with any o this?”
1 with a slight accident down by the
Fnes ki Sokd, i reaching. o draw auide the hick
oap of ai 1 had puled down tohide my carrd brow.
aura of decadence enveloped the room like 4
n the dusty skeins of the draping cobwebs
hat hung rom the corners of the high celing, streaming
nward from an claborate cariouche o_veil the
exquisite droplets of a monstrous chandelier. The a
STl of rineid hecswus clung thicly (0 the humid
hicnding into the musky scent of Jules' exotically expen:
sive cologre, as b brushed by me, going (0 lay his hand
ey on the old woman's ruf shoul
amilla, Toinette.” Krls “said quickly.
“Cum-llu Carlye, Victoriy's daughe
told you oinette flung at Jules.
Mad, Ilhough( i my attention to Jules who had
gone wi rink to Emng: against a corner of the
square rudno
44

1 was rlieved o hear 3 sudden pounding on the man-
sion's front door. An instant later, a squat little man
black medical bag

oom. @ worn,
dangling from is pudgy
gh ihe plump F s o) (1
familar 10 me, | was uprep ared for thesudden sense of
Rorror that swept over me toward
saying in & matter-of-factvoice, *I'm Dr. Forsyihe, You
must aic’s grandaughier. Id know you for a
Calderwood anyw
found mysell cowering against_the. sofis faded
cushions. caught in the clutches of an dread. It
e il Yy Tt e
reached to take my wrist, his short fingers settling expert-
Iy onto my pulse.
<Just elas now. b sad. smoothing back my hlr to
cxamine my wound. “This docsr', oo
tibi ould take care of it. | don't supposc ,
remember the ime | sewed your foot up for you.” he
continued in that same cas dipping ‘into_his
Dattered bag for swabs and an antiscptic, dabbing some
of the pungent liquid gingerly onto my graced fleh.
h cutrat wararid ook e rom
e appearance of thin 'd stey on a broken bot-
r”'?.f. hing, though: No one scemed o know how i

recall, you were in_your_nightgown. an
uppose—had been put to bed early

al
While from her place at th e Toinette said in a
panuely wandering voice the_night it
ip The night of the ball.” Her vacant stare
focused on Dr. Fofsythe, that same Jook of wanderment
masking her small,wizened face. *No ane (ol me youd
ed imsavig her e thal night Fom. Allofinese
Years, Ive though she w
A e
Finally, Kris said, his voice oddly gentlc

“If you're
lhmklhng o Victoia, she is dead, Toinetc

PR e e
fohomt o Qo st “The place seems unnatural-
ly quiet, even for Calderwood,” he said, sounding slightly

1t might have b beter i you d aceeped my it
tion 1o stay over at Dazincourt Hall," he said. “It still
stands, you know. | can bring you back here in e
ning when things are more civilized.”

1 said briefly. *“No.

“Why arc you so adamant?” Then, before | could find
an answer for him, he asked blunily, “Has it something
1o do with Juls?

where | belong.”™
r,dgmg

Bty Duies no rights a all as a father?” He spoke so
sofly that I wondered at frst if | had heard him correct-
ly. 1 know who you really are,” he went on in that same
Sofly subdusd WAy 5 though he feared someone might
be listening behind the gallery's dense shadows.

1 won't helieve there was ever anything hetween my
mother and Jules Dazinc nclY.unny 1 lifted the
knocker a second time, letting it fall of it's own accord to

1 said, a note of defiance




strke ashattering noe, Especially aftr meting him.”
“Thos saphe haschanged rather
- is said.

drastoaly since Vicioria died,

Sudﬂenly‘ll‘dl Kris’ arms folding around e, ming

ntly about to face him. “Come back with me

amilla,” he pleaded softly, his face so near
above my own that | caught the faint, leathery scent of
s having loton. blending into the othr, more subile
smells that cmmanated from his sturdy persor

1 tried to speak.

But before 1 could find the words 1 wanted, his lips
found mine in a crushing kiss that left me breathiess.

pltas only balEaware of o rgal voce saving clase

“That will be quite enough of that!"

R o S
through my veins like molten metal, I had not heard the
door behind me open. Yet, there could be no mistaking
thase lowpitched, magniloguent tones that carried with a
clagon ik autbority

3 s In the same small,

cading voice I had
AT calling her by her

first name as | had

always done.
Camilly had o slight sccident down by the swarmp,”

said. *1 came to her rescue s all.”

e thanking Kris for bringing you

ere when [ opend the door just tow,” she said, ber

clarion tones dged with sarcasm, *Seeing you hcrc like

{hins you cotld bo Victor ah over g she

obscurely, her.gaze that was as steely. -bright Has
seeping to weigh and judge me to my dissdvaniage,
ctori at manner of woman had my mother

their minds? | wondered numbly, avare tha, like Jues
and Toinette—and even Deedee, for all of her coldly
caloulating soghlsmalm—Kale was ‘sl haunied in
some inexplicabi way by her own dark memoris of my

mother
1 wn relieved when Kris said, after he had deposited
'd best be ctiing along now
" He reached to lay his hand
1l see you soon, Camilla. *Til

he turned away from me then, going toward the
broadly sweeping staircase which wound upward at one

side of the mansion's great hall.

A hand-painted, china hurricane lamp stood on a tlt-
top cherrywood table in the upsairs halway, it subded
rays reflecting in the gold-leaf design of a mammoth,
Dummrnyve s0fa which siood hencath a gilt-framed

"The death couch, The ihoughtstunned me o silence,
an_involuntary little shudder going through me as
cedec’s voice came to me from that other time, saying,
You're even dumber than I thought, C: if you i
on spending all of your time coloring on the hall sofa.
That glogmy old couch s for dead pecple, Surely, Vic-
{oria fold you that much before she br oughi you hee
But my mothe hd told me nothing of th sort Not

lhal 1 co

T R e
her scathingly superior way thal the monstrous sofa
where I had sought refuge from her perfidious tricks was
used as a funeral bier where innumerable dead
Calderwoods had been laid out to receive the last respects
of the living, before their remains were carried away by

Suddenly, I felt
Kris’ arms around
me, his lips on
mind. I was lost

on a wild wave of
excitement that
burned through me.

carriage to be interred in the family’s clamshell cemetery
a the far end of the sprawling acres of gardens, beyond a
densely fragrant citrus grove.

A door opened dow I from me when Kate had

me abruptly back to the

cc coming toward me
with the langorous stride of a stalking
ot here n gt ofcrerything,”
oping you'd fecomsider, afct we ma
ur lite chat fn town, No o come of it
e bl e iy e b0 i al Gk

“The death couch, . crouching there n all of s ahscene
Elory is only the beginning. The beginning and the end.
Everywhere you ook, you ar going 1o be reminded of
that night
They brought ber here, semenber?” De
the sound of her voi seeming suddenly (0 isc
and fail around me. ke thesweling tides of  reletlcss
sea, ubborn persistence against the
protectve barrers | had erecicd In my mind to hoid the
nightmare at bay. “You picked a cluster of white cape
Jasmine Nlowers 10 lay in er crossed hands They'd gone
45




ST and cold and | remember you could't pey them

suppose it never occurred t X
can st sec the marks where her body lay, if you look
closely. no matter how hard Flossic worked afterward,
trying {0 scrub them awa

Forcing my gaze away from the faint tracings that had
combined with Deedec’s morbid twist of mind to play
such a cruel trick on me, | said, “You're as mad as you
ever were. Anyone can see those marks are nothing but
water stains.”

““Think what you want o." She shrugged, figning a
petulant innocerice, her long. tawny hair rippling like silk
aginst the flmy Tolds of the apple-grcen drcssing gown,

re over columinous pajamas cinched in tightly to
asize the incredible wasp-slimness of her waist.
hrowing caution to the winds, | said, *"
there in the swamp tonght, wast it wandering around
just as you used to do when we were children, looking for
Jour o twisted ways to righten me.” | wastreading on
dangerous ground an ¥ could not stop

e W2 Ko with you? 1 rushea on recklcssly
5id you tell i you inténded 1o disguise yoursef a
Victoria in some mad effort to frighten me away from
Calderwood, n the event I refuscd (0 be intimidatcd by

our wicked gossip? Is that why he hay along when

oGl T ek for imsclf whether of gt your chling i
tle charade had done the job you hoped it would? Why do
You distike me 507 What have I cver done to you?™ |
iacked on a e despratcly

ad caught her off her guard with my sudden attack,

B iag i Ao FATS Bt W et e
Spoke. her tone was disbelieving, “You are absolutcly
aranoid, Cammy." she said col

1t seemed then that ething in her that might
have been fear, But before | could attempt (o read the
strange look she had turned on me. footsteps sounded
down the hall and I turned my head to sec Kate coming
toward us at ast, followed by a waddling black woman
wearing a faded, cotton wrapper, her bunioned feet clad
in disorted, felt carpet sippers

“Flossie,” I said in a small, eager voice; the voice of
ihat other (T i T G T

o
“ii's me, child! Its met” The elderly black woman
brushed past Kate, her heavy arms reaching to draw m
tightly against her ample bosom.
“Miss Victoria, honey.” She shook her head dazedly.
“You_done come back to us again. You done come
ack.”™

If Kate had seen anything remiss in oM womar's
greeting, she did not allow it to show. “Flossie will sec
that you re made comfortabl here, Camilla.” she said.
ou’ worr, e about that, Miss
Kate:" Flowie sai. “T always know just what 10 do o
make my baby hapy.
s Camill will e the blue room while sh's with
us, Km instructed h
i for you to tell me that, Miss Kate”
replicd. ~1 know where my baby belon
1 had the uncanny sensation when (he old servant had
athered up my bags to lead me off along the quiet cor-
Fdor, that | had entered a world stll dominated by some
incfTable spell cast on them long ago by Victoria
1 thought then that De Victoria
still lived in this house, in spite of the fact that she had
been dead for fifteen years.

Flossic

“I want to talk to you,” Grandma
said. I felt my cheeks redden. She
had seen me with Kris, watched
o passionate embrace . . .

1 woke to the crooning sounds of warblers in the trees
outside my windows. For a dazed moment or two, I coul
not rememher where | was or how I came to be here, a
wave of alarm going through me when I turned my
bruised head aFanm the soft thick pillow to peer into the
room’s dimly lighted comners.

portrait of a young woman who looked
remarkahly like myself, stared down at me from above a
White-painied. fircplace, its skillall Jointed panls or
namented with delicate Wedgwood medalions. Cameli
I remembered then that th portrait had hung HiEes
sion's huge. central hallway when T was a child, and 1
ried to imagine what it was doing here in ths room that
scemod only vagucly familiar to me.

ocated at the rear of the mansion, the blue room
opened onto a deeply shaded veranda which overlooked a
half-dozen acres of tightly massed plantings. Plump
clusters of purplc hloom hung heavily from the creepers
drapcd about the mansion’s sturdy columns. the vines
g out ol control to send their tenacious tendrils
ing upward to envelope arhitrave, fricze and cornice.
effect was one of overwhelming verdure, swagging
downward in thick masses to cast a twilight gloom across
the thick, cypress floor of the cighty-foot gallery.

The door opened and Kate step) 1t
in the same beige lace she had wor the previous evening,
very brightly gleaming hai of her cxpetly dyed head
immaculately in place. I could not help comparing her

then 1o, Totactie Dasincourt, thinking what & stari
contrast she made to_ the wizened crone who
crouched like a madwoman over the yellowed keys of her

" 1 said to her in a subducd volv:e
find you up,” she said. “There
something I wantcd to discuss with you before you came
n to meet the
it you are stil wondenn why | was with Kris .. " |
began, fecling my checks redden, when | emermbered the
had ‘g e and thai Kate had unwitingly

i
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1 told my dmother, “If you’re w

whether 'm aware that my mother

was murdered, Deedee told me that last night.” “Don’t pry!” she warned.

Before | could go on to explain again how I had come
10 be with someone from Dazincourt Hall, Kate said, “It
isn't Kris who . It is cven possible that he
may prove to be the means through which the property
which rightfully belongs to Calderwood wil be restored
10 us. Your cousin, Deedee, has been seeing quite a good
dealof him since Amao did. | shouldnt wam anything
to mlerlm with Deedee’s plans, Camilla.”

you wish o see me then?” 1 asked, more
deeply disilluioned than I wanted to be to find that the
avarice | had seen in Deedee had been but a shallow
reflection of Kate's own coldly callous cupidity.

“I'm naturally curious about how much John Carlyle.
may have told you about us,”” she said. “The fact that he
didn't accompany you on your viit seems 10 suggest tha
he may be bitter . .." Her brows rose curiously, her
mouth that was Sl irm and unlined, quirking into some
semblance pess lie smile,

why I'm here.
here t0 go for (e
“If you are thinking I have come back here hoping to
sponge on the Calderwoods, nthing could be farther
from my mind.” | said.
1 can't |rnagme Calderwood_holds_many happlvy
memorics for you, all things considered,” she said.
can't have been picasant for you, losing your mother at
such a tender age. Victoria was fond of you, in her own
curious wa
g memon:s of her are vague, said.
‘Which is perhaps just as well, randmmhev said,
**Although it does occur to me lhal !hn may have told
you something about her, as you grew older.”
you arc wondering whether | am aware that
was mu e told me that ast night,” e
he said, 1 wouldn't pry If 1 were you, Camill.
Thcrv are some things that are best left
Pausing bencath s rounded archway, she sad. “We
brzakfasl at cight on the back veranda. I shall expect

" Then abruptly. she eft me, closing the door firmly
behind her. Perhaps because I h n her a strong
reluctance to have me here that Tad seemed to be
centered around a puzzling core of suspicion and mis-
rust. the gesturc aroused in me a sudden foreboding that
1 could ot dismiss.

The others were vaiting for me with cups o caf noir

ing hands when, a few minutes later, my
Rair freshly combed, and a dab of ipsick beightening my
mouth, | went down to join them on the back veranda
which was shaded by the same thick-stemmed vines that
had crawied upward 0 shied the galiry otside my vir-

"Clmllll"' Putting down his cup, Neil rose with a
ik, wity grace g hury toward e, is facetha was
arkly tamned in liu of the sunburn 1 remembered,
spreading in a broad s

o Man:geve. me.a wooden litle smile
when | went o press my check to hers in a dutiful
gesture. “Kate (0ld me you were hee. | rust you ept

“*As well as could be expected in a stranj 1 said
awkwardly, when her eyes seemed suddenly to probe me
from behind the gold rims of her spectacles, assessing me

in that same, disrusifl way Kate had dore,
A plain. colorlss woman, Marilyn's faded, cotton
housedress hung limply from her bony shoul h
reying hair pulled back Ughtly behind her cars into an
Sty chignon. | could not help noticing, when she raised
her cup to take a sip of the dark liquid that my grand-
mother had always insisted must be made strong enough
to stain the cupin order to be good, that even her gestures
had_about them a certain gauche' quality, and I was
e fdoeay o ing jerkily mechanical, run
wind-up
" ctoss from me. Desdee said, “You m
that you bear 8 rathr shocking resemblance (o  Camelia,
just as Victoria did. | wonder. Do you suppose it's a case
Tor_reincarnation’
“Only if you happen to believe in such things,”
“It could explain why Victoria was drawn to Camelia’s
portrait cq0ugh to want to name you for our legendary

aame s Camilla, not Camelia,” 1 reminded her.
my thoughts whirling in an effort to determine what
private little game of her own she was Slastokic

to.
But I would not be drawn into her senscless littl in-
trigues. Not willingly. And 1 fumbled in my mind for
some willy reparics which would serve (0 et her know
fore | could find the words I nes
avr‘ea'd with steaming platters heaped hig Fh wllh bncon.
unssﬁ and golden triangles of hot, bultered
Toast stacked side lusciously ragrant brioche, still
steaming from the
Wher Flossle had reflled our coffee cups and gone,
Deedee said, “Kate couldn't bear looking at Camelia's
riait aftr what happered here that night. The might
ictoria died.” she added, watching me slyly, as though
she expected e e betraying reac-
tion which would serve to reinstate her old unequivocal
powers over me.
) became avare of Kat's voic, haughty vith d\sap~
your topic of conversation highly 1
sulllble Deedee, rticularly when we are at tabl
But apparenily Decdec's thoughts had taken the same
m as my ow, forsh said insit of th frowning look
Kalt gave her, “*Marilyn was alwaﬁ ined to make
certain Cammy and I—and Neil, Ioo, for that
matter—neyer dared to ventur near, the old
springhouse.” Shc Tooked at Maril, 0. you
ber how you were, lhrealemn us Wll all
Sorts of dreadl disastrs if we dared 10 Gely y gou by
trying o go inside. For years, | imagined 3t e b
1he ghost of that poor, Ignorant slave was sl lurking in
there somewhercy walting 1o have.his revenge on any
Calderwood who dared to go near the place."” Her tone
seemed 10 suggest that she had since discovered
otl new naw of some better, more
satis ymg reason o explain ve were forbidden to
play acar the gioomily rising ofd tow
‘Agreed,” Neil said. ““Any attempt no ‘uy open a door
window could result in tragedy. All that’s holdin
Ihl( oh‘lﬁflle upright are those ancient vines that
devouring every last morsel of the mortar
That once held those moldly old bricks together. It's h-;h
time I followed Kris Kincade's example a
constructive razing around here to make way for
more practical outbuldings. When 1 get around 10 T,
a7




I knew that the old springhouse tower was in some mysterious way connected
with my mother’s murder. It wasn’t safe to go there—but I had to

that old heap wil be the first to go-
sharp outburst Surtied us all, “No,

S e Imly when she realized we
were all watching her. “Not while I'm alive. I've fond
‘memories associated with the springhouse tower.”

Neil studied her for a silent moment during which |
saw something that might have been skepicsm dart
behind his dark st

“T'hink  understand, Kate,” he finally sad, athough
1 was certain, from the look he gave her, that he did not
ec int at all.

‘While across from me, Deedee quipped. in her boldly

mocking way, “It's hard for me to plclure you in a swim-
ming suit, Kate, let alone tuck in your own little
romantic’ shrine somewhere up there_ inside that

what you may think, I was once a belle,”
Retcag e AR ke o o L e s
. what 1 wore. Styles were dignified then,
designed to protect a young woman's m
“*And totally lacking in sex appeal,” Deedee said.
“A hint of mystery is far more tantalizing to a m
than_some brazen show of immodest flamboyance,”
Marilyn comment
1t was Kate who said, “There were those girls cven
then who chosc to flaunt convention by exposing
themselves in a daring way to the men who courted us.
Toinctte Dazincourt, for one. I shall never forget the
spectacleshe made of herscf at our swimming parties.™
“Toinette?” It was Deedee’s turn to look stunned.
o e T o e T
gnmly “One of Wyatts friends had become interested in
c and sised on bringing her along, in spie of what

“Nothing cver came of their liasons, | guther”
Deedec_remarked, “At beaeyaa et oes
legalized. she added wisely,  smug amusement titing
S e e e
she is, I've always suspected that Toinette had something
falously naughty in her past that she wanted to keep
hidden
Kate made a small, L sound that scemed entir-
Iy out of character v ﬂ pearance,
azincourt e nothing but Cajun ms for all ormm
impoverished pretense. wi
cnough to sce through their s pon o et
Camelia’s father forbade her to marry one of them. I
you plan to remain here with us, Camilla, you shall be
expected Lo know th diference between u crawfsh man
anda e pal eyes biazed ut me with asudden,

evolen

Her emblttred trade stunned me, when | realized how
decply scated her hatreds were. There scemed to
logical reason to explain her seething resentments against
the Dazincourts, unless | was prepared to place the blame
on Camelia for having committed the supreme folly of
falling in love with the wrong man more than a
and-d:half-ago. Common sénse alone old me that no
one, including Kate, for all of her staunch adherence to
propricty, could keep a hatred alive after so long a time,

nd it scemed to me then that there was no choice left to
me but to believe what Deedee had told me about Jules.
and Vieoria,

Tor more ghosts, Cammy?” Deedec's voice

aid-betim

o e y head to see her emerging through one of

the round-topped doorways a short distance down the
veranda, a stemmed-crystal glass filled with some cool,
time tinied ligud sparkiing in her han
s ivly as | couid, thinking that
i e I3 R o et any length of
was imperaiive that | decare a truce.
e fragrant the garden is.” I went on T
sationally, waiting for her to give me the opening |
needed before | plunged ahead to demand a cessation of
vaare betueen us
d someone finds it pleasing."” she said, giviny
her head a litle lng tossing her thick: tawny haif ek
flowed in a wild array around her small head carelessly
away from her flawless face.
f take it you are still unhappy about my being here,”

Vhat did you_expect?” Her voice raised on a
challenging note. *“That | would do a turn-about-face and
throw open my arms t0 welcome you; Not cen you can
be that naive. can you, y fuy?

1 sipped the black corfee Flossc had brought with my
lunch in silence, not wanting to encourage her furt
Tespoing 10 her mAcAbre commenta, At the e
1T CouH o el omdering JF & was, becanas o per
sinister tales that | felt such a queer mixture of excitc-
ment and dread when my gaze was drawn to the far cor-
nes of the garden where the old azalea bushes crow

ther to provide their own dark screen, as thoug]
Wiatcver wab hiiden tere had gaincd. some strange,
malignant hold on me that 1 was powerles fo s,
me, Decdec said, “I've found out something
lse about the old springhouse. Something that should es-
pecially nierest you.”
ve her a sarled look. “What.is that™” I was
raonsn enough to
s about Camelia.” She flashed me an amused litte
Abovc her curling lips, her eyes glittered with a secret

| Temember you tellng me some sad litte tale about
hcr," ' counter
1 didn't have the whole story then. Now I do.”
amelia was murdered by her own father, or the
said. “Murdered, like Victoria,” she

Nevertheless, | forced mysclf to say, “Camelia’s death
cen an accident. Fathers don't murder their

duy
Y 1 did know before, Cammy. is that the
Dazincourts are cursed. Deedee looked at me, that same
wild excitement | had seen in her before burning brightly
behind her pale eyes so that they seemed odd
transparent ke the eys of a cat iewed from an obligue
le.
o ey v o CA eI
of the Dazincourt curse, just as you are destined to be.”
o You arc involved whether y0u want
. by virtue of whom (ou happen to be,” Deedee said.
“When 1 fing the proof | need. perhaps you'l fel s n-
clined to doubt m s needed now to establish the
validity of my e ring. Have you
it, Cammy?" she added with a false

brightness.
“No, of course not. How could I have?” I said.
She regarded me-in silence for a moment or two, her



pale stare sceming (o test me.
It i, belive e she finaly said “Camela’s
lover, whose name was “Etienne, incidentally, is said to
have presented it 1o her to seal their love pac, From what
1 gather, it's a priceless bauble, once owned
French courtesun. Even then, it had gained a reputation
for bcm%cnrscd which may xplain how it came into the
hands of the Dazincourts 10 dou irtue of their
piratc_cronics. Anyhow, when s father dis-
covcrd it was in her posesson. e became rabid. He
demanded that she hand it over to him, and when she
rofuged 1o abey, helocksd he Insids the shAnghouse, She
was found there the following morning, hanged by her
own hand, the ring. ghuermdg defiantly on her wedding
finger." me a meamngfn] Took

Lo o hatnrt
That it was Camelia’s ghost |
sy in the swamp lst night?”
2t me.a vivid look coming onto
er face. “Tell me, Casnmy. Was she wearing the ring?”
"It was stole from Camela's fingsr whil her body
lay on the death couch,” caled then, “It was
ditcovercd later that ‘Etienne. Dezincourt. had shipped
into Calderwood under cover of darkness to retrieve
eath mask of his beloved Camelia, a
little gesture, if ever | heard one. He
France where he had it made into
a lifesic. hisque likeness of her, replete with lustrous,
glass cyes, and a modish wig of human hair to match her
own flowing, dark tresses. The head was fitted with a
Soft, kid body and there were matehing limbs (0 ereate

belicving look, shocked, in spite of
my;clf by fer wid tale.
ust have been m; aid.

‘Th:y ol o thean 4 e e gver there” Desdee

glanced in the direction of Dazincourt Hall whose hipy
s partially visible from this angle through a

shadowed opening be old liveoaks that
Torumn & Gesk.bermer betwee! i o  bovacas “Phrs
ticularly those among them who have been stamped with
the Dazincourt mark

“Mark?” I repeated dazedly.

“A birthmark that's been p.-med down among them
for_generations,” Decdee said. “Oddly enough, s
haped like an opal.

*“I don't understand,” | said.

“That’s the central stone in the ring,” Deedee told me.
216 said o be one o the largest black opals ever found,
even larger than the Queen of Eartl said to be
valued at more than a quarter-of-a- iion ol ot
today’s prices." Avarice glinted like shards of ice behind
her pale eyes.

‘That's why you're interested in Jules, isn't it?” 1 said.

‘And Kis, 100, for that matter. Because you think they

sl might have the in
has 1o be aroun somewhere,” Deedee said.

ing sense of unreality swept over me and I felt

ihe oid Iamllurluﬁeof ferror. For suddenly | was cerain

ad once scen the ring Deedec had described for me

e clznly, its evil stones blazing
wickedly on my mother's finger.

Late that afternoon, when the first, long shadows had
begun to fall across the gardens, diminishing the sun'’s
suffocating

nl

d for & bicf respite, hom the uncasy nuances of
menace which seemed (0 hover around me, J:arlly

teling e, 1strack off bravely along.a brck path which
wound hewen thick cumps of Spanish dagacr and giant
clephant e direction of the X
aere simicsly aU Bt havmg no idea where to
begin my search, or even what it was | sought. What |
had seen in the swamp last night had left its own chll]mg
imprint. so that, without stopping to consider where

“You're after Kris or Jules because
you think they have the Dazincourt
ring!” I said. “It has to be around
somewhere,” Deedee answered
defiantly.




The door of the crypt slammed shut, leaving me in slimy darkness. Then I
heard the voice, whispering, “You didn’t go away. Now you must die!”

footsteps might take me, I found myself heading in the
direction of the old cemeiery. My memory of ts focation
‘was hazy, scarcely more than a veiled i s,
orange frees. their lossy leaves pressing together above
ey s that culminaiedat the edge ol a awampy

od where the Calderwood o

Built of brick, the aEEl e through the
ades, aled with mold and lichens,
s cracked B e

way. Pushing my way through the thickly tangled
gmw(h nm had :pruniur’ around them, I pried open the
rusted, iron grate that blocked the entrance to the largest
among the scattered vaults, peering uneasily into_its
gloomy interior that was filled with the pungent smell of
dankly. moldering growths.

Dimiy I made out the rows of crypts banked along its
low walls, their_plaques blanketed with some moistly
velvet fungus. Somewhere nearby. leaves rustled, as

ough some idden creature had rushed past them, to
slither sofly into sience

ligmoring the sudden chill that gripped me, | sid swifly
into the vault, my cyes straining to read the row
plagues through the grey gloom that surrounded me

other was not among those who had been
e b5 et i e o i al, Eine &
grim lttle shudder, I went quickly out into the hazy,
light that scemed shatteringly bright, after the
dismal darkness inside the vault.

1 had started 10 turn wway, burdencd by that sudden,

. when I noticed a small, lonely moun
Tising above the dark threads of wate at the for end of
the Calderwood cemetery. A lonely crypt, surrounded by
rankly growing mayhaw and dewberry stood dismall
iis caner. the. vaulC’s. thick, brick walls crumbling
eath ah onslought of avenously growing vy.

Standing apart from the Dazincourt and Calderwood
cemeterics the grim ltle sland wi Tooming
crypt seemed to draw me and [ went Quickly along the

brick pediment, secking a break in the iron fence.
Coming at last to a narrow opening where a section of the
spiked grate had rusted frec, I scrambled onto the low
bricks. making my way cautiously in the swampy trough
‘which separated the smaller mound from the Calderwood
cometery.

Turning my attention then to the rusted doors hinged
1o the mouth o the ancent tomb, and tha stood partially
open, [ knelt to tug at the tangled vines that bl
passage, opening them wide whe e
eround beneath them, to light my

Tthink 1 kncw, cvem before | found the marker st into
the facing above the first crypt, what | would find,
Heedless of my nails, | scraped away k layers of
Seikiey o ey darkly} Corodoagmelall plaqe un-
covering first a V, ami then the rest of her name, Vicrori
Calderwood Carlvle, tracing the letters with my ﬁngcr-
e e

Gurious to know whose remains, besides Victoria's,

?:

ad been relegated to the isolated mound, | went decper
R e e el s
Beneath thick layers of fungus near the rear. Clawing
quicklyattheblack mold,  uncovered anarchaic inscrip-
tion: Camelia” Calderwood. This. then, had been

tomb. The fact that Camelia had died by her own hand, if
jec's tragic tale was to be believed, seemed suddenly
to explin why the vault n which she was laid to rest
apart from the Calderwood cemetery on its own

mal Il of unhallowed clamshells.

1 had started to go when | became aware of a third
market set above the crypt next to the drawer which held
my mother's remains. Rubbing it free of mold, | traced
the name ctched i, the plain metal. Leonee. Leonce
Dazincour.

1 stared in stunncd amazement at the faintly etched
Jttes, hearing a, man's voice saying softly out of the
past, Afier all, we're peas from the same jen
natch of memory fashed for 3 shattering instant against

of my mind, like a zigzagging flash of
Tighining ripping actoss a storm
hen. s quickly.as it hd o, it was gone, eaving in
its wake the old nightmare sensation of my

Puling away ffom the market hat scemed Somehow
malevolent, I had started to go wi s n,
shattering crash of grating metal R
was plunged into an unfathomable darkness. For a num-
bing moment or two, I did not know what had happened.

My fist thought as tht | must escape, and, ecling
my way past the slime-covered crypls, | ham
against the rusted ‘doors, crying out frantcally for
whoever was there to rel-:as: me.

At first there was only Then, softly. so softly
that L imagined for o Gt e iStAmC bt s it

slipped again into that hazy past that eluded me, a voice
whispered, “There is 10 hope for you, Camill. You are
curmi Curse

“Victoria whisper came faintly to me. “1 am

Victona Do you think | wan
from the world as she was? [ have no choice, Camilla
You must understand that, You didn go avay as |
asked yo
AN e ~Thi
But this time there was no reply, Whoever had b
me inside the vaul hud gone, eaving me sionc with the
ghosts from out of st. Alone 10 die. The thought
sent a fresh wave of horror through me, when I realized
how isolated the old cemetery mounds were from the two
mansions. There was only a remote chance that I might
be heard if | cried out. I had no choice then but to admit
to myself that [ was trapped.

I have o idea how long I crouched inside the lonely
old tomb. going from time to time to hammer wildly on
the iron doors, crying out for someonc to please hear me
and come to my rescue. Only that it scemed an con,
scaled, as | was, in darkness, surrounded by an al-
mosphere of tragedy mingled with that strange sense of
malcvolence which had come over me at the sight of
Leonce Dazincourt's name engraved on one of the tomb's
markers

Overwhelmed by a dark despondence, I tried to im-
Calderwood

their reasons and it occurred to me as it had done earlier,
that they might all be conspiring against e for their own
selfish reasons.

 first, when | heard the voice calling my name, T im-
aginco my assailant had returned to taunt me further.



Then, as the sounds grew nearer, | realized thal it was no
stealthy whisper | heard this time; that whoever was there
called my name boldly, the sound of his voice muflied by
the thick walls around me.

The voice came nearer.
Kincade, Frantically | pounded on the iron doors,
crying out for him (o release me. An instant later, metal
gnted charly against metal and the doors were Mlung
wide, admilting the faint, grey light of late evenin
10-rey. astonishiency 1 Tet bt tears wili
behind my eyelids, and my first impulse was to rus
headlong into Kris® arms.
said, “So there you are. I should have thought
you'd have more sense than to go blundering about inside
thatdangerous old. ple.” B matier-ot-fact tones
sobering m
“Snmeone locked me inside.” | sai
‘Who in God's name would want

looked s! Pl
w0 dn ol e ok
dEe., scaitered debris in the path of
L sa ghos inthesvamps inanefort (0
scare me away from here,” I said.
< bent 10 examine the tomb's fron doors. ST you
certain these doors didn't wing s sht beind youoftheir
own accord?" he asked maddent lain 1o see
you deared s track beneath Them b they Swimg [0
His words arou € a tumultuous sense of out-
rage. 5o thal | (e torn insds by secthing torrents of emo-
tion 1 could not understand.
1 said coldly, “You were lool me?
h r car 10 you. Bt I ot

him cautiously for a moment or two. But it
m sihle to sec what he was thinkin

ime you get an urge 10 go wandering of, call
me,” he said rufly. | wor' have you roaming about n
the midst of these swamps alons

ve seen what | wanied (0 “see.” 1 said, casting 8

auik ook scross my shoukler o te ol tom

Does it bother you that they ide her?" he

asked. a5 Uhough a rad seen R
his curiosity.

Heoncet™ | mude

to.gary with it some

If speak the name that seemed
readed connotation of evil.

“He was Jues win, wasn her” | said
SR e

Kris n
The, ke idr.micnl. xcept for the so-called Dazincourt
mark.” he added wrmusly "Local send has it that

Leonce bore the famous stamp of

whatever that is supposed to suggest.
“It sounds like some more of Decdec’s nonsense,” |

said skeptically.
“"The fuct remins tht Leonce s dead, while Juls sil

e Dazincourts,

lives," K
“I'm certain any number of people have similar
irthmarks, I sa. thinking vaguely that 1 myself had
irthmark that might be consirued o be oval in shape.
urt opal. | thrust the hazy thought
Ful;léleyd asde. ‘And sooner orlater, everyone has to 0
a

1 people don't take their o Kris said.
s tha what happened 10 Leonce?™ | asked, thin 8
atonco of Camella who was sad 1o have hanged hersel
And my mother? Was she, t0o, dead by her own hand?
Did that’ explain why the three of them were there
{ogethr,inside he islaed o tomb which was sitiaied

outide ihe two on unhallowed g
“You mean yo o dort Know? Kris was Seying, soun-
dm%(xhghlly shocked
hat?” | asked duml

He hesitated. *You may as i one
of the others, I suppose,™ he finally said. “Leonce was in
love with Victoria. He was determined to have her, one
way or another. So he shot her, then turned his gun on

imself, The two of them were found together.”

“Leonce killed her?” 1 asked in a small, stunned voice,
something sinister sceming suddenly to surround me,
dimming the light and the shadows.

Wehad come to the edge of the orange grove without
my quite knowing how we came to the glossy
Tasies of Tolage beginning suddenty 1o swir madly
before me.

“Leonce." Kris' voice said, as though from a distance.
o1 should have thought someone would have told you

Neither Kate nor Marilyn appearcd at breakfast the
following moming. Nor vas Neil anywhere in evidence
when I went down 1o the back gallery, which left me

ee.

R some excitement and glamour in our lives.
thinking in terms of 3 bal. How does hat srike you,
Cammy luv? Don't you ay we can use an evening
of merry tkiog Sty Wt o 7S

said cooly, refusing 0 elent, 1t has been ess than a
i father. The last

mnm

jost my g | want now is
e e preciscly what you need, darling,” Decdec
rsisted. **You can't go on playing the wounded mouse
forever.™
sensed something devious in_her. Something that
frightened me a little. But before 1 could define what it
1 felt, footsteps sounded behind me on the veranda's
brick pavement o 10 see Neil coming toward
s blue workshirt stained with field dust and sweat.

Neil, darling. im. “You're just in
time to help me plnn a ball."

What | mod for at the moment i a cup of
Flosies coffe he s, "Wl | wa is some ox

ment. A wnume & Why didnt L hink o it sooner™

are you \p o, now, Deodee? Nell asked
xuﬁplawily his dark eyes smoldering above the rim of
the delcate Limoges cup which looked suddenly in
congruous, lmpaf as it was in his work-roughened

Thcdu of the ball amved 0ing by in a flurry of last
Feparations, with Desdee paciig he house like a
1o chance by putting her own

d begun to arrive before |
could bring myself 0 take the dress Decdec had brought
for me to wear from its hanger, o slide it listlessly over
my head. It seemed to fit me differently than it had done
that day in the attic, when Deedee had accust
taking the Dazincourt ring from my d
finget. and only then did 1 realize that Deedee
swiiched dresses on me that this was ol the same gown i
had tried on then
55 | wore now was of soft, silk, jersey,
simple folds from my shoulders, with a siver oo
securing it at my waist. | had started to turn toward the
cheval mirror o cxamine my appearance, when a light
tap sounded on my
+ Camill, are you decent?™ Neil's voice called to me.
He poked his head into my room. when | calld out to
im, his white teeth flashing me a debos
ath it harlequins mask, His costume i
iy riveopt gaTabler Iy
edin ole and colorful cravat giving him an excitingly

cdmc to vulunl:cr as your escort," he said,
orsythe. whose squat figure and
rusque manncrisms gave him away and there were one
or two others among those circulating about me whom |
seemed vaguely to recognize. &



ate s presn, of cours, egal in aubergin velvt
trimmed lavishly with e a rhinestone studded
s T fhe shlmmennﬁ abundance of her
ave any trouble
A A e R
suline nun.
Slowly. so slowly at first, that | was scarcely aware of
it e happeniog. | wes drawn 0.4 sule e o

v mmed sharply sway, catehinga glimpse of myscfin
at n life-like marble
Sl o nyle For astumnea nstant |
stared at_the palc image which scemed scarcely more
thana reflction of oneofthe marbe igures,the hee g
ies Mocking around the numbed edges of my mi

e more persiten, Victara, in a flawing ik gown,
Grecian in its simpli

Suddenly | was g ,.K:a y a terrifying sensc of unreali-

. Victoriu had dicd the night o the ball. Now it eemed

s if history was repeating itself. Somehow Deedee had
arranged i all directing us i whal we were o wear,
switching the dress she had craftily told me 1 would wear
own my mother had worn the night of
her murder. W.\x Kris in it with. her? Was it he who
would, in the

SoN liughter seemed o whxsper vickedly around me
and suddenly it scemed that | was going m;
away rom the pal image in the mirror, | ran,
mysell on the mansion's front gallery without quite
knowing how I came to be there.

The fint outine of a small building loomed out o the
shadows. The old playhouse ... Unwittingly 1 had
retricedthestes | i taken thai other ight
St hy that terrorizing sense of nmmlu{
crept. inside the mimiature house, my fingers fumbling
along the mildewed floor, feeling for the
Whete I had hidden the Mason jar which held e
and candles [ had smuggled out of the mansion long ago.
Miracuously the jar was still there beneath the
playhouse floor. Miricously, too, the seal was still
serving (o protect the maiches | could hear rattling
around |nslcFe the damp glass, as | worked o pry free the

e e i 0 Nlaming

mulch Io the wick of \I Nt ean =
out u tightly wrapped packet, 1 unfolded the

mildewed fayers with o o o fecling left in
them, coming at Jast (o the small, grimy notcbook that
had the words, Canila’s Journal pinted in net. block
letters across its ct

awnle conie o the hallin his Cafun cape, Mommy :
said he shonld have a harse far the courrir du Ma

vas, which meaus the running af the Mardi Gras. It is
saniething Cajuns do. Kate tald Deedee and mie that

once.

1 watched then s the nex lin sid. Then Jules
asked her how his special little girl was. I kriew he nieant
e and 1 ran hack up to miy room. But I didn't go ta bed.
fissiedand heiciee and a lang time after that, I saw
Monmiy in the garden helaw the gallery with
Leonce. | heard Lfmwr sav e aved her. He Said e ust
have her. He she laved ane pea she could lave
anoiher, L A S
ed them in niy nighigawn. | saw Leance hurt
Then Jules came. There were laud naises and
hlood all ayer. Then he put something wite an Man-
niy’s face. Tha n | ran awas

Something warm ghded down my cheek, and | btushed
at it with impatient fingers suddenly aware that 1 was
52

enyi
K was there Jiting for me when | el the
playhouse, the lin re pile sgainst the
darkness of the e e
“Camillat™ he calledwﬂly‘Nigemleloneslunngmc
1 sirugeld against u compeling desic o flng mysel
into his arms, 4s he came slowly toward me through the
vehvet shadows. lnm:r It was Leonce who had worn the
planter's suit that ni
Tearing myself .wuy from the clutching tendril 5
emotion that threatened to_engul anblind]
lhrm:‘ﬁh s ranldy o
branches that resched to tear at m
Springhouse loomed darkly before me. and,
o Img through the layered vines at s basc, | found
the hidden door, my fingers Mlying to lift the latch.
Flinging myself through the dark opening. | heard
ying oot st pounding pust me along the brick walk.
auiely closed ihe door, thal, or the mo-

" wan n..m i heard ¢ thevoice, murmring soly around
me. sceming (o come to me idden_room
FEL S BRI PLee
my mother Iyng on.ybed.u clstr of resh cape jusmine

her lifeles:
mesmerizing effect on me, and, icy with dread, | crept
through darkness toward its source, making out a thin
thread of light secping through the scams of the door-
frame where the ancient wood had begun (0 ot wwsy.
ressing against the wall, | pee
one of the narrow openings. A man el e
the room. Jules sl wearing.his purple-and-gold cap-
tain's cape. A woman languished in his arms. her long,
black hair falling in a shimmerin iuxcme MR
arms. s h hent forward o kiss her.his bk blocking my
view of e

Tie lay her down gently. Stil watching through the
narrow erack, | saw her face, a fresh wave of horror
going through me. Vict

1" st00d braced aginst the clammy wall, all fecling
drained from me, as | continued to peer into the dimly
i el S G o
he removed 4 an to

5w then | suw the birthmark mnd darkly across
his Mesh just ahove the line of his trousers. It was oval-
shaped. us minc was, the stamp of the T Dzzm:ourls.

Leonice had a mark like that, Decdee

G R e b e

rosorded all | had see that ightin my diry. Even then,

re | could set it all down in my childish seript,
memory had hegun 10 fade: the shutters of my mind ha
started 10 clic]

M parents’ hones are in their dusty urns

Scpiehred, wheve w0 Mindied incene barns

e lines from K cats flowed (hrough my mind and, 100
lte. | knew what my uther hud meant for me (0 drive
from them, Jules couklnot have klled V
ek oG 3 e P K
them both and then hud pretended to be Jules all of these
Yeurs 50,1 o, would gucss he was & murderer

Now it was Leonce who spun to face me, bracing
in the door o ihat | coud ot esca
o kill you now,” he said coldly, his voiec
A devastating bitterness that | had
cuught behind it tht first night = Dagingourt, Hall.

You've left me no choice. If only you had used y
head and turned bick that first might. K s Deede
mentioned they'd seen you in town when they stopped by
the house on men way back to Cotdermood ) mmm it

be ighten you,  young girl alone in the
proud ol mght But 1 soon reatecd§ had misudged




“It was you all the time.” | said. “You and
e e ol wearing he deth Bk
1 lay. “You and

Y ctorks . both want you dead. he hissedin that

same hoarsc whisper | had heard before. “You're Jul
She wants you dead For tha reason, Just as | do.

i yords slced ca across my terrified thoughis.

u killed Jules. “You Killed him and made

it ook as though he had shot Victoria and then took his

own life. You cven changed clothes with him. Put on the

s cape .. my voie dwindied in the face of

ing mem
“Letwee,. knecling over my dead mother's body,
appling the deathlv-white plaster 10 her dead features.
fmlulm of alabaster
made o death mask of my mother that
ight. Just a5 Etlenne Dazincourt had done years before
off Cameli, when she had han cd |
*“I had to find a way to have her, that same
unnatural voice. "1t was_always Jules who had
erryhing Churm, Popolaiy Vieore, Whie | was
i Hnwlhabdhrl and mal

1. by claiming she was pregnant. | was glad when Kate
\uckcd et up 1 hoped that, ke Camelia. she wouid hing

She bore e child bcre in this very room.
T ] 1 ever really
‘eniies o nocded Wur Victorie, Hcgesmwd toward the
hideous caricature on the bed. th
posed of the ancient, kids

jered m e than a century
before. Except for the e e e

Victori cr, darling. Tell her we must be
together. It's Jules, da er how much you love
me. Tell her that she has 10 dic. like Amelio, 50 we can

Amelio. Kris' wifc.
1 said 1 hrou%(h Jips hat had grown numb with fearand
hormn “You
e Folwad. e o kg nights” Loonce sak, “She
saw me making love to Victori, She would have told
em we wer ing in sceret. We couldn't risk having
that happen. lhird M.r in the swamp. Everyone knew
she had never learned to swim.”
1 shuddered, lhmkmg nnly ihat | hd 10 csape, | hud
0 get away 1 flung el pst
Leoncs yroning i I e
fate, | io pul i open before he couldcach me,
lunging hrough it iio the dar
S opos onlics landing. But in he uncenain glow which
rosc around me from the bobling ight Teonce carried in
his hand, | could not be certain it was the one that opened
Siaide saircase, Brclly T hesttaton, earing
ing on me, Aware that there was no time left to
the hlack shadows for the tower's other exit,
began agiin (0 climb, the long gown I wore whipping
aroun 3

d waited 100 long. I the next nstant, | felt his
hand dart up from below 16 catch at the hem of my long

Jcﬂung away from his clutching fingers, | threw out
my hand (o steady mysell against the handrail, even us he
e his arm reaching from behind to circle

hrowing my_weight away from i, | et the impact
of his bodyagainst, my own as he continued to hold me,
the two of s crashing ogether againt the rickety guard
rail.

n the next instant, thre was he shatering crunch of

intering wood and suddenly 1 felt myself plummeting
through. darkness. wrapped ireiricvably In’ Leonsc's
choking embrace.

4 voice called to me from a great distance.
B G ilieyuo yoRheartmd
soft ed against my cyclids, warm and
ende like the voice that drew mé out of darknes
Pain mingled with pleasure and | opened my eyes 1o
fing Kris bending oter me.
SLencet | whispocd. wneetain why. tho namo
argently behind my

Kri
Slowly, | turned i my head. Something . . . someone lay
besde me,shrouded in satin that shimmered with purple

pitaine.
“His hody broke ynur e R said “rus e quicly:
Decdes hur gone o the house for D For
“You'll want the ring to give her.” I said hmly “The
numcoun néz Someone gave it to me. But it should
lec when you marr
b Kri sus, p-mmg m; r 15 to my lips.
“You're confused, da ferstand me? I'm
not marrying Decdee. I'm o ‘marrying anyone i | cant
ave

whispered numbly.
Kris nodded. T¥ou." e Sid
I closed my cyes. thinking vaguely that I was
dreamin
impossible for me to attend Leonce’s funcral,
it certain | would have gone had I been able,
even for appearances sake, a the oters had donc
“Toinetic went to picces completely." Kris said, when
e told me ahout it later. “Apparently she had scen
Leonce carrying his_grucsome. likeness of Victoria
around from time to time. with the result that, all of these
years, she was never quite certain whether or not Victoria
uctually died that night. Which cxplains the vague
remarks she made upon seeing you for the first time, " he
added knovwingly.
remind me, What | want to know is
who told you | w.\sJuln daughler if it wasn't
neic. again.® Kris sad. “She isn' 5o fur | sone
that she couldi't (el me everything 1 needcd 1o know,
Sl in s way which convineed e S kncw what she was
talking about. Putting the ring on your pillow was an
attempt on her part {0 warn you. She thought the curse
connected with it would frighten you into running away.
She knew you were Jules' daughier, of course, and that
Leonce would try to kill you for that reason alone, if he
ot the chance. It was Toinctte who told me the Jules |
new was actually Leonee, and that if you insisted on
stayig here, it would e wis for me 0 keep a close cye

{vm:n  cxplains why you were alvays there when |

needed y:

SR be for the rest of our natural fvs,if
you will have me.” he su

e e
10 do, she relinquished her claim on Kris, admitting that
she had known even before I did that | was the one he

wan

Now | live at Dazincourt Hall as Kris' wife. It would

last, with the return of my
‘memory. Theghomoflhcd:adCildcrwoodsand azin-
courts who lived o Tives bencath the rooves
o the, (w0 okl ousbs sl ke n & of our e
us all, Toinette returned her cherished
ures o Calderwood. turning them over personally
1o Kate,saying she hud become (oo busy planning o the
w baby Kris and I expect in January, to care for them
prope

will be a New Year's baby, Kris tells me. A new
life: Alnew heginning.
53



s 1 left Harrisburg and drove
north toward the Pennsylvania

coal regions, it started to

rain — a heavy, steady downpour. I
switched on the windshield wipers
and gripped the wheel tensely,
peering at the slippery, winding
road, so unfamiliar to me. It was
growing dark now, and on every side
the mountains loomed — steep,
black, barren and forbidding. So
unlike the country 1 remembered
from my childhood, when they were
covered with lush greenery in the
summer that turned to  glorious riot
of color in the fall. But that was long
ago, and coming back to the little
town of Freedom didn't promise-to
be so pleasant, either, under the
circumstances. . .

Only yesterday morning, Dad and
1 had been enjoying our breakfast in
our sunny kitchen, a favorite spot in
our comfortable Colonial home in
Alexandria, Virginia. Since Mother
had died, two years ago, after a long
illness, I had always tried to make
breakfast a special occasion, as she
had. Dad was a prominent Wash-
ington lawyer, and it was the only
time we could count on to be
together, just as a family, instead of
having guests or going to dinner
parties.

“These muffins are delicious,
Diana,” Dad exclaimed. “And I'll
have another cup of that good
coffee.” T smiled at his compliments
— he always came up with them —




From the moment they
met, Diana knew she and
Tom were hopelessly in
love. Why did her
grandmother hate him?
What other evil forces were
at work to tear them apart,
and turn their own private
heaven into a terrifying,
devastating hell?

e SHAROWS

but my cooking was one thing I did
take pride in.

As we lingered over our coffee,
Dad wect throaghihis mall “Why,
Bee's et frod yoc Aut R

He opened it, frowning
s||gh(|y Aunt Rose wasn't in the
habiit of writing letters to us — it had
tobe something unusual.

His frown deepened as he read it.
“‘Oh dear,"” he said. “It seems your
grandmother is a bad wi
to visit her, and she was my weak,
hardly coherent. But you know how
she is — won't have anybody around,
kt alone a doctor.

e pages of Aunt Rose's
round, extravagant, childish scrawl.
Years younger than my mother, she
as plump and pretty, not very
bright in_school, but had quickly
made a fine match with a wealthy
Seranton poltcian. Thereafer, her
life had remained, as always,
complstelysef<enteted.
ne of the neighbors called me
about her,"” Rose wrote, “and since I
was the only relative for miles
round, 1 felt it was my duty to go,
and Harold went with me. Well, she
practically threw us out. We were
affaid to excite her more for fear
she’'d have a stroke. 1 would have
stayed longer, but Harold has a big
campaign on, and we were expecting
guests. Besides, it wouldn't do for us
t0 be involved in any bad publicity. 1
thought perhaps Diana could come.

By ANGELA COLBY

Motherabvays dd seem tobe fond of
her, at least
"Well’" Dld asked, when I had
finished the letter. As usual, he was
l:lllng ‘me make my own decision.

1 sighed. “1 think I'd better go.
Harriet can look after the shop for a
little while. I don’t know if it's a good
idea — she's ne even acknowl-
edged my Christmas gifis — but T
know it's what Mother would want.”

Dad smiled, got up from the table,
and kissed me. “That's my girl!” he
said. “I'd go with you, if I didn't
have this big court case on now. But

ow I'm no further away than
the nearest telephone.”

After he'd left, my heart sank. The
nearest telephone, he'd said. Grand-
ma didn't have a telephone. It wasn't
that she couldn't afford it. Grandpa
had been one of the lucky ones who
made a fortune in the rich Pennsyl-
vania anthracite fields, and kept it,
pulling out and making wise invest-
ments_before the bottom dropped
out of the coal industry. I never knew
him — he died before I was born —
but 1 did remember the big, musty
mansion on the hill where Grandma
lived alone — and that my mother
ime getting her to install as
much as_electric lights. She was
content tolive in the past, among her
treasures, and would have none of
such newangled inventions as the
telephone, radio or televi

. .
1 sighed, rembering that gloomy

place, as 1 drove on _cautiously
ﬂlmugh s dleal ]
radio — at least 1 could enjoy that
GV eery lights ofndmer

ahead reminded me that I'd prob-
Ably find ltle to eat in Grandma’s
house, if anything.

1 felt a little like the condemned
enjoying his last meal as 1 gobbled
up every bit of the Pennsylvania
Dutch food. I'd forgotten how g
it was! Then I called Dad to let him
know I was all rlgﬂl lnd Harriet, my
assistant at the antique shop Mother
had started. She Toved beastifl, ld

worry. Everything’s fine. Stay as long
as you like.”

Fecling much better, I started to
driv agan, happy that Fesdom was
just a few miles away. Then,
unpleasant thought struck me.

Grandma would ~react
S T e
out” as Aunt Rose had put it? Of
course, I had written to her about my
coming, but I had thought it best,
especially in view of Aunt Rose’s
letter, not to suggest more than hat]
was just passing through, on a casual
visit.

it.
Perhaps she hadn't received the
letter in time. To try to communicate
with her in any other w:
was s, She belonged 0 the thne
when a telegram was usually an
announcement of bad news, and she
would have been very frightened by it
(3

, we knew,



T

Draw
Suzy

Let Suzy help you test your telent. You may
win one of five $845.00 Commerciel Art
Scholarships or any one of seventy-five
$10.00 cash prizes!

her any size except like @ tracing.
Use pencil. Every quelified entrant re-
celves a free professional estimets of his

rewing.

Sahlarsio winers vl recevs Funde:

tals of Commercial Art taugl rt

Taclon Senools, Inc. one of Amerca’s
art schools.

schol
iing ks
umnn o paiting.

T ELep e
of various subjects received from Qusitad
4 and over. One §25
e tor the best dreving from enirens
200 12 snd owings cen be re-
et Ous slans S pratessonts s
ists not eligible. Contest winners will be
. Send your entry
MAILTHIS COUPON TO ENTER CONTEST

“ART INSTRUGTION SGHOOLS, ING.
Studio sv-2750
500 South Fourh Stest,
Minnaepolis, Minnasots $5418
Plasse enter my drewing In your
monthly contest. (euease painn

B

|

iolin iy onc }

— if not for me, she would certainly
have suspected something was up
regarding herself. And for the life of
us, Dad and 1 couldn’t think of
anyone in the vicinity to call.

was one person she used to
* Dad remembered, “‘her
lawyu, His name was Pendergast, or
something like that. I'm not sure,
and anyway, he's probably dead by

A ot of good that did me. 1 was
beginning to feel very lonely, and a
litle sorry for myself. I just hoped
that the one remaining gas station in
that town was still open, so that if I
got a cold reception, I could tank up
and head for the nearest motel.
Perhaps my anxious thoughts
made my driving reactions more
erratic; perhaps it was just the rain,
coming down in heavy
Whatever it was, my little car
suddenly went into a skid, careening
drunkenly. T had enough presence of
mind not to put on the brakes —

car. I'd just make myself as com-
fortable as possible, until the rain
subsided and I could attract some-
one’s attention.

T must have been exhausted from
the whole ordeal, because in spite of
my efforts to keep awake, I dozed
into a deep sleep. Though I couldn’t
stretch out comfortably, the pillow
was soft, my coat and blanket gave
me a cozy sense of warmth, and it
was a welcome relief, just to lie there
for a while, and rest.

But my sleep was troubled by a
strange dream. In it, 1 came to my

r's house. No one was

ere. It was a rickety, abandoned

shell, dark and rottng, Then T heaed

it — my grandmother’s whining
voice:

iana! Go away from here, and
leave me in peace! T don't want you
— all I want s this!”

She held up a music box, one that
T remembered from my childhood.
Unlike the majority of the people in

Suddenly, I felt my little car skidding into
a dangerous spin on the wet, lonely road!

from somewhere in my training, I
remembered that — but as the car
spun around, I felt sickeningly help-
less. When f inalystopped i was
on the other side of the ed
in the opposite direction! Sha.luly,
pulled over o the shoulder, stopped
and put my head down on the wheel.
For a it while, T cred uncontrol
lably. What if a car, coming in

o enin divsti ooy lsd it me whoa 1
went into that spin? I knew I was
‘much too upset to try to drive, now.
What was I to do— stay here, in the
dark and freezing rain, on this
isolated mountain road where there

was very little travel?
Afer the st spasm of fight had
subsided, 1 began to think more

a1 simgly had to pull syt
together and get going. But when my
cferts to sarkthe ca faled, | Know
hat had happened. The engine wes

Ty my lluhlight in the gove
here hadn't

oo

Loy

been & single car on Rt
my skid, I decided to rig up a sort of
signal for oncoming traffic. But the
rain was still coming down in
torrents. Well, at least I had a warm
coat, and a pillow and blanket in the

the region, who were Pennsylvania
Dutch who had settled it long before
the Revolution, my grandparents
e from Germany after
World War 1. Though they were also
of German descent, the local people,
proud of their heritage and still
harboring enmity from the war, had
never accepted them. And I remem-
bered there was a great deal of
unrest among the townpeople '—
Inciuding the Welsh and Polsh new:
— when my grandfather sold
el o
mists who stripped them for
what they could gei, then closed
them down when the demand for
anthracite coal decreased, leaving
‘many miners without jobs or means
to support their families.
 The little music box was a kind of

morc pleasant. Intricately carved
with scenes from the mountains of
the Black Forest, it played the tink-
ling notes of “Tannenbaum” when it
was opened.

1 could see her now in my dream,
half-smiling, half-leering, as she
opened the lid and listened to the
tinkling chords. I knew she must be
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mad. I called to her, “Grandmother!
Grandmother! T want to help you!
But I couldn’t make her hear me. So
Istepped across the threshhold, onto
the rotting floor.

“Now you've done itl” Grandma
shrieked.

Then the floor gave way, and I felt
myself falling, fallig info  dark

. Then, there was a blazing

Tight A fre? Had T died and gone to
Hell?

1 screamed...and sereamed...
and woke up, in the midst of a scene
just as frightful As I became
conscious, I realized that the whole
car was surrounded by a bright glow,
and swirling smoke.

Fully shocked into wakefulness
now, the first thing I thought of was
— fire! My car was on fire! But then,
I realized there was no smell of
smoke. No nothing, except the
brightly lighted billows outside the

‘windows.
Then I heard it — faintly, but

unmistakably a man's voice, calling
“Help! Help! Is anybody up there’

1 realized, then, that what I had
thought was smoke was actually a
heavy fog, as sometimes scitles
between the mountains in rainy
weather. The light? It must be
coming from the headlights of a car,
parked on the other side of the road.

Again 1 heard the voice, fainter
this time. “Help! Help!”

1 felt pretty helpless myself, but at
least I wasn't hurt. I had to answer
that cal

Fecling my way cautiously through
the fog, moving toward the car lights,
1 called, “Hello! Hello! I'm coming
et vl o o s

le voice was more weak
and hoane now. “Herel Toward the
carl”

‘Then, as I moved closer to the car,
1 saw him — a man, halfcrawling,
dragging an injured leg behind him.
Without a second thought that he
might be some villain, intent on

taping and robbing me | rushed (o

" face that looked up at me,
though it winced with pain, managed
a roguish grin. “An angel of mercy!”
he gasped. “I'm not sure I haven’t
died and gone to heaven!”

Something about his laughing,
openly admiring eyes was distinctly
disturbing. “Well, we've got to get
you off that wet ground,” 1 retorted
tartly, “before you die of pneumonia.
Is that your car?”

He nodded, and wineed agai
seem to have hurt my ankle. This
damned fog. I got out to try to sce
where I was, and stepped off the edge
of the road into the ditch.” His tone
softened. “Thank God, you came
along.”

His gratitude embarrassed me.
““Now, I'll help you on the bad side,”
1 said briskly. “I’s going to hurt
some, but you've got to get into the
car.”

He was bigger and heavier than I'd
thought, but I managed to be a sort
of crutch as we inched our way back
to the car, where he finally collapsed
on the front seat, with a sigh. When
he recovered after a moment, he
turned and looked at me, with those
penetrating eyes. **Hey, what are you
doing here, anyway?" he asked. “A
nice young girl like you should be

parts.” Suddenly, his face changed
— not from pain, but from worry
and concenn for me. “If youre in
e kind of trouble " he said.
“Well whatever it s, I' ll do all that T
can o help. I don’t know how, but
I'm alawyer, if that's any good.”
Sodden as he was with water and
ditch dirt, at that moment I wanted
nothing more than to fling my arms
around his neck, to nestle against his
broad shoulder and stay there
forever.

As I moved through the
dense fog, I saw a man,
dragging an injured

leg. Without a thought
that he might be a rapist,
I ran to rescue him!
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Is there such a thing as love at first

sight? Looking back now, I believe
so. 1 honestly think that even though
we didn’t know each other’s names,
from that moment this stranger and
1 were pledged to belong to each
other forever. But there was no time
for romance then.

“My car went into a skid,” I
explained briefly. “Then the engine
flooded. There wasn't any hope o
getting help, so I fell asleep. Until
your lights woke me up, and I heard
You call.

“I'm so glad 1 did” 1 added
thinking 1 might

fogislifting a bit. If you show me the
rive. Oh, by the way, I'm

Diana Marshall.
The roguish smile returned, as he
stretched out his hand.
Pendleton, Miss Marshall,” he said.
““Your very humble servant.”
Why did he always have
‘mocking manner that made me fo

though I'm not sure she's expecting
me.”

Iwas surprised at Mr. Pendleton’s
reaction, As I talked, he had become
strangely grave, almost fearful. And

finished, he sat silently lost in

thought.

Finally, he spoke, “Did you
know,” he said slowly, “that I am
your grandmother’s attorney?””

“You!" I laughed gaily. “Father
couldn't remember the name — only
that it began with a P. What a
coincidence!”

Ho dut eren snle. But he
reached over to give my hand a
reassuring pat. My dears” he said,
in his measured lawyer's tones, “I
feel it would be best if you stayed
here with us tonight. Then, in the
morning, when you are rested, we
wil talk about your grandmother.”
“B-but,” I blurted. “Is she as sick
as Aunt Rose said? Has she lost her
mind? I have to know!”

His face was inscrutable. ““Tomor-
row,” he promised, “you will know

T
1fal

Cet it,” he said drily. “But
wish you luck.”

“Oh" he added, a bit morc
kindly. “If you're going up there,
first thing you ought to do is have a
telephone put in. And if you need
me, just call.”

“Thank you,” I said. He was right,
of course. T had to take things into
‘my own hands.

But I was very happy to surrender

Pendicton, as she
nourishing soup, ushered me to a hot
bath with piles of thick, fluffy towels,
then into the welcome softness of the
guest room bed. Before my eyes
closed in the sleep 1 needed so badly,
1 thought, *I¢s like a miracie. And
Tom. ...? Maybe he's a miracle too.”
Twoke when a beam of light struck
my face, and staggered out of bed,
gathering up the voluminous flanncl
nightgown Mrs. Pendleton had given
‘me. To my surprise, all my bags were

From the moment I saw him, I knew I was hopelessly in love with Tom. But I
couldn’t understand his famlly s strange reaction when they learned who I was.

so uncomfortable? And why did the
touch of his hand on mine make me
tingle all over?

We could see the lights burning
brightly in the big, Colonial white
frame house as we drove up, and
before we could get out of the c:
the front door was thrown open, ai
a spare, white-haired man was
running down the walk to meet us. In
the doorvay, o buzam, sweet-facod

" Tom  explained.
“You'll sec — they've spoiled me
ten.””

In no time, Tom was bustled off to
bed, and the doctor had been called.

“But now, what can we do for
you?” Mr. Pendlcton asked, as we
Sat in the living room to wait for the
doctor's arrival. “It goes without
saying that we are greatly in your
dett. Cen ve ssstyou fn any way?™
ight now,” Ms. Pendieton put
in, “T'm sure she could use & itle
brandy, fellowed by some hot soup.”
And, as Mr. ured me a
steable i, i bt S

Then. 1 told Mr. Pendleton_the

‘whole story. “So you see,” I finished,
“I must go to sce my grandmother,
60

everything.”

‘The doctor came as quickly as he
could, and after a speedy cxamina-
tion, announced that Tom had
suffered no broken bones, but only a
very bad sprain. In the manner of all
country doctors, who have_looked
aftr ther charges, since chidhood,
he muttered, *“Danged
should've known better than to gu
wandering around in that fog. Could
have caught his death from pneu-

onial”

1 could see that Dr. Schmidt was
the kind of physician who knew
nearly everything about everybody in

the community. So, on a sudden
impulse, I blurted, “Doctor, 1 am
Maria Hess' granddaughter, and I've
come here because 1 am very con-
cerned about her. Can you tell me
how she

Now, I was beginning to become
alarmed. or even
more strongly than Mr. Pendleton,
with an odd withdrawal, as if I had
touched a very sore subject.

“I'm afraid I can't tell you how she
is,” he said erisply, “because she’ll
never let a doctor come within ten
feet of her. Al I can say is, she's as
ornery as ever.”

piled neatly in the room! I ran to the
window. Yes, there was my car, t00,
standing in front of the house.
1 got out fresh clothing, happy to
see my dresses weren’t too wrink!
1 put on one, a swirling blue jersey
peint, that | knew vas especilly
becoming with my blonde
(“Why’" SRR
‘Are you trying to impress

nagged.
Tom?”

He didn't greet me with that
sardonic smile and quip when I came
down to breakfast. His eyes were
dark and brooding as he said, rather
stiffly, “Good morning, Diana. 1
hope you siept wel

ood morning” 1 replied,

:vmd\ng his eyes and addressing the
greeting to his parents. “I feel fine
now. And thank you so much for
rescuing my car and luggage.
However did you manage it so fast?”

“Tom and I went down there this
moming.” Mr. Pendietun explaoed.
“We figured we'd better get to it
before the cops or robbers did.”

“But, Tom — " I exclaimed.
“You're supposed to rest that foot!”

He did seem to come out of his
dark mood now, and smiled at me,
holding up a cane beside him. “The
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foot’s a lot better e said, “and 1
can get slong fine i

Still, there was something in the
atmosphere at the breakfast table
that made me feel uneasy. Even Mrs,
Pendleton seemed subdued, as she
served us platters of ham and eggs,
stacks of hot, buttred tosst, and
steaming coff

I\ watted ol everyoue had
finished before I broached the subjet
that, I sensed, was the cause for the
tension. “Mr. Pendleton,” I re-
minded, “you were going to speak to
me about my grandmether. Do you
have time for that n

"Yeor he said heavily. “Come
into the study. You'd beiter come,
00, Tom.”

When we'd settled ourselves in the
pleasant, book-lined  room, Tom
biurted, “All I know is_that your
grandmother hates us, Diana,” he
said. “Particularly me. T don’t know
why. To be frank, she doesn't seem
tolike anybody. But this s different.”

64

He came up behind me, and

before I could cry out, clapped

a strong hand over my mouth!
Could this be Billy, the poor

boy my grandparents had sheltered?

‘Yes, it is,” Mr. Pendleton said,
with a sigh. “and until now, I felt [
couldn't explain it, even to you, Tom,
because it might violate our lawyer-
client ~relationship. But Diana’s

exccutor.

“You see,” Mr. Pendleton said,
“much as Mr. Hess loved your
gmndmm}n:r he knew that she was a

arrival, and the news hat her grand-

mother is 5o il, puts a different light

oiit. I feel she must know the facts."”
“What facts?” I demanded.

. Pendleton handed me
yellowed file folder. “When I started
practice here as a young lawyer,” he
said, “your grandfather was my first
important_client. nm is his will.
Please read it carefull

It seemed simple enough. His
entire estate was to go to my grand-
mother, and upon her death, to be
equally divided between my mother
and her sister, Rose, or their sur-
viving children. Then I saw what Mr.
Pendleton was driving at. There was
a paragraph, appointing him as sole
executor of the estate during my
grandmother's lifetime. If he should
die first, his successor was to be

who knew nothing
about business. So he el i was wise
o entrust that to me. I was flattered

n, of course. But over the years,
this trust has become an unbearable
burden. Perhaps it's her advanced
age, but she has constantly reviled
me, and accused me of cheating her.
And as for you, Tom — she part
ularly hates you because she knows
e successor named in

the will
“How awfull”
completely shocked.

1 exclaimed,

strange accidents nm occurred.
Mysterious fires in my house and
garage, that the firemen could find
1o cause for. Several times, my car
was tampered with, and we narrowly
escaped harm. Last night, when Tom



THE WEDDING THAT
PUSHED THE CIVIL WAR
OFF THE FRONT PAGES

(O 35w T3 L 3 Church,

in New York, Tom Thumb, who stood
36 inches fall, 100k Lavinia Warren, 32
inches tall, 0 be his wife. Two thousand
guests were mvued illionaires, sena-
tors, governor: als, and society

leaders alund:d (Jlll.\ poured in_from

everywhere; Pre.miem uml M!: Lincoln
sent a set of Chines? fi

‘midget weddmg is !usl one of

ny interesting stories_included in

Fredenck Drimmer’s fascinating new
book, VERY SPECIAL PE . What }
makes them very special is that they were
all born “curiosities” and they all llvcd
unusu;\l lives. Like Chang and Eng, the
oris iamese twins, who were joined
at lhe chesz for life. They married sisters,
set up separate homes, and fathered 22
children between them!
en there was Grace McDaniels, who

was billed as the ugliest woman who ever
lived (and her photo proves it). Believe
it or not, Grace received several proposals of
marriage before she accepted one from a hand-
some young man. They had a perfectly normal
son, who grew up to be his mother’s manager!

John Merrick, Ihe grossly deformed “Elephant
Man,” was deses

The wedding party: standing left 1o right is Commodore
Nutt (the best man), Tom Thumb, Lavinia Warren and
Minnie Warren (the bride’s sister).

This is not just a picture book of “freaks.”
The author treats these people with insight,
compassion and the dignity one earns by being
born different from everyone else.

VERY SPECIAL PEOPLE will also teach

Befriended by a kmdly doctor, Merrick became
]q(ullc famous and was frequently visited by

oyalt

AII lhe stories in this book are true, and
we have over 65 rare photographs to prove it.
Never has one book been so complete. There
are chapters on giants, dwarfs, fat people, arm-
less and legless wonders, hermaphrodites (half
man, half woman), bearded ladies, and numer-
ous other human oddities.

by his heartless manager. you one of the most important lessons that life

as to offer: the incredible ability of man's
mind, soul, and spirit to overcome any physical
imperfection...no matter how hopeless it may
ap ear. Read this book and you will never in-

ge in self-pity again.

VERY SPECIAL PEOPLE, ONLY $6.95.
Hard covered, 412 pages, 67 phnmgraph:
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ainst Tom’s strong shoulder, I
ibed out the whole, terrible story.
“We have to get you out of here,” he
‘e have to go to the
police and tell them everything.”

said firml;

didn't come home, I feared that this
time, he wasn't o lucky.
ow, T must tell you,” he went

on, “that we have no concrete
evidence linking your grandmother
0 these occurrences. But to put it
luntly, i she isn't behind i, we
can't imagine w1

Welll® 1 sid, rising to my ful
five-feet-four height. “I can promise
you one thing. I'm going over there
and get to the bottom of this right
now!”

“Bravol” Tom exclaimed.
Em. M. Pendleton smiled weak-
S ey
id, “you look exactly like your
grandlnhe en he frowned.
“But I am genuinely concerned about
your safety.”

“I'm not much good with this bum
foot,” Tom said, “but I could drive
Diana over, and sort of keep a watch
on the place at a short distance, at
least until she can get a phone
instal

“Good idea!” his father said. But
swe eded fo the door, e sded,
“Be very careful, you two.

66

With Tom following me, I drove
ahead to my grandmother's house.
The sight of the old Victorian man-
e A through

— it was even more foreboding
than 1 remembered. 1 signaled. 1o
Too as T mullotiuyad hewideon
the road, under some trees where we
couldn't easily be seen. T jumped out
and ran, crawling into the car beside

know it's

)’ id.
silly — but I'm scared!”
He put his arm around me and
drew me close to him.
Then it happened — without a

word exchanged between us. He
cupped my chin in his hand, and
those penetrating eyes looked deeply
into mine. Then, as if by some
magnetic force we couldn’t control,
ourlips met.

T felt such an intense surge of
passion sweep thorough me that,
when we fialy drew agart I et

E T e T

ed, for his

o slightly as he reached
for a cigarete.

Then, putting his arm about my
SR R o G
agsin, he spoke, sofly and genty.

guess I knew from the moment 1 a0
G AR i e G
bank, that I was hopelessly in love
with you. I know there are obstacles
-but Diana,

‘Oh, yes!" 1 breathed, and we
e B whispered
shakily, “I hate o let you go..
don’t want to let you go, ever.”

“1 don't want to go ither, dar-
ling,” I said. “It's so wonderful to
find someone. 1o lve._and

., resolutely, 1 drew away.
"Bt Thave 0 go..1 have to find
out what's going on up there, you
know."”

‘Tom nodded. “Maybe it won't be
as bad as we think. Anyway, I'm
going to stay parked right here. Try
1o slip out as soon as you can and let
me know what's happening.”

Knowing he would be close, I felt
more brave, as I drove up through
the gates and up the drive, stopping



Someone

out there needs you.
Someone who needs a hand,
not a handout.
Spend a little of yourself.
Spend a little of your time.
Evena few hours
could meana lot.
Someone will profit by it.
Even you.
Call your local
Voluntary Action Center.
Or write to:
“Volunteer,”
‘Washington, D.C. 20013.
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“The Naional Gente for Yoluntary Acion
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Enjoy an exciting
career with

STENOTYPE

Modern Machine Shorthand

Train for an
interesting and
rewarding career

world’s fastest
shorihand method
Learn at home —in spare time

under the porte cochere. 1 got out of
the car, and lifted the heavy knocker
on the door. In the silence, I could
hear the sound echo through the
house. There didn't seem to b
anyone around. I tried the door, but
it was locked. 1 knocked again.
Then, faintly, I heard a sound of
shuffling feet, heard someone open
the bolt inside.

‘t know what I expected, but
at the signt of the hulking man with
dangling arms and big_hands,
couid caly gasp, *Why, il Hell
Do you remember
1 had (mgmen ibout Billy — or
perhaps, just didn’t ‘hink bed be
there anymore. He was an unfor-
tunate orphan my grandfather had
taken in, and given a home in return
for helping with the chores. Though
he was retarded, he was always
cheerful and willingly performed
whatever task he was given,
plkhﬂlcllly eager o please those
10 had been kind to him.

Tcould, and into the bedroom. There
yas my grandmother, ying in the
bed, looking old and shrunken
fr cxy from the el e
woman I rememi

Her eyes were S e
see that she was breathing regularly.
As 1 sat down quietly on the dusty
chair beside her bed, my eyes filled
with tears. Poor soul! Left alone with
only Billy to look after her! How
awful!

But ihe wasn't asleep. She stirred,
and in a voice surprisingly strong,
S "!Yhonherz’ Billy, is some-

1 took her wasted hand, and bent
to kiss her cheek, that felt like

parchment. “It's Diana, Grandma,”
Tsaid. “T've come to visit you.

Her eyes, wandering vaguely, fixed

. “Diana,” she said.
“v« Little Diana. My, how you've

& want 0 help you, Grandma,” 1
said, brightly. “It looks as if you

Today in m: and con-
vention halls, enotvpe n e dymon

Stenotype operators
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Suddenly,

there was Grandma, brandishing an

old pistol. ! “Get out!” she screamed at us.

Now, his face broke into a broad
grin. 'Diana! It's little Diana,
ed uj

grow
“Yes, n.uy, T've come to see my
grandmother. How is she?’

His face twisted xmnse'y. and he
ook s head. “Not 0. good.
upst

right
away,” I said. “Will you please take
my bags from the car and put them
in one of the bedrooms? Any one will
dor

“Right away, Miss Diana! It sure
1sgreanoseeyml'"
en my eyes adjusted to_the

haven't been well. I'l stay and look
after you, if you like.
ST G ‘made a great
to'sit up. “Don’t need any
help"‘ he said “Avays got along
©on my own. But thanks, anyway.
‘There was some of the old fire in
her, I could see, but I decided it was
high time I showed some spiri, too.
“Well, I'm going to stay here and
take care of you whether you like it
or not. What you need is some good
food, ot one thing,30d 'm 8 prety
, if 1 do say so myself. This
hu\lx sl e good cleaning,

g in from
the hnghl sunllght Twas shocked,
There was dust everywhere, in a
Shieklaer on the carpe,the peces

heavy drapes,
which mms‘ mmng. at the windows.
Obviously, my grandmother didn’t
care, or wasn't able to keep up the
house as I once knew it — filled with
gleaming wood, shining damask,
silver and porcelain, for which the
lush velvet drapes and Oriental
carpets added a rich setting.
As Aunt Rose had wrten. she
‘must be in a bad way!
Trushedp theiaiemayter et

1 flounced out n!me room, and rlrl
downstairs. A quick check of the
kitchen revealed what I'd suspected
— there was nothing to eat but a few
cans of soup and some half-moldy
bread. But the refrigerator and stove
did seem to be in working order. The
first thing I had to do was go to town
for food — and plenty of cleaning
supplies.

Of course, I stopped to talk to
Tom on the way out — and revel in
the wonder of our new-found love
again, as we kissed and held each
other close for a few moments.



“Now you mustn’t wo
me, darling,” I told him.
T perectly alight,and [ (iave
feeling Grandma will be much
better, too, once she's had some
decent food. Oh, and I'm going to
take Dr. Schmidt's advice and have a
phone installed tomorrow. She
nesdu't oy about
" Tom said. “T'l feel so
much bener if I can reach you in that
house. If I don't hear from you
before then, I'll meet you here again
fomortow evening, at sbout cight.
Let's hope she's aslecp by th
Dusk was beginning o fall when 1
came back, and since I
Billy anywhere, I picked up ot b
shopping bags myself, But just as I
went into the dark hallway, someone
rushed up behind be, and a big hand
closed over my mouth, stifling the
scream I was about to utter. I
dropped the bags and cans and
battles went clattering all over the
floor. I tried to twist away, but was

R My knees turned to
jelly, and in a flash, all the dreadful
stories about rape and murder in
deserted country homes went through
‘my mind. Could it be. . . Billy? When
1 first knew him, he was a child.
Now, he was a grown man, with a
desires. . .
Just as his grip tightened and I felt
myself falling into blackness, the
door opened, and throwing me
roughly away from him, the man
bounded away down the hall, toward
the kitchen door. I revived enough to
see that his head
ski mask. And standing above me,
holding the rest of my packages and
looking as if he were about to cry,

was Billy.
“Oh Billy!” I gasped. “You saved
mel”

He scratched his head when I
asked him if he'd ever seen anyone
lurking about. “Oh, there's prowlers

nd then. Guess they think
there's nobody here. But I can take
care of 'em,” he said proudly. “I just
give 'em a blast with my shotgun,
and they run. Now, don't you worry
none. T'll see the place is locked up
good and keep that gun right beside
me tonight, in case that feller comes
back.”

1 shivered. The prospect of
spending the night in the rickety old
house, which could easily be broken
into, with only Billy and his old
shotgun for protection, was frighten-
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ing. I'd stopped at the phone
company in town, but they wouldn't
come until tomorrow. For an instant,
1 just wanted fo get into the car and
g0 back to Tom's protective arms.
But that would be cowardly. I
couldn't leave Grandma — and 1
knew I could never convince her to
leave, even if 1 told her of the danger.

Resoltely I gathered up my pur-
chases and we carried them to the
Kitchen, Sure enough, the kitchen
door had been forced open, and Billy
busied himself, reparing it, while 1
made dinner. It was a_simple,
s thought Grandma

e to eat — broiled
Chicken, mashed potatocs, creamed
spinich, and a pudding for dessert. 1
was beginning to feel less shaky as I
fixed an attractive tray with some of
rettiest china. Then I filled
Billy's plate, and urged him to help
himself. As for me, 1 still felt a long
way from being up {o eating a bite.

“Here's some dinner, Grandma,”
Isaid, trying to sound cheery.

“Don’t want any,” she grumbled,
turning away from me.

After all I'd been through, it was
too much. “All right,” I said. “Im
leaving it here. If you can't cat, we'll
have fo call Dr. Schmidt in the
‘morning.” Before she could answer,
Tleft.

“Um-m, this is good,” Billy told
me, when I came back to the kitchen.
“Haven't had food like this in ages!”
Poor Billy, 1 thought. He'd been
neglected, too.

T made some strong tea, and it
revived me a bit. Then, conscience-
striken, I decided to go offer some to
Grandma. When 1 went into her
room, I was amazed to see that she
was sitting up, and had caten every
bit of food on the fray!

“You're a good girl, Diana,” she
said, as 1 poured her a cup of tea.
--nm you mst Jeave here, or they'll

‘re after me!'”
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”Wlw, Grandma?" 1 asked. 1
knew now her words were no senile

John died. They'll kill us!
They'll stop at nothing!"

My head was in a whirl. My Tom
and his father — was it possiblc? No
— I couldn't accept that. “Now,
Grandma,” I soothed. “Tell me just
what's happened to frighten you like
this.”

“A man in a mask,” she said. I
shuddered. *“He tried to break in a
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couple of times, but Billy drove him
off with his shotgun. I know what
he's after, that Pendleton. That!”
She pointed to the music box on her
dresser. It was the one I remembered
in my dream! “Bring it here, Dian:
When she opened it, the tune of
“Tannenbaum’" tinkled just as I'd
heard it years ago. Then I saw is was
packed with money — big bills, too!
Before I could say another word, a
shot rang out! I rushed downstairs,
to find Billy, standing in the
doorway, his smoking gun in his
hand. He closed the door, and bolted
‘Somebody was prowling around
out there,” he said. “Reckon I scared
him off, though."
hadn't. As we stood there, the
knocker sounded, loud and insis-
tently. “Who's there?"" I cried, more
bravely than 1 felt
iana! Open up! It's Tom!” 1
rushed to open the door, and half-
sobbing, fell into his arms, and
stammered out the whole story of the
horrors that night.
“There, therel” Tom soothed.
Now, wee gt 1o get 0 the police
right away. You and Billy
Sl N b o el okt
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out his hand to Billy, who shook it,
beaming. “Thanks for saving my
girl," he said," even if you did almost
shoot me a few minutes ago!””

But 1 can't leave Grandma!” 1

“You'd Better leave Grandmal”
Her voice came from the top of the
stairs, and there she stood, pointing
an old, rusty pistol at us! “Get out of
this house, Tom Pendleton! Get out,
all of you! Before I shoot!”

We beat a hasty retreat, outside
the door. “Tom,” I said. “We've got
to get help, fast. But we can't go
back, She might shoot that old pistol,
and it would explode in her hand!
And 1 can't leave her like this,
either!”

“*Okay, you're right,"” Tom agre
"You stay here with Billy. I'll go i
the police, and get them here as fast

Toan.”

can.
Billy and 1 wm(nd outside e

door, afraid to go inside. “Don'

worey,” Billy sakd. “Tve st got my

a blood-curdling
seream! It was hard to tell whether it
was from a man or a woman; but I
rushed inside and up the stairs,
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behind me, to Grandma’s room.
There she stood, the smoking pistol
stll in her hand, in a state of shock.
And on the floor, in a pool of blood,
asked attacker!

T was trying to get her to lie down
when I heard Tom returning, with
the police. Quickly, we got Grandma
into my room, and into bed, while
|h= police examined the body. “l(

u feel up to it, Miss,” they told m
«u it might help if you couid dentity

gulped and nodded. But when I
looked at his face, 1 froze with
. “Its Harold,” 1 gasped.
“Harold Mason, my Aunt Rose’s
husband!”

Further investigations soon re- |
vealed the whole, grisly story. Harold
Mason had been stealing from his |
party’s political funds, and knew |
that it was going to be discovered
unless he could come up with the
‘money, fast. He and Aunt Rose had
gone through their own fortunes, and
e was desperate. There was only one
hope — to get his hands on Rose’s
mhcrlt.moe from my grandmother.

e had tried to destroy the
P:ndlelons. thinking that, since they
controlled her fortune, it would
prudent, and he and Rose could
easily have Grandma committed as a
senile incompetent. But his plots
failed, and when I arrived, he
decided to make one, last attem,
that would give him the chance to get
his hands on the Hess e — to
pose as a prowler, and murder both
‘me and my grandmother!

At Eosefves distraught, of
when I assured her she
wan sl entted o her share o the
estate, and would be taken care of in
the meantime, she recovered very
quickly. The last I've heard of her,
she was carrying on a lively flirtation
with another wealthy man}

Grandma is as spry and peppery
as ever — but being cared for by a
competent nurse and_ housekeeper.
The funds in the music box, alone,
will keep her in comfort, to live out
her days in the home she loves.

Tom and 1? Of course, we were
married —and settled in our Arling-
ton home, though we often visit our
folks in Freedom. Tom felt, as a law-
yer, he'd have more opportunity in
Washington, and it's turned out that
way. In a few weeks, we're looking
forward to two great events. He's
gomg to present his first case in the

Supreme Court. And I'm going to
have our first baby!
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high school at hnmc = inspare time. you'l never mss. Low cos,
casy terms. You may discover you arc much closer to complet-
ing igh school than you imagined. Mail coupon below today for
booklet. There's no cost or obligation. Wayne. 417 South Dear-
born Street, Chicago, llinois 60605.

Send for FREE booklet!

Print
ame

Address.
City &
State. ..

we

WAYNE SCHOOL. 4 teader in home sudy

4178, Dearborn Sirest, Dept. #7013, Chicego, liinole 80808

Please send FREE booklct on how to finish high school at home.
There’s no obligation on my part.




ADVANCE 1975 SOUND IN THE ROUND STYLING

7-BAND Hound the Wnrld

PORTABLE RADIO

Seven Radios
in One

AM
NEWS AND SPORTS
L |
wrirn wosic A

Plays INDOORS on
regular house current—
OUTDOORS on batteries. ~ SIZE 12° WIDE, 104" HIGH, 414° DEEP.

+BUILT-IN BATTERY CHARGER [ ——— ]
- TWIN mEsco:mG ANTENNAS Worid tme gy 2,10l 8 secton MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE
~TWIN 5P

e ” N / ELECTRONICS INTERNATIONAL DEPT Th& e

« ALL SOLID §
* 2 5AANSISTORS AND DIoDES 210 Soulh Desplaines Sk
Ture m he wor, Tune n s poe speed to
o close n on wanted cnm
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e win 4 5/ AG

5g In on 1101200 AG aulet, Padded leath-
erete case

o

2 gymamec

it sinues OO
e Tone Cantro

‘ PEETEECIIRII) 210 SOUTH DESPLAINES ST.
FEEITEIRILTIR  CHICAGO. ILLINOIS 60806




Razzle & Dazzle;

—Color your eyes terrific.
The sweet softness of velvet. The sparkle and shine of frost.
Delightful duos of color to turn on your eye power.

These creamy powder shadows glide on
with the greatest of ease—and stay on.
} So give your eyes a little extra razzle-dazzle with

New Ultra Velvet/Frost
Duo Shadows j”

L_J!L

( inee

Fine Makeup, ’Senslbl\ Priced.
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